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            Prologue

          

          The Cabin on Pleasure Mountain

        

      

    

    
      Our friends stood around our SUV and the attached trailer. My wife Larissa and I were moving away, heading for Dallas. I had taken a job with a money manager there, after a decade of commuting into New York City every day.

      Time flies, I thought, as I looked around our neighborhood. Has it really been 10 years since we moved to Chatham, NJ? I would definitely miss the trees. We had a modest home for the area. Yet, we had 7 trees on our property that were taller than the house! The leafy fall every season… I would miss that so much. No kidding. It was a pain to manage, but the beauty of just driving around in the fall made it all worthwhile.

      “I can’t believe you’re dragging my best friend away, Niles,” Beverly said, hugging Larissa. Bev McMurray had been my wife’s closest friend since we arrived in Chatham. Though my relationship with her husband Mason had chilled since he had an affair three years before. Watching Beverly sobbing in my wife’s arms was not something I would ever forget.

      Mason didn’t even come to see us off. He was the EVP of Marketing for a major consumer products company in New York. Always on the go.

      Emery joined in, hugging us both. Kevin & Emery Eastlake were not far behind in skipping town. He had grown up in the Midwest, like I did. They moved to NJ for work about the same time we did. We became fast-friends as soon as we met. Kevin became my closest friend in NJ. He did corporate real estate management and had gotten a job in Denver with a tech company to manage its global properties. The Eastlakes were heading for Denver next month.

      Kevin joined in, hugging Larissa and shaking my head. “Be safe. That trailer is going to screw up your weight distribution.” That Kev, always a worrier. I assured him we would be fine.

      Redmond and Amber Dickinson were next, stepping up for farewells. Red’s thick shock of flaming red hair always caught my attention. Supposedly, his mother called him Redmond so he could have ‘Red’ as a nickname. The two crowded in, hugging and shaking hands.

      “We need to figure out how we’re going to stay in touch,” Red said to the assembled group.

      “Here’s an idea… why don’t we take a trip together every couple of years?” Kevin suggested to everyone. “Be a good excuse to get away, catch up.”

      That got every head nodding in approval.

      Amber chimed in, “A destination far from home would be perfect. Give us a chance to get away.” Amber and Red had married later in life, both trying to get their careers established before settling down. Their kids were much younger than the rest of ours.

      “We’ll do it… promise we will,” I said, joking that ‘I’ll have my people call your people.’ We all knew who made those decisions… the wives!

      Still, leaving friends was always bittersweet. We called ourselves the ‘New Jersey 8.’ Our kids were quite young when we arrived in Chatham, so Larissa joined a play group where mothers could meet. All of us were in our 20s with young kids, eager to begin our lives and careers.

      How lucky was that?! The members of this playgroup remain our closest friends in town, now these 10 years later. Though, technically, Red and Amber came later. As I said, they got married late. His family lived in Madison, NJ, very close to Mason’s family home.

      When they moved to Chatham, they found a place only two doors from Mason & Bev. Red was by far the oldest of the group, mid-40s. She was 12 years younger, about the rest of our ages. As we began meeting socially away from the kids, Red & Amber quickly became a regular part of the group.

      We would miss them all, truly would, but the commute into New York every day and the crushing workload of a Wall Street analyst… it just wore me out. Time to do something else.

      Even though Larissa was happy to make the move, she would miss her friends. No question there. She just welcomed the chance to be closer to her folks in Kansas City. We would have no trouble getting back and forth as they aged.

      As we drove to Dallas, all my wife could talk about was how to organize these regular trips. The text messages and emails flew between the wives until a plan formed.

      I kept laughing as she outlined the arrangements. At every restaurant break, she showed me places we could visit, things we could do.

      And so we did. Over the next decade, the NJ8 traveled together every couple of years, meeting at fun locations for some touring and renewal. Always without kids. Over the last decade, we had been to Ocean City, Maryland, for some beach time. Jackson Hole in Wyoming for Yellowstone and Grand Teton. And we even took a riverboat cruise together in Europe.

      This year, because of conflicting schedules, we could not get together until late October. But that worked out great. Emery had found a place in Colorado that would be beautiful in the fall, a large mountain cabin near Crested Butte. The locals called the peak ‘Pleasure Mountain,’ for reasons we would not learn until later. It wasn’t a ‘Fourteener’ or anything, but the online pics of the area were incredible.

      It would be wrong to call this a ‘log cabin’ in the woods. This was a 5-bedroom rustic ‘manor house’ with scenic mountain vistas, large gathering rooms, and two hot tubs on a wrap-around deck.

      Nowadays, we were all fairly well off, so the exorbitant cost did not seem unbearable. The Cabin on Pleasure Mountain seemed the perfect place to relax and get reacquainted.

      Little did we know the Cabin came with an unexpected houseguest. None of our lives would ever be the same after our visit to Pleasure Mountain.
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      It was all my fault. I had some things to finish up at the office and didn’t get back home until well past her carefully planned schedule. Larissa was not happy when I arrived so late, still needing to pack. By the time we left that Friday night, there was no way we would make our planned stop at Amarillo. The drive to Pleasure Mountain was 13 hours, way too long for night driving.

      We ended up staying at a not-so-nice roadside motel in Quanah, Texas. The state is pretty empty in these parts. Having a car breakdown? Well, let’s just say we didn’t want to be caught there in the dark.

      The challenge then became the 10 hour drive the next day. We were supposed to be there by noon on Saturday. We got up at 4 in the morning to get a jump on the trip. It was still dark, but we figured driving into the day would be safe enough.

      Larissa called our friend Emery to make sure they knew we would be late arriving.

      The drive turned out to be simply breathtaking! The flat lands of western Texas gave way to the foothills, then to the southern tip of the Rocky Mountain front range. That drive between Blueberry Peak and Wixson Mountain, through Salida, then over Monarch Pass into Gunnison, was worth the trip all on its own.

      Such beauty! The mountain peaks looked poised for a fresh pack of snow to supplement the old that had survived the summer. The mountains, filled with trees of every kind, especially Aspen and Juniper, kept drawing us to scenic overlooks just to capture the moment. My wife and I had always loved road trips, and this seemed a perfect way to start our vacation.

      By the time we arrived at the cabin, after stopping for gas and eating, it was nearly 4 in the afternoon. Everyone else was already there.

      As we pulled up, the other couples came pouring out of the house. Greetings, hugs, friendly kisses and handshakes filled the next few minutes as we pulled our suitcases out of the car.

      Everyone looked about the same. I laughed with my best friend, Kevin, teasing him that his hair hadn’t grown back. The guy turned totally bald in his 20s! Mine was thinning, but still there. We had always teased each other about it. Still, it was great to see him and his wife Emery again.

      And then there was Beverly… Her beauty always catches me by surprise. She was breathtakingly gorgeous and always dressed in the latest style. At mid-5 feet, her long auburn hair, casually arranged in a ponytail this afternoon, and her expressive green eyes, always turned heads wherever we went. Or maybe it was her large bust…

      Let’s just say, my wife has always teased me that if she ever had to worry about any other wife in the group, it would be her. I no longer even tried to hide my ‘admiration’ of her form.

      Nothing had ever happened between us, of course… nor would it. Bev was my wife’s closest friend in the group… maybe her best friend in the world. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t look, right?

      Bev’s outfit today was typical. A light sweater with a tight tank top underneath. The deep V-neck of the sweater showed me all I could want. She always seemed so quiet and reserved around others, seldom speaking first or inserting an opinion in a group setting. Her outfits, though… spoke volumes! They emphasized her ample cleavage and hugged her hips tightly. My wife always joked she hated her for the way her hips seemed to fall right back into place after her two kids. My wife’s? Not so much…

      That she was still married to that arrogant ass, Mason… that was another matter. We all knew he had run around on Bev in the past, though his philandering days seemed to be over, according to what Bev told my wife. He gave me his customary bone-crushing handshake as we approached. That guy was something…
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      By the time we had made it through the ‘getting back together’ gauntlet, I had my first chance to look at the so-called Cabin on Pleasure Mountain. It looked like an enormous log cabin with its dark hue of timber siding and green roof so common in Colorado. It looked built last week, yet ancient, having that timeless feel of so many places around here.

      On the front, it faced a mountain stream with a gentle touch of rippling water against rocks. I would definitely NOT have trouble sleeping here!

      Walking in the front door made Larissa and I both stop at the image. A massive living space greeted us. One of those ‘Great Rooms’ with living and kitchen bar space mostly open to each other. The only wall covered the kitchen proper. But the cabin was a solid wall of glass across the back and its scenic vista across an expansive deck caught our eye immediately. We could see the hot tubs on the edge of the deck.

      Oh yes, spending a lot of time sitting out there, drinking a cool one, looking at the surrounding countryside, would be a major part of this trip!

      “Emery, this place is incredible,” Larissa said. “How did you find it?”

      “Recommended by a friend. They brought their family out. They told me the…”

      A new presence interrupted her story, as every eye turned to a man walking in from the back. Jesus! This guy took ‘rustic’ to a new level, with a full beard, long-ish hair, worn boots, tattered blue jeans and a flannel shirt. He looked like a cowboy just off a cattle drive. He seemed about our age and you could tell he worked hard for a living. Those weren’t the muscles of someone lifting weights, despite his chest and arms bulging against that shirt as he stepped in, extending his hand.

      “This is Randall,” Red said, as I shook his massive hand. “Our host for the week. He comes with the cabin to take care of… whatever needs to be done.” Larissa and I looked around, a little confused by the giggling from the wives that accompanied his statement. They all seemed to know something we didn’t.

      He did not approach Larissa, simply bowing formally in a way I’d seen in the movies about that period, as if he was playing a part in a costume drama.

      “Good to meet you, ma’am,” Randall said. His voice had a warmth to it, a friendly tone that invited us to be more than just his friend. “I’m here to help in any way you need.”

      That brought another round of giggles… and confusion for us… as the crowd pushed us further into the room. Randall took our bags up the stairs. We followed him up, eager to get a shower after the long drive. They had given us the back room with the best view of the mountain. Kind of surprising, since we were the last ones to arrive. Very considerate…

      “If there’s anything you need, folks, let me know,” Randall said, stopping at the door without entering, as we looked at the room with the windows facing the mountain. “I’ll come anytime, for any reason. And I mean, any reason you might need me.”

      His eyes conveyed a smoldering, and blatant sexuality that left me speechless. What the fuck? What reason would there be? The fucking guy was putting the moves on my wife… right in front of me!

      With that, he nodded his head, moving his hand up to his head, as if he was tipping his cowboy hat to us. That smile seemed so inviting, even though I could tell he meant it only for her. All I could do was stare at my wife. Her face blushed crimson at those sultry words. I wondered if I reached down her blouse, whether her nips would be hard pebbles.

      Then he was gone. Anger exploded out of me. “Jesus, Larissa. That was pretty obvious, wasn’t it? Should I find another room so he can join you without my interference?”

      She startled, looking at me in surprise. “What? What do you mean by that?”

      It felt like she didn’t even know what happened. “He came on pretty strong there. You ate it right up.”

      “Don’t be silly, Niles. He was just being friendly.” Fuck, I just noticed… her hand was between her legs.

      She noticed me staring down there, quickly pulling her hand away, moving to pick up a suitcase to hide her actions.

      “Am I going to have to worry about leaving you in the house by yourself?”

      Her face went from flush to red instantly. I stepped back at the flash of anger. “What the fuck do you mean by that?” she said. “He spoke to me in the door and now you’re accusing me of running around on you?” Her hands went up in the air in total exasperation.

      Now embarrassed, I tried to hide it by picking up the suitcases, bringing them into the room. What was I thinking? She had never done that before. Why now?

      “I’m sorry, babe. His manner… just caught me by surprise, is all.”

      “What’s that got to do with me?” She was shaking her head in disbelief. “You’ve never been jealous before. And I’ve never given you a reason to be. Why now? Some rustic guy in a cabin going to sweep me off my feet, as if I’m some schoolgirl? Jesus, Niles…”

      Walking over, I put my arms around her. “Sorry. I don’t know what it was. It’s just… I felt something I had never felt before.”

      My hand gradually moved down to her sex, rubbing lightly. She gasped. “And don’t tell me you didn’t feel it too. You were rubbing this on your own while he was still in the room.”

      “Okay… okay…” she said, moaning as my rubbing grew more purposeful. “He had a manner about him. Very rugged and manly.” Talk about being caught by surprise!

      My wife had always been very sensual when we did it, though her idea of ‘willing’ was open to interpretation. We had not been overly active in many years.

      But now… holy shit! I could see it all over her flushed face. I pulled my hand back, unbuttoning her jeans, pushing my hand down inside. She shuddered, grabbing onto my arm, though not trying to get away. Fuck! She was sopping wet.

      “See… you felt it as much as I did. He got you going.”

      Her loud moan filled the room as my fingers spread her labia, finding the core. My lips silenced her as she melted into me. That guy got her going alright! It was as if I had become Randall. I gave those urges free rein as I used all my fingers to drive her higher.

      “Imagine his hand pushing inside you, giving you what you desired,” I said.

      She gasped at my words, but did not object or try to stop me. I couldn’t believe the thoughts I was having. Dirty thoughts of watching him do this very thing. I pushed garments down to her ankles, my other hand finding the tender bud in the rear. I rotated my finger against it, giving her even more in the front.

      It didn’t take long. She whimpered with the rising pleasure, finally shaking as the release took control, shattering all her reserve. My wife trembled against me as a vision took hold… of his taking her across this bed, of her opening her legs in welcome. I was hard as stone.

      Panting heavily as she leaned against me, her eyes came up to mine, a mix of wanting more and a surprise I had never seen before. As if she just noticed it, her hand wrapped around my stiff shaft… those eyes were now an open question mark.

      “What was that?” she said, in between breaths. Her smile made me even harder as I throbbed in her hand. Such arousal!

      “We’re going to have a lot of fun this week,” I smiled. “I wonder if the other wives had the same reaction?” This must have been why they were snickering earlier. They had already been through this.

      “I don’t know what happened…” she said, sitting on the bed. “His manner, those words… I’ve never felt such a rush of desire.”

      “I could tell,” I chuckled, sitting next to her. My wife and I had never been the ‘playing around’ kind of couple. She did like to read an erotic story occasionally on her Kindle app, but actually doing something with another? Not a chance.

      Larissa was one of those women that took her early school lessons to heart. Very uptight, always making sure she behaved properly. We had struggled in recent years as my active imagination wanted to try some new things in our bedroom, especially now that the kids were out of the house. ‘Good girls don’t do that’ would always be her reply. I had finally given up asking. She called it being a ‘nice girl.’ The word I used was much less kind. Prude.

      Now, with Mr. Rustic pushing at her edges, maybe we might have a breakthrough. Though, frankly, none of the things I had imagined included her sleeping with someone else. Not sure I was too happy about this sudden desire controlling us both.

      But hey, what could happen? With all our friends around, we would seldom have moments alone.

      She continued to stroke me over my jeans. Unless we were going to spend a lot of time here, I thought we better get back downstairs. “Let’s get that shower, go back down. We can continue this conversation later tonight.” I grinned, tweaking her nipple gently.

      Larissa giggled, grabbing her jeans and panties off the floor, walking into the bathroom. I opened our suitcases, pulling out our toiletry kits, as she got the water started.

      Even the bathroom was nice. They must have given us the Master Bedroom. The shower was a huge walk-in that could easily accommodate us both at the same time.

      After she began shampooing her hair, a need took over. I wanted to do that! Pushing her hands away, I began a very sensual scrub while her hands found her body wash. Soon, that still semi-hard shaft had silky-smooth hands stroking until I was hard again.

      Rinsing her hair, she flicked the water out of her eyes, getting back to work on my man-meat. This time with energy.

      I fondled her breasts, loving the smooth feel with the soap. She pushed my hands off. “Put them behind your back. I want to do this for you.”

      “Okay…” I said, surprised. My wife had never been very forward in bed. We had only had a few shower sessions like this in our 20+ years together. This time, she seemed focused. So I put my hands behind my back, thrusting my hips forward.

      What came next almost made me lose my balance. She stood aside, rinsing the shaft. As soon as I was clean, her mouth enveloped my cockhead, taking me as far down as she could. I’m pretty good sized down there, well above average, judging from my past days in the school gym. Larissa had always struggled, getting me deep into her throat.

      None of that mattered now. Her lips were hungry. She went down to her knees, stroking my balls. That mouth began a world-class blowjob. My wife… a blowjob! I could not remember the last time she had her mouth close to that thing. Not that we didn’t make love, but sucking on cock was not part of being ‘proper.’

      The truth suddenly sank in. It was him! Randall’s presence drove this desire. Another equally unbelievable truth was that he had done the same to me. I felt strong, aggressive… manly… Grabbing her hair, I shoved my cock down her throat. She gurgled, yet did not pull away. It was like she wanted me to take control.

      I sawed my shaft back-and-forth in her mouth. She let me, seeming to get more aroused while I did it. Before I could cum, she pulled back, pressing her breasts against the wall, sticking her hips out. “Take me… I need you inside me.”

      Of course I would! Soon we were both groaning as I slammed myself into her. She gasped at the forcefulness, pushing back against each thrust. ‘Oh god… oh god…’ she kept saying.

      When she came, the volume of her outcry brought my hand across her mouth. She had never screamed like that before! I didn’t want the others to hear us. My release wasn’t far behind, as I aggressively gave her all the seed I had.

      We both collapsed against the shower wall as I pressed into her.

      I turned the water on her heaving flesh. “Oh babe, maybe a little water will cool you down.”

      She giggled, wiggling her ass at me. With her face still toward the wall, she whispered to me. “Any time you want while we are here this week… I offer myself to you. I mean it. Anytime. You say the word and I will come straight up here.”

      What was I to make of that? My prudish wife… the always-needing-to-be-proper wife… now wanted to give it to me as often as I wanted? Holy shit! I don’t care if Mr. Rustic was the cause; I was all in!
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