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Foreword

 


My wife loves the beach. I'm not a huge fan of the sun, at least not when it's touching my skin. I don't mind it so much if I'm in a cave and its shining outside. What I do like about the beach is what she wears when she's there. That, and the way men look at her. It gives me all kinds of ideas. Most of which she rolls her eyes at. Some, she doesn't.
 

I tried to keep things simple this time. Just some fun in the sun.
 





Chapter 1

 


"Well should we do it now?"
 

She frowned. She was right to frown. It was two-thirty in the afternoon. Samantha didn't do that kind of thing.
 

I couldn't help staring at her. Her high, rosy cheeks. The way her perfectly shaped eyebrows curled around her almond eyes. That little nose, cute as a button.
 

She shifted her petite frame. Her round hips jutted out to one side. I resisted the urge to let a handle settle there.
 

"Do what?" I could tell she knew exactly what I meant. She just didn't want me to know she did.
 

I walked across the beige tiles of the kitchen floor as confidently as I could and turned her to face me.
 

"Should we do what the doctor said? You know, he said we should do...more of that."
 

Her cheeks turned a subtle shade of pink. "Andrew, it's the afternoon..."
 

"So? There's nothing that says that's illegal. The doctor said as often as possible, right?"
 

A smile flickered across her lips. My Samantha. Perfectly demure. Perfectly prudish. I could tell she was considering it.
 

"I should get back to work. I really should," she replied, turning and looking at the clock.
 

"You told them you'd be gone. I thought you told them you'd take the whole afternoon off?" I could tell I was getting to her. I could tell there was a part of her that wanted to be interested.
 

"Well, I did but..."
 

"But what?" I asked. "They won't know if you're still at the doctor's office or gone to the zoo or home with your husband. Nobody cares but you. And me. I care." I tried a lewd grin. Sometimes she just needed a little convincing.
 

"I suppose they are the doctor's orders..." she whispered, biting her lower lip and risking a smile.
 

"That's it Sam, you're just following the doctor's recommendation. No one can fault you for that."
 

I pulled her close and nuzzled into her neck. Her scent was intoxicating and I felt my cock harden at just the smell of her. Reaching around, I grabbed a fistful of her dainty and deliciously round  ass.
 

"Andrew!" she squealed, swatting at my hand but not really wanting me to let go.
 

"What?" I whispered, knowing she was mine. 
 

"You're so crass," she replied, her voice a low purr. But she looked up.  And she smiled.
 

I leaned even closer, pressing my lips against hers. They were hot and ready. Her mouth opened and she let me push my tongue in. I felt her body soften a little.
 

"We can't have a baby if we don't try."
 

She stiffened almost immediately at the mention of it and I kicked myself for having brought it up.
 

"I was only joking," I soothed, "Please don't get upset..."" 
 

She pushed away slightly, as if considering my explanation.
 

"I'm sorry," she whispered.
 

I pulled her chin up with a finger and looked into her eyes. "Sorry? What are you sorry about?" I was losing her, I could tell.
 

"I can't give you a baby."
 

"Samantha, that's nonsense. You know it is." She got so sensitive about these things. "You heard what he said. It's only been six months of trying. We just need to relax about it. It'll happen."
 

"Maybe..." Her eyes drifted towards the floor.
 

"Certainly. I know it will. But not if we don't try." 
 

A final push. Do or die. She would take the bait or she might not, I could never tell until I was sinking down between her thighs. But I had to try.
 

"Well I suppose," she whispered looking back up at me with interested but slightly guilty, blue eyes. "I suppose you're right."
 

A hard feeling of satisfaction sank through me, and settled in my cock. 
 

"Go upstairs. I'll be there in a minute." I said.
 

"What do you mean?" she asked, puzzled that I wasn't pushing her up the stairs myself.
 

"Just go. You'll see."
 

She eyed me suspiciously but moved towards the stairs and soon disappeared up towards the bedroom. I moved to the cupboard where I'd hidden the thing, then followed her up. When I walked into the bedroom she was taking her clothes off.
 

"Andrew!" she squealed, diving under the covers still wearing her bra and underwear.
 

I couldn't help but smile at her modesty. She'd always been this way. We'd been married for five years and she still wanted the lights off when we made love.
 

"Hang on," I said, putting the implement down on the floor and peeling off my clothes.
 

"What on earth is that?!?" she asked, mesmerized by what I'd brought up.
 

"Never you mind. You just get the rest of those clothes off and wait for me."
 

"Andrew, what is it?!?" She sat up. She couldn't take her eyes off of it. Fair enough, I suppose. It was a big, black thing that looked just like a cock and I'd never done anything like this. It was making me hard just watching her reaction to it.
 

Tearing my pants from my legs, I picked the thing up and dove under the covers myself to join her.
 

"Andrew, really. What have you got there?" She sounded curious, but guarded.
 

"Just a little something," I replied, unable to suppress the smile that had settled across my lips.
 

"A little something of what? It looks like a big something to me." She turned her head and giggled into the pillow..
 

"Never you mind," I said and rolled towards her, pressing a hand between her thighs.
 

"Oh, Andrew." She squirmed a little but rolled onto her back willingly. "We shouldn't take too long. I should try to go back to work." 
 

Oh Samantha. My perfect little prissy princess.
 

My cock was already hard at the fact that I'd managed to bed her at this early hour. Daytime sex was a rare thing for us. The thought of my new toy only made me more eager. I pressed my hand up between her legs and found the wet heat of her sex.
 

"Oh, Andrew," she whispered, the muscles in her legs relaxing slightly as she let me in. I moved even closer to her soft center and let my fingers linger on the dampness that had gathered there. As soon as I ran them up and down the length of her slit, I felt her shudder and open even more.
 

"That's better," I said, coaxing her open further. She didn't disagree. I felt her legs open even more still and I took the opportunity to press my hand closer to her hot pussy.
 

"Oh, Andrew!" she moaned as I slipped two fingers into her tight slit. She was drenched already, as she always was once I'd managed to get her into this position.
 

Samantha was a confusing woman. She'd pretend to resist but every time I finally got my hand between her legs, she'd be drenched. The thing you have to understand about her was that Samantha loved sex. She just hated admitting that she did.
 

I let my fingers slide along the length of her folds until I felt her familiar shudder of approval. This was always the trickiest part. I loved watching her breasts heave as I fucked her but she would always leave her bra on, a modesty left over from a conservative upbringing, or church, or who knew what? Nonetheless, she always liked it when I peeled it off and once I did, her nipples were always stiff.
 

This time was no exception. As soon as I'd managed to hook my hand behind her back, unclasp the bra and pull it from her body, I felt her shiver at the sensation of the cool air of the room touching her soft breasts.
 

They were perfect. Not too big, round but perky and soft as pillows.
 

Her pink nipples stood taut, ready for attention. I pressed my lips to one. I studied the bumps on her areola with my tongue, savouring in the way her body came up off the bed in response to my touch.
 

"Oh Andrew!" she said again, much more enthusiastically this time. I was in.
 

I swirled around those stiff, pink nubs, enjoying the reaction I got from her. I felt her hand move between my thighs.
 

"Not just yet," I whispered, pushing her away. I had something special in mind.
 

I let my fingers make a few more sweeps up and down her now drenched slit, then pushed myself past her soft pussy lips and into her perfectly tight little hole. She moaned a little and her back arched up off the bed again. I pushed my fingers in and out a few times before pulling them out completely and reaching around my back. When I brought my hand back between her legs, her eyes popped open and she threw the covers off, her modesty forgotten.. Propping herself up on her elbows, she stared intently at the dark thing between her legs.
 

"Andrew! What are you doing!" she cried.
 

"Do you like it?" I asked, looking down and eyeing the large black dildo I'd purchased a few days earlier. It's tip was pushing at her entrance.
 

Okay, it's a little weird, I know, pulling a dildo out of nowhere and trying to push it into my prudish wife. The thing was, I'd tried almost everything to get her to relax. 
 

I'd tried booze, she wasn't much of a drinker.
 

I'd tried relaxing her with a massage, she'd fall asleep.
 

Candlelit dinners? She'd be too full after.
 

Dancing. I'd even gone dancing. That put her in the mood, but I couldn't do it every night.
 

We hadn't been trying for that long but I knew with each passing month she was getting more upset and less relaxed.
 

So one drunken night, I'd decided to indulge in my own little secret fantasy. I watched a video of a woman pushing this thing inside herself. I thought of Samantha doing the same. I'd barely managed to take my cock out of my pants before I came.
 

That got me thinking, maybe Samantha just needed something a little different to relax, something she would never expect from me. Some big black thing to take her by surprise.
 

For a moment I thought she'd push me away, roll off the bed and lock herself in the bathroom. I'd never seen her eyes that wide or her look that disbelieving, as if I'd brought another man into our room. But she surprised me, as she sometimes does. She didn't scream. She didn't run and hide. She glanced at me quickly, then back at the thing pressing at her flesh. It made me hard, the way she stared at it.
 

"What is it?" she asked in disbelief.
 

"Just a little toy I picked up. Do you like it?" I asked, choosing my tone carefully.
 

She sucked in a breath as I pressed the thing towards her. I could tell she was grappling with her own reaction. Finally, after she'd stared at it for a time, she turned to me and whispered, "Yes."
 

I couldn't help my smile. Never in a million years had I expected this response from her. 
 

Running crying to the bathroom? Maybe.
 

Not talking to me for a few days? Possibly.
 

Squirming uncomfortably and hiding under the covers? Likely.
 

Telling me she loved our new "friend." Never.
 

Pride welled inside me at my success. Maybe I didn't know her as well as I thought? She was not an easy woman to know. I pushed the thing up against her more firmly.
 

She moaned, an uncertain moan, but her legs spread and my smile widened as I let myself push the thing in further.
 

It wasn't just a big, black column. It was the shape of an actual cock, veins and everything. And she took it. She took it more willingly than even I had thought she would.
 

"Oh Andrew!" she cried as I eased half of it into her, its girth spreading her tight pussy lips apart.
 

It was as much an aphrodisiac for me as it was for her, watching the thing disappear inside my wife.
 

I'll admit it, for some time I'd had a fantasy or two about just such a thing. Maybe even something more real, though I wasn't willing to venture there just yet. Now I just stared at the massive thing pressing into her, the dark brown shaft moving in between her thighs and squeezing into her tight, pink hole. By the time it had reached its hilt, I was hard as a rock.
 

"You like that, don't you Samantha? That nice big, black thing stuck up in your cunt?"
 

She gasped at the profanity, opened her eyes and stared at me, as if she couldn't believe what I'd just said. 
 

I couldn't believe what I'd just said. Dirty talk? In the middle of the day? With the lights on? I wanted to pinch myself, make sure I wasn't dreaming.
 

But she looked down again. The two black balls were pressed tight to the curve of her beautiful, white ass. As she stared, I pulled the dildo out of her slowly, letting her watch it leave her. I felt her shudder.
 

"Andrew..." she whispered, unable to tear her eyes away. I pushed it back again. Her body undulated as the thick thing stretched her walls. "Andrew!" she cried, her voice more urgent now. 
 

I was in a perfect kind of pain. I'd never felt my cock ache so much as it did in that moment. Watching a big black shaft moving in between my wife's thighs was everything I'd ever thought it would be. I couldn't believe she'd gone for it, in the middle of the day no less.
 

Her body shook and her head fell back. I could feel the cum coursing towards my own stiff shaft. With a sudden shriek, she climaxed, her pussy clenching and squeezing at the dark thing that was invading her. I kept moving it in and out as I watched her rise and fall with the waves of her climax. All I wanted was to push myself inside her.
 

Finally her hand moved down between her legs. She pushed mine away and I pulled the thing out slowly. Setting it on the side of the bed, I clambered up between her thighs. My cock was throbbing and full. She opened her eyes and glanced down at it before looking back up at me.
 

"Did you like it, honey? Did you like what I did?" I asked. I searched her eyes but I didn't have to look very far. There was no doubt in my mind she'd loved it, even if she wouldn't say it out loud. Yet.
 

She pulled the covers over us, her modesty returning. It didn't matter. I'd seen what I wanted to see. What I'd been dying to see.
 

I pressed the head of my own cock to her drenched lips. The feeling of her tight slit, soaked as it was, was almost more than I could bear. She stared at me with wide eyes, like she was looking for something too. Some answer to why I'd done what I'd done.
 

It didn't matter now. I groaned as I thrust my stiff member into her. The feeling of her tight heat surrounding me, the liquid coming out of her core, slathering my cock and dripping onto my balls, was too much.
 

I clenched my jaw, hoping to last a little longer at least. I couldn't. It had been too hot. The tightness started in between my legs and I thrust at her violently.
 

"Ah!" I cried as I felt my own seed release. My hips lunged towards her, trying to fuck my white hot cum into her as deeply as I could. It was never deep enough, it seemed.
 

I rolled over, panting. When I'd caught my breath, I looked at her. Her head was turned towards me. She was studying me still.
 

"You're crazy, Andrew Smith." She smiled and shook her head.
 

These were the moments I lived for with her. Moments just like this.
 

Oh Samantha. My beautiful, shy Samantha. I touched a finger to her cheek. "I love you."
 

"I love you," she said, blushing again and turning away.
 

I could tell now that she was back in the real world, she'd started thinking about it again. About getting back to work. About what we should have for dinner. About why we couldn't conceive.
 

It was time for part two of Operation Relax-My-Wife. It was time for a vacation.
 





Chapter 2

 


"You've done what?!?" she shrieked, tearing the printout out of my hand and staring at it.
 

"I've booked us a vacation."
 

"Andrew!" She looked up at me. She looked terrified. She looked like that about a lot of things. I smiled. It made me love her more, how concerned she got. "This is in three day! I have to work! Don't you have to work? We haven't planned for this!"
 

Whenever I suggested something, the first thing Samantha did was worry.
 

"Samantha. My love," I stepped towards her and put my arms around her, pulling her towards me. The scent of her shampoo worked its way through me and moved my cock. I turned so she couldn't tell. It would just make her more upset. "Everything's been taken care of. I've called Mark at your office and..."
 

"You called Mark?" she asked, confused.
 

That may have been a small mistake on my part. "I did. I'm sorry. I know you hate it when I do things like that but I had to know it would be alright before I booked the tickets."
 

The office where Samantha worked as a paralegal, was owned in part by my good friend Mark Owen. He hadn't given her the job for that reason, but I did put in a strong reference letter and phone call before her interview. It annoyed her to no end that our friendship may have had something do with her getting hired.
 

"You said you wouldn't do things like that," she said, turning her eyes down. I could tell she was a little hurt.
 

"Samantha, I won't do it again. It was just this once. I've not done anything like this yet, have I?"
 

She looked back up and there was a glimmer of forgiveness in her eyes. She shook her head.
 

"Think of it," I said, staring deeply into her eyes. "Sand. Sun. Cocktails in the afternoon. Hell, cocktails in the morning if we want!"
 

Her eyes lit up for a brief second, but she tamped down whatever enthusiasm had welled. "I'm not supposed to. You know that."
 

She seemed to be scolding me, the way she said it. I put both hands on her arms and looked at her squarely.
 

"And that. This whole thing, this trying for a baby. Let's put it out of our minds. Let's forget about it for a week and just do what we please. If you want, you can take your diaphragm along. Or not. It's up to you. I just want us to stop worrying about it for a while."
 

The tension eased in her shoulders. It seemed I'd said something right. Wriggling free of my grasp, she slapped me lightly on the arm. I could tell there was a more of a smile somewhere on her lips, I just hadn't found it yet.
 

"What about the house?" she asked. I could tell she was relaxing, if only a little.
 

"Noel said he'd check in on it every few days. No trouble."
 

"What about your work?!?" she asked, waving her hand at me. She needed to find something to worry about, didn't she?
 

"Oh I've been fired." It had been my best deadpan. Her eyes only widened for a second before her mouth cracked into a wry grin.
 

"Stop it Andrew!" She smacked me again, harder this time. I caught her arm as she was pulling it away. I yanked her towards me, harder than she expected. The look of shock on her face made me harden some more. It melted into a smile quickly but I could tell it had given her a jolt.
 

"My beautiful Samantha," I whispered, nuzzling into her neck. "I'll bring our new friend."
 

Something happened to her body as I said it. The tension in it shifted. "Would you like that? Would you like it if I brought it with us?"
 

"Oh Andrew stop it!" she said, trying to wriggle free. I wouldn't let her. I stared at her as she tried to look away.
 

"Samantha, you naughty thing. I think you're turned on by it right now!" It was a thrill just saying it. I never said this kind of thing to her. She offended easily. I didn't care. I was determined to make her relax. To make us relax.
 

"Nonsense!" she said, making another show of trying to pull away.
 

"Are you sure? Are you sure you're not remembering what it looked like, watching that big black dildo disappearing inside your body?"
 

"Andrew don't be so crass!" she hissed, "I'll never have children with you if you keep talking like that!"
 

It was all an act, I could tell. It was the good little girl she thought herself to be, telling her that proper ladies never thought of such things. 
 

In an act of marital daring, one I'd never thought I would attempt, I grabbed the hem of her skirt and yanked it up. My hand was pressed to the cotton of her underwear before she knew what was happening. They were soaked through.
 

She let out a whimper at the feeling of my fingers on her flesh, but she didn't protest. Our eyes locked. I felt her legs spread slightly. 
 

Sweeping her up and off the floor, I climbed the stairs to the bedroom, with her staring at me the whole time.
 

Putting her on the bed, I hiked up the dress she was wearing again and pulled her white panties to one side. The patch of soft hair above her pussy was soaked now, too. I looked up to see her blushing, but she didn't resist my affection.
 

I turned my attention back to the swollen labia that guarded her entrance. Prying them apart with my fingers, I felt myself stiffen as I laid eyes on her sweet, pink opening.
 

With a quick hand I reached over and pulled our new friend out of the drawer. Her eyes shot towards it, watching me bring it down between her legs. I'd never, never seen her like this. This was as far-fetched a reaction as I could have imagined when I'd ordered the thing. She seemed to love it.
 

I touched the head of it to her pussy, ran it up and down her slit letting it collect the juices there. She gasped and her eyes widened as she watched it moving in between her alabaster thighs. My cock flexed completely in my trousers and I wished I'd had the presence of mind to take them off, or at least loosen my belt before I'd started. Resigning myself to what I'd have to endure, I focused on Samantha again.
 

She was looking between me and the thing again, her eyes hungry with desire. Every time I saw her I couldn't believe it, how she was taking to this. Pulling her sopping lips to one side with my fingers, I pushed the black dildo into her hole. Just the tip.
 

"Andrew..." she whispered, breathless. My cock pulsed in my pants at the way her voice sounded, at the way her face looked. In our five years of marriage I don't know if I'd ever seen her look that way at the prospect of sex. We'd mostly done it in the dark.
 

"Tell me what you want, Samantha? Tell me what you want me to do?" I whispered.
 

The question seemed to shake her out of her excitement. She blushed and shyed away, turning her head towards the pillow.
 

"Come on sweetie, I want to hear it. Please?" I begged, adding an air of desperation to my request. I really wanted to hear it. I really wanted to hear her say what she wanted me to do with the dildo.
 

"Andrew, I can't!" Her voice was pained, like it actually hurt her just thinking about it.
 

"Sweetie, look at me. Please?" I whispered, moving up closer towards her, my hand still pressing the thing between her legs. She looked over and I saw her face burning a bright red. "It's for me. It's not for you. Remember on Valentine's? When you asked me what I wanted and I couldn't tell you? Remember that?"
 

She nodded a gentle yes.
 

"This is what I want. This is what I want from you. I want to hear you tell me what you want me to do with this cock."
 

Her eyes shifted one way, then the other. I could tell she was thinking about it. I could tell she was rolling it around in her mind, weighing whether it was a good enough justification for her to betray her modesty. She closed her eyes. Her voice was barely a whisper.
 

"I want you to put it inside me." Her thighs parted again, inviting me in.
 

I flexed. God, that made me hot. I pushed another inch of the dildo inside her. She mewled quietly and her legs spread as her body adjusted to the size of the it. It was probably twice as thick as I was. Samantha had never been with anyone but me.
 

"That's a good girl. Do you like that? Does that feel good?" I asked, desperate to hear her voice beg me to put it in deeper. She only nodded. "Come on now," I pleaded, "just tell me one more time. Tell me where you want me to put it." I nudged the it in slightly deeper making her squirm. She tried to work her body down onto it, as if she were craving its thickness now.
 

She opened her eyes, looked down. They went wide, like she couldn't believe she was taking all of it inside herself. When she looked at me again, she had that same, wild look she'd had the night before. "I want it Andrew. I want it in my pussy!" she breathed. 
 

She looked down again and this time her hands drifted down between her legs. She started pushing at the base of the thing! She couldn't wait to get more of it inside her!
 

I thought my pants might tear from how hard I was.
 

Obliging her, I pushed another inch in, watching her thighs part even further as her pussy stretched again. She was dripping now. I could see the glint of her juices around the thing, coating it, easing its entry and dripping down onto the sheets.
 

Her fingers pressed at mine as her body begged to feel more of the big black thing deep inside her. She was glancing at me in between long stares at the thing. She looked like an animal, trapped and caged and not knowing what would happen next.
 

As I pressed it into her fully, she opened, her legs spreading wide to either side. She took it all. 
 

I started pumping it into her this time, not slowly the way I'd done the night before. Her thighs started moving up and down and around, in time with my rough thrusts.
 

It felt like if I had to stare at this much longer I was going to release without even taking myself out. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen, my wife splayed and stuffed by a giant black monster.
 

"Andrew! Andrew! Andrew!" she spoke my name. Three bursts of breath that betrayed her excitement. She was fixated on it now, staring at it moving in and out of the tight pink flesh of her pussy. I watched as her legs began to shake. I saw her pussy start to clench. God how I wanted to tear my pants off, pull the thing out of her and sink myself deep into that stretched cunt. I needed to help her find her pleasure first.
 

Her hand gripped my arm, her other fist tightening around the bed covers. She screamed and I watched her body buck towards the dildo as each pulse of her orgasm exploded inside her. I could barely believe my eyes. I'd never seen her doing anything like it before.
 

She turned her eyes away and frowned. Then she scowled. When she looked back at me, it didn't look good.
 

"Samantha. You look as if I've just told you I want a divorce. I want to take you on a vacation. You do understand the difference, don't you?"
 

When it started to ebb, she looked away from the thing and up at me. "Andrew! I want to...make you happy too..." she said, panting. Her voice was shy. 
 

I started to pull the thing from her but she clutched my arm.
 

"No," she whispered. "Leave it there."
 

My eyes went wide in disbelief as she pulled me up and towards her face. She'd done this three times, gone down on me. Twice for birthdays and once when she'd had too much wine. I don't think she remembered the third. I couldn't believe what was happening as she tore at my belt buckle and pulled at my zipper.
 

My cock sprang out and surprised her. It was about half the size of the black dildo. I looked down her body. Her dress had fallen slightly, but I could still see the giant thing stuffed inside her, black against her skin. 
 

When she pulled me close I had to stop my fall with a hand on the bed frame. I groaned as she took me in her mouth.
 

I felt her tongue sliding around the head of my cock as she explored me. The heat that had made her come was lingering inside her cheeks, surrounding me. She moved slowly, watching me for my reaction as I watched the dildo, still inside her, swaying gently as she moved.
 

I felt the precum trickle out. I wondered if she'd think it was gross. I didn't care. I couldn't tear my eyes off the black dildo that wiggled slightly with the waning pulses of her pleasure.
 

"Oh Sam!" I groaned, unable to keep my hips from thrusting at her. I heard her gurgle, then choke slightly. I pulled out, terrified I'd hurt her. "Are you alright?"
 

Her eyes were on my cock and her hand was pulling me towards her again. I shook my head with disbelief, but didn't resist. With another moan, I pushed myself inside her hot, wet mouth.
 

I felt cum pooling at the base of my shaft. It was indescribably hot, what was happening. 
 

A thought flashed through my mind. An image I'd only thought of in the darkest parts of night, while she slept beside me. It was a fantasy I'd harboured since we'd met. Of course I'd never told her. 
 

As I closed my eyes, I saw the body of a black man, pressing in between her thighs. It shook me to my core.
 

"Oh fuck, I'm coming!" I breathed, my voice tight with pleasure. I pulled out as the first spurt of white seed pulsed from my cock. I looked down to see it lash across her cheek.  I let out another groan.
 

She tugged at me, hungry. I let her take me in her mouth. Right before she did, another throb sent cum splattering across her cheeks. She looked up at me and started to suck.
 

"Oh fuck..." I rumbled as the feeling of her coaxing cum from me rippled through my body. I pressed into her, felt the back of her throat. 
 

Still, she kept sucking me. I looked down. Her eyes were desperate. I looked between her legs. That thick dark cock was still pushed into her. When I looked back at her, I felt her hand between my legs. Then her fingers on my balls.
 

"Fuuuck!" I cried as the last of what I had was milked from me by her gentle fingers. I just lay there, watching her caress my sack, making my cock bounce with what little I had left to give.
 

I almost fell as I tried to get off the bed with my pants around my ankles. I staggered back and fell into the chair in the corner. I sat there, panting.
 

She was staring at me, one cheeks covered with my seed. As I watched her in quiet disbelief she opened her mouth. A trickle of my white cum dribbled from her lips, onto the crumpled bed covers. She closed her lips.
 

In an unwitting act of erotic artistry, she swallowed, then opened her mouth to show me.
 

My cock bounced in my lap again.
 

She giggled.
 

It was going to be a good vacation.
 





Chapter 3

 


The airport was crowded and noisy. Construction on the new terminal was six months late and the old one seemed to be bursting at the seams with people.
 

I saw her start to panic the moment we were pulled aside for secondary bag inspection. She looked at me with those big, fearful eyes.
 

To be honest, it was difficult not to laugh. As soon as they'd waved us aside, I knew what was in store. No matter how well I'd tried to hide that dildo, it was going to be found. Right in front of us, it was going to be found and examined. I couldn't have hoped for who would find it though. That part was just dumb luck.
 

"Anything to declare?" the security officer asked. He was a big black man in a crisp, white shirt. He ran his blue gloved hands around the suitcase, searching for the zipper.
 

I shook my head, trying to hide my excitement at what was about to happen. I felt Samantha squeeze my hand in desperation. I squeezed back. He must have noticed.
 

He glanced, first at me, then back at her. I watched his eyes. I got what I wanted. It was an instant, no more. If I hadn't been watching closely, I would have missed it. But I'd been watching men closely around my wife for as long as we'd been married. Just to see that reaction.
 

His eyes ran up and down her body, pausing at the pert shelf of her breasts. They followed the line of her waist weaving into the dip her hips made. They stopped at the roundness of her ass, perfectly displayed by the tights she was wearing. She always chose to fly in comfort rather than style. I didn't mind, even if some of the other business class snobs did. It only took a glance at her perfectly proportioned body for the men to stop caring. The women were the one's who seemed to mind the most.
 

He looked at me right after he'd finished checking her out. Now he was checking me out. To see if I'd seen. 
 

I smiled back at him. He lowered his eyes and went to work.
 

I watched his hands shuffling through our clothes, pulling out underwear and shirts and bikinis, searching for contraband. Excitement gripped me as I watched him moving closer to the implement. I couldn't help but glance between his legs, wondering if his girth were a match for the one in my suitcase.
 

Samantha squeezed my hand so hard I thought it might cut off my circulation.
 

Suddenly his expression changed to interest. I saw the exact moment his fingers touch the tender hardness. He raised an eyebrow.
 

He probably got quite a thrill. I'm sure he thought he'd found something of note, something illicit, or something criminal. 
 

I saw him glance at one of the guards standing to the side. He stepped forward. He was a tall man, also dressed in a crisp white shirt and a navy blue cap with an insignia on it.
 

I looked over at Samantha. It looked like she was going to pee herself. She'd put the dildo in the suitcase herself. I'd even thought of telling her I could put it in mine. Mischief got the better of me. I was glad it had. This was much more fun.
 

The blue-gloved hand pulled at the thing, moving it out from beneath the pile of messy clothes. The harsh fluorescent lights made the veins on it stand out even more.
 

Our dark inspector stopped as soon as he realized what it was. I looked at him, watching his face. Samantha had turned her eyes down towards the floor. I knew her cheeks were burning. There might be hell to pay for this later. Maybe.
 

He looked at her again, then at me. I shrugged. The corner of his mouth curled into the shadow of a smirk. He looked at her again, letting his eyes linger on all her softest parts a little longer this time.
 

Oh God, what a thrill that was. Just imagining what he was thinking. He was a big brute of a man, well-muscled too. I couldn't stop the image as it formed in my mind. His big, hulking, black  body moving in between Samantha's soft, flawlessly white thighs. 
 

I conjured up an image of her face. What would her expression be? Would she be terrified? Or would she react the same way she had to the dildo, as soon as she saw his cock? Would she spread her legs wide and let him in.
 

It sent a shudder through me and despite my best efforts, I felt my cock twitch. I wondered if he'd seen it.
 

Moving slowly, he put the dildo back into the suitcase. He didn't bury it under the pile of clothes, though. He set it right on top. I watched his eyes. He was watching Samantha.
 

"Whose bag is this?" he asked calmly, as if he understood my game.
 

"It belongs to my wife," I answered, a little too quickly.
 

He nodded, again, as if he understood. "Ma'am. Could I get you to go ahead and close this up, please?" he asked, pushing the suitcase towards her on the table.
 

"Yes, of course," Samantha whispered. 
 

My cock jumped again at the way she moved. She stepped forward slowly, like she was trying to keep her legs close together. I'd seen her walk like that before. She did it when she was embarrassed of the wetness in between her thighs.
 

As she pulled the suitcase closer to the edge of the table to close it, the black thing teetered, then began to roll off the mound of clothes and towards her. She caught it right before it fell. 
 

She gasped as her fingers tightened around the veiny black shaft. Her eyes were fixed on it. Her cheeks burned red.
 

He was staring at her. I looked at him and his eyes were glued to the sight of her pretty little hand, those dainty fingers clinging to that dark column of imitation flesh.
 

I didn't think she'd do it. I thought she'd crawl under the table, or run to the bathroom, or maybe just sink into the ground. She didn't. She looked at him instead. 
 

I couldn't believe it. I couldn't believe Samantha, my doe-eyed, demure damsel, stared right back at that guy.
 

Their eyes met. She held his gaze. I don't know for how long, I was completely swallowed by the heat of it. I stood there staring at their silent exchange.
 

She looked away first but I'll never forget that glance between them. When I think back on it, that was the moment I became sure of it, sure of what I wanted. It made me certain that my private fantasy to come to life.
 

I wanted to see Samantha with another man. 
 

A big, black man.
 





Chapter 4

 


The resort was perched on a hill, surrounded by lush green forest. The view from the window was of the beach. The groomed white sand seemed to stretch to the horizon. Past that, the sea. A calm, turquoise gently undulating thing, that shimmered in the sun.
 

I watched Samantha's shoulders relax as she stood on the balcony, taking it all in.
 

I'd tried my best to mate with her on the plane, or get as close to it as I could. I'd put a blanket up between us and managed to get my hand between her thighs to confirm how wet her pussy was from the encounter at the security gate. I didn't get much farther.
 

A passing stewardess had glanced our way and it had spooked Samantha enough that she would have no more of my advances for the rest of the flight.
 

So I had sat there, my cock painfully stiff, and tried to think of baseball. 
 

Now that I had her in the room, I intended to take my husbands right. I pressed up behind her and kissed her neck.
 

But now, standing in that room looking through the balcony window at the view outside, I felt the urge to try again.
 

"Do you regret coming, my love?" I teased, massaging her shoulders.
 

"It's beautiful," she whispered, staring out over the vast expanse of blue. A warm breeze blew up from the ocean, making my skin prickle. My cock stiffened again, as I worked her shoulders with my hands. "How will you ever thank me?" I added with a smile. I was pressing my luck a bit. 
 

Three days of daytime sex in a row. Unprecedented. We were on vacation, though. She tilted her head to one side. I saw one corner of her soft smile.
 

"Oh Andrew! Is that all you think about?" she asked. She didn't push me away though. It was a good omen.
 

"Mostly. Except when I'm practising law. Then I think about law for a few minutes here and there and this for the rest of the time." I let the moment linger, felt us both relaxing in the breeze. "So? What do you say?" I asked, "Shall we start our vacation?" 
 

"Andrew," she said, turning around to face me.
 

"Yes, my love?" I asked.
 

"What did you mean by it?"
 

"Mean by what?" 
 

She had a curious smile on, like she'd become a different person here in the sun.
 

"What did you mean by buying that thing?"
 

I smiled as I realized what she was talking about. "You mean the dildo?" I teased, knowing it would make her shy.
 

"Yes. The dildo." Nothing shy in her response. Her voice was calm and even.
 

My eyes grew wide at her response. It was a little hard to believe Samantha had said that just then. "I see you lost your embarrassment about it at the airport?" I came back, still trying to make her squirm.
 

She just kept staring at me with that half-smile. "I suppose."
 

My stomach twisted a little at the way she was talking. This was not quite the Samantha I was used to.
 

I was used to being in charge with her. I was used to coaching her, letting her know what I thought she should do. Having her staring at me like that was a little...disconcerting.
 

Forcing a smile, I charged ahead. "So what do you say? To my suggestion? Shall we start our vacation off right?"
 

She pulled away then brushed past me. I turned to watch her walk. Her body seemed to sway more, like a palm tree in a breeze.
 

I gasped as she began pulling off her shirt. She didn't just yank it off, either. She tugged at the hem and I watched as the tight fabric rolled up her body, slowly revealing each inch of her. Something had definitely gotten into my Samantha. 
 

I moved towards her, put my hands around her now nude waist. The heat of her skin travelled through my palms, down my trunk and settled in between my legs..
 

"Wait," she said, "go get it."
 

"Get what?" I asked, mind muddy with arousal.
 

"The dil-do, dummy!" she chirped. 
 

I took a step back and shook my head. What a change from just the day before when she'd turned beet red at the mention of it. Could it have been the sudden sun? Did she have a fever? A ripple of excitement travelled through me. Of course I wanted her to like it but I'd thought that maybe this time it could be just the two of us.
 

"Could we save that for later?" I asked, trying to be gentle.
 

She turned her lips down in a flirty little pout. "But we brought it all this way..." she said, each word she spoke lustier than the last
 

For God's sake, what was I thinking?!? Here she was begging for what I'd wanted and I was trying to dissuade her now. I could be such an idiot sometimes.
 

"Why don't you lie down? I'll go and get it." I bounced across the room and fumbled with her suitcase. I opened it and most of the clothes inside tumbled to the floor. I caught the dildo before it fell out, too. When I turned around, she was already naked on the bed.
 

My eyes widened in disbelief. Not that I was upset, no. It's just that, this was quite unusual for my Samantha. Unusual behaviour.
 

I pushed the thought from my mind. My cock had already stiffened and was pressing against my pants. Eager for relief from the sensation, I undid my belt and let my pants fall to the floor. The belt buckle clattered loudly on the tile. I tore off the rest of my clothes and walked towards the bed. 
 

I watched her. She watched the black shaft in my hand the whole time. A part of me had trouble getting used to it, but a part of me thought it was hot as hell. Whatever had happened to Samantha? 
 

Now was not the time to start complaining about it.
 

Crawling onto the bed, I put the dildo beside her and let my hand settle on her already stiff nipple. My cock already had started to swell at the sight of her supple body. 
 

"Oh Samantha, honey, you're so beautiful," I whispered.
 

She didn't respond. She let me cup her breast, she even let me kiss her nipple. The stiffness of the flesh in my mouth made me throb. When I pulled away, she'd already picked up the dildo and was pressing it between her legs.
 

"Please Andrew? Can you?" she begged.
 

Well, good on me, I suppose. I'd done something very right. I couldn't help but wonder, though, at the sudden change in her behaviour.
 

It didn't matter just then. There would be plenty of time for thinking later. I took the dildo from her and watched in fascination as she eagerly spread her legs wide open. Pressing it up to her pussy, I watched her. 
 

She stared, wide-eyed as the head of the black dildo pressed against her swollen, pink lips.
 

"Will you say it again? Will you tell me..." I began to ask. 
 

She did it right away this time.
 

"Please Andrew, put it in my pussy! Put that big, black cock in my pussy!" Her pleading was terrifying and beautiful. I didn't move it in gently this time. I spread her lips apart, barely checking if she was wet enough. The sweet smell of her juices told me she was. 
 

I pushed the thing towards her and it slipped in. Her wetness let it glide in easier than I'd thought it would. A sticky sound filled the room as she welcomed the dildo into her body.
 

"Oh Andrew!" she cooed as her hands drifted down and settled on the insides of her thighs. As soon as I'd pushed it in completely, stuffing the thickness of it until the fake balls kissed her ass again, she let her fingers trail along the flesh of her thighs and her body shuddered. "Fuck me Andrew. Fuck me with it!" 
 

I was a little shocked at the profanity. Samantha swearing was a once a year thing, like Christmas. It was odd for her to use two years worth of vulgarity in one utterance. 
 

I looked down at the black shaft myself. There was something so erotic about seeing that thick, black shaft, wedged into the tight cleft of her cunt, pressing against her insides. I could barely contain my excitement.
 

I started to fuck her with it, the same way I'd done before. A thought struck me. She seemed to be in some kind of filthy state of mind already. Maybe it was the sun. Maybe it was the big black dildo I'd brought into our love life. Whatever it was, I started feeling adventurous myself.
 

With the dildo still wedged inside her, I put a gentle pressure on her to roll over. She looked at me, not sure of what I wanted at first, but soon her body gave way. I watched the dildo bounce as she rolled over onto her stomach. My cock twitched at the sight of it inside her.
 

I pulled at her hips so they came up off the bed. She was glancing back to see what I was doing, her eyes filled with excitement, or fear, or both. She didn't resist it, though, like she normally would have. She went with it.
 

I knelt beside her and took in the sight of her tight, puckered, rear hole. My cock throbbed. This, I'd never seen before. Visions of stuffing myself inside her this way raced through my head making my blood boil. I wanted desperately to be fucking her right then.
 

"Please Andrew! Please fuck me! Fuck me with it!" Her voice was a desperate whisper.
 

I did it right away. Holding her by the ass with one hand I started thrusting the thing inside her. I was stiff as an iron rod just staring at it, entering her like that. It was the perfect contrast to her creamy white thighs and the pink of her cunt. 
 

She started backing onto it. She rose on all fours and started pressing herself back towards my hand. "Ah!" she cried as the thing stuffed deep inside her. I paused, worried I'd hurt her. "No! Don't stop!" she cried, looking back, her eyes wild with desire.
 

I started pumping again immediately. 
 

"Yes!" she moaned, ramming herself against my hand. Fuck, how I longed to sink into her dark rear hole. Fuck, how I needed to be inside her just then. Unable to resist the urge of my own flesh, I took a hand from her ass and started stroking myself. 
 

I worried for a moment that this might set her back, back into my shy, demure, Samantha. We'd never even talked about masturbation, like it was the ultimate taboo. But when she glanced back it seemed not to bother her at all.
 

Her eyes went wide at the sight of me touching myself. Her mouth dropped open giving me a vision of what she'd looked like right before she swallowed up my cum. It shook me to the core. The whole time I tried concentrating as hard as I could on pumping that black cock into her. It was hard, keeping up two rhythms at once. I should have stayed in music lessons.
 

"Fuck Andrew, I'm going to come!" my sweet little thing confessed. She sounded desperate. The shock of another profanity together with the admission of a looming orgasm sent a blast of hot excitement racing through me. My Samantha just didn't talk like that! I decided to push a little more.
 

"Come on baby, come for me! Let me see you come!" I urged, watching her perfect curves shape into pleasure. Her mouth opened in a silent moan. 
 

"Oh right there..." she groaned, pounding her body against the dark dildo. I looked back on it again. The image of it buried inside her would always be etched in my mind.
 

With a moan, her sweating, twisted body succumbed to a climax.
 

I wanted to press myself inside her. I wanted to pull the dark plug from her cunt and stuff my own organ in there instead. But she was just enjoying it so much. I couldn't resist.
 

My sack tightened and I watched the first rope of cum splay across her ass. "Ungh...fuck!" I grunted as my own orgasm took me. Streak after streak of my hot cum erupted onto the bulbous curves of her ass cheeks. I looked down, trying my best to keep the momentum of my thrusts going through my own climax.
 

"Oh yes..." she purred and our eyes met. She watched me unleash the rest of myself onto her ass until I could take no more and slumped over her in a heap.
 

We stayed like that for a while. Once I'd caught my breath, I looked up to see my own sticky seed trickling down towards her thigh. It made me shudder. The dark cock was still inside her.
 

I pulled it out slowly and she moaned as I did. As if her inside missed being so full. I leaned down and fell onto the bed beside her.
 

"Samantha Smith," I said, my voice a little hoarse from the exertion. "What's happened to you?"
 

She giggled and tried to hide her face in the pillow. Something was definitely different about my Samantha.
 





Chapter 5

 


I'd already tied quite a tidy buzz on by the time we got down to dinner. By the time we were half done the entree, the room had started spinning a bit.
 

"Good evening! I'm Bastian Jones, your chef this evening. How is everything?"
 

I looked up to see the handsome form of a young, very well built black man hovering over our table. He was looking at my wife.
 

"Oh...thank-you!" she said, putting a finger to her lip and swallowing the bite of spicy jerk chicken she'd just taken. "Everything's delicious!" Her cheeks turned a pleasant rosy red. 
 

I could tell he was having a hard time taking his eyes off her. I didn't blame him.
 

Samantha had packed some dresses even I'd never seen before we left, unbeknownst to me. When she'd come out of the bathroom dressed in the little red number she was now wearing, I just stood staring at her, mouth agape. The top of it pushed her breasts together and it flared out at her hips, her thighs spilling elegantly out the bottom. It hugged her petite, full curves. She looked like a goddess.
 

"Wonderful!" he exclaimed finally, clapping his large black hands together and tearing his gaze away to look at me. "And you, sir?"
 

"Andrew Smith. Pleasure to meet you, Bastian." I rose, swayed a tiny bit but managed not to fall. I shook his hand. It was a firm shake. What I expected from a man his size. "Everything is superb," I complimented. "They're lucky to have you here. Where did they find you?" I asked. I sat back down and felt my face flush as I realized what an ass I'd just been. The man wasn't there for banter. He was there for business.
 

He chuckled, a low, rolling laugh. "Thank-you, sir. You're very kind. I found them, in a way. I have the privilege of owning a small share in the place. It was part of the deal."
 

"You didn't learn to cook like this here though, did you?" I realized too late what a snob I'd sounded like. "I didn't mean..."
 

I saw Samantha shooting daggers at me from across the table with her eyes. I reached for my water and took a gulp.
 

He just chuckled again and waved my discomfort away. "You're too kind. I did study at Adge for some time. I came back to the island because this is my home." He smiled. An honest smile.
 

"Fascinating," I replied. I steadied myself with a hand on the table and glanced at Samantha again. She was shaking her head, her blonde tresses bobbing on either side of it.
 

I looked at Bastian again as he began talking to Samantha. He was a well-built man, obviously well educated and well spoken. He was exactly the kind of man I imagined her with. Exactly the kind of man I could see myself watching, as he pressed between her legs.
 

Suddenly, my fantasy welled within me. 
 

The thought sent a thrill through me that made my cock jump.
 

"Would you join us for a while?" I blurted. I realized too late that I'd interrupted him mid-sentence.
 

Samantha skewered me with a glare.
 

"That is very gracious, but I must see to the other guests. I am glad you are enjoying the meal. Please accept a digestif with my compliments," he said, smiling politely.
 

I knew I'd fucked it all up. I was drunk, but not so drunk I couldn't salvage the situation. I knew that if my fantasy was to be realized, this was the man I wanted it realized with.
 

After another gulp of wine, I felt very brave. "I'll trade that in for a shared meal sometime? We're here for a week?"
 

His expression changed. Almost as if the suggestion had flustered him.
 

"Andrew, the man's obviously busy," Samantha interrupted, trying to save me from myself.
 

"Thank-you, very much, for the invitation," Bastian replied, "I wouldn't want to impose..."
 

Something inside me twisted a little. The way he was standing over her. His mass was so imposing. It made my cock stiffen even more. I needed this.
 

"I insist," I ordered. For added emphasis, I pounded the table with a fist. Just a bit louder than I'd intended.
 

The conversation around us dulled as people turned to stare at the commotion. Samantha tried to hid behind her hand.
 

Bastian just laughed. "You do make a very strong case. Let me see to the other guests. I'll be back before your dinner is over."
 

"Wonderful," I said with a slight slur, picking up my fork and knife. "You have a great talent."
 

I watched him. I watched him the way I'd watched the security officer at the airport. I got what I wanted. He turned to her and I watched his eyes rake over her, up and down her petite frame, as if her were memorizing her curves for later. If I had my way, he wouldn't need the memory. He would have my wife.
 

"You, are a disaster." Her hands were folded across her chest. This was not a good sign.
 

"Samantha." I put my utensils down and leaned across the table, trying not to sway. She just shook her head. "Do you trust me?" I asked, staring her straight in the eye.
 

"Andrew Smith. You are drunk. We are getting up and leaving this table right now. I will not have you humiliate me any more!
 

But I was fearless. The drink had made me one with the universe. I knew she would come around, she just needed things explained correctly. I took a deep breath. "Samantha, I've got a confession to make."
 

I watched her lean back in her chair. It was a little hard to tell through the mist of red wine clouding my vision, whether she was interested or irritated. There was only one way to find out.
 

"I don't want this to put you off, or to scare you," I began, turning my eyes towards my plate. Gathering my courage, I looked up at her again. "You know what we've been doing?" I asked, then, lowering my voice, added, "With the toy?"
 

"Alright. That's enough."
 

Why was she getting up?
 

"Do you have to use the restroom?" I asked. I felt my wrist brush against something. She reached out to try and catch the glass I'd knocked. She missed it. It smashed noisily onto the dark tile floor sending glass and water spraying in all directions.
 

She was probably right. I might have been a bit drunk.
 

A waiter hovered over us.
 

"Sorry..." I offered, trying to stand. I nearly fell out of my chair.
 

"Please, sir. It's alright." He fended me off from trying to help.
 

I felt Samantha grab my arm, heard her calling out our room number, then felt myself being dragged through the dining room. The tables and other guests were a blur. I felt the need to explain.
 

"We're going for a cigarette. Please don't take away our plates!" I managed to shout.
 

I glanced back, trying to see if he'd heard. It didn't matter. We were already out of the room, barrelling past the host at the front desk and heading for the stairs. Everything began to swirl inside my head.
 

The memory of Bastian's large frame towering over my wife wouldn't leave my mind. It pressed me into one final effort. I yanked her into the hallway that led towards the bathrooms.
 

"Andrew! Stop it! Let's go to the room!"
 

"Samantha," I said, pressing close to her. She didn't resist, just shook her head and looked away. "I know this might take you by surprise but please don't let it scare you." I looked into her eyes. She didn't return the favour. "I want to see you with another man."
 

She looked up. She looked so calm. That expression was the last thing I expected to see. She looked like I'd just told her I didn't want cream in my coffee any more in the mornings. 
 

Another woman rounded the corner into the hall where we were standing. She swayed past us, casting us a drunken smile before disappearing into the ladies room.
 

"I want to see another man inside you. I want to see you take him. The way you take that black cock I bought."
 

"Oh, is that all?" came her calm reply.
 

Something gave me the impression that she wasn't exactly being sincere.
 

"No, really, Samantha. I mean it..."
 

"Alright, Andrew. If I agree to sleep with another man, will you come upstairs and go to bed?"
 

Had she really said it? Or was it just some drunken hallucination?
 

"Yes...yes of course..." I stammered, trying to discern from her expression if she'd really just said it.
 

"Good. Follow me."
 

I did as she asked. She led me by the hand and I stared at the roundness of her ass, hoping I'd get to see it naked before the evening was through. When we stepped inside the room, I kicked off my shoes. I watched her close the door, then followed her as she walked across the room.
 

"I was hoping..." I said, trying to sound seductive.
 

When she turned around, she was smiling. She was smiling! I'd done something right!
 

"Were you now?" she purred, stepping towards me and running a finger down the front of my shirt. I could feel my head bobbing a bit, but obviously she didn't mind.
 

"I was!" 
 

She pushed me gently with that same finger, sending me crashing onto the bed behind me.
 

"You just wait right there, hot stuff. I'll be right out!"
 

She winked.
 

I was in. I was in!
 

The room faded to black.
 





Chapter 6

 


The sound of ocean waves sweeping up onto the beach drifted in through the open window. I groaned and pulled the pillow off my head. I turned to find Samantha gone. The headache began.
 

With a groan, I pushed myself to sitting. The salty smell of the ocean hit me, making me feel better. Bursts of memory 
 

Walking across the room, I opened the mini-fridge, bent down and reached inside. My fingers met with cool glass of a bottle of soda water. I pulled it out, cracked the cap and took a massive swig. Room charges be damned. It shook me to life as it fizzled down my throat.
 

The door opened. It was her. My cock moved as I watched her step inside in her running tights. Her ass looked fucking glorious in them. She startled at the sight of me, surprised to see me up. I relaxed as soon as she smiled.
 

"Hello lover," she cooed. After kicking off her shoes she swayed towards me through the room. "God that was hot last night!"
 

I felt my brow furrow. Had I really been so drunk that I didn't remember having sex with her? I looked into her eyes. They were glowing with mischief.
 

"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself," I bluffed. Maybe in my stupor I'd done something right? "I wouldn't want to leave you unsatisfied," I added, trying to sound more confident.
 

Her eyes went wide, like she didn't understand what I was talking about. "Oh, I didn't mean you. You passed out. Don't you remember?"
 

A bolt of jealous adrenaline shot through me and I felt my jaw drop open. I looked over her face, searching for the tell. Where would the admission start, her eyes? Her lips? Obviously she was joking. Obviously my Samantha was just joking.
 

Oh God, the memory of what I'd said the night before, outside the bathrooms, slammed into me like a speeding train. I looked at the floor, trying to remember exactly how I'd put it. There could be no doubt. I'd told her I wanted her to sleep with another man.
 

"Excuse me!" she bubbled, tossing her headphones onto the bed, "I'm going to take a shower!" She pushed past me.
 

I stood there, swaying a little from the alcohol, but mostly from the shock of what I'd just heard. Shaking myself out of the stupor, I turned around and pushed my way through the door and into the spacious bathroom.
 

She was already in the shower. I watched rivulets of water trailing down her fair skin. Despite my grogginess, I wanted to reach inside and press my hands onto her thighs. I looked up. She was facing away from me but I knew she could see me from the corner of her eye. I knew she'd heard me come in.
 

"Samantha?" I started.
 

She turned and smiled. "Yes, dear?"
 

Still there was nothing there. Nothing on her face that would let me discern if this was just a game. I didn't know what to say.
 

"Samantha..." I began again. "About last night..."
 

"Yes? What about it?" She wasn't budging. She wouldn't give me a single inch. I suppose I had been a bit of an ass. I suppose I deserved it. A little bit.
 

I took a deep breath. "About what I said? About..."
 

She turned the shower off and pulled the curtain open.
 

For a moment I was dumbstruck. She was making no effort to cover her body. She was standing there, completely naked, water dripping from her body. Her nipples were pink and stiff. I wondered if her pussy was wet. She was toying with me. I started to get hard.
 

"What you said about what?"
 

"What I said about you with another man," I growled, unable to take my eyes off her curves.
 

"Oh that! Yes? What about it?"
 

Now I saw it. She was just having a bit of fun. Or was she?
 

"Well? What about it?" I asked, turning the question back to her.
 

She stepped out of the tub but didn't reach for a towel. Her body was driving me mad now. So close and wet and bare. I knew she could see my cock hardening. She didn't look down, though.
 

"No, Andrew," she whispered, coming closer and walking two fingers up my chest. "No. You're the one that acted like an ass last night. You don't get off that easily. You tell me."
 

I looked down to see her fingers walking back down my chest. She stopped at my belt and held her hand there. When I looked at her eyes again, there was nothing there. Not a single clue.
 

Of course I knew she was just playing with me. But it was the minuscule chance that she wasn't that made me stand completely stiff.
 

"So? Did you do as I asked? Did you fuck another man?" I growled, putting a hand on her back and sliding it down to cup her ass.
 

She straightened as I squeezed the soft flesh there. Her hand didn't move.
 

"Is that really what you want, Andrew?" Her gaze was completely disarming. Was this really Samantha? My Samantha?
 

"Would you do it? Would you do that for me?" I said, pressing closer to her and leaning down to kiss her neck. She wouldn't. I knew she wouldn't. She was just playing. She was just winding me up.
 

"The question, Andrew Smith, is not would I?" she offered, finally letting the tips of her fingers slide past the elastic of my boxers. "The question is..." she whispered, leaning close, "...did I?"
 

The sound of her saying it along with the warmth of her breath on my neck sent me into a frenzy. I picked her up and spun around, setting her on the counter beside the sink.
 

She gasped as her ass pressed against the cold stone.
 

Fumbling with the elastic at my waist, I freed my cock. Taking myself in hand, I pointed the glistening head towards the split in her soft folds. I groaned as my flesh touched her soaked slit. 
 

Her back arched, her perky breasts pressing towards my chest. I couldn't wait. Thrusting towards her, I let my shaft sink into her soft, molten core.
 

As soon as I'd watched my cock disappear inside her, I turned my eyes up to look at her again. Her expression was the same. Innocence, feigned or genuine, made the whole thing hotter.
 

She was bluffing, wasn't she? There was no way she'd do anything like that. She didn't even look at other men. Her eyes told me nothing.
 

A thought gripped me. What if she had left the room last night? What if she'd gone downstairs? What if she'd run into Bastian?
 

I could see her there, in the restaurant, apologizing for my behaviour. I could see his smile as he waved away her regret.
 

I could see his black muscles, rippling on to of her as her legs fell open for his big, black cock.
 

The image tore through me and I started to fuck. 
 

I felt her hips move towards me. Her feet brushed against the back of my leg as she brought up her thighs. I lunged, pushing myself deep inside her hot, silky pussy.
 

The mirror on the wall began to shake slightly as I surged into the sticky wetness of her cunt. I looked up again. She was still staring at me with those innocent, blue eyes. Maybe she had done it? Maybe she'd gone out and met Bastian back at the restaurant? Maybe the two of them had had a drink, gone back to his place? Maybe he'd taken her the way I was now. Maybe he'd pushed his thick, black cock inside her as she wailed...
 

She reached an arm up and around my neck. As I rutted into her, she hung from me loosely, just letting me fuck her like that. I'd never been so turned on. I felt my climax well.
 

"Fuuuuck!" I growled, grimacing. I felt the cum pulse through my shaft, felt it start to spurt inside her. I looked up to find one corner of her mouth curled into a smile. With another groan I unleashed all of what I had inside her, not caring that the mirror might fall off the wall. As my orgasm took me, I let the image fill my mind again.
 

There was my Samantha. Filled by another man's cock.
 

As the last of my thrusts abated, I leaned over her and steadied myself against the counter. I was still inside her, panting and exhausted. She trailed her fingers along the back of my neck making me shiver. When I finally pulled myself out and stood, she just sat there, staring at me with her mouth in half a grin.
 

"Better?" she asked.
 

Better? My eyes ran down her body, past her stomach and in between her legs. Cum was spilling from her pussy, pooling on the counter between her legs. I throbbed.
 

I didn't know what to say. I just shook my head in disbelief and chortled. My wife, it seemed, wanted to play a game.
 





Chapter 7

 


I insisted on breakfast indoors. My head had stopped pounding. Despite that, I still wore sunglasses, against the glare of the sun reflecting off the sand outside. We found the darkest corner of the breakfast room and ordered a full breakfast. I ordered a Bloody Mary and recoiled in mock horror as Sam did too.
 

She laughed. It seemed like she'd forgiven me for the night before. I thought it probably wouldn't hurt to apologize in earnest.
 

"Look, I'm sorry about last night," I said after I'd taken a gulp of red medicine from the tall, frosted glass the waiter brought us.
 

"Sorry about what?" she asked, smiling.
 

"I think you know? How drunk I was? I probably snored. Did I snore?" Something was tickling me on the inside though. As hot as it had been imagining her with another man, I needed to know the truth about the night before.
 

"Oh. I didn't notice." She shrugged and looked out the window, towards the gentle crests.
 

The tickle turned into an itch. I tried to steady my nerves. No sense being paranoid. Even if something about the ocean air had changed her, there was no way she would have taken things that far. She didn't budge as I looked at her. Just kept staring out over the ocean.
 

"Alright. You win," I said finally, sighing my resignation.
 

She met my eyes with the same Innocent look she'd had in the bathroom. "I do? What's my prize?"
 

A tremor of irritation moved through me. I smiled it away and shook my head. I was not going to let her get the better of me. "Your prize is me asking. Where did you go last night? After I passed out?"
 

She sat there, smiling. As if she were relishing her victory. 
 

"I'm. Not. Telling."
 

Her words wiped my own smile away. An anxiousness bubbled somewhere inside me, making me shift in my seat. I quieted it. She was right. I deserved this.
 

"Samantha, I said I was sorry."
 

"You said lots of other things, too. Remember?"
 

Of course I remembered. What I didn't remember was having such a devious wife. I breathed, took another sip of my drink and pasted my smile back on.
 

"Alright. You've had your fun. Now really. Did you go out last night? After I fell asleep?"
 

She put her drink down and leaned on the table. "Andrew, do you remember how drunk you were last night? Do you remember the restaurant? The commotion you caused?"
 

"Yes," I snapped, "and I said I was sorry..."
 

"And I accept your apology. You can consider this, your penance. I'm not telling."
 

Another uncomfortable shudder raced through me at her lack of admission as to what she'd done. I might have deserved it, but that didn't make it easy to endure.
 

She leaned back in her chair and stared out over the ocean again.
 

My mind raced. Visions of my petite wife wrapped in a large man's arms pulsed inside my head. I tried to push it all away. It was just a game, after all. I was the one who'd started it, really. By the end of breakfast I was no closer to finding any peace. My mind was a muddled mess and the drink I'd poured on top of it wasn't helping. Thin tendrils of jealousy started to crawl up my spine.
 

"Okay, look, can we talk about this?" I asked, trying not to sound impatient.
 

"Talk about what?"
 

Was she pretending not to know what I was talking about? Was this just another game?
 

"Samantha, please!"
 

"You're not going to make another scene, are you?" she said calmly.
 

Where was she getting all this confidence from all of a sudden? I'd been drunk around her before. Not that drunk, but it had never changed her in the slightest.
 

Her eyes softened. "Why don't we talk about it later?" she offered.
 

I took another breath. She was right. We could talk about it in the room.
 

"Samantha!" 
 

Bastian's deep voice from behind me made me startle and I almost knocked my glass over. As I turned, I caught the faint glimmer of a smile forming on Samantha's lips.
 

"Bastian!" I said, bounding up and taking off my sunglasses.
 

I saw the chuckle shaking in his chest before I heard it. He held out a hand.
 

"Andrew. Good to see you. Feeling okay?"
 

I looked back at Samantha. She was watching the two of us as we talked. "Bit better, thank-you. Look, I have to apologize. About last night. I...I'm not sure what got into me. Well, it was a whole lot of alcohol to be precise, but..."
 

He waved it all away with one hand. "Don't worry about it for another moment. I only felt badly for your wife."
 

That unpleasant ripple travelled through me again. Who was he to start feeling bad about my wife?
 

"Oh? Why's that?" I bristled.
 

He paused. Just for a moment. "Just making chit-chat, Mr. Smith. Just making chit-chat. You folks have a great day in the sun!" He shot us both a wide smile before walking back towards the kitchen.
 

I turned and looked at Samantha. Her arms were folded over her chest and she had one eyebrow raised. Maybe because her husband was being a complete ass?
 



***

 


I had to look away from the bathroom door. She was getting changed and I kept catching glimpses of her in the mirror. A nipple. A wisp of the down between her legs. It was turning me on and the last thing I needed mixed in with everything sloshing around in my head, was arousal.
 

When she came out wearing her blue bikini, I stood and walked towards the balcony door. I took a few deep breaths, hoping the salt in the air would steady my nerves.
 

"Aren't you going to get changed?"
 

I spun around at the question. I was almost shaking. As certain as I was that nothing had happened the night before, her refusal to answer was clawing at me. I needed to know the truth.
 

"Samantha," I said, stepping towards her, "can we please talk about what happened last night?"
 

She set down her beach bag and took off her sunglasses.
 

"Okay," she replied. She walked over to the bed and sat down. "Let's talk."
 

I felt a swell of relief. Now I was getting somewhere. "Okay," I said, sitting down next to her and putting a hand on her back. "I'm sorry I got so blind drunk. You didn't deserve that."
 

"Thank-you. Like I said, all is forgiven."
 

It wasn't though? Was it? The question of what she'd done last night was again on the tip of my tongue. I looked at her. She was staring straight at me, as if daring me to ask.
 

"So...what did you do after I passed out?" I asked, sounding quite sheepish.
 

She smiled, her expression smug. "I'm not sure if I should tell you..."
 

My shoulders sagged. This was unlike her, too. I probably deserved it, though. For being such an ass. Maybe there was a different way to find out.
 

"What about what I said then?" I blurted before I could think it through.
 

Another tiny twist of a smile. "You mean before you fell asleep?"
 

My nervous system shuddered to life. I felt my heart beat. There was a ringing in my ears. It was one thing to blather about it drunk. Now that I was relatively sober, the prospect of talking about my fantasy was terrifying.
 

"Yes. That's what I mean." I thought I played it well. My voice didn't break. I didn't look away. Only my cock shifted slightly.
 

"Well? What do you want to tell me about it?"
 

"What do I..." I trailed off. My eyes left hers. What did I want to say? Was this serious? Was this real? Did I really want to see her do that? Did I really want to see her with another man?
 

What if she already had?
 

"Andrew," she whispered, putting a hand on my knee. 
 

I jumped. "Yes? What?!?"
 

"You're hung over. Let's go to the beach."
 

She stood up, picked up her bag and walked to the door.
 

"You coming? Some sun might do you good."
 

Ugh. That sounded like the last thing I needed. Sun. But a thought flickered to life. I bet there'd be lots of men paying attention to that blue bikini she was wearing.
 

"Hang on. I've gotta piss." I shuffled towards the bathroom, trying not to sulk. I could feel her eyes on me. 
 

Whose idea was this anyway? Vacations. I hated fun in the sun.
 





Chapter 8

 


The beach wasn't so bad. They had umbrellas. I hid under one the whole time while Samantha basked in the sun. I wore a hat and dark glasses and shorts down to my knees. She wore that blue bikini.
 

The men that passed didn't gape. They didn't stare. They'd puff up a bit, though. Their chests would rise and they'd add a little swagger to their step. Just in case she was watching.
 

It became sort of a game, watching them, trying to see when they noticed her. I got pretty good at it. Even if she was on her stomach with her eyes closed, they'd get that strut, just in case.
 

Most of them were wearing sunglasses so I couldn't see their eyes. I could see them watching her, though. Their heads would still turn, just a bit.
 

I sat there hiding my erection with crossed legs, pretending I was staring out over the ocean. I knew what they were thinking. I knew what possibilities they were imagining, what they would do to her if they had her alone. It's what men do. The idea that they were thinking about it while staring at my wife made my blood boil and my insides churn. 
 

The nagging question about what had happened after I'd fallen asleep didn't help.
 

Every time I saw one of them look over at her, I thought of the smile she'd given me when I asked her about last night. The feelings seemed to amplify one another until by the time we went in for lunch, I was confused and turned on and craving release.
 

I pulled her towards me greedily as soon as we stepped into the room.
 

My affection was met with giggles. Giggles. When did she start giggling so much?
 

"Oh Andrew, we just did that this morning. Remember?"
 

"Sure I do. Doesn't mean we can't do it again."
 

"I guess you're right," she conceded, smiling at me. "What's gotten all in a state again?"
 

Her hand drifted down my front and settled on my cock.
 

I was stiff as a rock.
 

"Did you enjoy the beach?" I brought her closer, leaned in and kissed her shoulder. Her skin was hot from the sun.
 

"You know I love the beach..."
 

She trailed off as I pressed my lips to her neck. I kissed her a little more.
 

"What do you think about? When you're lying in the sun like that?"
 

I felt her smile. She hummed a few notes of some made up melody. "I don't know...seashells?"
 

Yeah. Right.
 

"What do you think about, sitting in the shade like a big grumpy ogre?" she teased.
 

"You," I answered right away.
 

"Me?" She seemed surprised. "What about me?" She pulled away. I looked into her eyes.
 

"You. The way men walking by look at you. The way their chests rise, in case you're looking. I think about what they'd do to you, if they could have you."
 

The old Samantha, the one from back home, would have slapped me just then. Or rolled her eyes and gone to the bathroom or something. This one didn't. This one smiled.
 

"What do you think they'd do to me?" she whispered.
 

It drove me wild.
 

I thought about the previous night again. I thought of asking her, for real this time, what had happened after I'd passed out. I decided against it. It would have killed the mood. There had to be another way to find out.
 

"Did you enjoy dinner last night?" I asked, pressing my lips against her neck in a kiss. She tilted her head.
 

"I suppose it was alright. I didn't really like the part where you got drunk." she teased. Her body was liquid, willing and ready.
 

"Did you enjoy our chef?" I ventured. I felt her tense.
 

"What do you mean?" she asked with a giggle.
 

"I mean did you enjoy Bastian? He's quite a man."
 

When she answered, there was mischief in her eyes.
 

"He was quite friendly," she said, nodding.
 

"Tell me?"
 

"Tell you what?" she asked. She knew exactly what I wanted to hear.
 

"He's a fine man, don't you think?"
 

She smirked. "I suppose. Is that what you had in mind?" she asked.
 

"In mind? What mind?" 
 

Her eyes locked onto mine. "Is that what you had in mind for me?" She was suddenly serious.
 

I felt an anxiety well inside me, filling my insides.
 

"So you've thought about it?"
 

Her lips turned up in another smirk. She lifted a leg, peeled off the sandal she was wearing. Then the other. Then she sank down in front of me, onto her knees. "I remember you, Andrew Smith, asking me a very lewd thing, indeed."
 

I couldn't believe my Samantha was talking like this. I looked at her expression. There was sin in that smile. She put her hands on my waist and I sank back against the door. She pulled my shorts down and my cock sprang free.
 

"So is that the kind of man you were thinking of for me? Our Chef Bastian?"
 

My cock bounced in front of her. She smiled.
 

"I guess so," she purred. 
 

This was as lewd and dirty as I'd ever seen her. Nothing had ever made me harder. Her eyes were on my flexing cock. Everything about her was sex. I had to close my eyes and breathe.
 

"Samantha," I started but no more words would come.
 

She sank her mouth down onto me, working me in slowly, so I could feel the heat of her pretty little mouth as it surrounded my cock.
 

"Oh fuck, Samantha," I swore, watching her swallow my cock into her mouth. Her whole body seemed different. Proud, almost, of what she was doing to me. When she pulled herself off, she did it with a satisfying pop and I watched my member bouncing as it sprung from her mouth. I felt the cum travelling from my balls.
 

"Andrew Smith," she began, eyeing me with a coy smile, "it seems that you are a very. Dirty. Man."
 

The smile stayed in her eyes as she sank her mouth down onto me again. I'd never felt so aroused as watching her. I didn't want to come inside her mouth again but I feared that if she kept this up, I would.
 

"Oh Sam..." I groaned as her lips sank down onto me. She slid off, a smile playing across her lips.
 

"What is it, sweetie?" she asked, toying with me. 
 

I put a hand behind her head and lowered her onto me again. "Oh please," I begged, needing the feeling of her mouth.
 

She obliged, more eagerly than she ever had before. She moved up and down the length of me. Her strokes went so deep sometimes that I could swear I felt the back of her throat. When she came off again, she was smiling even wider, her spit drooling down my cock.
 

She rose and I watched her pull at the top of the bikini she was wearing. She stood, grabbed me by the hand and practically threw me onto the bed. 
 

I watched her stalk across the room, her exposed breasts, nipples hard, bouncing.
 

She crawled onto me, straddled me took my cock in hand.
 

"I think," she began, looking down and eyeing where I was about to enter her, "I think you're a very dirty man."
 

I flexed, my gaze fixated on her flirtatious smile.
 

"I think you're thinking of something very naughty."
 

I was. I was thinking of the naughtiest thing. "Tell me!" I begged, breathless.
 

"I think you're thinking of our chef's big, black cock sinking into me as you watch this."
 

With her hand still on my cock, she lifted herself up. She paused, staring at me staring at her, then drove herself down. 
 

"Oh fuck!" I groaned as her sopping cunt sank all the way down my shaft. I felt her wet heat touch my balls.
 

"That is what you're thinking," she mused, toying with me, "You're thinking of his big, black cock inside of me. Instead of yours."
 

My cum surged inside me. She was right. I was thinking of just that. I wanted nothing more than for her to keep telling me about it. As she began to ride me slowly, she obliged.
 

"So you want to see Bastian's thick cock stuff me like this?"
 

Her body fell onto mine again. I gasped. It was the hottest thing I'd ever heard. She brought her exposed breast to my mouth and I strained to catch the stiff nipple with my lips. When I did, she moaned.
 

"Sam," I whispered, looking up at her again, "tell me you want it! Tell me you want to feel that black cock inside you!"
 

She smiled, but only with half her mouth this time. "Oh Andrew, I want it alright," she murmured. "I want to feel him filling me! Just. Like. This." She started fucking me harder.
 

I could only stare, wide-eyed as my perfect little Samantha rode my hard cock, burying me into her depths, searching for her pleasure. As I stared down at her swimming curves, I moaned. 
 

The thought came from nowhere. I wondered if she'd put her diaphragm in. I pushed it aside. Even if she had, I wanted to think I was going to spurt into her without it.
 

"Sam! Fuck! I'm going to come!" I cried, the though of bursting inside her sending me over the edge.
 

Her mouth curled into a wicked little smile. Then her eyes rolled back. She tensed. She put her hands on my chest. Her hips kept flailing.
 

I felt my cock erupt as I unleashed all the seed I had into her. She looked down at me, her face a mixture of shock and wonder. Her orgasm took her too.
 

We both cried out as our bodies spasmed with pleasure. For a split second I wondered if she was thinking of me, or of him. It only made me come harder, that he might be in her mind. Gripping her hips, I released what I had left. She took it like a willing whore.
 

She rode out the last of her spasms on my waning cock, as if she wanted to milk the rest of what my body had to offer. When it was done, she fell onto me. I savoured the soft feeling of her breasts pressed against my chest.
 



***

 


We didn't talk about it the rest of the day. We walked into town. She bought trinkets. We had fish.
 

I wanted her again that night but by the time I'd emerged from the bathroom, she seemed to be already asleep.
 

I crawled into bed beside her. Sleep wouldn't come. The only thing I could think of was him.
 





Chapter 9

 


I did sleep, eventually but it was a fitful sleep, filled with vivid dreams. When I woke, she was gone. 
 

I sat up and looked around, confused for a moment about my bearings. The song of a warbler atop the whisper of the ocean reminded me of where we were.
 

I turned and felt Samantha's side of the bed to see if it was still warm. It wasn't. I sank back down onto my pillow, yawned and allowed myself an indulgence in paranoia.
 

Perhaps she'd gone out in the middle of the night, while I was sleeping? Perhaps she'd so fancied our host the other night that, with my insistence, she'd gone out to fulfill my fantasy? The thought sent a rush of nerves through me. Closing my eyes, I let the image creep in.
 

There she was, in the middle of the night, crawling through the resort, her eyes wide, her nightie open, white skin silver in the moonlight. She was searching. Searching for him.
 

My eyes snapped open. Searching for who?!? I'd seen him. In my mind, I'd seen his face. I wondered whether I could bring myself to think of it again. There he was. It was Bastian.
 

My insides sizzled with a jealous lust. I saw him, his hand, reaching out from one of the doors in the hallway, just down from where we were staying. A big, black hand reached out and it surprised her. She didn't scream, but she gasped as she watched it pulling her into the room. In my mind's eye, I followed her inside.
 

It was him. He was standing there, almost naked, holding her by the arm and smiling that charming smile. What would she say? How would she react at being kidnapped and dragged into the room by a handsome, black stranger? Ignoring the anxious jealousy that was welling within me, I let the dream go on.
 

He was just as gracious as he had been at dinner last night. He let go of her arm and swung his massive palm in, towards his suite. There was champagne there and gentle music playing. I urged her inside. She listened.
 

She was wearing that same red dress, from the night before and looking just as stunning. Her walk took on an air of confidence as she relaxed around him, comfortable knowing what a gentleman he was. He glanced at her round, swaying ass as she passed. I saw a glint in his eye.
 

A wave crashed noisily against the beach outside. The ocean was coming to life. I pushed a hand beneath the covers to feel my hardness there. I wished Samantha were beside me. Her absence sent another electric shock through my nervous system, singeing my body with lust.
 

His hand was on her now, on the small of her back. It made me ache to be inside her, that vision that I'd conjured up. I started to stroke myself.
 

"You are a very beautiful woman," I heard him say with a smile. His hand travelled down, rounding the curve of her ass and cupping it. She seemed to startle.
 

"Chef Jones!" she said in mock surprise. "I have a husband..."
 

It didn't sound like she was arguing, though. It sounded like she was toying with him.
 

The sound of her voice shook me back into the room and my eyes opened wide.
 

"Andrew Smith! You are being a naughty boy, aren't you?"
 

She was standing there, her brow glistening with sweat. She had on her tights, the ones she used to run and was holding a fresh, pink drink in each hand. She looked spectacular.
 

"Where were you?" I asked, pretending to be bleary-eyed and still half-asleep.
 

She gave me a sly smile. She looked down at herself, then back at me with raised eyebrows. "I was at the shops. Trying on dresses. Can't you tell?"
 

Cheeky. Something had definitely changed in her. Samantha wasn't normally one for sarcasm. I took the drink she was offering and took a sip. "How was your run?"
 

"Wonderful!" she exclaimed, sitting down on the bed beside me.
 

Wonderful. I stole another glance at her perfect body. I wondered how many men had turned as she ran past? I looked up when she turned back towards me. There was something...more relaxed about her smile.
 

"Come here," I growled, setting down my drink on the bed table and pulling her towards me.
 

"Andrew! I haven't showered!" she replied. The objection seemed half-hearted. I decided to roll the dice.
 

"We'll have them change the sheets," I said. Setting her drink down for her, I pushed her down onto the bed and pressed onto her body with mine. She didn't resist.
 

I leaned close and kissed her on the lips. Her usual taste, with a hint of salty sweat. I yearned to fuck her that way. Good and dirty. When I pulled my lips from hers, she was looking at me, as if searching for something in my eyes.
 

"Andrew," she purred, narrowing her eyes. "Did you mean what you said last night?"
 

A shock tore through me. She remembered. I stared at her, wondering what she thought of it all.
 

"What did I say, my beauty?" I asked. I needed to be sure what she was talking about. Maybe she'd forgotten.
 

"What you said last night about me? With another man?"
 

It was so incredibly unlike her, to ask such a thing so directly. It was thrilling. I pressed my lips against her neck. I smelled the ocean air on her skin. She didn't push me away. I thought she'd push me away. I thought she'd want to talk about it. Instead, she tilted her head, letting me trail kisses down her neck and towards her chest.
 

My cock hardened. Good God, was she seriously contemplating this? I opened my eyes and lifted my head from her neck. She was still staring at me that same, searching stare. The sincerity of her question knocked me off my game.
 

"Uh...I...Samantha..." I stammered, unsure of what to say. She saved me by bursting into giggles. Giggles. At the thought of fucking another man.
 

"I thought you might not have been," she said finally. "I think we were both quite drunk!"
 

Adrenaline surged through me at the thought that she'd even been thinking about it. I couldn't just let the moment go. "No wait, let me explain." I pushed myself up on an elbow.
 

She was curious, her eyes still searching for the truth behind mine.
 

"Samantha, ever since we've met I've thought about it. I haven't been able to stop thinking about it."
 

"Thinking about what?" she asked. Even her questions seemed more confident here. Like the salty sea air gave her courage.
 

I breathed deeply, braced myself for the confession. "About James."
 

Her brow furrowed. "James?"
 

"James, Samantha. Your James."
 

Recognition spread across her face. "My James?" she whispered.
 

Even hearing her say it was a thrill.
 

"He's not my James any more."
 

"I know Samantha but he was then and I haven't been able to stop thinking about him. Since the day we met."
 

"But it's all in the past now," she replied, confused. "I know it was unfortunate, the way things happened, but it's all in the past. I've spoken to him, you know that. He doesn't mind."
 

"I know," I replied, racking my mind for how to explain it, "but it's not that. It's not that I feel bad about coming between you two. It all turned out for the best, I know. It's something else, something I've wondered."
 

"What?" she asked, plainly. As if she wasn't scared at all, to hear what I had to say.
 

"After we met, you and I. After we met at that party and talked that night, before we got involved. Before things got messy. Did you..." I trailed off, sinking back into my thoughts. I wondered if anything would change if I said it out loud. It didn't matter. I had to say it now. "Did you make love to him after that?"
 

It felt like she looked even more deeply into my eyes then. Like she needed to see for herself what it was that was inside me, making me ask these questions.
 

"I suppose we did," she answered softly.
 

My cock flexed against her leg.
 

"But Andrew, we weren't together yet. It wasn't for a few weeks that..."
 

"I know," I cut her off. I didn't want her to think I was accusing her of anything. I didn't want her to think I was accusing her of cheating. "I know it's just that...I find that incredibly exciting."
 

"Incredibly exciting?" she whispered. "That James and I made love?"
 

God, how I wanted her just then, hearing her say those words. "Samantha, I don't know why it is or how it got stuck in my mind. But I haven't been able to get it off since then."
 

"Since we met?" she asked.
 

"Since we met."
 

I have to say, I breathed a sigh of relief. I'd played out this conversation in my mind so many times. Every time it ended the same way. With Samantha crying, not understanding anything. But whatever about her was different here, it had given me the courage to speak. I was glad I had.
 

I watched her eyes wander up and down my face, then turn to look out the balcony. She was doing it again, rolling the idea around in her mind. When she turned back to me it was with another question.
 

"Is it because he's black?"
 

It made me wonder myself. As much time as I'd spent thinking about it, I didn't know whether that made a difference or not. "I'm not sure," I answered, still thinking.
 

"So you don't think about me and my other boyfriends? The nice white boys?"
 

It startled me, the way she said it. "Samantha, I'm not trying to be racist!"
 

Her lips into a smile. "So there is something about him being black."
 

I couldn't deny it, there was definitely something that made it hotter. What it was though, I wasn't sure.
 

"Andrew," she asked quietly, "how often do you do this?"
 

I looked at her. I started getting nervous. Of course we were close, we were husband and wife. Nobody had ever been this close to me before. Not this far inside my mind. "Maybe I shouldn't have said anything," I started, rolling away from her. I was still hard. I still wanted her. I didn't know if I could let go enough to tell her the rest.
 

"Wait a second," she said, not giving in. "You're the one that started all this. You don't just get to stop it like that. It's not fair."
 

She was right. It wasn't fair. Besides, the part of me that wanted to hear her talk about it was far stronger than the part that didn't.
 

She was on top of me, her face just inches from mine. Her eyes searching, still.
 

"Okay don't laugh," I began.
 

"I wouldn't laugh at something like that!"
 

"I just mean don't laugh at what I'm about to say."
 

"Alright."
 

"You know how you feel with the dildo inside you?"
 

She burst into laughter. I couldn't help it. I started laughing too. We both rolled onto our backs, laughing towards the ceiling, tears streaming from our eyes. Every time one of us would calm down, the other would start laughing. It went on like that until we both had nothing left.
 

"I'm sorry," she sputtered in one final guffaw. "I'm sorry, it's just..."
 

"I know," I replied, "that's why I said 'Don't laugh.'" I smiled at her. Her cheeks looked so rosy from the outburst. A breeze came in off the ocean and blew through her hair. "What I meant is that, when we do that, you seem to just..."
 

She bit her lower lip. "Lose myself in it?"
 

Excitement rushed through me again. I couldn't believe this was my wife I was talking to. I propped myself up on one elbow, barely able to contain myself at the fact that she understood.
 

"Yes! That's it, exactly!"
 

I felt myself harden. It felt like she was getting it. It felt like she might understand what I had to say.
 

She looked at me and there was mischief in her smile now. "So, when you think about it, when you think about me with another man, that turns you on?"
 

I felt her hand on my half stiff cock. I looked down to see her fingers gliding up and down a few times before disappearing into my underwear. Her palm was hot and my cock hardened completely as soon as she touched me.
 

"I guess so..." she whispered.
 

She pulled me out.
 

I couldn't believe this was happening. Was there something in the air? Was there something in the water here that had changed her? Had it been something I had said? Or did she just feel like she could let loose here? There was no accountability, no one was watching. She didn't have to play the prude like she did back home.
 

Right now, it didn't really matter. There were much more pressing matters to attend.
 

"I've always wanted to see it like this. In the light of day, I mean," Samantha said. She'd pulled my underwear down and was caressing my cock, watching it bounce under her touch. When she looked up, I saw the same hunger in her eyes. They looked the way they had last night.
 

"Andrew?" she asked. I thought I might pop just by how sultry she sounded. 
 

"Yes?" I said, breathless at her touch.
 

"Can I suck it?"
 

"Oh fuck yes..." I breathed as she shuffled down the bed. I felt her breath on it. It made my cock stiffen again.
 

"Andrew?"
 

"Yes?"
 

"Is this what you think about me doing to James?"
 

My body could not tell a lie. My cock flexed again.
 

"I guess so," she said, holding me firmly. "It doesn't make you jealous?" She was a little wary.
 

"I...maybe a bit," I answered, barely able to contain my excitement. I could feel the cum filling my cock already.
 

"I don't want you to be jealous," she said with a pout.
 

All I could think of was watching those lips wrap around the head of my cock, then slide down my shaft.
 

"It's not a bad jealousy," I explained, aching for her touch. "It's strange...it makes it feel better somehow."
 

She raised an eyebrow. Just one. The glimmer of a smile returned to her lips.
 

"So if I told you that I used to suck him like this, that he used to make me suck him like this, it wouldn't make you mad?"
 

"Ungh!" I rumbled, unable to stifle the groan of pleasure her admission brought. It made her smile crack open.
 

"I guess not!" she said, seeming very pleased.
 

An odd sensation ran through me. I wasn't sure if she was telling the truth about her ex-boyfriend or if she was just making things up to humour me. I didn't care right now, but my mind seemed to file the question away for later.
 

I couldn't have thought about it any more even if I had wanted to. She opened her mouth. Her eyes didn't let go of mine. Her little pink tongue popped out and I watched as the tip of it touched the head of my straining cock.
 

"Oh Sam!" I groaned. I was dangerously close to an eruption.
 

"Yes, Andrew?" she asked. She was still staring straight at me. Moving lower, she pressed her tongue against the underside of my cock and ran up the length of it in a lick.
 

I shuddered and gripped the sheets.
 

"Oh Andrew," she teased with a smile, "this is so naughty!" I watched wide-eyed as she opened her mouth a little wider. Sinking down onto me, she swallowed me whole.
 

I couldn't stop staring at her. Partly because of how incredibly hot she looked, but mostly because I couldn't stop the thought racing through my mind. Had she really done this with James? Had she taken his big, black cock in her mouth this way? What else had they done? Was my perfectly polite Samantha secretly a dirty little whore?
 

Her fingers found the heat of my sack. I groaned again. She looked up at me and her mouth popped off the end of my cock as she came up for air.
 

"Do you like that Andrew? Do you like it when I do that?"
 

"Oh fuck yes, Samantha," I replied, staring deep into her eyes, trying to figure out if it was all just an act.
 

She seemed to approve of my answer. Without hesitating, she swallowed me again and started kneading at my balls, as if she couldn't wait for my sperm to come pulsing from my shaft.
 

I stared at her intently, watching the woman I thought I knew so well bouncing up and down the length of my shaft and coax the cum out of me. My hips started jutting up as I felt my climax begin to take over my body.
 

She put a hand on my pelvis, pressing me against the bed. Her head bobbed even faster though as she tried to suck the sperm out of my nuts. The fingers of her other hand were still rolling my balls around.
 

"Fuck...fuck...fuck!" I breathed again, my body starting to quake, "Fuck Sam, I'm going to come!"
 

I expected her to pull off, to finish me with her hand. I thought she would find it...disgusting. I was so wrong.
 

The first throb of an explosion burst inside her mouth. She slowed down completely. "Ah!" I yelled as my body shook, trying to fuck more of me into her mouth. She held me down though and I couldn't believe the feeling that gripped my insides.
 

Time seemed to slow. My climax stretched as she worked her tongue slowly, carefully over my entire cock. Each burst of sperm inside her cheeks felt like another orgasm, not part of the same one. Then, just as the feeling started to ebb, she sped up again. Her head bobbed up and down, her hand following it. She gripped my balls. I screamed as she coaxed the last spurts of cum from me, then eased me back into the real world, back onto the bed.
 

When she crawled back up toward me, I was still breathing heavily. I stared at her in amazement and disbelief. I shook my head slowly.
 

"What in the fuck was that?" I whispered.
 

"You liked it?" she asked. I couldn't believe how shy she sounded.
 

"Who are you?" was all I could say.
 

She giggled. "Samantha Smith, silly. I'm you're wife. Come on. Let's go get breakfast."
 





Chapter 10

 


"Andrew, it's so beautiful here."
 

I hadn't stopped staring at her staring out over the ocean since we'd sat down for breakfast. She was right. It was incredibly beautiful. The few wisps of cloud in the sky only seemed to make the blue of it even deeper. The warm ocean breeze tickled us as we sipped our coffee.
 

"I'm glad you let yourself be convinced," I said, taking a break from staring at Samantha to enjoy the view myself. When I looked back at her, she was taking a deep breath, her eyes closed. When she opened them, she caught me watching her.
 

"You've been looking at me like that all morning!" she said, her voice shy. "What is it?!?"
 

"Did you mean what you said?" I asked.
 

"Did I mean what I said when?"
 

"Did you mean what you said about James? When we were in the bedroom?"
 

Her shoulders sagged and she rolled her eyes and shook her head. "So you are jealous! I knew you would be! I knew I shouldn't have..."
 

"Samantha, no!" I interrupted, sliding my chair closer to hers so I could hold her hand.
 

"You said it made you jealous! You said so in the room!" she countered.
 

"Please, you have to listen to me," I replied, sounding a little frantic.
 

She seemed to settle down.
 

"It's not that I'm jealous and that I don't want you to tell me. It's that I'm jealous and if it's true, I want to hear more!" I explained.
 

She pondered that for a moment. Her brow furrowed a little and she studied my eyes again, like she didn't quite believe me. "You want to hear more?" she finally asked, glancing around to see if anyone was listening.
 

"Is it true then, Samantha? Were you really like that with James?"
 

The corners of her lips curled up into a sly little smile. A shiver ran through me at who she'd turned into, who I'd turned her into. I could barely wait to hear what she was going to say next.
 

"What if I didn't tell you?"
 

"Didn't tell me what? What you did with James?" I asked, dejected at the possibility that she was going to deny me the pleasure.
 

"No," she answered, leaning back in her chair but still watching me. "What if I didn't tell you whether all of it was real, or if I was just making it up?"
 

A shiver ran through me. A delectable, jealous shiver of excitement and dread. "Well that would just be the most perfectly cruel thing you could possibly do," I answered. She looked down at my waist. My cock had already started to rise again. When she looked back up, she was smiling a much wider smile.
 

Her eyes rose and she seemed to ponder the ceiling. When they came back to mine, her gaze was more intense.
 

"I have a question for you now."
 

"What is it?" I asked, hoping she would finish her breakfast quickly so I could try to bed her again.
 

"Did you mean what you said? The other night? When you were drunk?"
 

"When? What did I say?" I couldn't tell what she was getting at. She leaned even closer. Her warm breath tickled my ear.
 

"When you said you wanted to watch me fuck our big, black Chef?"
 

A ripple of excitement coursed through me. It settled in between my legs. I looked at her. There was excitement there, too. In her eyes. What had I created? What had I done?
 

"Samantha, are you serious? Would you do it?"
 

"The question is, Andrew Smith, are you serious? Would you really want me to?"
 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. "Oh yes Samantha. God, yes!" I whispered, clutching at her arm.
 

"Hm." She leaned back over the table and took a bite of her toast. I sat there staring at her, dumbfounded. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer. I had to ask.
 

"Samantha, are you really going to do it?"
 

"I don't know," she answered. She took a sip of coffee. "I'll have to finish my breakfast first."
 

  

***

 


I sat on the edge of the bed. Samantha stood at the balcony, staring at the ocean view beyond. I studied her. Even the way she moved had seemed to change. Gone were the quick, jerky, prissy motions of a proper lady. Now her body swayed with an easy elegance. Once again I wondered what I'd done.
 

"So you think you're serious about this?" she said. The sound of her voice shook me from my stupor, back into the room.
 

I couldn't believe what she was asking me. Hell, I could barely believe any of this was happening. Never in a million years would I have suspected that my wife would act like this.
 

"I do want it, Samantha," I said. "I want to watch you with another man."
 

She pulled the chair out from the desk and put it in the middle of the room.
 

"I'll tell you what," she said, walking towards where I was sitting and taking me by the hands. She pulled me to my feet and walked me over to the chair. "Have a seat," she said, smiling politely.
 

"What are you doing?" I asked with a smile. "What's this about, then?" 
 

"Well, if you're so certain, I want to make some rules."
 

I sat down. I still couldn't take my eyes off hers. Was she really being serious about this? Would she really go through with it? "Alright," I answered as she strolled around the room. "What sort of rules?"
 

"Well first of all," she said, strolling behind me and running a slender finger down my neck. It sent a shiver through me. "First of all I want to make sure you really are serious."
 

"I am Samantha, I swear it!" I replied. Turning to look at her I begged her to believe me with my eyes.
 

"Maybe so, but I want to be sure. Take off your pants."
 

I jumped to my feet and tore away my shorts. Throwing them across the room, I sat back down, staring at my wife, wondering what she would have me do next. She walked around the chair and stood in front of me. I raked up and down her petite form. This was getting very interesting, indeed.
 

"You want to hear some stories?" she asked, her expression completely serious.
 

It was hot, seeing her take control like that. I was more than happy to play along. "Absolutely," I replied, nodding eagerly.
 

"You want to hear how James fucked me?"
 

The words were like a delicious punch in the gut. My cock shifted. Her eyes caught the motion and glanced at it. When she looked back up, she seemed convinced.
 

"I guess you really do."
 

My heart thundered in my chest as I stared at the prim and proper lady that I'd married, stared at me with sultry, slutty eyes. I nodded again.
 

"See, this is the part I want to be sure of, Mr. Smith." She took a step towards me. "Because maybe you think you want to see me with another man but when it really comes to it, when the moment is there, I want to be sure that you won't change your mind."
 

My cock had started throbbing as she circled me. When she knelt down in front of me, it was almost completely hard.
 

"So it wouldn't bother you at all," she said, "if I were to do this with another man?" She pulled at the elastic of my underwear until I popped out in front of her. The image of her with another man's cock in front of her just made me all the harder.
 

"No. I would love that," I answered.
 

"And you'd like to watch that? You'd like to watch your wife doing this with someone else?" She put her fingers gently against the underside of my cock and started rubbing up and down. I watched my member bouncing at her touch.
 

"Oh God yes, Samantha," I replied. I could see it now in my mind's eye. I could see her kneeling in front of Bastian.
 

It was a shock, to say the least. This Samantha was more than just a little different. This wasn't my Samantha at all. My cock was too hard, the ache in it too great for me to think about it more.
 

"I'm going to make sure of that in a second. But before I do, I want you to know that once I know you're sure, once we start the game, you don't get to stop."
 

Her fingers kept sliding along my shaft. I felt my eyes widen. It was utter torture, sitting there like that just waiting for relief. "What do you mean?" I asked, breathless. "Why would I want it to stop?"
 

"What if you see something you don't like?" she asked. Her fingers stopped moving and she pulled her hand away and watched me bouncing, hoping she would put it back. "Because, Andrew, this is all lovely and fun right now, but what if it hits you a different way once it's not just a fantasy? Once it's not just in your head?"
 

I thought about it for a moment. My cock had stopped bouncing quite so much. "How are you going to find that out then? How can you know?"
 

Her smile made me realized she had a plan. "I'm so glad you asked! I'm going to show you something, Andrew, but first I'm going to tell you a story. I want you to close your eyes."
 

I did as she asked. Another gentle ocean breeze breathed through the window.
 

"I want you to imagine James sitting here, instead of you. I want you to imagine my big, black ex-boyfriend sitting in this chair. Keep your eyes closed."
 

My cock jumped again in arousal at what she'd said and I had to fight to keep my eyes closed. The image came instantly. There he was, instead of me, his then-girlfriend, my now-wife kneeling in front of him, between his legs.
 

"There. You see it don't you?" she asked.
 

I nodded.
 

"Good. Now just imagine, Andrew, that you're sitting in the corner, in the armchair and you're watching what happens."
 

I saw myself in the corner. I saw her in front of him. As she took my cock in hand, I saw her wrap her fingers, instead, around his.
 

"Oh..." I spasmed at the feeling of her. Her hand started stroking me, slowly still, up and down as she spoke.
 

"Because it might just happen Andrew," she explained, "it might happen that you see something you don't like. You might see something you want to put a stop to. You might not have a chance."
 

She was squeezing me harder now, pumping me with more intent. I felt the pressure of the cum moving into my shaft.
 

"James had a big cock, Andrew. I never told you that, but his cock was huge."
 

I throbbed again but didn't say a word. True, it did make me a bit jealous to hear it. Not jealous enough to make her stop, though. The jealousy only made me harder.
 

"He made me do things to him, Andrew, things you don't make me do. Another man might do that too. Is that something you want to see?"
 

I nodded, straining in my seat. I could feel my knuckles turning white as I clutched the edges of the chair. She was going to make me cum again, I just wasn't sure how.
 

"Remember, you're still in the corner. I still have James in hand. Are you ready Andrew?"
 

I nodded urgently, my eyes still pressed firmly shut.
 

The heat of her mouth engulfed me. In my mind's eye, I watched as she pushed James big, black organ into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around me tightly and I felt them gliding down my stiff shaft. I throbbed and stiffened completely, knowing I wouldn't be able to last much longer.
 

It didn't happen the way I thought it would, though. It didn't happen that way at all.
 

Not daring to open my eyes, I could only feel as my little angel sank me deeper and deeper into her mouth. He made me do things. The words rang inside my head and I could only squirm as the vision of her sinking onto his cock filled my mind. When I thought she could take no more of me, she didn't stop. When I heard her gag the first time, I thought she surely had to pull away. She didn't stop. I felt every inch of my own cock slide into her mouth and in my mind, I saw her taking him. She only stopped when I felt her chin against my balls.
 

I couldn't take it. Defying her order, I opened my eyes and stared down to see the entire length of my cock buried in my sweet wife's throat. The sight of it, as much as the way it felt, made pulse within her. It was the thought that she'd done this with her former lover and the feeling of what she did next that made me explode.
 

I felt the soft muscle at the back of her throat tighten around my glans. My body bucked up at the sensation, driving me even deeper into her mouth. She didn't pull off. She didn't complain. She just kept going, stroking the head of my cock with the back of her throat.
 

"Ungh!" I cried, lunging forward in the chair as another orgasm burst from inside me. She stayed there, massaging me still. "Fuck!" I yelled as my head started to spin from how good it felt. I could feel myself unleashing, splaying seed deep inside her. She must have been swallowing it all. Only when my climax had completely expired did she pull herself off and slowly, too. When she came off completely, my cock was already starting to soften.
 

She breathed heavily, but didn't gasp. A tiny trickle of cum had stuck to her bottom lip. With the tip of her finger, she pushed it into her mouth and swallowed that too.
 

I just sat there and stared, unable to believe this was actually happening. I felt like I barely knew this woman.
 

"So?" she asked, after a few more deep breaths. "Still want to play this game?"
 

I nodded. Unable to take my eyes off her, I whispered, "Oh yes, please"
 





Chapter 11

 


"How come you never told me?" I asked over the noise of the shower. I was still dumbstruck by what had happened. Even though I'd just orgasmed, my eyes were following the outline of her body in the shower. I felt even more attracted to her now.
 

"Told you what?" she asked, spinning in a slow pirouette, letting the water hit every side of her body.
 

"I mean..." It was hard to know where to start. "You're just so...different with me. Did he really make you do that? Did you really do that for him, take his cock like that?" I couldn't think of any other explanation. It didn't seem like the kind of skill that would come naturally to a woman.
 

She peaked out from behind the curtain. "Wait, is this still the game? Or do you really want to know?" She teased me with a smile.
 

My insides churned at the thought of it. Had my prudish little princess really been a dirty little slut with her ex? If she had, did I really want to know that? "I don't know," I answered, glancing down at the floor.
 

"Are you getting cold feet?" She was back in the shower now, turning again.
 

"No." I said it as firmly as I could. Even the thought of it now made my cock move again.
 

"Then what's bothering you?" She turned off the water and pulled the curtain open, revealing her perfectly shaped, perfectly naked body. She stood there as I stared at her. She seemed to like it now.
 

"It's like I don't know you," I said, looking back into her eyes. "Like you've been a different person this whole time."
 

"Andrew, don't be silly." She stepped out of the shower and let me wrap her in a towel. She leaned in and kissed my cheek. "It's just a bit of fun."
 

"But Samantha, I thought you were a prude!"
 

"I thought you wanted me to be! You were the one always turning the lights out before we had sex!"
 

I could barely believe what I was hearing. Had I really been so wrong about her this whole time?!? "I thought you wanted that," I explained.
 

"It doesn't matter now," she answered, towelling her hair. "I'll tell you what. If you want to keep playing our little game that's fine. We can forget all about it when we go home. Or we can just forget about it now. It's up to you."
 

I stood there, starting to sweat from how steamy she'd made the bathroom. She tolerated me for a moment, but then shooed me out. "Go think about it in the room," she said, pushing me through the door.
 

I walked slowly towards the balcony, staring out across the almost blinding strip of white sand that sank under the water. I couldn't say it wasn't a shock. To find out your wife has been keeping something like that from you for your entire marriage. Or was she? Was she really just playing a game? The thought sent a thrill racing through me. It was kind of hot either way. If it was a game, she was doing it for me. If it wasn't a she really was that dirty of a girl, well...
 

"Made up your mind yet?"
 

I turned and my jaw once again went slack. She was wearing a stunning one-piece. Two strips of fabric tied around her neck plunged down her body, covering her nipples but little else. Everything was in full view, the full curves of her delicious breasts. You could look at her from any angle. Most of what you saw was flesh.
 

"Holy shit," I whispered.
 

She threw her head back and laughed, covering her mouth with one hand.
 

"Are you serious? You're going to wear that? Where did you even get that?!?"
 

"I'll only wear it if you don't mind. I brought it to try and loosen you up. I didn't know you were such a dirty old man already!"
 

"I can't believe I thought you were a prissy little prude."
 

Her mouth and eyes popped wide open. "Andrew Smith you did not just say that!"
 

"Well honestly, Samantha..." I looked up and down her body. My cock started to rise. Again.
 

"So?" she said, twirling a finger in her hair. "What's it going to be? Want to play a game?"
 

Even if there was a part of me that was scared of it, most of me knew I would never be able to resist. "Okay. Let's do it."
 

I could have sworn her smile turned more sinister. "Okay Andrew Smith. Remember, there's no pressing pause."
 

"Wait! What if it gets too crazy? What if...what if I can't...can't take it anymore?"
 

She frowned and walked towards me. My eyes gravitated instantly to the way her body moved in that piece of lingerie. "What do you think I'll do, exactly? What could I possibly do that you couldn't stand watching?"
 

For fuck's sake I was hard again. Just looking at her and hearing her talk about it all had made me stiff as a board. "I don't know..."
 

"Well I guess it just comes down to how much you trust me. Do you really think I would do something that would offend you so?"
 

Her question seemed to balance everything we were together on its end. I looked at her body again. Fuck it. I had to know.
 

"Okay. Let's do it," I said again.
 

"Okay. Let's," she answered with a smile. "Beach? Or pool?"
 





Chapter 12

 


I sat under an umbrella poolside, shaded from glare of the sun. I actually hated beach vacations. It was Samantha who loved them and she was the reason we were here. Watching her now through dark glasses, a Bloody Mary in hand, I couldn't believe my eyes.
 

She was lying in her skimpy little string of a bathing suit, attracting the stare of every man who walked into the pool area and every man that passed her by. I noticed most of them would go out of their way to detour by her deck chair. 
 

She'd thought of the game. She'd thought it would be a nice introduction. A way to test the waters. To see if I was really serious. Now, watching all those men's eyes on her, I had no doubt that I was.
 

"Another drink, sir?" a deep voice asked me. I looked up to see a handsome waiter carrying a tray. He was staring at my almost empty glass. I surfaced from the depths of my depravity long enough to smile, slam the rest of my cocktail and place it on the tray.
 

"If you would be so kind," I replied.
 

"Of course. Bloody Mary again, sir?"
 

"Please." It was before noon, after all.
 

I settled back into staring at my wife. I wondered why this was such a turn on. Conventional mores said I should be jealous. I suppose I was, a little bit. Every time I'd catch a man staring at her longer than just a passing glance, an electric pulse would race through me. It never ended in rage, though. It always ended in a thick, hot lust that made my cock grow.
 

The waiter brought me my drink and allowed me to take it from the tray. When he asked if there was anything else, I told him "no." It must have been very obvious who I was watching.
 

"Is that your wife, sir?"
 

His presumption, or rather the fact that he'd asked the question, surprised me. "It is," I answered, looking up at him. I felt like I should say something, like I should defend her honour somehow.
 

He didn't smile. He just stared at her toned legs and the curve of her breasts, barely hidden by the two thing straps across her chest. "She's very beautiful. Congratulations."
 

I thought that was quite bold, for a waiter in a place like that to say such a thing. Did he go around saying that to all the guests? Then I realized, most likely all the men who brought their wives here didn't sit staring at them from across the pool, watching others gawk. I wondered if he knew what we were doing.
 

"Thank-you," I replied, glancing back at her body in the sun.
 

"My pleasure," he answered. Nodding, he walked back towards the bar.
 

I can't say I didn't follow the way his body moved across the deck. He was young and strong and inevitably I began to picture him between Samantha's legs. The very imagination of it gave me a painful ache in my cock. Like nothing could sate that desire but seeing the act itself.
 

I watched him walk slowly around the pool, checking on everyone's drinks. When he came to Samantha he paused, taking in the sight of her sumptuous curves before disturbing her with a question.
 

She pushed her sunglasses up onto her forehead and smiled when she saw him, squinting slightly against the sun. She must have place an order because he nodded and walked quickly towards the bar.
 

I couldn't take my eyes off her, though. She glanced at me and right before she put her sunglasses back on, winked.
 

It was getting hot, even under that umbrella and I wished we could just go back to the room and have sex again. I changed my mind when the waiter came back.
 

She gestured to the table beside her, asking him to put the cocktail there. With a smile, she picked up the bottle of suntan lotion, the same lotion I'd already carefully applied and tipped it towards the waiter.
 

My cock jumped. This was more than I'd bargained for. I thought I was just going to watch other men watching her today. I didn't realize I'd be watching another man's very black hands massaging lotion into her body. Taking a giant swig of my drink, I settled back into my chair. A tension gripped my stomach. I doused it with more alcohol.
 

Samantha turned over and lay down onto the deck chair. The waiter knelt beside her on one knee. He put his tray down on the ground.
 

I glanced around at the other people sitting on patio. Had they been there when we'd come in? Did they know we were together? Did they know what was going on? I didn't really care but at the same time I'm sure they would have found it strange, had they noticed. Everyone seemed immersed in their own relaxation. Soaking up rays of sun.
 

He looked over at me. A tremor of nerves ran through me. Why was he doing that? Then I realized, he was asking permission. I nodded. He nodded back. Two strangers striking a strange accord beneath the noonday sun.
 

He squeezed the bottle. White lotion oozed from it onto his waiting palm. I was glad to have the paper across my lap. He pressed his moist hand against the outside of her thigh and began to rub.
 

The only real discomfort I felt at seeing that was not being able to touch myself.
 

How he'd understood our unspoken contract, I wasn't sure. Maybe he'd seen it before. Maybe many men brought their wives here and sat across the pool from the hoping they'd be noticed by someone else. It didn't matter. When his hand moved from the outside of her thigh to the inside, no one seemed to notice but me. My vision narrowed as I focused on the shape of his dark hand travelling across her soft, pale flesh.
 

When the tips of his fingers grazed the hemline of bikini, just a bit too close to that sacred place I worshipped, my cock hardened completely. 
 

I couldn't believe what I was watching. I was watching another man touching my wife in places only I had known since the day we'd met. Not only that, she seemed to be enjoying it more than I was.
 

He squeezed the bottle he was holding, sending another burst of white lotion onto his hand. I leaned forward in my chair. His dark flesh settled on the whitest part of the inside of her thigh and moved up, towards her pussy.
 

My heart thundered in my chest. How much was she enjoying this? Was she wet? Was she imagining what he'd do to her if they weren't poolside?
 

He glanced to one side, then the other, checking to see who was watching no doubt. My heart skipped a beat in anticipation of what he might do next. No one was watching but me.
 

Moving the tight fabric of her swimsuit slightly to one side, he revealed her glistening flesh. His finger moved forward. Her soft thighs parted. He slid his hand along her slit. I watched her ass come up and off the chair ever so slightly as her body responded to his touch.
 

My cock felt like it was going to burst. Even as my head rubbed against the inside of my swim shorts, I thought that might set me off.
 

His fingers was moving now, up and down the pussy that I thought only I was allowed to touch.
 

She wasn't moving with him. She was just holding herself in place, letting him do the work.
 

I was staring so intently my eyes started to strain. It was really happening. I was watching her with another man.
 

The thought that she must have done this before, with James, sent another tremble through me. This was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen or done.
 

Suddenly, as if out of nowhere, I saw her body shudder gently. It started in her shoulders and snaked down her spine until I saw the cheeks of her ass clench. 
 

I almost groaned when I realized what I'd just seen. My wife had just come by another man's hand.
 

It drove me completely wild. So wild I couldn't take it any longer. Pouring the rest of my drink down my throat, I stood up. Covering my mid-riff with the paper, I walked briskly off the patio and into the cool shade of the hotel. My insides burned with jealous lust.
 





Chapter 13

 


"Where did you go?"
 

The sound of her voice at the bathroom door made me startle. I jumped back, cold water dripping from my face onto my bare chest. 
 

"I needed to cool off," I answered, my eyes running up and down her almost nude body, pausing at the place he'd touched her thigh.
 

"Is that it?" she asked. She was smiling, but I could tell she wasn't laughing inside.
 

"That's it," I replied, swallowing a little louder than I would have liked.
 

"So you haven't changed your mind, then?" Her question sounded so sincere. Almost like a challenge.
 

My cock puled. "No."
 

"Hmm," she mused, twirling a finger in her hair again.
 

It was too much. I had to have her. I was stiff as an iron rod. Moving towards her through the bathroom, I pressed my body close, pushing her against the wall. My hand found the thin strip of material covering her pussy and I yanked it to one side. As I sank a finger between the folds of her softest flesh, I found her to be completely soaked. Completely sopping wet.
 

"I guess you liked him touching you?" I growled, my finger sliding along the length of her slit.
 

"As much as you liked watching," she replied, grabbing my hard cock, proof of my arousal.
 

I didn't care. I just needed her. I pushed at my briefs until they fell into a pile on the floor. Moving her sideways, I lifted her up, then settled her on the cool stone of the counter.
 

She gasped at the sudden change in temperature on her skin. I sank between her knees.
 

Prying her apart with eager fingers, I pressed my head between her thighs. She spread for me, looking down at me, as if the sight of what I was about to was as arousing as the act itself. Those hungry eyes. I pushed my tongue into her tight cunt.
 

The first sweet taste of her essence made my stomach tighten and my cock bounce. I thought of that spot on her leg, the one that was beside my cheek now. He'd touched her there, our big, black waiter had. He'd touched her there and that's what had made her this wet. It drove me wild. She shuffled towards the edge, putting herself closer to my mouth.
 

I pressed a finger up under my chin. She moaned as I felt her folds with it. Moving to her clit with my tongue, I shoved my finger inside.
 

"Oh fuck!" she cried. Her hands rose to my head. Her hips began to rut. As I slid tight circles around her nub, the sticky sounds of her enjoyment filled the room.
 

Fucking her with my finger like that, I could feel just how tight she was. A thought occurred to me. Whether it was James, her ex, or Bastian our friendly chef from the night before, or the nameless waiter that had touched her thigh, I didn't know. It didn't matter. All that mattered was the vision of a long, thick, black cock sliding into that tight pussy, stretching it beyond anything she'd felt with me. I could barely keep myself from coming at the thought.
 

Her hips began to wriggle. She gripped me with her thighs. Her fingers dug into my skull. Nothing we had ever done had been this hot. She'd barely let me go down on her at all. Now, I could tell, her body was looking for where to find the pleasure in my mouth.
 

It came so suddenly. She came so suddenly. With a gasp, then a shriek, her pussy started clenching around my fingers and I felt more liquid spilling from within. I wanted desperately to press my lips against her cunt and lap up her thickly flowing juice. Her pleasure came first though. I kept my tongue running laps around her clit, my fingers sawing in and out of her. When her body shook and I felt her pushing me away, I kissed her one last time, then stood, my cock throbbing between her legs.
 

Even though she'd just had her orgasm, she didn't shy away from me the way she usually did. She seemed to know what I wanted. What I needed. I held my cock in one hand, guiding the throbbing head towards her still pulsing cunt. I looked up. She was watching me. She put her arms around my neck and spread her thighs. Welcome home. Come on in.
 

My body couldn't stand any more foreplay. It wouldn't let me take her slowly, or easily at that. No. As soon as touched the wetness of her outer lips, a primal rut took over. I lunged forward and my cock plundered the hot, wet space between her thighs.
 

She shuddered lightly, threw her head back for a moment. I started thrusting right away. Every other thrust, she'd push her pelvis down so the top of my cock was pressing on her upper wall.
 

My hands searched her body, pausing at all the soft and curvy parts, to cup them and caress them, adding to my thrill. When I looked up, she was watching me. Watching me take my pleasure with her. When our eyes met, she smiled. It drove me fucking wild.
 

"Samantha, I'm going to fucking come!" I said, my jaw clenched with glee.
 

Her body never lost its rhythm. She kept riding me, pushing on me every other thrust even as she leaned close and whispered, "Fuck it Andrew. Fuck it into me!"
 

"Ah!" I cried, locking eyes with her as she pressed her forehead close to mine. My orgasm took over. I felt my balls tighten. I felt the cum travel through my shaft. Finally, with one hand on her ass, I felt my cock unleash spurt after spurt of my seed as my body buried me inside her. Deep as I could go.
 

Over and over I fucked into her until the spasms weakened and finally slowed into gentle thrusts. The whole time, she held me there, her arms around my neck, our foreheads pressed together. Even when it was long over, we stayed like that, revelling in each other's heat.
 

When I pulled myself from her, I watched the stream of cum I'd left inside come flowing out. The viscous white liquid pooled on the smooth counter. She looked down to see what I was staring at, then back up at me. She smiled.
 

"Okay. Get out of here. I'm going to clean up before lunch."
 

Closing the door behind me, I staggered towards the bed and fell into a nap.
 





Chapter 14

 


"So what happens next?" I asked, sipping my beer. We were sitting on the patio that overlooked the ocean, staring out from beneath the roof made of dried palm fronds.
 

She'd changed from her outrageous bikini into a simple white sundress and a wide-brimmed hat. It made her look like a movie star. 
 

"Well, I assume you want to keep playing?"
 

"Do you?" I asked, staring at her eyes like a hawk. I wanted to know what it was about that morning that had made her so aroused. Was it me watching? Or was it another man's hands on her thigh?
 

She looked at me from under her hat and let out a guffaw. "This isn't really about me, Andrew. It's you're fantasy."
 

"You didn't seem to mind this morning. When I finally got to you, well, I would say you were excited."
 

"Have you made a decision?" A petite woman with a wide smile was standing beside us ready to take our order. I flushed slightly in embarrassment, wondering if she'd heard.
 

"I'll have the cod kabobs," Samantha said, pointing at the menu.
 

"Very good. And you sir?" the girl asked.
 

"Grilled salmon. We'll both have another glass of white."
 

"Excellent. Thank-you. I'll be back in a moment with your drinks." She took our menus and walked off. I turned my attention back to Samantha.
 

"Where were we?"
 

"You tell me," she replied with a grin. It seemed like I was to most of the heavy lifting in this conversation.
 

"Samantha, really. You can't tell me there's nothing about this turns you on."
 

"Well obviously something does," she said.
 

"Well? What is it?"
 

"Oh Andrew, I don't know. That's not the important thing here, is it?"
 

"Come on, of course it is. I want you to have a good time too."
 

"I'm having a fine time. Really."
 

"So tell me then?" I asked. It sounded a little more urgent than I would have liked.
 

"Tell you what?"
 

"What was it this morning? What was it that turned you on?"
 

The woman returned with our drinks and we both fell into an awkward silence. She must have sensed it because she served them quickly, then scurried away.
 

"To us!" I said, raising my glass.
 

"To us!" she echoed. The glasses rang as they touched, until we silenced them with our lips. We sat in that silence some more, before I couldn't help but start to pick at it again.
 

"Was it his hands?"
 

She looked puzzled for a moment, then realized what I was asking. "Andrew..."
 

"Come on Samantha, please, I want to know. It's part of what makes it...good for me."
 

"I suppose it was his hands. They were quite a bit stronger than yours are," her gaze drifted over the ocean, as if she were remembering the feeling of them on her skin.
 

That sent a pulse of jealous lust through me. The jealousy was stronger this time, but in now way did it interfere with my arousal. My wife had just told me that she preferred another man's strong hands on her body. All I could think of was when I would see her like that again.
 

"So what does happen next?" I asked, after some more silence.
 

"What would you like to have happen?" She'd returned to being coy. I liked her better that way. It was less like the Samantha from back home.
 

I sat there contemplating her question. A part of me just wanted to get on with it. A part of me just wanted to drag that waiter back to our room and ask if he would fuck my wife. But it wasn't just about me. It was about her too.
 

"You were right. With what you said before."
 

"Of course I was," she replied, "now what are you talking about?"
 

I smirked. She was getting saucier, too. "When you said I need to trust you. I do. I just need to trust whatever you're going to do. It's up to you. You decide what happens next."
 

She smiled and looked back out over the sea. "Good. I like that."
 

The fish was excellent. Fresh and perfectly prepared. It merited a third glass of wine. That, in turn, merited a nap.
 





Chapter 15

 


"Come on. Get up!" Samantha's voice floated at me through my sleepy daze.
 

When I opened my eyes, the light had changed in the room. "What time is it?" I asked, pushing myself up and rubbing bleary eyes.
 

"Time to start our adventure!" she replied. I looked over. She was wearing a perfectly tight little red dress and strapping on sandals with just a bit of a heel. When she stood up, she looked stunning.
 

An anxiety trembled through me as I realized what she meant. She was going to take our little game one step further. I scrambled out of bed and put on the shorts I'd dropped on the floor. Looking down at myself, I felt completely under-dressed compared to her.
 

"Okay. Where are we going?" I asked.
 

"First things first. The bar. Then...we'll see."
 

Now this I liked. A girl who had her priorities straight.
 

We went to the hotel bar. More for me than for Samantha. She would have spent the whole day sitting in the sun, if she could have. When we walked in, I swear I heard a murmur run through the room. Men, many of them sitting with their girlfriends or their wives, turned and stared for just a split second too long, watching my wife strut confidently towards the bar. I followed her in, picking up the remnants of their stares.
 

Lucky bastard, each and every one of their looks seemed to say. When she perched herself atop a bar stool, I just knew they were all shifting in their seats, waiting for the moment their women would leave so they could turn and stare at my wife's ass.
 

"Good afternoon," the cheerful bartender sang in greeting. Everyone seemed to sing a little here, when they spoke.
 

"Good afternoon," Samantha answered with a smile. I watched her. She was eyeing him, like a hunter picking out a prize.
 

I looked at him, too. He was strong, well-built, but there was something to easy about his manner. Something to convivial, too friendly.
 

Why did that matter, I wondered? Why did it have to be a man that was more serious.
 

"What can I get you?" he asked, not taking his eyes off of her. I watched him staring straight into her eyes. His gaze didn't wander any lower, but I'm sure that must have been because I was there.
 

"A gin and tonic, please. In a highball glass."
 

"Of course!" he sang, "Have to watch out for that sun. Drink lots!" 
 

She smiled.
 

"You, sir?" he asked, glancing at me with a friendly smile.
 

"Scotch. Neat. Thank-you."
 

"Coming up!" He sauntered over and started scooping ice into the highball. When he was out of earshot, I leaned towards my wife.
 

"What about a man like that?"
 

"What about him?" she teased.
 

"Come on. You know."
 

She glanced back over at him before turning to face me again. "Not your kind of man, is he?" she asked.
 

I shook my head.
 

"Not the same kind of man as, say, Chef Jones, is he?" she asked, quieter this time.
 

I shook my head again, studying her eyes. She seemed to like the idea of him, of the Chef, between her thighs.
 

Our drinks appeared and we said our thanks and I pressed a folded bill into the tip jar.
 

"Should we return to the restaurant this evening?" I asked. "The food was very good last night."
 

She nodded. "Sure was."
 



***

 


It was busier than it had been the night before. The food was still good but he bustle was unsettling. I sat facing the kitchen door and every time it opened, I held my breath, hoping it was him. When he finally did appear he looked more worn, more worried than he had the night before.
 

"Chef!" I called out, as he nearly missed our table.
 

A smile lit up his face and he walked quickly towards us.
 

"You're back!" he said, clapping his hands together.
 

"We're back!" I said, seeming just as eager to see him as he was to see us. I knew he was just putting on a show, that he was that happy. I didn't care. I already wanted to confess.
 

"I'm afraid I can't chat as long this evening. The place is hopping and..." He leaned in close after casting a glance left and right to make sure only we could hear. "The kitchen's a mess! We're training a new cook today. Poor boy. If he can't pick up his pace, he'll have to go!"
 

"That's a shame," I scowled. I didn't really care about the boy. It was disappointing that we wouldn't be able to speak with Bastian some more.
 

"It is but what can I do? This place is usually busy. I can't have a loafer on the staff."
 

"No," I sighed, "that wouldn't do."
 

"Enjoying your meal?" he asked, smiling at Samantha.
 

"Very much. Say chef, what time does an operation like this close up for the night?"
 

It almost scared me, how forward she'd become.
 

He raised an eyebrow, glanced at me, as if he might need permission to answer. I just shrugged and pointed my hands at her.
 

"Well service is over at eleven but I'm not usually finished until twelve. Why do you ask?"
 

"We were just saying what a pleasure it was speaking with you last night," she said, running her fingers along her neck. "We thought we could buy you a drink?"
 

He looked at me again. Probably wondering what she meant. I wondered how often he was propositioned by guests that way.
 

"That's very kind of you," he answered, looking between the two of us with a smile, "but I'm sure it's a bit late for you to..."
 

"Not at all!" Samantha interrupted, sitting up and leaning towards him. 
 

I watched his eyes, attracted by the cleft of her cleavage, skitter down her chest before he could stop himself from looking. My cock flexed. He looked at me, checking to see if I'd seen. I just looked back, trying to echo Samantha's eagerness with my eyes.
 

"Is there a rule?" I asked, finally, sensing some discomfort on his part. "Against fraternizing with the guests?"
 

"Not really," he began. "I make the rules around here anyways. But it would be better if we met somewhere else."
 

My heart began to pound inside my chest. I looked at Samantha. Her nipples had tightened under the tight, red dress.
 

"Here," he said, scribbling something on a paper and passing it to me. "It's a nice, intimate place. You'll like it just fine. I'll be there around midnight. If you're not, no bother. It's my little watering hole and I go there almost every night."
 

I took the scrap of paper from him, glanced at it to see the he'd scrawled "The Rummy Barrel."
 

"Midnight," he repeated. "Remember. No problem if you're already asleep." He gave us a wink, nodded at Samantha, then strolled over to the next table to entertain his guests.
 

We stayed at the bar and had a light dinner. The fish we'd had for lunch had been filling enough. By the time we got back to the room, it was well past nine and I was well past sober.
 

I piled onto the bed. I watched Samantha walk over to the bathroom. She left the door open and I could see her reflection in the mirror as she touched up her make-up. She closed it for a few minutes and when she came back out, she looked even sexier than when she'd stepped inside.
 

The dress she was wearing was just as tight as the red one had been, hugging every one of her delicious curves. But this one covered her entire body, save for the slit down one leg that prominently displayed her toned, white thigh as she walked. She walked over towards the bed and sat down as I propped myself up for a better look. Reaching out, I touched her ass.
 

"So? Still in the game?" she teased, smiling at how drunk I'd become. "We could always just stay in?"
 

It seemed like a genuine offer. I thought about it for a moment. It was safe where we were. Just the two of us in a hotel room. The night was young. I though of taking her right then and there. I thought of calling the whole thing off. The call of the visions that haunted my almost every thought now was stronger.
 

"Do you want to call it off?" I asked, wondering if she'd tell me, even if she did.
 

"I want us to be happy," I answered, caressing the outside of her leg.
 

"Aren't we?" she asked.
 

"We are now. Do you think we'll stay that way? If we go through with this?"
 

She smirked. "I guess that's up to you."
 

Taking a deep breath, I swung my legs over the bed and stood up. I swayed a little but even that brief moment of respite had cleared my head. I watched her stand. She was gorgeous. "Let's go," I commanded.
 

"Okay," she replied. "Let's go."
 

The place wasn't dinghy, like I'd thought it would be. It was a comfortable place, a classy place. There was a small lamp on every table and soft jazz playing over the speakers. It was the kind of place I thought a guy like Bastian would come, at the end of a long day. We took a table in the far corner, close to the back. Samantha ordered champagne, I another scotch. Then we waited.
 

We didn't talk much. I glanced at my watch every now and again, excitement unfurling inside me at the possibilities the evening held. Would tonight be the night? Would tonight be the night I got to live out my fantasy? Would I see her with another man.
 

I watched the front door, much the same way I'd watched the door to the kitchen at the hotel restaurant. Every time it opened I held my breath. Every time it opened, I hoped it would be Bastian. She must have sensed my nervous excitement.
 

"Just for the record," she said, gently putting down her glass, "there'll be no hard feelings? However this goes?"
 

"No hard feelings. Only good ones," I replied. "I promise." I figured that even if things didn't go my way, it would still be a thrill. Besides, Bastian seemed like a really nice guy. When he finally walked in, I stiffened and took a deep breath.
 

He'd changed his clothes. He was wearing a tight black t-shirt now, instead of his well ironed, white  chef's shirt. He smiled as soon as he saw us in the corner. He moved through the room with an ease and grace I hadn't seen in the restaurant. There, he was in charge, he was in command, his body filled with the tension that position brought with it. Here, he was in his element. Comfortable, yet in control. I rose to greet him.
 

"Bastian!"
 

"I'm surprised to see you here!" Ignoring my outstretched hand, he instead turned to Samantha. She gave him her delicate hand and he bent down low over her and touched it with his lips. 
 

I felt my face flush at how I'd forgotten myself. Of course a gentleman would greet her first. Only after they'd said hello, did he turn towards me.
 

"I thought you'd both be sound asleep by now!" he beamed, seeming genuinely pleased that we were there. He took a seat beside my wife.
 

"Hey mon!" the bartender said, slapping him on the back then shaking his hand. "Good to see you!" He turned to us. "I didn't realize you were friends of the chef!"
 

"Guests at the hotel," I corrected.
 

"Well, friends now I suppose," he chided. "Or once I have a drink? This is James."
 

We exchanged pleasantries. He asked what had brought us to the island, how our time here had been so far. I tried to be polite, but Samantha ended up doing most of the talking. I could barely tear my eyes away from how close she'd moved to Bastian. He placed his order, then folded his hands and turned back towards us.
 

"So? I take it you're having a good time?" he asked.
 

Samantha took over. "It's been wonderful so far. The resort is marvellous." I watched her every movement. She was playing the part perfectly. Not too eager, not too excited. Like she knew what it took, to snare a man like Bastian.
 

After a few drinks, the conversation drifted towards the personal. How long had he been there? Five years now, since he came back from France. Was he married? Too busy for that just yet. Anyone in his life? He laughed at her questions. I thought I saw a flicker of discomfort, at how close she was starting to probe, but he seemed to brush it away easily.
 

"There are many beautiful women on the islands. Many just passing through, too!" he answered, flashing us a knowing grin.
 

Samantha looked at me, her eyebrows slightly raised. If I'd been any more drunk, or any less aroused by the situation, I wouldn't have realized she was telling me to go. Thankfully, I recognized the look almost right away. Excusing myself, I retreated to the restroom.
 

It was agony. After I'd relieved myself, I stood in the small stall, counting down the seconds, wondering what they were saying. Wondering if he was touching her yet. When I thought enough time had passed for her to ask whatever she was going to ask, I re-emerged. I found them leaning towards each other at the table and it made me catch my breath. 
 

He whispered something at her. Not too close to her ear, but close enough so only she could hear. She giggled and looked the other way. My cock jumped. My heart began to race. I walked through the darkness and rejoined them in the dim pool of light cast by the lamp on the table.
 

"My turn!" Samantha chirped. Bastian lifted his sturdy frame and let her pass, then sat back down. He looked at me, one corner of his mouth curled in a smile. His eyes were curious.
 

"So, my friend? What's the game here then?"
 

It took me by surprise a little bit. I hadn't been expecting something so forthright. "What game, Bastian?"
 

He chuckled, like he saw right through my guise. "Your wife just propositioned me. You know that though, right?" The smile was still there but a hint of worry was behind it, like he might have read things wrong.
 

"I know," I said with a sigh. I won't say it wasn't awkward. It was, a bit. I could tell it was a bit for him.
 

"Why?" he asked, now seeming genuinely curious.
 

"Something she wanted to try?" I replied.
 

He chuckled this time. "Her? What about you?"
 

"I want her to be happy," I said, hiding my mild embarrassment behind a swig of scotch.
 

"Just like that? No problem? With another man?"
 

"Like I said, I want her to be happy." It didn't seem enough for him, that I would just give my beautiful wife away like that. "Did she tell you that I'd like to watch?"
 

For a moment his eyes registered his surprise. The easy smile came back quickly, though. He leaned in close. "You want to watch me with your wife?"
 

I swallowed, too loudly again, then nodded. I was absolutely certain now that's what I wanted.
 

He sat back up and a second later Samantha returned. He made to stand again, to let her in, but she pushed him across the bench, to where she'd been sitting.
 

"So?" she asked, looking fresh from her trip. "You boys sort it all out?"
 

I felt a pang of anger, that she'd left me to deal with things on my own that way. It passed quickly though. What could I expect? Only fair I do some work, too.
 

"It's all sorted," I replied. Too quickly, too eagerly.
 

She giggled. He chuckled. 
 

I downed the rest of my drink.
 





Chapter 16

 


He didn't want to go to the hotel. Though there wasn't a rule that he couldn't fraternize with the guests, I suspected sleeping in their rooms would be frowned upon. I thought it was probably better that way. If for some reason things didn't go for me the way I hoped, at least it wouldn't be our bed they would have slept in.
 

He sat in the front seat, on the cab ride over. Samantha and I took the back. She stared, smiling as the lights of the town passed by outside. Just when I thought I'd have to ask her for it, she put her hand in my lap. She slid along my thigh until she found what she was looking for. She found it hard. As she squeezed me with her hand, I leaned in and kissed her on the neck. She tilted her head, closed her eyes, and smiled.
 

His apartment was sparsely decorated, but spacious. It seemed he'd done well, so far anyway. He had rum and white wine. I took mine neat. He poured her a healthy glass. I settled into an old armchair as they sank into the couch.
 

"Before we begin," he said, "you should know that you'll be staying here."
 

"Bastian, that won't..."
 

He interrupted by raising his hand. "You won't catch a cab back at this time of night and I won't have you walking. The sheets are fresh. The bed is in there. I'll take the couch," he explained, his deep voice rumbling through the silence of the night.
 

I wanted to apologize, to thank him for his generosity. When I thought about it though, it wasn't as if we weren't being generous, too.
 

"Thank-you," I said, accepting his hospitality.
 

He chuckled. Putting down his glass, he turned to Samantha. "Well, thank-you."
 

She downed her wine and put the glass down on the table in front of the couch. She looked so delicate next to his imposing frame. I watched him turn towards her, put an arm around her, then lean in and press his thick lips against hers. A nervous shudder of excitement ran through me as she met his kiss.
 

His large, black hand pressed against her cheek. He turned her towards himself. I watched their jaws moving, in time with each other. I could see the moment when he plunged his tongue deep into her mouth.
 

I saw it in her body, not just by the way her mouth opened to take him. Her back arched up from the couch as his hand fell to her side. His fingers grazed her breast. She seemed to want him there, her body seemed to need his closeness now. He put the hand on her dainty waist and pulled her even closer.
 

My cock throbbed in delight beneath my shorts as I watched her slowly melting in his arms. She was still my Samantha, but now she was even more of a stranger than she had been the last few days. Maybe it was just the booze. Maybe it was the weight of such a sturdy, handsome man pressed against her. Whatever it was, none of the prudish stiffness I'd come to know as my Samantha remained. Her body was liquid, taking his shape when and where he demanded it. I watched in agonized delight.
 

Their kiss lingered like that for what seemed like hours. Every time I thought it would end, he pressed his mouth closer to hers. His lips once drifted down her neck, down to the places where I liked to kiss her most. She just lay back, her eyes closed, letting him take her any way he wanted. When I saw that, I wondered if it was in me, to watch him take her in every way. My rigid shaft was not giving me much choice.
 

When he'd had enough of her mouth, I saw his hand drift up her body once again. He let his thick fingers settle on her breast. He found her stiff nipple easily, with a finger and a thumb. When he pinched her, she gasped. Her eyes shot open, as if the pain had swept her pleasure out from underneath her and set her back in the room. He stayed her easily with his dark hand. When he kissed her neck again, she sank back into her trance.
 

I longed to reach inside my shorts, find my aching member and start stroking myself at the sight. It would have involved too many zippers, though, and too much rustling in my chair. I was forced to sit and watch, only able to squeeze myself through the fabric of my trunks.
 

He lifted his mouth from her body. It made her eyes open. She looked up at him. Then both of them looked at me. "Still cool, boss?" he asked.
 

I couldn't even bring myself to say a word. I was almost completely paralyzed. All I could do was nod, a hurried, urgent little nod that meant, "Yes! Now get back to work!"
 

They found it funny, too. She burst into giggles, he into a slow, rolling chuckle that filled the room.
 

"Come on," he said, one their merriment died down. "There's another chair in the room. We'll all be more comfortable there."
 

Before I could bring myself to rise, I watched him stand, lean over her and swoop her up. It took my breath away, how easy it was for him to lift her. She wasn't limp in his arms, but almost. Her body draped across his trunk-like limbs. Her dainty, alabaster arms wrapped around his neck and she let herself be carried to his bed.
 

I fought to get up from the chair. I'd sunk in so deep it took some effort. When I finally managed it, they were already inside. I scrambled in after them. I didn't want to miss a single thing he was going to do to my wife.
 

As I settled into the chair he'd told me about, in the corner of the room, I watched him lay her on the bed. Her body formed a perfect shape, legs bent slightly, one thigh slicing through the open slit of the dress. He pulled his shirt off. Good God, what muscles flexed, muscles I'd never seen on a man. 
 

Samantha's eyes went wide at the sight of his tight, dark chest. Her body rose, as if pulled up and off the covers at the sight of his ripped frame. He stepped forward and pulled her up further, helping her to stand. His hands settled on her shoulders, then travelled down her arms. He leaned in, kissed her lightly. His fingers pulled at the tight fabric of her dress. She seemed to understand what he wanted right away.
 

I watched in a beautifully terrified silence as he peeled away the thin layer of fabric and brought it up over her hands. My cock lurched. My heart thundered. There she was, completely nude, as the black mass of his body towered over her tiny frame.
 

His hands moved more quickly now. I could sense the excitement in his motions. He pinched the swollen pink bud of her nipple, first one, then the other. Her body curved to one side at his painful touch. Then, my perfect, white rose, sank to her knees in front of her new master. Her fingers pulled at his belt.
 

Watching those petite hands pull down the trousers he was wearing, then the briefs, was nothing compared to what I saw next. 
 

She'd been looking up into his eyes. That almost made me more uncomfortable than anything else had yet. Their bodies pressed together was one thing, but the way their eyes met and stayed locked in a gaze was quite another. Jealousy flashed through me, followed quickly by more lust. My cock flexed. This time, I couldn't resist, but pulled it out.
 

I worried for a moment that the motion might distract them. What if my awkward, bumbling undressing tore them from the moment, made them laugh again? What if my own need ruined that perfect moment? I had nothing to worry about. They didn't notice a thing. Soon, I was sitting with my cock in hand, pressing on it lightly so as not to excite myself too much.
 

Then, my delicate Samantha, dropped her gaze from his eyes, down his thick, dark torso and looked upon the flesh between his legs. It drew my eyes there too. My heart raced even faster. He was a thick man, and well hung. A stud, built for breeding and a woman's pleasure.
 

The thought sliced through me with a razor sharpness. We hadn't talked about it at all. Surely, she'd put in the diaphragm. Surely, she wouldn't do something like this if she hadn't. That would just be too big a risk. Even though the doctor we'd been seeing hadn't mentioned that it might be a problem with my seed, there was no way to know for sure. She might have had a fertile womb and a husband who couldn't fill it well.
 

I dismissed the thought. Samantha may have changed somewhat, but she wouldn't imperil us that way. I just knew she wouldn't. I just knew it. 
 

As her eyes settled on his manhood, they went wide, like I'd never seen them go before. The question, the same one dancing now in my mind, was painted all across her face. Could she take this much man? She wasn't tiny, but she was petite. Her little, pink cunt was tight enough that I could feel her squeezing me every time I entered her. I wondered what would happen if this man that looked like a giant next to her, tried to move himself inside my wife.
 

The pause was only momentary. Before I could even believe what I was seeing, she was holding his cock, staring at it the way she'd stared at mine. He was looking down at her, his hands at his sides, his muscles tight with anticipation. She shook herself from the stupor, and looked back into his eyes.
 

She raised that dark meat until the tip of it was at her lips. I saw him flex. Her body seemed to ripple with delight at his reaction. Still staring up at him, she pushed her little pink tongue out, placed him on it, and let him glide inside her mouth.
 

He groaned. It was a low and rumbling groan. A groan that betrayed just how good the inside of my pretty little wife's mouth felt against his growing size. I watched her nipples harden at the sound and her body rose to accommodate his swelling shaft. She sucked, then I watched her tongue playing along the underside of his cock inside her mouth. When he was fully stiff, she sank even further onto his length.
 

I couldn't help but stroke myself a little harder. I couldn't help but squeeze my own rigid cock. I didn't want to come this early, but my body wouldn't let me stop.
 

I felt my eyes widening at the sight of what she was doing. Until just a few days ago, she'd been my perfect little Samantha. Perfectly demure. Perfectly shy. Perfectly prudish. Something had changed her. Over the last few days she'd changed into my perfect little whore. Now I was seeing her as someone else's. Now she was Bastian's little slut.
 

Her expression seemed so eager as she rode his cock with her mouth. Her eyes seemed to betray how desperately she wanted to please him. It ruffled me a bit. I almost softened. Until, still pressing him inside her face, she turned and looked at me. It was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen, my wife with that big, black cock stuffed inside her mouth. My cock stood back at full attention, right away.
 

He let her suck on him like that for a while longer. I watched his hips buck a few times, pushing his girth deeper inside her. But she could only take about half of him and I was happy she wasn't going to do to him what she'd done to me. Not that I would have stopped it, I'm not sure what I would have done. Somehow, it felt like it would ruffle me even more than the way she'd looked at him had.
 

He put his fingers on her chin and pulled her off gently. I watched her ripe breasts heaving at what was coming next. Again the thought that maybe I should have asked her, maybe I should have confirmed that she'd put the diaphragm in, raced through my mind. For fuck's sake, why was the idea that she hadn't making me even stiffer than I already was?
 

I thought that was the moment. I thought he was going to lift her up, lift my little Samantha up and lay her on the bed again and press himself inside. He had other ideas.
 

He did lift her up. He did put her on the bed, right at the edge of it. But he didn't crawl onto her like I thought he would. He turned her gently onto her stomach, then pulled her hips up so her ass was in the air.
 

I saw her head shoot back, her eyes wide and wondering what was going to happen. There it was. Above her soaked pussy, there was her perfectly tight, perfectly puckered little hole.
 

I think I'd maybe seen it twice in passing. I'd never dared to ask her if I could go there, certain she would have said no. Now I wasn't so sure.
 

He didn't ask for permission. He obviously knew himself to be the kind of man who didn't have to. His hand swung between her legs, pressing against the inside of her thigh. He spread her a little. The damp little slit between her legs, revealing just how much wetness was there. She was soaked. She was soaked just from sucking on his big, black cock.
 

His fingers moved up and against that wet place. She shuddered, moaned, then reared back onto his hand. I had to let myself go, my cock bouncing back and forth, threatening to explode if I kept myself in hand.
 

He started moving slowly at first. Just caressing that soft pussy that until then I'd called my own. Once again I wondered if it was the wine, the sea air or this strangers attention that had completely stripped Samantha of her inhibitions?
 

Her body pulsed with each sweep of his fingers. She swayed back and forth, moaning gentle moans into the pillow. Every once in a while, she'd try to look back, try to see what it looked like, this thing that was making her feel so good. Every time, though, she succumbed to the feeling, buried her face in the pillow and resumed her moans.
 

He stroked himself slowly, as he worked her up into a perfect state of tension. I watched her juices running down her thighs. What a waste. God, how I wanted a taste of that sweet nectar. Just when I thought she was going to come, he slowed, then stopped completely.
 

She mewled her protest from the pillow, her body pressing back onto his hand again. He had other things in mind. He lowered his lips towards her. Kissed her on one cheek first, then the next.Then, without a word of warning, he sank his mouth onto her puckered hole, shoving two thick, black fingers into her cunt at the same time.
 

She gasped, her fingers pulling at the sheets. His mouth began to move. I stared, stupefied. He was eating her ass. This big, black stranger was eating my wife's ass. Her body burst into fucking.
 

She sounded like she was crying now, as he drove his fingers up into her slit. His mouth moved on her tight, back hole the way it had on her mouth. A greedy, eager kiss that made it seem like he needed to find the true taste of her. She was shoving herself against him now. Pushing back against the bed, as if she needed more of him inside her. He obliged. Not just with his fingers. I watched the stiff tip of his tongue disappear into the darkness of her insides as I heard her cry in joy.
 

That was it. That was all she could take. With trembling thighs, she succumbed to his affection and the orgasm he'd coaxed to life inside her. With his tongue still in her hole, I watched her pussy clenching around his hand. She screamed. I wrapped my hand again around my cock.
 

He didn't let her come down off that high easily. Still fucking her with his fingers, he ate her rear hole with his mouth until they were both slathered in each other's wetness. Finally, I saw her pulling away and with a few more strokes, he relented and let her slip off of him.
 

I watched his dark frame hovering over the trembling mess of flesh he'd turned Samantha into. I realized how aroused it made me, seeing him weaken her completely that way.
 

For a moment I wondered if he was going to do the unthinkable. Would she let him? I'd never gone there. I'd never even touched that beautiful, tight ass hole. It was a strange relief, watching him spread her legs and sink down onto her, then press the head of his cock against her cunt.
 

The relief was short-lived though. As soon as he slid his tip inside her, I watched a tension fill her body again. God, it looked like just the tip of him had spread her wider than I'd ever spread her with my cock. Had that been what she'd been used to? Before we married? Had that been the size she'd come to expect?
 

She moaned loudly as he spread her cheeks apart, opening her pink folds and easing himself in and out of her slowly, collecting her wetness on his cock. The whole time he was staring at that beautiful forbidden hole, the one he'd tasted. I could tell he wanted to sink into that flesh. It made me rage and stiffen in my hand.
 

When he'd gotten her good and worked up, once she was writhing beneath him and ready for it, her body begging for his mass, he gave her what she wanted. Holding her open with two thumbs, he thrust forward, driving himself inside.
 

Seeing him plunge into her was one thing. Hearing the noise that black cock made as it pressed into my wife was quite another. It seemed to float above the sound of her moans as he stretched her open to accommodate his size. It coursed around the room, straining, wet sound of his thick, black muscle forcing itself towards her womb.
 

I felt the now familiar thrill of wondering if she'd re-inserted her birth control, or if her fertility was exposed to his seed. I could only imagine how much sperm a man that size produced. The thought of it filling my wife, surging into her insides, made me cringe and throb at the same time. I trusted her. I had to. She had to have put it in.
 

He was rocking into her now, standing one foot on the floor, the other perched on the edge of the bed. I had the perfect view of his low-hanging, dark sack slapping against her tiny pink clit. I wondered if he'd done this for anyone before. The way he'd positioned himself, the fact he had an armchair in his room. Maybe he was a pro? Maybe he was just a stud.
 

She was moaning again, her tits swaying beneath her chest. The way her back arched up and down as she moved back and forth along his length, I'd never seen her move like that before. Hell, I'd never seen any woman move like that before.
 

She looked back, gorging her gaze on his bulky frame. I caught her eye. Fuck, it almost made me come, the way she looked at me. The tiny smile that twisted her lips into sin. The way she closed her eyes for a moment. The way, when she opened them again, she mouthed the words, "Thank-you." Like I'd done this for her. Like this was a gift to her. That really made me throb. A confused, swell of a throb.
 

He didn't seem to mind. He didn't seem to notice. He just kept sawing that big black cock of his up into my wife. The dark shape of his hand crept across the flesh of her ass from where he'd been holding her. The tip of his thumb, still wet from her juices, touched the tight circle of her puckered ring. She gasped, looked back, but nothing else. She didn't shake her head. She didn't say "no." She just put her head down on close to the bed, the way she'd had it when he'd been eating her. It caused her hole to open a little. "Come on in," she seemed to say.
 

I watched in delicious horror as that thick, black thumb, moved past the tight ring of muscle. She moaned even louder as he entered her. First to his knuckle then, with a little added pressure, he slipped himself completely inside.
 

That seemed to get him going, watching his digit sink into her ass. Sure as hell got me going, too. She was bucking and moaning beneath him now. I wanted desperately to save myself for her, I wanted to hold it all in until I could touch her flesh again and make her mine. I honestly didn't know if I could.
 

Then it started. I heard him groan first. Then I watched as he rammed himself deeper than he'd yet gone. She groaned too and I watched him grip her hips as he drove himself inside. Had she put it in? Or were her insides bare and ready for his seed?
 

He thrust deep into her again, this time with a guttural gurgle as he held himself there.
 

She moaned, a delicious, syrupy, smiling moan as I watched his balls tighten, his sack come up and then saw the first flex of the root of his cock as he shot a pulse of his hot, white load inside my tiny wife.
 

I had to let go of myself again. I just sat there staring, breathing as deeply as I could, trying to keep my own cum inside my cock until I could touch her again.
 

I watched the muscles of his body rippling as he took his pleasure inside my wife's hot cunt. He didn't fuck her furiously or fast at all, for that matter. They were just slow, meticulous strokes that pushed his cock deep inside her and held it there. He held it there until I saw his seed spilling from her. He'd fucked her so full of his cum that it had nowhere left to go and now white streaks of it shot out from between her red, sore lips and his stiff, black shaft.
 

When he was finally done with her, he let her fall off of him, onto the bed in a panting heap. He didn't turn and look at me, didn't do anything but pick his clothes up and shuffle away discreetly, leaving me alone with her lying on his bed.
 

I sprang from the chair, nearly tripping on the pants around my ankles. Kicking them off, I stumbled towards the bed. Crawling onto it, I stared down. There she was, her tender, stretched out pussy full of hot, white love.
 

For a moment I contemplated pushing myself in, burying myself in that tunnel that was full of another man's cum. But I couldn't. I didn't know what reaction that would bring. Would she hate me? Would she even care.
 

Instead, I took myself in hand and staring at her well used body, lying exhausted on his bed, I pumped myself to climax. It didn't take long. Ten strokes at most. The sight of her leaking pussy was enough and soon I felt a grimace tearing at my face as I watched my own hot load streaking across her ass, claiming her as mine once more.
 





Chapter 17

 


"Andrew."
 

I think I was still dreaming, when I first heard her say my name.
 

"Andrew," she repeated, and I felt her hand on my cheek. I opened my eyes to see her staring at me. Her expression was inquisitive, and probably a little worried, too. 
 

The memories of the night before came rushing back. I clambered up to sitting. We were still there, still at Bastian's place, but he was nowhere to be seen. I looked at her again. A deep love welled within me. I'd never seen her in that light. Leaning towards her, I kissed her on the lips, revelling in the heat of her mouth. When I pulled away, her eyes were open, still searching mine.
 

"I love you," I said, giving her another gentle peck.
 

"I love you too," she whispered, then added, "are you alright?"
 

It took a while. I guess I had to think about it, but when I answered, I was sure. "More than alright."
 

She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me, like she never wanted to let go. I let her hold me like that for a while before we both collapsed back on the bed. We stared at the ceiling in silence as the breeze sailed through the window and the sun rose outside on another perfect day. When it seemed like the right moment, I turned to her and spoke again.
 

"Did you sleep alright?"
 

"Like a baby."
 

The word made me shudder. I wondered if I should ask, the question on the tip of my tongue. For some reason I didn't, though. Like I didn't want to know just yet.
 

"Where is he?" I asked instead.
 

"I don't know. I think he might have left."
 

"Breakfast then?" I inquired.
 

She smiled. "Breakfast then."
 

We got up, dressed and took a cab back to the hotel. I waited on the bed while she showered. When she finally emerged, she was wearing something much more conservative than she's worn in the days before. I wondered if that meant she felt bad, or regretted what we'd done. What she'd done. I showered quickly and we headed towards the restaurant to sate the hunger we both felt. After a couple of mimosa's and a plate of eggs, we were ready to talk again.
 

"So?" she asked, still searching my eyes for how I felt.
 

"So?" I echoed, not sure of what to say.
 

"You're really okay?"
 

"I'm...I think I am. No. I know I am. I'm okay."
 

Her body eased into relief. I was glad to see it. Glad to see she still cared enough about what I thought to be relieved that I felt alright.
 

"Did you like what you saw?" she whispered, pushing her chair closer to mine.
 

"Yes," I answered. "God, yes." I stared into her eyes. There was love there. More love than I'd ever seen before.
 

She bit her lower lip and I could tell she couldn't stifle a smile. She was happy, too. Why exactly, I wasn't sure. It almost didn't matter. Almost.
 

"Did you?" I ventured. There was always the chance that she would. There was the chance that she regretted the whole thing.
 

"I liked seeing you. Seeing you so turned on."
 

Her answer made me happy. I was happy she said what she said. I probably would have been happy no matter what she said, but it was definitely what I wanted to hear.
 

"Did you like it? Did you like...taking you like that?"
 

She looked away. Like she was scared to admit it, but I could tell how she felt. I could tell right away.
 

"It's okay. Nothing's changed," I said softly, trying to sound reassuring.
 

She turned to look at me. "Nothing's changed?" she asked.
 

"I mean..." I didn't mean to laugh. It just sort of came out. "Of course something's changed. Not in a bad way, though."
 

"Oh Andrew, are you sure?" There she was. My delicate little Samantha again, seeking my approval, seeking my acceptance. It made me feel even better, about what we'd done. 
 

"Samantha, if you asked me to do it again, I would say yes. In the blink of an eye, I'd say yes."
 

She leaned back into her chair. She watched me, like she was trying to tell if I was telling the truth. "You'd do it all again?" she whispered.
 

"A hundred times over. It was so hot, watching you with him."
 

I suppose the last thing I expected was to see Bastian sauntering over towards our table. It shocked me, watching him walk towards us, but not in a bad way. He looked different now, in the clean light of day. She looked different, too. When I looked at her, it seemed like the confidence, the assuredness of purpose she'd had last night, was gone.
 

"Bastian!" I said, standing and extending a hand.
 

He shook his head, smiling at me, before turning to my wife. She didn't stand. She sat and handed him her hand. He kissed the back of it, the way he'd done the night before. Once again, I'd forgotten myself. When he turned to me, I shook my head.
 

"I suppose you can't teach a man those manners, after a certain point."
 

He laughed a hearty laugh. His head rolled back and his shoulders shook. "You're a well mannered man, Andrew, my friend. It's easy to forget yourself around such a beautiful woman as your wife."
 

I hesitate to say, we both blushed at his compliment.
 

"Do you mind if I join you?" he asked, putting his hand on the back of a chair.
 

"We'd love it!" Samantha answered, almost immediately.
 

I didn't expect her reaction. Not that I minded, but in the past, she'd usually defer to me. It didn't make me jealous, or nervous, or scared, what she said. It just didn't feel like I was quite as in control of her anymore. I didn't mind it so much. I did feel different, though.
 

"Of course we don't mind," I added, pulling the chair out for him.
 

He smiled and sat down and the waitress came over right away. "Just an orange juice," he said, smiling that same, easy smile.
 

"Yes, chef," she replied before scurrying away. He turned towards us and folded his fingers across his muscled chest.
 

"You had a good sleep, I hope?" he asked.
 

"I don't remember," Samantha replied quickly, her lips twisted into a wicked grin.
 

He laughed again. He seemed to think that laugh could cure anything, smooth over any worry. He looked at me, an eyebrow raised.
 

"I can't say I remember much either. I'm sorry we took your bed."
 

For a moment, he frowned. I realized I probably shouldn't share things so loudly.
 

"Sorry," I muttered.
 

His smile returned. "Not to worry, friend." He leaned a closer towards me. "Maybe we'll just keep it between us, though, huh? No need for the whole hotel to know?" He winked.
 

Feeling quite sheepish, I answered, "Of course."
 

"Good," he said, leaning back in his chair again. The waitress brought the orange juice and he took a sip. I glanced at Samantha. She was smiling at him, replaying last night's events in her mind, no doubt. "What are the plans for today?" he asked, setting the glass down.
 

"Oh, probably the beach!" Samantha chirped. "We did the pool yesterday!"
 

She was being very cheerful. Not that I minded. Although now that we weren't in the moment any longer, it did sting a little bit, how much attention she was paying to him.
 

"And what about tonight?" Bastian asked with a smile.
 

That flipped my insides a bit. That was one thing I hadn't bothered to take into account. There was another human in this whole equation. It wasn't just the two of us.
 

"No plans yet, right Andrew?"
 

"Uh...no, not yet," I managed to push the words out without sounding completely stunned.
 

"I'm having a few friends over, nothing too exciting," Bastian explained, "but if you'd like to stop by, I've got the night off. Party should start around nine."
 

"We'd love to!" Her reply was almost instantaneous. She turned to look at me and her smile faded a little.
 

I tried very hard to act cool. We could always talk about it later, change our minds. I didn't do the greatest job. The mood soured.
 

"I mean, we'll have to talk about it first," Samantha said, reaching a hand across the table.
 

I could tell that Bastian noticed something was up. He finished his orange juice and stood up. "Hey no problems either way. If you're up for a good time, you know where I live."
 

I smiled weakly and nodded. He flashed me a smile and Samantha a nod before turning to go. As soon as he'd left, I felt her squeeze my hand.
 

"I'm sorry. I should have said we'd talk about it first." She had the most sincere expression on. It made me feel better right away.
 

"Come on," I said, pushing my plate away, "let's get ready for the beach."
 





Chapter 18

 


"Samantha, I need to talk to you."
 

She looked at me with earnest eyes. "What is it, Andrew?"
 

What was it? Where to start? There was so much I wanted to ask her, so much I wanted her to tell me and she seemed like she was actually getting ready for the beach.
 

"I mean, are we just going to leave it? Just like that?"
 

"You mean last night?"
 

"I mean last night. I mean everything. Don't you feel it's owed a conversation?"
 

"I thought you said everything was alright?"
 

"It is," I answered, "it is alright. It doesn't mean we can't talk about it."
 

She seemed to understand. Putting down the beach bag, she dragged me towards the bed. We both sat down on the edge and she put a hand on my cheek. It felt a bit patronizing. Maybe it was just me.
 

"Okay. Shoot."
 

"Shoot? Shoot, what?" I snapped. I could feel the irritation bubbling inside me. I tried talking myself down but it felt like she was being so...I don't know, trite, I guess, about the whole thing.
 

"I mean ask what you want to ask. Or say what you want to say. You're the one that wanted to talk about it."
 

I could tell she was getting bothered, too, but something inside me snapped at what she'd said. "Well if you're going to be that way about it, forget it." I got up and stomped towards the balcony. The hot, sea air coming off the beach made me realize how I'd acted. When I turned around, she was standing right there.
 

"I'm sorry." It sounded like my old Samantha, the way she said it. It sounded like the woman I'd married. The woman she was before we came here.
 

"I'm sorry. That was stupid. Look, I've no right to be upset. I'm the one who wanted to try this. I'm the one who asked you, hell, begged you to do it! I shouldn't act like a child because you enjoyed it and that's exactly what I'm doing."
 

"Thank-you, Andrew. Thank-you for saying that."
 

I leaned closer to her and kissed her forehead.
 

"You did enjoy yourself then, I take it?" I asked softly.
 

She giggled a bit, looking down at the floor. She was still smiling when our eyes met again. "I did. Does that make you...does it hurt you? To hear that?"
 

I had to think about it. There was certainly some element of that in me, churning around amongst everything else I was feeling. It wasn't at the forefront, though. It didn't feel like the most important thing.
 

"It doesn't hurt me that you had a good time," I said, finally. "I suppose I was a little miffed that you were so eager about tonight. I realize this is going to sound completely selfish, but I just wanted to make sure we're in this together."
 

"Andrew," she said, putting her hand on my cheek, "that doesn't sound selfish at all. We are in this together. I want to make sure you know that."
 

It occurred to me at that moment that I may have married the perfect woman for me, without realizing how perfect she was until just then.
 

"Can I ask you something else?"
 

"Of course you can," she answered, her voice full of warmth.
 

"Do you feel different?"
 

"About what happened?"
 

"I just mean, different than you did back home. You seem different. You seem...less uptight." Those last two words were a calculated risk.
 

She leaned back, smiling and shaking her head. I barely saw the smack on the shoulder coming. For a woman her size, she packed quite a punch.
 

"Ow!" I grimaced, rubbing the spot.
 

"I can't believe you just said that!" Thankfully, she was still smiling. "But I guess maybe you're a little bit right. I don't know what's gotten into me. Maybe it's the sea air." She spun around and I watched her perfect, round ass swaying back into the room. "Maybe it's the motion of the ocean!"
 

I groaned but felt my cock harden. Even her teasing turned me on. She was already heading towards the bag she'd packed for the beach. I scurried up behind her as she picked it up and leaned in to kiss her cheek. She felt my half-stiff cock pressing against her ass.
 

"Mr. Smith," she purred, "you've changed a bit yourself. What stamina! What have you been thinking about?"
 

"I've been thinking about you," I answered, pressing another kiss onto her neck. I pulled her closer. She tilted her head and let me in.
 

"Are you sure? Is that all?"
 

"That ass of yours brought me here," I said, kissing a trail down to her shoulder.
 

"Oh! I think I might know!" she put a playful hand over her mouth "Could you be thinking of our big, black friend pushing his big, black cock into me last night?"
 

A surge of adrenaline rushed through me at the suggestion. I hadn't been thinking of that at all, but now that she mentioned it, I wouldn't be able to stop. My cock hardened and she felt it against her ass. I walked her towards the bed. 
 

"Oh!" she smiled, "I guess you were thinking about that." She giggled. My cock flexed.
 

Something started raging inside me. It wasn't that I was bothered, that she was using what had happened last night to turn me on. I found it completely and utterly erotic, that she had this new power, this new switch she could flip any time she wanted. I loved that she had it, and I wanted nothing more than to control it, too.
 

I started pawing at the shorts she'd put on over her bikini.
 

"Oh Mr. Smith! You're so naughty!" she said, playing the innocent schoolgirl. "But not as naughty as big, black Bastian was. Did you see? The way he had me?"
 

As she said it, our eyes met. For a split second there was terror in hers, like she was wondering if she'd gone too far.
 

The moment swept me into some primal state. I threw her onto the bed. For a second, I wondered if I'd gone too far, if I'd been too rough. As soon she stopped bouncing, though, she started giggling again. 
 

"Oh Mr. Smith?!?" she said, her mouth round in mock surprise, "What are you doing to me?" Even as she said it, I watched her raise her pert little ass towards me. I could barely stand it.
 

I didn't know why but I suddenly found the schoolgirl act intensely arousing. The giggles. The bubbly personality. The memory of her being taken by Bastian's hard, black cock the night before. I needed to fuck her right then.
 

I tore off my shorts, my erection springing out. She looked at it and giggled again. "Oh, my!"
 

I pulled her hips up, the way he'd done. Hooking my fingers under the elastic of her shorts, I tugged them down in one quick motion, together with her bikini bottom. To add to my arousal, she was already wet. Pointing myself at her, I touched the tip of my cock to her slippery cunt.
 

"Ungh..." The sound escaped her lips. As if it, too had come from somewhere primal. Spreading her beautiful cheeks apart, I pressed myself inside.
 

Her hot pussy swallowed my length easily, stretched by Bastian's awesome member the night before. I pulled her hips up even further, taking the same position he'd had her in. One leg on the floor, the other on the bed. As I got a handle on her body, I began to drive myself inside.
 

"Oh, Mr. Smith!" she said, trying to keep up the act.
 

I rammed my cock into her cunt, plowing her face into the bed. She let out a moan. I wondered if she was thinking of him? I wondered if she was thinking of her new, black lover even as I fucked her. The thought made me fuck her even harder.
 

Samantha turned her head, just enough to see me from beneath her curls. Her sultry look made me throb inside her. The smile that crept across her face made my groan. With me driving her into the mattress, her whole body shaking, she reached slowly around herself with both hands. She put them on her ass, next to mine. Still smiling, she pulled herself apart.
 

My eyes dove down to stare at the beautiful, dark hole she was spreading open for me. The hole he'd touched, the one he'd tasted, before I had. It was intensely arousing.
 

There was my pretty little wife, my dainty little Samantha who wouldn't even fuck me during the day before our vacation, spreading herself for me like a whore.
 

I spit on that tightly puckered ass hole. She gasped. I pressed my thumb against her, working the gob that had landed there into her flesh. She moaned. When she was nice and wet, I pushed myself inside.
 

Her body tightened around my cock. Her arms fell to her sides, pushing her up and off the bed. Pushing her back onto me harder. She wanted more of it. She wanted more of me inside her.
 

With my cock filling with cum, I eagerly obliged. I pushed my thumb into her ass, past the knuckle until no more of it could fit inside. She went wild. She started bouncing back onto me, rearing up to try to fill herself with as much of me as she could. 
 

As she came up off the bed, I reached around and grabbed her breast with my other hand, pinching her nipple, the way Bastian had. She cried out but I felt her pussy squeeze me with the pain.
 

I couldn't take any more. My cock flexed inside her as I felt the cum rush through it. The thought hit me out of the blue. Would I breed her like this?
 

"Oh fuck!" she cried, thundering back against me. As I started to spew my seed inside her, I felt her start to come.
 

We fucked furiously like that against each other, every wave of orgasm seeming to travel between us, from one to the other. I rammed my cock as deep inside her little pussy as it would go, keeping my thumb pushed up into her ass.
 

As it started to wane, as we started to come down, I slowed. As she fell onto her hands, I pulled my thumb out of her ass. Once I fell out of her with my softening cock, we both fell onto the bed in a heap.
 





Chapter 19

 


We spent most of the day on the beach. Samantha, after a liberal application of sunscreen, lying in the sun, I tucked beneath the beach umbrella we'd rented. It wasn't that I minded being in the sun, it was just that it made me so damn hot.
 

Her bikini was a touch less alluring this time, but I wouldn't have called it conservative. There was plenty of opportunity, from behind my dark glasses, for me to watch men trying not to stare as they walked by.
 

We didn't talk much about that night until we were sitting at dinner. I'd been toying with the idea of asking her about the birth control the entire day. It wasn't that I couldn't bring myself to do it. It was that there was a part of me that didn't want to. It added yet another dangerous layer onto this already dangerous fantasy.
 

Bastian had taken her bare, I knew that. What I didn't know was whether she'd had time to put her diaphragm in?
 

There didn't seem a good time to bring it up. It's not the kind of thing you casually mention at the beach.
 

As she was in the bathroom getting ready to go out again that evening, I decided it was something better left unsaid. I trusted her completely and letting my imagination run amok at the thought that she hadn't put it in gave the already sharp razor of pleasure I felt an even sharper slice.
 

The air inside Bastian's apartment was thick with the smell of pot smoke. He led us in to the living room and stomach did a little flip. There were two black men seated on the couch where he'd kissed Samantha last night. A few bean bag chairs were scattered around the room. Reggae played softly from the speakers.
 

"I'm so glad you guys came tonight!" Bastian said, putting a hand on my shoulder.
 

The two men got up and shook hands with Samantha as Bastian introduced us all. Jaymal and Douglas. I watched them look her over. They were discreet, but it was obvious to me that they were looking. I looked over at her. She was smiling. That same wide, happy smile from the night before.
 

"Andrew, my man. Can you come help me with drinks in the kitchen?" Bastian asked, his deep voice filling the whole room.
 

I glanced at Samantha. She looked right at me and winked. A thrill of excitement rushed through me. Was this really what I thought it was? Did Bastian really invite his friends over to fuck my wife? Surely, she was thinking the same thing. I turned and followed Bastian into the kitchen.
 

His kitchen was tiny, barely large enough for us to both be in there at the same time. I half stood in the hallway, leaving him room to prepare the mojitos.
 

"You guys have a nice day?" he asked. "Beach life good, right?" He said it with a wide smile.
 

"Beach life is very good. I could definitely get used to this."
 

"Ha ha," he laughed, crushing lime wedges in a bowl. "It's not all fun in the sun around here. Some of us have to work. It's okay, though. When life is good, it's real good, you know?"
 

I wasn't sure if I was following, but I suspected he was a bit baked so just played along.
 

"Alright!" he said, putting all the glasses onto a tray. "I think we have lift-off."
 

"Shall I take them out?"
 

He looked over at me and nodded. "Sure. Sure thing, man. Just one thing."
 

"What is it?"
 

"I just want you to know, me and the fellas, it's not like we're expecting something. I just thought I'd see if you and your lovely wife were up for it, you know? No pressure. No problems."
 

I felt a pressure lift from my chest. Not that I'd expected anything bad to happen, but the sentiment was reassuring. "Thanks, Bastian. It's really all about her."
 

He smiled and nodded, then passed me the tray. I almost dropped it when I walked back into the living room.
 

Samantha must have had a puff or two of the joint they'd been passing around because she was in a state I'd never seen her in before. Her eyelids seemed heavy and she was sunk into the couch, between the two big men. One had a hand on her bare thigh. The other was whispering something into her ear. When they heard me come in, they looked up, scoping me out, checking to see if everything was cool.
 

"Drinks, boys?" I said, trying my best to sound as cool as they looked. My mind was kind of racing, I won't say it wasn't. We hadn't talked about anything like this, hadn't considered it a possibility at all. Maybe I was naive, but when Bastian invited us over I expected canapes, cocktails and classical music instead of mojitos, reggae and a joint.
 

Then there was Samantha. It took her a while but when she looked up at me, she had the biggest grin I'd ever seen on her. She just looked so comfortable, between her two black studs. My stomach did another little somersault at how much she looked to be enjoying herself.
 

The two men smiled at me, then at each other, as soon as I had spoken. I wondered if Bastian had told them about our escapades last night. By the way they were acting, I was almost certain he had. I handed them their drinks. They nodded their thanks, sipped, then put them down on the little coffee table in front of the couch. Bastian walked in and sat down on the bean bag next to mine.
 

We talked for a bit about this and that. Mostly Bastian asking questions about how we liked the resort. As I began to cast my eyes towards the couch more and more often, he eventually stopped the chatter and leaned back against the wall to watch along with me.
 

They were gentle with her, despite being built just like Bastian. Their tight, black t-shirts were stretched over big masses of dark muscle that rippled any time they moved. Samantha looked like she was in heaven, with so much attention being paid to her by the two men.
 

I felt my cock hardening. I had a moment of embarrassment. I looked over at Bastian. He was sipping his drink. He saw me and his head bobbed up and down in a nod. No smile. Just a nod. Everything was a-okay.
 

Her head was turned to one side now, blonde curls spilling down onto her chest. She had her lips slightly open, painted red with lipstick. Jaymal was leaning close to her, the one on her right. Everyone once in a while, he'd lean close and press his lips to hers. Just gently. Just so she could taste him. Douglas' hand was cupping her breast. She looked so small and innocent beside their large, dark frames.
 

I had a flash of panic. What was I doing? Was I just being a selfish bastard, making my sweet little wife make it with strangers so I could get off?!? For a moment I thought of getting up, stopping the whole thing and pulling her the hell out of there. All the conversations we'd had since we'd arrived on the island came flooding back. I had to calm my breathing, calm my racing heart.
 

It wasn't just me. We'd talked about it. She'd wanted this too. This was for her, as much as it was for me. I managed to talk myself down from the peak of my panic. When I looked back at her, there was no doubt left in my mind that she was exactly where she wanted to be.
 

"You need another drink?" Bastian asked quietly, pushing himself from his seat.
 

I nodded a curt nod, ungrateful for the interruption, but happy to have more booze to sink into. He left with the glasses.
 

When I looked back at her, a surge of lust pulsed through me. There was a hand between her thighs now, Jaymal's hand. It was shoved up into the darkness under her skirt. It was moving. With each motion it made, her body moved with it. He was touching her. He was touching her sweet little pussy. She had probably soaked through those little white cotton panties I'd seen her put on. Maybe he was inside her already? Another surge of lust that settled in my sack.
 

Douglas' hand was more insistent now. I watched him kissing the side of her neck, where I always kissed her. His hand moved from one taut nipple to the other, pinching them and making her moan each time he did.
 

It was extraordinarily hot, seeing two men paying attention to her like that.
 

"So, brother? You having a good time?" Bastian plopped himself back down on the seat next to me.
 

I looked over and nodded again. He smiled. It was reassuring to see. I took a gulp of the drink he'd handed me, then turned to stare some more.
 

They were peeling her clothes off now. Her top was almost off and one of her breasts was hanging out from beneath it. Her hair covered her face. All I could hear were the sounds of her wetness as Jaymal kept at her with his fingers, and the soft moans she made as Douglas suckled on her breasts. 
 

Pulling her up and off the couch, Jaymal pulled her top off. She fell back lazily and spread her legs enough for me to see the soft mound between her legs. It was soaked with excitement.
 

I wanted to pull myself out but it would have been ridiculous, with Bastian right there. All I could do was watch what they were doing to her and suffer in aching silence.
 

Her nipples were redder now, raw from the affection they'd received. I could tell she wanted to come from the way she was moving. I watched her hips squirm, trying to find the perfect place they could for that big black hand between her thighs. They weren't about to give it to her just yet, though.
 

"Come on baby, let's see how you suck a dick," Jaymal rumbled, pulling his hand out from in between her legs.
 

It wasn't that he'd said it that made my eyes go wide, it was how she reacted to it. It was like the fog of the dope she'd smoked lifted all at once. She scrambled off the couch, onto her knees and started tugging at his belt. She couldn't wait for it. She couldn't wait for the taste of that big, black cock inside her mouth. She couldn't wait for what he would do to her afterwards, if she was a good little girl.
 

So I watched wide-eyed as my good little girl became theirs. Once she'd undone his belt, she tugged at the jeans he was wearing, clawed at them. She was hungry. She was hungry for it all, hungry for them.
 

His half-stiff cock swung out, ready for her mouth. She didn't ease herself onto it, or lick it or tease him. She gobbled that fucking cock down as far as she could, right away.
 

"You should move over here, brother. It's a hell of a view!" Bastian said, shuffling to one side. I shuffled with him. He was right, it was a hell of a view. She pushed her blonde curls up and tucked them behind her ear. She might have done it for me, it didn't matter if she hadn't. It gave me the perfect view of her little mouth being stretched by that growing piece of flesh.
 

She looked up and into his eyes as she sank down onto him with her mouth. She took him as deeply as she could, but he was still only three quarters of the way in. He had a big cock. Probably eight or nine inches. It was hard to tell with that much of it buried inside Samantha's throat.
 

She came off, took a deep breath, then sank back onto him again until I saw she couldn't take any more.
 

"Come on baby, just a little more," he mumbled as I watched him put a hand to the back of her head. 
 

Another wave of disbelief washed over me at the fact that I was letting this happen to my wife. My beautiful little Samantha! She was about to have a cock pushed into her throat, probably deeper than any cock had ever gone! What the hell was wrong with me?!?
 

I heard her gag a little as I saw him start to press her down. He eased up, letting her relax, open around him. He felt it, too, because he smiled and said, "That's it, baby." Then I watched her eat those last two inches of his meat, watched them disappear inside her. "Damn!" he mumbled, making me realized what was happening.
 

She was doing it. She was doing that thing to him. She was milking his cock for cum with the muscles in her throat. Fuck, did I ever want to take myself in hand and stroke one out. It was driving me mad! I was almost grateful that Bastian was right there beside me, keeping me in check.
 

She came off slowly. As slowly as he'd pressed her on, but when the tip of him popped out she sucked in a huge lungful of air as a strand of drool and bile swung between her lips and his dick. My little Samantha. A good little whore.
 

"Let me try some of that," I heard Douglas say. My cock flexed, pressing against my shorts. I'd had such tunnel vision watching her take that shaft inside her, I'd almost forgotten he was there. 
 

She burst into giggles, wiping her mouth and moving towards him on her knees. The two men started chuckling. It felt a little weird, all three of them laughing like that. I couldn't really get into it, but no one seemed to mind me and I didn't mind that at all.
 

She took him in hand and stroked him for a while, licking up his shaft a couple of times. He stared at her the same way Jaymal had, stiffening at the sight of a little blonde doll working him like that. When she rose up and onto him, she looked like she'd turned into a porn star.
 

Her head moved up and down the first few inches of him at first, her hand twisting at the base of his cock, warming him up. She stared at him the whole time. 
 

I'm not sure if that was the hottest or most disconcerting thing about the whole thing. The way she looked at them. Like she knew exactly what they needed from her eyes. When she finally pressed him deep into her mouth, she had to look down. This time, she didn't need any help taking him in one go.
 

She slid down slowly. I saw the muscles in her throat open and squeeze, open and squeeze as she swallowed that black snake. Douglas must have had a little less experience or resolve or something, because his hips rose up of the couch and he grunted loudly as her chin touched his sack. When she started his massage, he let out a loud groan and sank back down, his eyes closing.
 

Did that ever want to make me nut.
 

The three of them burst into laughter as his cock popped out of her mouth. She took another lungful of air, then they all started laughing. Bastian chuckled next to me. I wasn't sure how to feel about it but as soon as I saw his smile, it kind of infected me too. 
 

"Relax, brother," Bastian said, putting a hand on my shoulder, "it's just the boys aren't used to that kind of treatment. You're one lucky husband!"
 

"Shit, you're telling me," I whispered and turned to look at Samantha. She was smiling at me with an eyebrow raised, like she was wondering if everything was okay.
 

"So? What do you say? Should we move this party to the bedroom and have some real fun?"
 

I turned to him. He still had on that same, easy smile. There was no malice here. Everyone just wanted to have a good time.
 

"You know, it's up to my wife," I said, looking over at her again.
 

"What do you say, my dear?" Bastian asked as the guys stroked their cocks behind her. I could tell what they were hoping for.
 

"Let's all have some fun!" she said, beaming. She stood up, her beautiful breasts bouncing and swaying. I wanted to rush over there and touch them. I wanted to cup them in my hands the way the guys had, I wanted to suck on this little nipples and make her squirm and moan.
 

We all got up and headed to the other room.
 

Samantha turned to face the four of us, standing by the edge of the bed. Some of the haze of her high seemed to have subsided. She seemed more lucid now. "So? What's next?" she asked, shrugging and putting her palms up in the air. My innocent little girl.
 

Jaymal and Douglas had taken their clothes off next to me. I couldn't help looking up and down their well-muscled bodies. I turned to see her staring at them, too.
 

"What's next is I want a taste of that sweet little pussy," Jaymal said, stepping towards her. As soon as she got to where she was standing, he leaned down and tasted each of those sweet nipples again, then lowered her onto her back onto the bed. Hooking his fingers under the elastic of her skirt, he pulled it away, together with the soaked underwear she'd been wearing.
 

Now the only thing she had on were the black high heeled sandals she'd put on and that looked hot as all fucking hell.
 

He knelt in front of her, a devout cleric preparing to worship at the altar of her cunt.
 

Her legs opened for him so easily as he pulled her close. She looked down her body, between those two, toned stems and watched his lips press against her mound. She couldn't keep herself propped up as the sensation of his tongue plying at her soft folds overwhelmed her. She fell back and started writhing gently on the bed.
 

He at her like that. I watched his bright, pink tongue lapping up the juices that were coming from her slit. Every once in a while I'd catch a glimpse of her flexing hole. I bet she ached for something inside her now. I bet she couldn't wait to feel his cock.
 

"Holy shit," Jaymal said, pressing a finger up against her clit and rubbing as he came off her. "Princess tastes like fucking candy." He pushed her legs up, exposing her tight back hole and lowered his mouth so he could taste that part of her, too.
 

Douglas stepped up beside her curling form and crawled on his knees up onto the bed. She grabbed him right away, opened her mouth and let him sink his cock inside. 
 

I just stood there, slack-jawed and staring as these two dark men defiled my wife.
 

"Come on brother, let's join in the fun!" Bastian said, shaking me from my stupor. He was undoing his belt and I watched his pants fall to the floor as he pulled off his shirt.
 

"What do you mean?" I asked, not sure of what to make of what he'd said.
 

"I mean, you're not just gonna stand there, are you? Let's get in there!"
 

To be honest, I'd never even considered the possibility. It wasn't that I was uncomfortable with the idea, I guess I'd just thought everyone else would be. I practically jumped out of my clothes at his suggestion and we both walked over to the bed.
 

Bastian climbed up and onto the other side as I stood and watched. She took him in her hand, stroking him while she sucked Douglas and worked his balls. For a while I just stood and watched, until Jaymal had had his feel of eating at her ass. When he came up between her legs, I leaned in close to watch.
 

There she was, just a fragile, delicate little thing. Her blonde curls looked like a halo around her head.
 

The other men paused to watch as Jaymal pried her apart with his finger and put his cock against her cunt.
 

Samantha seemed to startle at the feel of it between her legs. She looked down her body, trying to watch it disappear into her tight, pink flesh.
 

I had myself in hand now. I started to stroke when the panic raced through me again. Why hadn't I asked her? Why hadn't I asked her if she'd put it in, if she was on birth control? The question rattled around in my head as I watched Jaymal's cock collecting up her juice, getting ready to spear into my wife.
 

At the heart of it, though, I knew the answer. The terrifying yet thrilling answer. I didn't want to know. I wanted, somehow, to believe that there was a risk there. I wanted to think there was a risk that their potent black seed, the seed they'd soon by pumping deep inside her would give her what I hadn't been able to and that she'd swell with life.
 

The realization sent a bolt of anguish searing through me. It also made me hard as hell.
 

The two of them were holding her legs now, Bastian and Douglas, on either side of her. Jaymal was getting ready to push himself inside. She moaned and tilted her pussy towards him.
 

"You like that baby? You like the feeling of that cock?" he asked.
 

"Oh fuck yes!" Samantha swore, arching off the bed, trying to get herself closer to him. They held her fast.
 

"You want some of that cock inside you, baby?" Jaymal asked.
 

"Oh please!" she begged, breathless.
 

"You gotta ask me nicely. Tell me what you want."
 

"Oh fuck Jaymal, I want your big, black cock inside me. Please put that big, black cock into my little white cunt!"
 

The three men grinned at each other, then at me as they heard her say it. I was busy trying not to blow my load.
 

Jaymal didn't make her beg any more than that. Putting a dark hand against the inside of her thigh, he guided the head of his cock down her slit and pushed himself unceremoniously into her hole.
 

I was so close, I could her wetness opening for him. She moaned. Her head fell back onto the mattress. I watched her thighs shake a little, the muscles in her stomach tense.
 

He showed no mercy. He didn't stop and pull himself half-out or make sure she was wet enough to take him, though she was plenty soaked. No. He drove his black junk as deep into her cunt as he could get it that first time. She moaned again. They stretched her wider.
 

He was almost all the way in when he stopped. 
 

"Fuck, Jaymal," she pleaded, "I think you're too big. I don't think I can take it all!"
 

He just grinned and put his hands down onto her waist, holding onto her tight. With a final thrust he squeezed the last inch of himself into her, deep into her tiny, little cunt.
 

I swear I heard her stretch. I swear I heard the wet sounds of him open that part of her that had until now been unused. It was very hard, standing there, not to come.
 

Then they all started fucking her at once. Jaymal started to fuck her between the legs. The other two had let go of her ankles and her white legs now ran up and down the sides of his smooth, black body each time he rutted into her.
 

Her face was anguished joy as he drove his black shaft into her. She clung to the two cocks on either side of her, stroking them when she could. They'd put themselves inside her mouth every now and again but I could tell that most of her attention was in between her legs, where Jaymal was. The two of them, Bastian and Douglas, finally stepped away and she was left with only Jaymal, fucking her to pleasure.
 

I'll never forget the look in her eyes when the two of them were alone, finally. I'll never forget the way her arms wrapped around his neck. For a second I got uncomfortable, not because it was some lewd thing they were doing, no. It looked like they were making love.
 

She stared into his eyes and he slowed his hips, working himself into her in a softer, more gentle way. Her legs still sailed along his skin, but more slowly now as they held each other's gaze. 
 

A shiver of jealousy ran through me at seeing that, I have to say. It's one thing to see a man plow into your wife, quite another to see him making love to her that way.
 

Her pleasure took her, though and as her head fell back she broke his gaze. It was a relief to see it.
 

"Oh fuck!" she screamed as her body rose and fell beneath his massive frame. I looked between her legs, where he was buried inside her and I saw the way her pussy squeezed him. Her body was squeezing him for cum. She was milking him for seed.
 

He slowed even more on top of her, stretching her climax out as she moaned softly into his ear. When it looked like she was coming down he started fucking her again. A good, rough, rut. That made me feel better. It made me feel better that the intimacy they'd shared was gone.
 

She looked spent. By the time he came out of her, she looked very spent. Her legs swayed slightly from side to side and her eyelids looked heavy. I knew they weren't done with her yet, though. Not even close.
 

He came out of her, Jaymal did and rolled over onto the bed next to her. The guy was hard and covered in her the juices from her cunt. She looked surprised when he picked her up so easily and laid her onto his stomach on her back. 
 

I couldn't believe it. I couldn't believe what he was going to do. 
 

As Jaymal readied himself beneath her, I watched Bastian and Douglas hold her by the ankles again.
 

"Come on, brother. Help him in!" Bastian urged, grinning.
 

I shook my head but steps towards the strange quartet. What was I about to do? I was about to help another man into my wife's untouched ass!
 

I knelt down. His cock was massive from this close, I couldn't believe it had fit inside her. I had grave doubts about whether it would go in this way.
 

"Oh Jaymal," I heard her say. I looked up to see her staring at it again, or as much of it as she could see. "I don't think I can..." she whimpered.
 

"Relax, baby," Jaymal soothed from underneath her. "With how wet I am, ain't nothing gonna hurt."
 

She looked at me. I couldn't tell if that was desperation or desire in her eyes. In a moment of utter selfishness, I didn't care. I just wanted to see this black cock get stuffed inside Samantha's ass.
 

I put my hands on her cheeks and eased her open. It looked impossible. Even though Bastian's thick thumb had fit inside, and mine had, too, there didn't look to be any way Jaymal's entire girth could press inside that tiny hole. I didn't care, though. Selfish as I was, I wanted to see him try.
 

He took himself in hand, pressed his tip against her cheek. He slid it along her ass, leaving a trail of her own wetness there, until he found the opening he'd been looking for. I pried her apart just a little bit more and dared to look up at her again.
 

I think the look she wore, a strange mix of curiosity and terror, mirrored mine exactly.
 

He went easier this time, slower. By the time I looked back, he'd already pressed the tip in. I heard Samantha moan as his whole head moved inside her. But when I looked up at her pussy, I saw more liquid had begun to pool there. I reached down and wrapped a hand around my cock as I heard her moan again. She was loving this as much as I was.
 

Once he started sliding inside her, it felt weird to be so close. I stood up and back away towards the wall. My hand was moving along my cock but I was determined not to finish. Not until I saw the end of this.
 

By the time most of his shaft had disappeared inside her, there were juices streaming from pussy down onto her balls. She sounded like she was loving it as much as when he'd fucked her cunt. Then someone stepped up to fuck her cunt again.
 

Douglas grabbed the ankle that Bastian had been holding and stepped between her legs. He looked solid as a rock and ready to blow. I didn't blame him. I felt exactly the same.
 

With Jaymal buried deep inside her ass, Douglas perched the tip of his throbbing black cock at her entrance, then eased himself inside.
 

You haven't lived until you've seen your wife that full of cock. Her delicate little body flailed a little bit as Douglas pressed into her but as soon as she'd taken the two of them as deep as they could get, she looked like a fucking animal. Wild and ravenous.
 

They started moving inside her, alternating rhythms. Jaymal would fill her ass while Douglas slipped out. He let her ankles go and her legs started to flail. She looked panicked but not because of what was happening. Because what was going to happen couldn't come soon enough. When Bastian pushed his cock into her mouth, she gobbled him up like a greedy slut, desperate to have something to do while they fucked her.
 

She sucked that big cock like her life depended on it. I thought she was going to drain him right then and there. Bastian just stood over her, playing it cool, pushing her hair out of her face every once in a while so I could see.
 

She started moaning. She moaned onto his cock until he pulled it out of her mouth and let the sound of her moan fill the room. She looked down again at her pussy that was split wide open and filled with dark meat. I could tell she was about to come again, but I couldn't look at her face when she did. Seeing her do that would have sent me over the edge.
 

Instead, I watched the men moving inside her, watched their hands gliding along her skin, searching for curves they could cup that would serve their own pleasure. Whenever they found them, the round of her ass, or her breast, they'd always linger there. Sometimes they'd give her a little slap and watch her flesh bounce.
 

She came with a scream this time. A scream that made me worried it would wake the neighbours or someone would call the police. Bastian didn't seem to perturbed, though. He just stuffed his cock back inside her mouth.
 

Her pussy was gushing now as it squeezed Douglas for his cum. She put her own arms up to her legs and held them up, to try and get a better look still at the man disappearing inside her.
 

"Fuck!" I heard him grunt. He was going to blast his seed deep inside my wife.
 

My mind leaned towards the fear of whether she'd put her birth control in. I couldn't know. I could only trust she had. It was too late by the time I'd finished thinking about it, to do anything. 
 

Douglas thrust himself deep inside her and I watched his sack tighten as he started to nut.
 

Samantha gasped. Her eyes went wide, her mouth opened. She must have felt him blow up in her cunt. It was terrifying, seeing her expression. For a second I hated myself for not saying anything, for not telling him to pull out. I've never felt relief like I felt when her shock melted into a smile laced with sin. She stared at his pained expression, coaxing more of him into her by squeezing her pussy.
 

"Come on baby, fuck all that cum into me!" she whispered. She let go of her legs and brought a hand up to touch his cheek. 
 

I knew I couldn't hold on much longer. I knew I had to release soon but I didn't want to do it by myself, on the sidelines. I wanted a piece of her too. I wanted to be where Douglas was right now.
 

He pulled out. His seed, gobs of it, spurted out of her just as Bastian stepped in. He pushed his cock into her and started thrusting.
 

She knew what was going to happen this time. She knew what he wanted. She put on that same smile, that same, wicked smile. Her fingers grazed his arm.
 

"You too baby. I want to feel your seed inside me too!" she said, her voice like velvet. No man could resist a thing like that.
 

I watched his sack tighten, watched the muscles of his ass flex, driving his cock deep into her and filling her with his cum. He held himself inside. His balls rode up and down. Her hands touched his ass as she tried to pull him even deeper. Another man had just left his cum inside my wife.
 

When he was done, when he stepped away, I thought it would finally be my turn. Jaymal started grunting beneath her and I knew I'd have to wait. Just a little longer. Could I do it? Fuck, I had to do it.
 

She wailed a little. I guess because she'd never felt anything that big flex inside her ass. I stared at another set of balls, another shaft pulsing into her. Come was flowing from her now. Her pussy was drenched in white spunk and it was leaking out of her. 
 

Some sick part of me hoped it wouldn't all leak out. Some part of me hoped there'd be some left when I finally got to plow into her. What the fuck would that even feel like, slipping into Samantha's pussy that was still coated in another man's love?
 

He finished quickly, Jaymal did. He didn't linger, either. Whether he saw how ready I was and was being polite, I don't know. He got out from under her and off the bed. I didn't even know where the three of them went. Suddenly it was just me and her in the room.
 

Her feet were still up in the air. Her pussy and ass were leaking cum. Her expression got so soft when she saw me, when she realized it was my turn next.
 

"Come here baby," she whispered. She shuffled up the bed a little so she wasn't quite on the edge. I crawled between her legs. We couldn't stop staring at each other.
 

"Come on baby," she coaxed, "you put it inside me now. I'm full of cum but I want you inside me. I want your cum inside me too."
 

I tensed. Then I shuddered. Just a few more seconds. Just until I slipped myself inside.
 

I felt her hand on my cheek. Then I felt both of her arms around my neck. I looked down. My cock was throbbing. I put it in the exact spot the other two had. For one beautiful moment, I felt the warmth of her and all of them on me. I looked up to see her smiling. When she said it, it was barely a whisper.
 

"Come on, baby. Fill me with your cum."
 

With a massive groan, I sank myself inside.
 

She squeezed me too. She squeezed me the way she'd squeezed them. It was pure, blistering bliss, gliding into that sticky tunnel. She wasn't as tight, stretched by them, but it didn't matter. As my body pressed against hers, as she wrapped her arms and legs around me, I felt myself start to come.
 

"That's it," she cooed softly next to my ear. Her warm breath made me shudder. The first blast of my eruption raged through my shaft and exploded onto her coated walls. I groaned and drove my body into hers.
 

"Oh yeah," she purred, "fuck me the way you want to. Just like that."
 

Another thrust. Another gush of cum into her cunt. Another blinding wave of pleasure that shook me to my core. I felt her pussy clench my cock.
 

"Oh fuck yeah. Your cum feels so good inside me," she murmured then kissed me on the cheek.
 

I looked up. Our eyes locked. I could feel another surge coming but for that moment, I saw her in a way I'd never seen her before. My sweet, little angel princess. She looked like she'd do anything for me.
 

A final blast of pleasure raced through me and I felt my ass clench as I jammed my cock deep into her. A final pulse of seed. I started falling, coasting down from my peak. Panting, I dropped down onto her body. We were both slick with sweat.
 

Had she put it in? I wondered. It made me pulse inside her. She felt it. I felt her hands drift slowly down my back and settle on my ass.
 

"I love you, baby," she whispered.
 

"Oh Samantha, I love you too."
 





Chapter 20

 


I was perched on the edge of the bed. Our bags were packed and waiting by the door. I watched her on the balcony. She wanted one last breath of sea air. I glanced at the clock. We had to go soon, or we'd miss the plane home. Would that be the worst thing?
 

Believe it or not, I hadn't asked her yet. There'd been plenty of opportunity, it wasn't that there hadn't. We'd seen Bastian again one more time but nothing happened. She was sore and tired from that night and I felt like I'd had my fill. The guy was so cool it didn't matter. He took us to some dive on the beach and got us drunk and told stories about France and we all said we'd get together again one day. Even if we didn't, we'd never forget Bastian.
 

Besides, our sex life took off like a fucking rocket after that night. It felt like we were young and in love and needed to fuck like rabbits. It felt a shame to spoil that kind of fun.
 

Suddenly she was right next to me, smiling.
 

"So?" she asked.
 

"So?" I echoed.
 

"Ready?"
 

I paused. She cocked her head. "Almost."
 

She raised an eyebrow. "Almost?"
 

I stood up, staring at her eyes. "I have to ask you something."
 

I couldn't be sure, but I thought I saw her smile grow wider. There was mischief there. "What is it?"
 

The inside of me started shaking. I knew she had. I knew she'd put it in. She may have turned a little wild but she wasn't foolish.
 

But there was just that tiny, nagging doubt...
 

"You remember what we were trying to do? Why we came here in the first place?" I asked. Oh God, I'd never felt so nervous. It couldn't be. It just couldn't be...
 

"Of course I do," she whispered, touching the tip of my nose with her finger.
 

I was breathing heavily now. I felt like I could feel every nerve ending in my body. Of course she did?!? What did that mean?!? Did it mean she'd gone completely crazy and not put the thing in? Did it mean that...
 

"I thought we should just take a break from that this week. But let's start again as soon as we get back. Okay?"
 

I couldn't help the sigh that heaved through me. She gave me a quirky, puzzled look, like she'd just watched a man go mad.
 

"You alright?" she asked.
 

A knock at the door.
 

"Come!" I shouted.
 

The bellboy stepped inside. "Take your bags sir? The cab's here."
 

"Go ahead," I said. "We'll be right down."
 

"Very good, sir," he answered, shuffling through the door with our suitcases in tow.
 

I turned around to see the devil dancing in Samantha's eyes. My smile faded. She leaned in to whisper.
 

"Did you really think I'd let them make my belly round?"
 

I swallowed loudly. My cock jumped. I pulled away and stared at her in disbelief. Little minx.
 

"I..." I wasn't sure what there was to say to that. "...really love you, my Samantha."
 

Smirk. "Well I love you too, Mr. Smith. Let's go for a plane ride!"
 

She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. I turned and watched her strut towards the door. She walked into the hall, turned and winked. I followed her out of the room and back home.
 



***

 


I'm still not sure exactly what happened on that vacation. Was it me? Was it her? Was it the beach, the ocean, the wine? I try not to think about it too much. I've never been more in love with her than I am now.
 

She's expecting. We conceived a few months after getting back. There probably won't be much time for shenanigans of that kind coming up. I'm told children get in the way of all that. It doesn't matter, though. We've never been closer or happier. 
 

Sometimes, you just need a week at the beach.
 









***
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