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CHAPTER ONE


What was she doing?

Seth stood up and leaned over the balcony rail, peering down at the beach. That was Tracy alright—now flanked by two strange men in swim trunks and chatting away.

She had always been a social butterfly; she struggled to avoid a lengthy conversation whenever she met someone as garrulous as her, whether it was at work or Walmart. But she still had the awareness and the decency to generally restrict that habit to other women, or at least men who clearly carried no ulterior motive: gay guys; nice, unthreatening old-timers; at a push, their more easygoing and family-oriented neighbors.

But these guys were about as far from any of those examples as you could get. Tall, tan and strapping, they stretched out either side of his wife with bulging muscles on show while she happily talked at length. He hadn’t seen how this interaction had started, but there was no way two men like that would approach a sunbathing woman just for some friendly small talk.

Especially not a woman who looked like Tracy.

With her trim, shapely figure on display in a bright turquoise bikini as she lay on her towel, and her sunglasses perched on her head to reveal her blazing blue eyes, she was a knockout. He had already noticed how she was turning heads even more than usual when he joined her out there during the first few days of the vacation. Seeing her down there now, chatting to those guys with her stunning white smile and a finger twisting through her sun-lightened tawny locks, he felt a surge of agony and anger.

She was flirting.

Here he was, stuck in the condo and dealing with the type of work crisis that too often seemed to accompany his time off. She understood that—after all, he was the one who had insisted she go ahead and enjoy the beach while he joined the firefight that had ensued from a product website accidentally going live months before the launch. She had always been supportive of his burgeoning career, and she wasn’t the type to resent him for a situation like this—much less to act out and seek some sort of petty revenge—so he saw no motive here other than…

She wanted to.

Their age gap had only rarely bothered him since they first started dating, when it had given him a greater measure of doubt—as well as a shallow pride that persisted even now. The slight concern that their ages may become more of an issue over time had been assuaged by Tracy’s maturity, her plans for the future, her general outlook on life. Not to mention her loyalty. But now that voice in the back of his mind had grown from a whisper to a panicked shout: Would she want someone closer to her own age now?

Because these guys were certainly that. He wore his early forties well, with a touch of gray and the clothing that came with a little more weight to his wallet—‘distinguished’, she called it. But around the thirty mark, her new acquaintances were both in their prime, and even when he had been their age he had never come close to their physiques. They looked like they split their days between the beach and the gym; whereas he was still so chained to his desk that he apparently couldn’t spend a quiet week down in Florida without being dragged right back into the grind.

The men looked up. Someone a few yards away was calling out to them across the sand. He noticed that the pair and their friend—as well as a few others in the background—were all wearing roughly matching dark blue trunks. Not far from Tracy was the volleyball net and the raked sand that had so far been unused throughout their stay, but which was now bustling with pre-game activity. A team in yellow shorts was warming up, a handful of spectators were settling into lounge chairs nearby, and some kind of official was going through his sports bag.

The body language made it clear that his wife’s conversation with the two men had now turned to their upcoming game. Even at this distance, he could sense their smugness, he could practically hear them showing off about playing in some amateur local league; and he could also tell they were succeeding in impressing her before a ball had even been served.

It wasn’t like Tracy at all. She had always seemed so faithful, so stubbornly monogamous. What was happening down there?

The guys got up. They seemed to be beckoning her over, encouraging her to come and watch the game. With his heart in his mouth he waited for her reaction, a protracted delay that went on much longer than he would have hoped. But with a polite wave she declined and remained half-lying on her towel, propped up on her elbows.

It was a small thing to bring him solace, especially given that she had let them join her and hit on her beforehand. He was still bitterly jealous and trying to understand it, but at least it was over.

The game started. He got a bottle of beer from the fridge and came back out onto the balcony for the rest of his wait for Tracy to return. He had already texted her ten minutes earlier to let her know that he was done for the day, having left clear next steps for the development team and the manager who was supposedly stepping in for him, but among the many things that set Tracy apart from others her age was her relationship with her phone: she saw it for the waste of time that it was, and she could happily go for hours without so much as a glance at it, preferring to interact face to face. Given the time he knew she would check it soon, and then she would pack up and join him to make dinner plans.

The sun lazily floating toward the horizon, he rested his feet on the other chair, unbuttoned the top of his shirt and took in the view and the breeze. It had been an inordinately stressful couple of days, the type that no one should have to endure on personal time, but that was the job. His line of work paid well when you got to his level, but there were many invisible strings attached—most significantly, the creep in hours.

In any case, now he was on vacation. He would make the most of the day’s last few hours and hope for better luck tomorrow. Maybe tonight he would treat himself and Tracy to one of the more high-end restaurants they had noticed in town.

Would he? What about what he had just seen her do? Would he bring it up with her—should he bring it up with her?

His gaze returned to her spot on the beach. She was gone. He must have missed her gathering her towel and her bag and leaving the beach.

A streak of turquoise caught his eye, along with a familiar swish of light brown hair. She had packed up, alright—but she was walking over to her new friends.

He stood again and leaned against the rail, straining to see her face. She had stopped by a small group of standing spectators, close to where the two men were positioned. A rally ended and the ball trundled away on the other side of the net, and as they recovered she gave a small wave and caught their eye. Maybe he imagined it, but they seemed to stand a little taller, to puff their chests out—and when play resumed, it looked as though they threw themselves around with more gusto, more flair.

Those fuckers.

What were they trying to do exactly, anyway? Was this some kind of pathetic bro v bro contest to see who could win over the hot girl on the beach? And were they really too dumb or oblivious to notice her wedding ring?

Maybe they just didn’t care.

His racing thoughts triggered a swirl of emotions. He was pissed off—at her, at them, at his job—and he was worried. But it wasn’t entirely that straightforward.

His pride in having a beautiful younger wife had always been fueled by the furtive glances, the tentative comments. He knew other men coveted Tracy, and he knew they envied him for locking her down. But on those few occasions where someone had pushed their luck and been a little too friendly with her, his feelings on the matter had sharply diverged into a confusing duality of reactions.

He would be furious, acutely jealous, and—if he was really honest with himself—a little insecure.

But he would also be… turned on.

He didn’t understand it, and he didn’t want it. But the notion that someone else would try to hit on Tracy conjured up thoughts in his mind, images, that for reasons he couldn’t explain were disturbingly arousing for him.

And, if he thought about it, out of those two reactions it was only really the latter that he ever did anything about. He wasn’t foolish enough to make a big deal with Tracy about her getting attention from another guy, especially because—at least until now—she had done nothing wrong whatsoever as far as he knew. So with that twisting feeling in his gut and an immense frustration with himself, he would often find himself taking the next opportunity to process the whole thing by… pleasuring himself.

That was where the dial was leaning now, staring at Tracy while she watched the two topless men leap and flex across the sand. What was going through her mind? She must have known how it would look for her to go over there and watch them. And it wasn’t like she didn’t know that their condo directly overlooked this strip of beach.

Like some kind of telepathic nudge, his focus on her now coincided with her digging into her purse and taking out her phone. She held it for a moment, finally seeing her notifications and presumably reading his message, and then she quickly typed something and put it back in the bag.

She paused and looked back up at the game.

That pause turned into a linger.

She stood on that sideline for another five minutes before she waved a final goodbye and headed back toward their building. The gnawing pain he felt at having to wait for his wife to stop ogling topless men took him down that strange but all-too-familiar path: with just a few minutes until she would reach the condo, he slipped back inside, retreated to the bathroom, and blasted out all of that angst and resentment in a heady, soothing, shameful release.

It helped. But not for long.


CHAPTER TWO


“Is everything okay?” Tracy asked, drawing his eye back from the darkening horizon to where she sat on the other side of their candlelit table.

The flame illuminated her delicate features and caught on the diamond of her engagement ring so that it briefly blazed back at him. It was all a timely reminder of just how lucky he was. Her bikini had given way to a loose-fitting linen sundress, and though it was round necked with a modest fit—concealing her shapely chest—the high hem had flaunted her perfect legs as they crossed the restaurant.

What must those two men have thought, sitting almost shoulder to shoulder with his wife while she wore a bikini that covered about as much of her body as her lingerie?

He nodded and took a bite. “Sorry—that work situation has been hard to put aside.”

“I can tell.” She rubbed the top of his hand and held it. “Do you think you’ll be able to take tomorrow off?”

“‘Take tomorrow off’,” he snorted with a smile—why was this a question that had to be asked while they were on vacation, and not even for the first time?

She laughed and made an apologetic face, giving his hand a small squeeze.

“I don’t know,” he sighed. “It all depends on what comes from the report they put together tonight—there might be more questions from the higher-ups, and guess who would get to field that Q&A. What happened… why did it happen… what traffic did we get.”

She winced. “It isn’t fair that you have to deal with it.”

“Someone has to,” he shrugged. “Believe me, I’ll have my own questions when I get back to the office.”

“Someone’s in trouble,” she said in a sing-song voice, before catching herself. “Sorry… I guess someone really is in trouble.”

He snorted again and nodded through a mouthful. “I might be, too, at this rate. The management can’t and won’t understand even a layman’s explanation about the workings of a website—they just understand that making a show of firing someone will get someone else off their backs.”

“That won’t happen to you. Even if it did… you’ll move on just like that.” She snapped her fingers. “Remember, Jerry is still keeping that door open for you.”

He looked back out at the water. That much was true. Jerry’s offer would bring more money and more authority—but it would also come with more risk. He just didn’t know if life at a start-up was for him.

“Enough talking shop,” he said, relaxing his shoulders and sipping his wine. “How was your day?”

“As good as it could be, I suppose. It was relaxing, chilled. It would be nice to have a day like that with you.”

“Here’s hoping.’

“Listen,” she said, her voice faltering.

He looked up from his meal and saw her expression becoming slightly apprehensive. He realized with a sinking feeling that her demeanor up until now was laced with guilt—and she had been making an effort to gauge his mood.

She was going to talk about the beach.

He sat back and wiped his mouth with his napkin, waiting for her to go on.

“While I was on the beach, two guys came over to, I dunno… chat me up, I guess. I talked to them for a little while just to be friendly, but I feel kind of bad about it. I just wanted to be honest.”

He nodded, studying her features, poring over the words in his head. How to play this?

“Why do you feel bad about it?”

His tone wasn’t a reassuring one; his question wasn’t meant to imply some kind of absurdity in worrying about something so trivial. He was challenging her.

She fidgeted and scratched her neck, her innate confidence wavering. “Because I think I handled it wrong. They were trying to get me to watch their volleyball game, and I kind of shook them off with a ‘we’ll see’, but eventually I went over and watched for a little while. And I think that was a really shitty thing for a married woman to do.”

Her frankness wasn’t a surprise, though it was a relief. He knew Tracy had a big conscience, and a better sense of right and wrong than probably anyone else in his life. But that afternoon she had been faced with what he supposed was real temptation—and he had seen marriages collapse from exactly that.

She was still Tracy: a little overly social, sure; but she was also loyal, transparent, kind.

“Don’t feel bad,” he said, taking another bite and trying to wave the subject away. He didn’t know why that was his reaction—deep down, he wanted to dig into this more, but he supposed he wasn’t conditioned that way.

She tilted her head and gave him a doubtful look. “Seth.”

“Yeah?”

“I did something I shouldn’t have. Don’t you want to talk about it?”

He pursed his lips. “Why?”

She laughed bitterly. “What do you think I would do, if I found out you’d chatted to two hot chicks on the beach and then watched them play volleyball?”

“Who says ‘hot chicks’ anymore? I thought I was the old one.”

“You’re deflecting.”

He took a deep breath, put down his fork and gave her the proper eye contact she had been seeking.

“I’m not happy about it, no. I think you went to watch them out of more than just politeness. If we’re both being honest, I saw you after I finished work, and I wondered what you were up to.”

She blinked back, evidently having assumed after an hour or so back in his company that he hadn’t witnessed any of it. He saw her playing it all back in her mind, no doubt dwelling on the more damning moments—like when she had texted him to say she was ‘on her way’ and then watched her topless friends a little while longer.

His words hung in the air while she processed this and found a response.

She sighed, and he felt a twinge of guilt at just how upset she was becoming with herself.

“You’re right. The shittiest part is I could have just batted them away right at the start—I could have just said ‘no thanks, I’m married’. I guess I assumed they’d spot the rings, but really… I liked the attention, and I kind of wanted to drag it out.”

“So much that you went over to their game for more.”

She nodded meekly. “But that’s not an excuse. If they were big ugly slobs, I would have shut it all down right away. The attention was nice, but…” She sighed again, briefly holding her hands to her face while she gathered herself. “I mean, I was flirting. I liked it. They were… whatever… ‘hot’, and really that’s the reason why I went over to watch their game. I’m really sorry, Seth, it was horrible of me.”

He tried to keep a blank expression as he looked back at her and digested this. But he could feel that clash of emotions rushing back, and as he tried to contain it all his jaw twitched.

“Come on, Seth,” she said, exasperated, sitting back in her seat. “I can tell you’re angry. Just talk to me.”

She had just been far more honest with him than most people ever would with their spouse.

He owed it to her to speak up—even if he still didn’t understand what he was feeling, even if he felt mortified just at the thought of saying this out loud.

She crossed her legs, picked up her fork and knife and cut into her chicken with considerably more vigor than was necessary, the table wobbling as she took out her own frustration on her dish. “Whatever. Keep up the passive-aggressive bullshit, that’s super healthy.”

“Wait.”

She took a bite and glared up at him. He rubbed his face and braced for it.

“Go on.”

Fuck. He was really going to tell her.

He took a deep breath, looked her in the eye, lowered his voice, and bit the bullet.

“I was mad that you did what you did. But I got… turned on by it.”


CHAPTER THREE


She stared back at him, stunned. “You got what?”

He glanced around, but in this pricey open-air restaurant the tables were spaced out at enough of a distance that no one was within earshot.

“I don’t know what it is. Every time someone hits on you… I’m so pissed off, and I’m so… jealous, but my fucking…”

He paused, and his whispering turned into an angry hiss.

“I get all these images in my head, and my fucking dick gets hard.”

His usually controlled body language had exploded into wild arm waving, and his voice was steeped in a sudden, uncharacteristic self-loathing. Both he and Tracy reflexively looked around now, but thankfully no one seemed to have taken any notice.

“Wow,” she said quietly, looking back at him, visibly reeling at this news.

“Yeah, wow.” He sighed. “I have no idea why. It just happens, and I… fuck.”

She furrowed her brow, waiting for him to come out with it.

He leaned against the table, his voice even lower now.

“I end up jerking off thinking about it.”

She covered her mouth now, but not before he saw her lips twitch into a shocked smile. She remained motionless for a while, and everything he had felt until this point swiftly gave way to intense regret.

What was he thinking? Why would he say something like that out loud, especially to Tracy?

He sat back in his seat, defeated. This was a huge fuck-up. Unlike the chaos at work that he had been roped into, no amount of damage control could atone for this.

She leaned across the table now, her look cautious but conspiratorial.

“When we get back to the room, do you want to try some role play?”

———

“We don’t have to do this,” he said, feeling more uncomfortable than ever—yet simultaneously at his most aroused.

“I want to do this for you,” she breathed, climbing onto his lap where he sat on the couch and straddling him as she pressed long, lingering kisses to his lips.

Her hands slowly combed over his chest, and he shivered with anticipation. She nibbled his ear lobe.

“You’ve worked so hard,” she whispered, “and I’ve been out there having fun with hot guys on the beach. Let me help you blow off some steam.”

He groaned and palmed her nubile legs, running his fingers up to the hem of her dress.

“Mm, mm,” she said, in a ‘nuh uh’ tone, and lifted his hands from her thighs. “Not until I tell you what I did with those guys.”

For a second he was confused, until he realized that she really had meant role play. She was going to talk him through her wildest imaginings, and his worst nightmare—or, he supposed, what he was finally admitting to himself were his innermost twisted desires.

If there was one thing that was true of Tracy both in day-to-day life and in the bedroom, it was her confidence. She was no stranger to dirty talk, and she did it well.

He knew this was going to be something special.

She lowered herself and pressed her crotch to his, finding him stiff and ready for her. She gave him a sultry smile and slowly churned her hips, rubbing her sex against his head through their thin summer clothing.

“You want to know what I did with them… what they did to me?” she breathed.

It was partly build-up, and partly a way out. This was his last chance to pull the cord and put a stop to this.

He held her to him and kissed her, and then he relaxed against the couch and waited for whatever she had planned for him.

She bit her lip and ground one more time against his achingly hard member, her vivid blue eyes drawing his gaze and keeping it.

“Imagine how your sweet wife felt, when two muscly, good-looking young men came and sat next to her on the beach,” she said in a whisper. “Wearing only a little bikini, and so close to their two topless bodies.”

He groaned. This was killing him already. He tried to take hold of her again, but she laughed in a teasing lilt and gently removed his hands.

“You know, they were undressing me with their eyes. And to be honest, I was doing the same thing.”

She kissed him slowly, coaxing out his tongue with a flick of her own, before pulling back with a smirk. She had never teased him like this.

“Just think… the only part of them I couldn’t see was their cocks. I wondered what they were like. And the only parts of me that they couldn’t see were my chest…”

She took one of his hands and dragged it under her loose dress, laying it against one of her bountiful breasts. He gladly enveloped it with his fingers, feeling her small, hard nipple protruding bullet-like.

They each shuddered. He felt like he was discovering her body for the first time—or a different version of it, a version of his wife that he had never known until those two men apparently unlocked something in her.

“… and what’s between my legs,” she said, taking his other hand and returning it to her warm, bronze thigh. She gently tugged it higher, beneath the hem, higher still, until…

Good God.

At some point since they had returned to the condo, she had removed her panties without him knowing. And she was wet. Very wet.

He slid his finger along her damp slit and gently pressed against her hot entrance. She sighed and squirmed, and he gasped, astonished by what he had discovered between his wife’s legs as she re-imagined her time with those men in an alternate reality. He gently curled his finger, the soft squelch of her pussy driving him wild now.

But with another soft kiss she nudged his hand until he pulled back, and then she stood.

“Not until you hear what those two men did to me.”

His cock surged in his chinos.

She pointed at the twitching bulge in his crotch. “Off.”

He said nothing, trying to pace himself as he released his belt and the buttons and then tugged his pants down.

“My turn,” she said.

There were more revealing outfits in her wardrobe than the sundress she wore now, but with the hem sitting over her thighs she was all legs. She paused to watch him, gave a little smile of excitement, and then in one fluid motion she pulled the whole thing over her head and dropped it to the floor.

He stared at her, taken aback. From time to time she would go without a bra—usually around the house or for a dressed-down trip to the store, and only while wearing a loose tee or a hoodie. He didn’t remember her ever going out to dinner with him without one.

She had removed her panties, but there was no way she could have removed a bra since they got back to the condo—she must have made that decision before they went out. Had something about her interaction with those men been behind it?

She returned to his lap, this time sitting across it coquettishly with her legs bending tantalizingly in front of him.

“Do you want me to tell you what they did to me?” Her eyes flashed wickedly. “Or do you want me to show you?”

He had to clear his throat.

“Show me.”

“Good choice,” she smiled. “Get up.”

She climbed off him. As he stood, she positioned herself on the couch on her hands and knees—pouting her lips, and ever so slightly wiggling her butt.

“This is how they had me. One at each end. Which end do you want?”

Jesus.

Tracy was particularly talented with her mouth, and in normal circumstances he never turned down any chance at a blow job from her. But he needed to hear more—this dirty talk, rooted in the reality of her inappropriate socializing as much as his own warped fantasizing, was becoming like a drug for him. He silently climbed onto the couch behind her and got into place.

She smiled over her shoulder. He watched her and waited to find out what debauchery she would come out with next, but instead he felt her fingers gently wrap around his cock. He shivered, caught unawares, his hypersensitive shaft tingling as she gripped it.

“Do you want to find out how they left your wife’s pussy?”

“Fuck,” he moaned, nodding.

She bit her lip and watched him, taking her time. She didn’t immediately deliver on that offer, instead starting to gently jerk his cock. It tensed in her hand like never before.

“You’re so hard,” she gasped, for a moment dispensing with her act. The curtain seemed to fall away—he could see in her wide eyes that she was processing a side to her husband that she never could have predicted, awed by this new power she held over him.

“I want you so bad,” he admitted.

She stared up at him in thought, and then she seemed to make up her mind about something.

“Give me your hand.”

He did as she told him, and she gently pulled it lower, so that she was holding it just in front of her chest. He still wasn’t sure what she was planning to do.

Keeping it there, she then briefly let go of his cock to pull his other hand down against her hip. Now that she had him how she wanted him—gripping her waist, while she held a hand in that unexplained position in front of her—she guided the head of his cock to her folds and pushed back.

“Fuck,” he gasped, feeling her heat consume his member. He sank into her slick pussy, all the way inside, her arousal burning around him.

“They took me at each end… one like this,” she said, looking up at him as she pulled away and then pushed her ass back, taking him deep.

He groaned and trembled, overcome with need for her—her, and this act she was putting on.

“And the other like this.”

Before he knew what was going on, she tugged that spare hand up and arranged it until he was holding up two fingers. And then she sucked them into her mouth and plunged her lips down to the knuckle.

“Oh, God,” he whispered, staring on in disbelief as she rhythmically jerked her hips, sliding her tight pussy up and down his length, and enacted a blow job on his fingers.

She moaned, her muffled voice husky with very real lust, and slurped her lips free of his fingers.

“I was filled with their hard cocks… I loved it.”

He squeezed her ass cheek and began to fuck her with urgency. He tried to pull his saliva-coated hand away to grip her from the other side, but she snatched it back and hurriedly throated it, her head bobbing outrageously.

He had never been so turned on by her. He raced ahead, his mind so clouded with depravity that he could think of nothing but release now.

It arrived before he was ready for it. Holding tightly onto her ass, he unloaded into her pussy, all of those competing emotions building to a wild crescendo that gradually ebbed and left him sated yet more confused than ever.

She wasn’t done, though. Looking back with a smile that was at once mischievous and relieved at his reaction to her performance, she slowly pulled off him and rolled onto her back—without letting go of his hand.

She closed her eyes and sucked his fingers back into her mouth, while he sat in a daze at the edge of the cushion. Her hand fell between her thighs, and with her ample chest rising and falling and her legs squirming against him, she stimulated herself.

He slid his fingertips over her chest. She wheezed and jutted it upwards, silently cajoling him into playing with her rigid little nipples as her hand quivered wildly over her clit.

With her eyes still closed, she sucked his two fingers with a vigor that shocked him. He knew now that this was no act for his benefit—she was pretending to herself that she was sucking one of those guys’ cocks.

Her hand sped into a rapid blur. Her body twitched. Her moans intensified.

With a long, drawn-out silence her mouth hung agape. And then she tensed up and cried out, overcome with bliss.


CHAPTER FOUR


“We should talk about what happened just now,” he said as she returned to the lounge, having cleaned herself up and pulled on an oversized tee that she slept in.

“Now you’re all about communication,” she replied with a teasing smirk, sliding onto the cushion beside him.

“I think we’re past holding back on anything after that.”

“Agreed. So, go ahead—what have you been holding back on?”

He sat back and she swung her legs up and across his lap, resting her head on the arm of the couch. While she had been out of the room, with reality rushing back and the dust settling on that debauched session of dirty talk, he had worried about how she would interpret everything that he had admitted to; her initial enthusiasm to try out that role play could give way to doubts about his motives.

“I was being honest,” he said, “about… you know… getting turned on by the idea of you and other men. But I don’t want it to change how you see me.”

Her expression softened, and she gently took hold of his hand again. “Why would it change how I see you?!”

“I don’t know, it just… it isn’t very sexy, is it? Your husband getting off on fantasizing about you…”

He trailed off as she frowned up at him.

“I think it’s sexy,” she shrugged. “It’s very, I dunno, hedonistic.”

“Really? It just seems very… perverse.”

She laughed. “You should hear some of the things I hear from my girlfriends. And no, I won’t share them with you, and also no, I won’t share this with them.”

He breathed a sigh of relief.

“Thank you.”

She shook her head dismissively. “They might like to, but I don’t share details of our sex life with other people.”

“So you really don’t think it’s weird?”

“I’m the one who flirted with men who weren’t my husband and watched them jump around topless. I’m in no position to judge.”

“Forget about that. I mean it—I don’t know what you really make of this.”

She smiled sweetly and then pushed up to hug him. “All of that aside—no, I don’t think it’s weird, no, I’m not judging you, and no, I don’t think any less of you. Hey, you were man enough to own up to it, and I bet a lot of men wouldn’t be. And look at the sex we got out of it.”

He laughed quietly. “That’s true.”

“How often do you think about this?”

The question caught him off guard. Her expression was pensive, reflective—and he realized she was probably thinking back over her years with him for any signs she’d missed, any incidents that this revelation might now cast in a new light.

“Not very much, I swear. I wouldn’t say this to anyone else, but I consider myself a… well, a pretty jealous person. It’s just, when something happens—mainly when a guy makes a move on you—I get this rush of jealousy plus…”

“Plus a big boner.”

“That’s one way of putting it.”

She nodded hesitantly. “Maybe you get turned on by it because of all that jealousy. People have all kinds of weird fantasies tied up in their insecurities and fears. Some are pretty dark, too—you ever read any erotic literature online?”

“Nope.”

“Well, I’ll save you some time. This is nothing. In fact, it’s a thing.”

He shook his head, losing track. “It’s nothing, or it’s a thing?”

She giggled. “Don’t worry. I’m just saying: what you’re talking about is common. And there are way worse things to be into.”

“Okay,” he nodded, for the first time feeling reassured.

She stretched out and yawned. “I’m tired after all that sun and wine. And, well, this. Bed?”

“Sure. I’ll be there in a minute.”

She pushed herself up, kissed him, and strode across the lounge to the bedroom.

He sat and stared at the black ocean outside, trying to wrap his head around everything that had transpired in the space of just a few hours. For years he had dismissed and suppressed those strange, confusing feelings whenever his wife’s fidelity was challenged, but after her encounter with those men on the beach, their conversations about it, and the warped sex that had ensued… he finally stopped resisting his own thoughts and he accepted them.

It felt like a weight was being lifted by acknowledging this, and that was before he considered the unexpected perks. He was starting to see himself in a new light—along with their relationship. In fact, if what his wife had just told him was to be believed, his worldview had just been rocked.

He reached for his phone, opened an Incognito tab, and ran the first of what would become many searches that night.

By the time he joined a sleeping Tracy in their bedroom, he had taken a deep dive into an aspect of sex and married life that he had never considered. He was shaken—and he was so worked up that he had to stealthily indulge one more time in their ensuite before he called it a night.

For a long time, sleep eluded him. He was excited.

If that was how Tracy had reacted to their brief discussion in the restaurant… how would she react if he suggested they take it even further?


CHAPTER FIVE


His fantasies would have to wait, because the next day began in even worse fashion than he had feared. The report from the dev team only gave him more cause for concern; meanwhile his stand-in had called in sick from the stress, and the VP overseeing the product launch had just scheduled a meeting in only a few hours’ time to demand answers.

“It’s going to be the same deal as yesterday,” he sighed, shaking his head at the fresh horrors awaiting him in his inbox. “I think you’re gonna be on your own again.”

“No…” She sat next to him. “I’m so sorry this is happening to you.”

“Don’t be. I’ll do what I can, and I’ll keep you posted—maybe I can still get away this afternoon.”

She kissed his cheek and affectionately ran her hands through his hair. “I hope so. It would be nice to hang out with you down there. I’ll pick up something for us to eat at lunchtime, at least.”

“Sounds good.”

He caught up on everything that he had missed while she got ready. It wasn’t long until he was deep into a series of early morning chats with members of the team to prepare himself for the crunch call, and he had lost track of time when Tracy came over to say goodbye and wish him luck.

He watched her as she left the condo wearing a red bikini with a patterned sarong, once again a stunning sight that no man on the beach would be able to resist stealing a glimpse at. Maybe, like her friends the previous day, one or two might be bold enough to try for more than just a look.

The thought brought back that rush of peculiar, intense excitement. Before the hard work started, he stepped away from his laptop and allowed himself a moment to do something about it and clear his mind.

———

Via a series of quickfire calls he composed a summary of the team’s findings that he could discuss with the VP, Peter. Perhaps more importantly, he prepared his own take on the situation and his proposed next steps, a set of internal guidelines and safeguards that he believed would mitigate future risk—and the chance of anyone losing their job.

He gave himself a fifteen minute break to grab some fresh air and get his head right before the main call. Naturally that brought him out onto the balcony, already baking beneath the mid-morning sun. He squinted through its reflection on the gentle waves and scanned the still quiet beach below, quickly picking out Tracy among the scattered sunbathers.

She looked incredible. He couldn’t believe he had come all this way just to watch his wife go out looking like that—spending more time as eye candy for everyone else than in his company.

He dismissed the thought and came back inside, stretching in the refreshing cool of the air-conditioned lounge. He had to keep his head in the game.

He joined the meeting a minute early and found the VP waiting there already. The call began.

———

Over an hour passed before they wrapped up the conversation, well beyond the scheduled thirty minutes. Unsurprisingly it had been fraught, with a few hair-raising responses early on that were essentially veiled threats, but he felt it had gone about as well as it could have. Peter seemed to take stock of the controls and measures that he had suggested they implement—and by the end of the conversation it looked like the team’s account of the incident and his own proposals would be relayed straight up the chain of command, in lieu of anyone being thrown under the bus.

He returned to the balcony and breathed. All that remained now was to wait for Peter’s promised recap of his imminent meeting with his own boss, and for the devs to confirm that his final instructions had been carried out. If all of that went to plan, he could return to his wife and enjoy their vacation at last.

He leaned against the railing and looked for her. It was a beautiful day and the beach had filled up while he had been inside, to such an extent that it was maybe a little too busy for comfort—the beachgoers were almost arranged like sardines down there. He was sure he was looking at the spot where he had last seen Tracy, but he couldn’t pick her out.

There was some activity down by the volleyball net. His heartbeat lurching into gear, his eyes drifted over to the assembled athletes preparing for another game, and…

No way.

Just to the side of the court, Tracy was standing between those same two men in blue trunks, her body language unabashedly flirtatious. With the pair of young, athletic, tall men sandwiching her lithe frame at an overfamiliar distance, it was just about the sexiest thing he had ever witnessed involving people with their clothes on: his wife returning to the two men who had hit on her, once again barely wearing anything at all.

Hell, he couldn’t remember seeing anything more powerfully, darkly erotic than this. He could have sworn he actually felt the burst of dopamine and testosterone explode through him, his mind and body fizzing with the intense arousal.

The stress of the last few days had been all the more potent for having taken place here, where he was supposed to be taking a break from it all—coupled with the frustration of being cooped up right next to the beach while Tracy could head out alone and, apparently, still enjoy herself. He craved some real excitement, something to make up for the perpetual frustration he had endured.

They had only talked about it for the first time the previous night, but the twisted places that his mind was now going to didn’t seem so terrifying—or so implausible—after their conversation.

Maybe it was all getting to him. Maybe he was too strung out from the rollercoaster of emotions, arousal and stress of this trip.

But maybe, here on vacation, the idea forming in his mind wasn’t as crazy as it first seemed.


CHAPTER SIX


“How did it go?” Tracy asked, a tentative look on her face as she strode in with a takeout bag.

“Actually—not as bad as it could have. I’m just waiting to hear back from him after his call with the senior management. But unless he just bullshitted me and really wants to sell me out, I think we live to fight another day.”

“Phew.” She took out the two cartons of salad and sat beside him on the couch. “And your team?”

“I’ll put in place the measures I explained to him. The guy who caused this to happen had no previous record of mistakes like this—so he’s on thin ice, and it’s something for me to manage, but that’s as far as it goes. I don’t want to give the senior team a whiff of heads rolling at this point, because the next time it could be my head.”

“Corporate life,” she said, scrunching her nose in disgust. “So political.”

“It isn’t as simple as beach life,” he said with a wry grin.

She held up a finger in a ‘hold that thought’ gesture as she chewed. The wait was seconds, but it felt like whole minutes—he knew where this was going.

“Those guys from yesterday—they’re down there again.”

He smiled through a mouthful. “I saw.”

She gave him a coy, faux-reproachful look. “So you’re keeping tabs on me.”

“Sure. But we both know the reasons for that now.”

“You liked what you saw?” she asked, half teasing, half sincere. He could tell that she wasn’t entirely sure whether his admission the previous evening still stood, whether he had perhaps reassessed those feelings now, having seen the two men coming back for another try.

Wait—had they?

He paused and nodded. “I did. But who approached who this time?”

She smiled guiltily, reading him closely. “Um… I did. It felt weird to see them over there again and not say hi. I guess I was less worried about it after our conversation. But yeah, it wasn’t just that.”

“You really have a thing for them, don’t you?”

“I do not!” she said with an indignant laugh, which quickly subsided when she saw that he was serious. “It’s not a thing, it just… Well, it’s two hot guys in little swim trunks. Do I have to spell it out for you?”

“You can if you want.”

She gave him a weary smile. “I still don’t know if you’re for real, with what you said last night.”

“Then how’s this for clarity: I want you to invite them up here.”

“Seth,” she laughed. “Are you out of your mind?!”

“Honestly, maybe. It’s been a weird couple of days. But I swear to God, it’s all I want right now.”

“I think you just need to jerk off.”

“I’ve jerked off about this several times, on top of what we did last night. And I still want it.”

She looked at him. He could tell she was trying to decide whether he was crazy or just testing her.

“I know how it sounds,” he said. “And I know it’s unusual—”

“Unusual doesn’t even begin to describe it.”

”—but I don’t care. Both of those guys want to fuck you. Clearly, you want them to fuck you. And I want them to fuck you. So, why not?”

She laughed in shock. “Why not? How long have you got?”

“Look me in the eye and say you don’t want them to fuck you,” he said, as gently and casually as he could.

She opened her mouth to say something, but evidently she didn’t have the words. She couldn’t outright deny that, even if it hadn’t been her exact intention in talking to the two men.

He nodded, waiting for her.

“I wasn’t trying to do anything with them,” she started. “I’m a married woman, here on vacation with my husband, with no history of cheating. Or threesomes. But…”

She paused, biting her lip and looking out at the ocean beyond their window.

“But, fine. I suspect they would have a threesome with me, given the chance. And in some kind of fantasy, ideal world, where there were none of the reasons not to… I would do it.”

That reply sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through his veins. He tried to affect calm as much as possible.

“Well, right now, I don’t think there are any of those reasons not to.”

“You do, do you?”

He listed them on his fingers.

“Your husband wants you to do it, for one thing. You’re on vacation, for another, in a place where we don’t know anyone—and no one knows who we are or what we’re up to. And, last but not least, I’ll be in the same room—so safety won’t be a problem.”

She was speechless for a few moments while she processed this, her mind instinctively looking for the holes in his rationale.

She landed on the most obvious remaining hurdle.

“Let’s say they definitely do want to have a threesome with me. Who says they want to have it with you present?”

“Seems like a fair deal.”

“A fair deal,” she scoffed, shaking her head.

But still, he was serious.

She stared out the window as she took the last bite of her salad. Evidently, the temptation was real—he fought to contain his excitement, staying silent for fear of saying anything that might dissuade her from a prospect to which she now seemed to be giving serious consideration.

“If you really think this is what you want,” she started.

“I do.”

“Then fine. I’m going to take your word for it and call your bluff. I’ll invite them up here, and I’ll try to give you what you want.”

“What we both want,” he quickly added; his mind scrambling at the same time to accept that she really was agreeing to this.

“But if they go along with it, and I really do bring them up here… well, it isn’t like whatever happens after that can be undone.”

He knew that all too well. And he knew that really doing something like this wouldn’t come without a heavy dose of the jealousy and anguish that usually drowned out the sordid lust that accompanied the notion of Tracy straying.

But those feelings were secondary now. He had finally embraced the strange kink that he had fought so hard to suppress—and he was all in.


CHAPTER SEVEN


The follow-up call with the VP was delayed until the next morning. Seth was instantly concerned, but when Peter explained that his own meeting had been postponed he tried to put it out of his mind. He had done everything that he could, and it was now out of his hands.

He instead focused on making sure that the team’s final checks were complete, confirming that the future version of the site was now safely sequestered in a staging area where it was impossible for a repeat incident to take place without a sequence of manual approvals, and that there was no trace online of the information that had been published prematurely. And then he put away his laptop.

Out of sight, out of mind.

He returned to the balcony. Tracy had been back on the beach for over half an hour—this time on a lounger right beside the volleyball court—waiting for him to let her know when he was done with work, having promised to keep her phone out for a change. With her two new friends still in action by the net, he was relieved to see that they hadn’t missed their window of opportunity.

When he texted her, he saw her quickly scoop up her phone, read the message, and turn toward their building, scanning the dozens of balconies across the twenty stories until she appeared to spot him. She gave him a wave and he returned it, and then she went back to watching the game.

He took off his shirt, sat, and sipped at his beer, back in holiday mode. But this time there would be little relaxation; he was even more nervous now than he had been going into that morning’s call.

How would the two men react? Would they accept her offer?

And if they did, what was his beautiful, sweet wife about to do with them?

The game dragged on. He clung to the small interactions that he noticed from his high perch: the little breaks in play where one or both happened to pass by her lounger and exchange a few words; the moments when one of them secured a point and she applauded and whooped a little too enthusiastically; and the riveting moment when they took a water break and she pretended to adjust her chair, in doing so bending over and sticking out her ass in the direction of the players—drawing not only the attention of both men, but at least four or five of their fellow athletes.

It surpassed even the image of her flirting with them both earlier in the day, when they had all stood so closely together in their minimal swimwear. Seth was even more certain now that he wanted this.

Finally, the game ended, and once they had broken from one last team huddle she waved them over. In a moment of both relief and overwhelming suspense for Seth, they joined her—one sitting on the empty lounger next to her, and the other sitting on hers, right beside her bare legs.

He couldn’t believe it. He and Tracy hadn’t imagined this—these guys were making a real effort to get in her pants.

The fucking audacity.

He felt a spike of resentment at the thought, but it came with another surge of exhilaration. They wanted his wife, and he wanted them to take her.

They talked for some time as the rest of the volleyball players gradually dispersed. The flirting was obvious from the playful laughter, the unsubtle posing, and especially the little touches on bare biceps and thighs. She was so much more brazen now—seemingly liberated by the free pass from her husband, she was clearly relishing the attention of these men and showed no qualms about courting them in public. He wondered what those sitting nearby might be thinking, whether they had any inkling that she had very real plans for the pair.

It was intoxicating, but the wait seemed endless. He hoped she was just biding her time rather than getting cold feet, because the conversation stretched well beyond the end of the game, the two men getting very comfortable either side of her.

Until, finally, the moment arrived.

The body language of the trio abruptly grew more reserved. The two men leaned in, with Tracy evidently lowering her voice. They all stayed in that position for some time, furtively whispering.

A part of Seth had been glad to leave the proposition in her hands, to be spared from any logistical wrangling and be left with only the main event—should they accept. But now that it was happening he was itching to know what was being said down there, to see their reactions to this once-in-a-lifetime offer.

They stopped talking, and he saw the two men exchange a look. More whispering. A question for Tracy.

Then all three turned toward the building, and she pointed upward, locating the balcony.

Oh, fuck.

He was just sitting there, like the voyeur that he apparently wished he could be. What must those men have thought, he wondered, looking up to see that their interactions with Tracy had been monitored by her husband all this time—and not for the reasons they would probably expect?

More conferring. He had no idea how this was going down. He squinted, trying to make out their expressions, but it was no use from this far up.

Eventually they stood, and his heart sank.

It was a no. Of course it was a no.

Then one of them extended a hand, and with his assistance Tracy stood up and gathered her towel and her bag.

And then all three began to walk toward the building.

———

While they made their way up, he slid back inside and tried to slow his racing thoughts.

Tracy was really going to do it. Their marriage would never be the same.

He had little time to think about it now. He double-checked that the place was presentable and that no valuables had been left out, and then he ran through what he was planning to say, bracing himself for the inevitable awkwardness. He would do what he could to put them all at ease and hope to dispel any discomfort—‘act like I’m not even here’ was the goal. If he could manage that, he could relax enough to just enjoy this, if that was even the right word.

When the door clicked open his chest thudded with anticipation, and he stepped forward to introduce himself. Tracy emerged, gently tugging each of the men inside by the hand. She smiled as she saw Seth approach.

“No need to talk,” she said, reading his intentions, and she dropped her belongings to the floor. “Just sit and relax.”

He hesitated, unprepared for this start to proceedings, as the door closed behind their two guests. The eye contact was brief, and deeply awkward for all three of the men—but aside from that, they looked confident. Very confident.

Tracy nodded reassuringly and tilted her head toward the lounge area, silently imploring him now to take a seat, and at the same time removing her sarong. He realized that he was inadvertently blocking their way.

With one final look at his wife, communicating as best as he could his love and trust before such a wild, irreversible transgression, he turned and retreated to one of the armchairs in the condo’s living space. He sat and made himself comfortable, in what felt like the final surrender of his wife to the two men.

Tracy didn’t miss a beat. Dressed only in her bikini, she took them by the hand again and led them toward the couch. Without a word, the two men sat down side by side, staring expectantly at his wife. He realized with both a thrill and a jolt of terror that the three had, to some extent, already talked about what they would do in front of him; with bated breath he waited for her next move to confirm it.

Sure enough, she positioned herself in front of them and slowly descended to her knees.

He stiffened immediately. He couldn’t believe she was about to do something this vulgar—but, then again, this was her specialty.

She stared up at them and rubbed their groins through the fabric of their trunks, while they hungrily studied her body, no doubt silently imagining what they might soon do to her. The fabric over each crotch twitched and rose, their cocks readying for his wife.

She reached up and released the drawstrings holding up both pairs of trunks simultaneously. His mind was still racing to catch up with the rapid sequence of events that had brought them straight from the doorway to this obscene position, and he wasn’t ready for the moment when she hooked her fingers beneath both waistbands, tugged them down, and released two bare, hard shafts mere inches from her face.

They watched expectantly as she pulled the trunks down, letting them fall to their shins, and got comfortable between them. She sat up on her heels, bit her lip as she absorbed their intense, ravenous stares, and reached behind her back…

Before untying the string that held up her bikini top, and dropping it to the floor.

Seth stared at the surreal scene before him, so overstimulated by this point that his body was quivering. It felt as though reality was rushing far ahead, leaving him scrambling to pick up the pieces. If the idea of Tracy being with other men had become like a drug for him overnight, then this was an almost instant overdose.

He was riveted.

His wife was kneeling before two hard cocks with her perfect, shapely breasts on display. The two men silently leered at her bare chest, their own minds filling with unspeakable thoughts and images.

He felt another stab of pain. This was the love of his life, supposedly his and his alone—yet he was gifting them to these complete strangers, two beach jocks who had been arrogant and selfish enough to pursue another man’s wife, and were now being rewarded for their efforts.

The anguish only made the realization more intoxicating.

Her fingertips slowly slid up an inner thigh to either side of her, maddeningly slowly. All three men watched as her hands reached the base of those two pulsing, throbbing cocks.

In perfect synchronization, she gingerly curled a finger of each hand upon their shafts, one by one, until she was holding them both in her loose fists.

She was down on her knees with her breasts on show, but she was the one in control here. She had all three men captivated, watching her unblinkingly.

Her eyes drifted from one face to the other—from the smarmy blond to her left, to his quietly confident dark-featured friend to her right—teasing them both as she decided who to start with.

She made up her mind. She ran her tongue over her upper lip agonizingly slowly, before quickly turning her head to cast her husband one last provocative glance. And then, with both fists gently pumping the cocks of two other men, she leaned forward and slurped one straight into her mouth.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Seth unfastened his shorts and shoved his hand inside as he watched his wife service the two men, jacking them off while her lips and tongue alternated between them. She had an almost shocking flair for blow jobs, a talent that for years had been solely his to enjoy—but which was now being served up to two others in tandem.

His own cock raged and seeped as he absorbed this incredible, agonizing, captivating sight. He wondered if he would ever be able to look at her again without being instantly turned on.

As her head bobbed and her hands bounced in their laps, the room was filled with sounds that would have turned his stomach had they not driven him so wild with frustrated lust for her. The smack of her lips against strange cocks, the light, rhythmic thrum of her pumping fists, the sighs and groans of pleasure from the other men. Each one disgusted him yet electrified him.

It was so crude, so intimate, so depraved.

It was even better than he had imagined.

She kept going for a few minutes, but just as they seemed to be enjoying her mouth in earnest—he realized with a dark thrill that they were getting close to coming in his wife’s mouth—she slipped her lips free and released them from her grip.

“Up,” she whispered.

And then she stood and gripped the waistband of her bikini bottoms. With the three men staring intently, each one completely in her thrall for very different reasons, she wriggled out of them and dropped them to the floor.

Tracy stood there naked, her two guests taking in the sight of her married pussy—theirs to claim.

And then they wordlessly pushed up, made room for her, and kneeled back down on the couch, waiting for her to climb on between them. It was the exact set-up that she had described to Seth the previous night.

As he watched this all unfold, it felt as if his brain was throbbing along with his cock. It was torment and titillation all at once, two opposite extremes that each fed the other. He knew deep down that he and Tracy had gotten way ahead of themselves here, diving into a fantasy that neither of them had really recognized until less than twenty-four hours earlier, and which they probably didn’t yet fully understand.

But that only upped the stakes and the thrill. It was rash, impulsive, and that made it so much more real.

Even though he knew what was coming, there was no way he could truly be ready for it. Tracy climbed onto the couch between the pair, all three of them naked and on their knees. She again took a cock in each hand, though this time she had positioned herself to face the darker-haired man, slowly pumping his shaft in front of her and the blond’s right behind her back—dizzyingly close to her ass.

Before Seth had time to register that heady sight, she leaned up and kissed the man in front of her. Absurd as it was, he hadn’t expected her to kiss either of them; in a way it seemed more intimate and personal than fucking them. His cock lurched in his hand.

He watched, stunned, as his wife’s tongue swirled with that of another man—before she turned and breezily repeated the act with his friend, all the while squeezing their raging erections.

This is insanity. It was an oddly pleasing thought.

He could tell by this point that these two prospective lovers were just the types to readily dive into something like this: they were reckless; ‘young, dumb and full of come’; but also smug. This was all a game to them, a story they would probably recount with pride for years. But Tracy…

She was made for monogamy. She was popular with everyone, and always juggling a number of social commitments, but ultimately her life revolved around her marriage. Her dedication to him, her endless support, the importance she placed on their quality one-on-one time, even the thoughtful little things like the homemade brownies she baked for his office—the kind of love she showed him wasn’t something he saw in many of the relationships in his circles.

He was at the point now where he had witnessed a few of his friends’ marriages collapse, as each pair drifted apart or more obvious issues developed between them… or someone even cheated. He had always rested easy that none of those fates would befall him and Tracy. Sometimes you just know.

Yet here she was, about to fuck two men right in front of him.

She broke off from the second kiss and scooted into place directly between them, facing lengthwise along the couch. Her bare ass brushed against one cock, and Seth’s throbbed from the warped delight it brought him. She stooped and sank her lips back down the blond’s member, and at the same time the other man gently took her by the hips—his naked wife—and shuffled closer.

Seth didn’t know where to look: at his wife’s gorgeous face sliding up and down that hard shaft, with those bright eyes gazing up at the recipient; her ass now in the second man’s hands as she parted her legs and he brought his bulging member right up toward her folds; her back arching as she opened up at either end, ready to be double-teamed.

He lightly pumped his own cock. Why did this feel so fucking good?! If it was possible he would have happily watched this for hours and jerked off, just wanting to keep on experiencing this colossal mind-fuck and the heightened sensation it gave his member.

But almost instantly he had to slow down. A raw, unsheathed cock was now thrusting up between Tracy’s thighs, she was relaxing against its head, and with a sultry moan around the other dick that was filling her mouth she took it all the way inside her.

He watched on, stunned. The dark-haired man gripped her ass firmly now, his eyes blazing as he took in the sight of another man’s wife on the end of his cock—and he swiftly began to fuck her, hard.

“Oh… oh… yes,” she murmured, slipping free of the other’s cock and instead jerking it as she closed her eyes and basked in the sensation.

The silence of the lounge was filled with the light groans and grunts from all three, with Tracy the loudest as her own emotions and senses were compounded. Beneath his now extreme arousal, he had briefly worried that in this position—getting spit-roasted, a thought that brought him another prolonged throb of lust—the experience could be demeaning or degrading for his wife. That Seth, Tracy or even both of them might find this wasn’t what they had hoped for, when faced with the reality of her getting pounded at both ends like some life-sized sex toy.

Well, that doubt was quickly extinguished. There was no sign here of anyone being used, and certainly not Tracy. She had never looked so deeply, intensely turned on; and as she moved in sync with both of them, convulsing with need and squirming to take each cock all the way, it was also increasingly clear that the one deriving the most pleasure among the group was her.

The pace quickened. With one palm gently pressed to the back of her head, and the other pair of hands alternately gripping her by the waist and roaming over her luscious ass cheeks, she was pinned in place against the two cocks and relishing it. She bounced between those men, groaning appreciatively—at one point even clawing at them, silently demanding they go faster and deeper.

Just as they seemed to be building to a crescendo, her lips smacked off the end of that fat, rigid cock and her hips pulled away entirely from the one that had been embedded in her pussy. She looked at Seth for a second, silently appraising his reaction to all of this—finding him jacking off in his shorts and staring wide-eyed back at her.

She breezily turned around and took up the same position, facing in the opposite direction. Her lips slipped over the cock that had just been between her legs, while the one she had previously been throating was now pushing against her folds.

Both shafts speared her at opposing ends. The men looked down at their conquest with a new hunger, and Seth realized that this swap was the precursor to their grand finale.

Straight away Tracy was sucking and pumping that thing like her life depended on it, her cheeks taut and the mix of saliva and pre-come swishing audibly; and she was meeting the vigorous thrusts from behind by slamming her ass back against her other partner’s crotch with a satisfying rhythmic slap. Seth’s ears were filled by the surround sound of his wife getting dominated at both ends. Or perhaps she was the one doing the dominating, he thought—mastering those two cocks with jaw dropping gusto.

The speed became frantic, the men’s faces contorting from the concentration and their approaching gratification. As she stuffed herself full of cock and eagerly worked them toward release, Tracy’s pretty face was so distorted from the mix of exertion and lust that it was almost unrecognizable.

It occurred to him that he had only ever seen an expression like that from a porn actress. His stomach sank and his cock surged as he realized that was essentially what Tracy was in this moment, only she was getting as much out of this as her spectator—if not more.

“MmmmGGGHH!”

She sank her lips all the way down the cock in her mouth and clung onto the base, keeping herself rooted as her face tensed. She fell silent for a moment, and then she let out a high-pitched whimper, and then another, her body undulating feverishly.

She was coming.

“Fuck,” the man behind her grunted, pounding her fiercely now. His hands grabbed her with new aggression, his fingers digging into the flesh, distorting the shade of her skin.

And then he plunged all the way inside, pinned her to his crotch, and gasped as he filled her with come.

She had to pull free of the other cock, so overcome by her own body-shaking orgasm, as well as an apparent urge to look back and admire the sight of the stranger now blasting his seed into her from behind. She gasped for breath, closed her eyes once more, and focused on the sensations now rippling through her ravaged body.

They went on and on. It was a sight better than any Seth could have ever imagined.

And when her release finally subsided, she plunged back into the other man’s lap and gave him everything, staring up at him unblinkingly with the filthiest look in her eyes that her husband had ever seen.

Reaching back with her free hand to keep her other partner from pulling out—sinuously swirling and bucking her hips against his still-hard member—she gave the cock in her mouth everything that she had.

Her tongue lashed, her lips squeezed, her fist kneaded. She was giving him all of her best moves. They were the same moves that Seth had enjoyed so many times, but this looked somehow different—and better.

Maybe it was the sheer debauchery of the situation. Maybe it was fueled by the over-stimulation Tracy must have felt with her waning orgasm and a pussy still stuffed full of cock and come. Maybe he just imagined it.

But what she was giving that asshole from the beach now looked like the best blowjob she had ever given.

It must have been, because in a matter of seconds he was gripping her tightly, cursing out loud, and unleashing his load down her throat.

Seth finally tightened his grip around his oozing, frothing cock, pumped a few more times, and creamed his shorts.

———

The aftermath was a blur. All four had come within moments of each other, leaving them in a heady post-orgasmic daze at the same time.

The two men had gotten what they wanted out of Tracy, and it turned out they were due back down on the beach soon for the next game of their tournament. With one last flirty goodbye—a casual, affection-free farewell that looked like something out of a college dorm—she saw them out and closed the door to the condo.

They were alone.

She approached him slowly, gauging his reaction to what she had just done. They had rushed into this with minimal communication; in hindsight it had been an insane risk to take, with so much left undiscussed that probably should have been.

He stood up, took her in his arms, and kissed her passionately.

An insane risk, yes—but one that had paid off from his perspective.

He had to have her.


CHAPTER NINE


THE NEXT DAY

Seth took his seat on the plane alone and stared out at the runway.

What the hell had happened? The last twenty-four hours had left him reeling.

After those men had set out for the beach, he had taken Tracy back for himself—again, and again, and again. For hours they made love, talked it out, and then made love again, an endless, glorious cycle. She had no regrets, she told him, and he reassured her that he felt the same way. Despite the risks, it had ended perfectly.

He took out his phone and opened the email that he had discovered later that evening, along with the various missed calls and voicemails. The email that had brought him crashing back down to Earth.

He was being summoned back to the office for an urgent meeting with senior management. He was pretty sure he knew what that meant. A lamb to slaughter. The fall guy.

Whatever they had planned for him, he didn’t care—regardless of the fact that he knew he could have done nothing to prevent the error that had caused all of this. The crisis with the website had been one too many, and now he was having to leave his vacation early for their bullshit. He was done. Little did those assholes know, regardless of the outcome he would be walking straight out of there and jumping in a cab to go and meet Jerry for a coffee—it was time to take that leap.

As he stared at that email, the vague and polite wording that he knew may as well have been a finger-pointing tirade, the phone buzzed in his hand.

Tracy was calling.

“Hello?”

“Hi,” she said, sounding a little breathy. The speaker of his phone crackled from the breeze, and distant shouts sounded in the background. “Have you boarded yet?”

“Yeah, you caught me just in time—I was about to turn my phone off. What’s up?”

“Did Jerry confirm?”

“He did.”

“Good,” she said, with a relieved sigh—but it sounded shaky, tinged with something he couldn’t put his finger on.

“Is there… something else?”

She paused, then gave a strange, almost nervous laugh. He waited in silence until she cleared her throat and started again with her voice lowered.

“Sorry. I’m calling to ask you something which I now realize is crazy.”

“Try me.”

He heard her take a deep breath.

“I’m down on the beach, and, well, guess who else showed up.”

“Well, they’re there every day for that tournament. I think you’re the one who showed up.”

She laughed. “Okay, fine. I went over to say hi. But I didn’t plan on…”

She was having trouble getting the words out. His chest began to thump; he suspected he knew where this was going.

“On what, Tracy?” he asked, as gently as he could.

“They want to hang out after their game ends. At one of those beach bars a little further along—just a drink, to keep me company. Is that okay?”

He saw the flight attendants moving along the rows, checking that seatbelts were on and devices were off. He had seconds to end this call—to decide whether he was okay with what she was asking.

“Seth?”

He thought it through quickly. He was fine with her accompanying them to a bar. But he preferred they choose a more intimate venue.

“Invite them up.”

He could sense the shock in her silence down the line. The nearest crew member was just a few rows away now.

“Shit. I’ve got to turn off my phone now.”

“Are you sure, Seth?”

“Positive. I want you to do whatever you feel like doing.”

“Fuck, this is hot. I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

“Sir, I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to switch your phone off or to airplane mode,” a voice blurted out in front of him.

“Have fun.”

“I promise I will.”

He hung up, held up the phone sarcastically as he switched it off, and sat back as the flight attendant haughtily continued toward the rear of the plane.

Something in their marriage had been unlocked. Something intoxicating, powerful—dangerous.

In a few hours’ time he would land, and by then he would have no idea what else his wife may have done with her two new friends. It was going to be a torturous wait as he processed this huge step and steeled himself to find out the sordid details.

And he wished it could last as long as possible.
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