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Neighbor’s Son
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The heat pressed down on everything. I lay naked on the daybed, legs spread, one arm thrown over my eyes against the sun. Oil and sweat made my skin slick. My heavy tits rose and fell with each breath. My shaved pussy completely exposed to the air. To Made's eyes.

Tom had left an hour ago. Kissed me goodbye. Told me to enjoy the day. The words carrying weight they hadn't before all of this started.

Made was already in the pool. Swimming naked. I could hear the water moving. Could feel his eyes on my naked body. The 18-year-old son of our Balinese neighbors had been coming over almost daily now. His parents thought he was helping with pool maintenance.

They had no idea what their son was actually doing to me.

I moved my arm from my eyes. Looked toward the pool through my lashes. Made floated near the edge, his dark eyes locked on my body. On my heavy tits with their fat nipples already hard in the heat. On the curve of my strong thighs. On my exposed pussy.

He wasn't hiding his erection. His massive cock stood straight up out of the water. Thick as my wrist. Long. Curved slightly. So much bigger than Tom's. The biggest I'd ever taken.

My pussy clenched watching him. I sat up. My heavy tits swayed with the movement. I planted my feet on either side of the daybed, knees bent, completely open to his gaze.

"You just going to float there today?"

Made's eyes widened. He moved through the water toward me. Strong strokes. Pulled himself out of the pool in one smooth motion. Water streamed off his lean brown body, catching the sunlight. His massive cock jutted from his body. Hard. Ready. Obscene.

He walked toward me. Drops of pool water trailing behind him on the hot stone patio. His eyes never left my naked body. Never stopped devouring every curve.

My heart rate kicked up despite how many times we'd done this now. The taboo still hit me hard. Still made my pussy clench with anticipation and need.

Made stopped a foot away from the daybed. His massive cock at eye level. Thick. Dark. The head already wet with precum. So hard it looked painful.

I wrapped my fingers around his shaft. Both hands barely covering half his length. Felt the heat of him. The pulse of blood under smooth skin. I stroked him once. Twice. Watched his stomach muscles clench and jump.

"You want my mouth?"

"Yes." His voice came out rough. Desperate.

I leaned forward. Licked the precum from his tip. Tasted salt and chlorine and young male arousal. I looked up at him through my lashes. His jaw was tight. His hands at his sides. Trembling.

I opened my mouth. Took him inside. My lips stretched around his thick shaft. So much thicker than Tom's. My tongue pressed against the underside. I took him deeper. Inch by inch until he hit the back of my throat. Still not halfway down his length.

"Unnnh." Made groaned. A long, low sound that came from deep in his chest.

I pulled back. Let him slide almost out. Then took him deep again. Set up a rhythm. My heavy tits swayed as I worked him. My hand came up to cup his balls. They were tight and heavy in my palm.

"Fuck." Made's hands finally moved. Touched my hair. Gentle at first. Testing to see what I'd allow.

I took him deeper. Relaxed my throat. Let him slide all the way in until my nose pressed against his pelvis. I held him there. Swallowed around him. Felt him throb in my throat.

"Ahhh." Made's hands tightened in my hair. Not pulling. Just holding on. His hips started to move. Small thrusts. Fucking my mouth in careful, measured strokes.

I pulled off. Gasped for air. A string of saliva connected my lips to his massive cock. I stroked him with both hands. Fast and firm. Needed both hands to cover his length properly.

"You like fucking my throat?"

"Yes. God, yes."

I took him back in. Let him thrust deeper this time. Let him use my mouth. My other hand moved between my own legs. Found my clit. Started rubbing slow circles while I sucked his young cock.

"Mmm." I moaned around his cock.

Made's thrusts got faster. Less controlled. His breathing harsh and ragged. His fingers gripped my hair tight enough to sting.

I could feel him getting close. Could taste more precum flooding my mouth. Could feel his balls drawing up tight in my other hand.

I pulled off again. Held him at the base of his shaft. Both hands squeezing hard to stop him from coming.

"Not yet."

"Fuck." Made's whole body was trembling. His massive cock jerked in my hands. He looked down at me with glazed, desperate eyes.

I stood up. My naked body pressed against his wet skin. I pushed him backward toward the daybed.

Made fell back onto the daybed. His massive cock jutting straight up. I climbed over him. Straddled his hips. My heavy tits hanging over his chest. My shaved pussy hovering just above his thick cock.

"I can't believe this is real." Made's hands gripped my strong thighs. His fingers digging into my flesh. "That I have a hot Canadian milf next door to my parents."

I reached down. Gripped his massive cock. Positioned him at my entrance.

"And you get to fuck me."

I sank down onto him. The stretch immediate and intense. So thick.

"Ahhh." I gasped. Took him inch by inch. My pussy stretching around his girth. Accommodating his length.

"Unnnh." Made groaned. His hands moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed. Pinched my fat nipples.

I bottomed out. His massive cock buried completely inside me. I stayed still for a moment. Let my pussy adjust. Let myself feel how completely he filled me.

"You feel so good." I rolled my hips. Started grinding on him.

"Fuck." Made thrust up. Hard. "You're so tight."

I started riding him. Lifting up until just his tip was inside. Then sinking back down. Taking all of him. My heavy tits bounced with each movement. Made's eyes locked on them. Watching them sway and bounce.

"Mmm. Yes." I moaned.

"I jerk off thinking about this." His hands gripped my ass cheeks. Spreading them. "About your body. Your tits. How you taste."

I rode him harder. Faster. Chasing my pleasure. Using his young cock. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the air. My moans. His groans. The daybed creaking under us.

"Tell me more." I leaned forward. Changed the angle. His massive cock hitting deeper.

"I think about you all the time. Unnnh." Made thrust up to meet my movements. Hard. Deep. "When I'm with my friends at the beach. When I'm home. Always thinking about your pussy."

His hands moved back to my heavy tits. Squeezed them roughly. Pinched my fat nipples hard enough to make me gasp.

"Sometimes I think about bringing them here." His breathing was ragged. "My friends. Showing them the hot milf next door."

My pussy clenched around him. The image hitting me hard. Multiple young men. All wanting me. All getting hard for my body.

"Would you like that?" Made thrust harder. "Would you let my friends see you?"

"Maybe. Ohh." I was close. Could feel my orgasm building. "Would they want to?"

"Fuck yes." Made gripped my hips. Thrust up hard. "They'd lose their minds. Seeing your body. Your heavy tits. Your strong ass."

I reached down. Found my clit. Started rubbing fast circles. My movements on his massive cock getting erratic.

"Would you just show me to them?" The thought made me wetter. "Or would you want more?"

"I'd want to watch them fuck you. Unnnh." His voice rough. Desperate. "Take turns on you. Fill every hole."

"I'm going to come. Ahhh." The words came out broken. Breathless.

"Come on my cock." Made's grip tightened. "Come all over my fat cock."

My orgasm hit. My pussy clenched around his massive cock. Waves of pleasure rolling through me.

"Fuck. Yes. Ohh god." I cried out. Loud. Not caring who heard. My body shaking. Trembling.

Made kept thrusting. Kept fucking me through my orgasm. His young stamina carrying him through. Making it last longer.

I collapsed forward onto his chest. My heavy tits pressed against him. My breath coming in gasps. My pussy still spasming around his cock.

"Turn around." Made's hands on my hips. Guiding me. "I want to see your ass."

I lifted off him. My legs shaky. Turned around. Straddled him in reverse. His massive cock standing straight up between my legs.

I reached back. Gripped his cock. Positioned him at my entrance again. Sank down. Took all of him in one smooth movement.

"Ahhh. Fuck." Made groaned. His hands immediately on my strong ass. Spreading my cheeks. Watching his massive cock disappear inside me. "Look at that."

I started riding him again. Slower this time. Rolling my hips. Letting him watch every movement. His cock sliding in and out of my pussy.

"Your ass is so perfect. Unnnh." Made's hands squeezed my ass cheeks. "So strong. So round."

I leaned forward. Braced my hands on his thighs. Changed the angle. Let him go even deeper. Started bouncing on his massive cock. Hard. Fast.

"Mmm. Yes."

Made's hands stayed on my ass. Gripping. Spreading. One finger traced down. Found my asshole. Pressed against it.

"You ever let anyone fuck this?"

"Not yet."

"Would you let me?" His finger pressed harder. Not going in. Just pressure. "Let me be the first?"

My pussy clenched around him. The thought sending another wave of arousal through me.

"Maybe. Ohh." I bounced harder. "If you earn it."

Made thrust up. Meeting my movements. His massive cock pounding into me. His finger still pressing against my asshole. The dual sensation overwhelming.

"I want to. Unnnh." His voice rough. "I want to fuck every hole you have."

I was close again. Could feel another orgasm building. Faster than the first.

"Not yet." I lifted off him. My pussy protesting the emptiness. "I want you against the wall."

I walked to the villa wall. The stone warm under my palms. I bent forward. Braced myself against it. Spread my legs. Arched my back. Presented my shaved pussy to Made.

"Come here."

Made was off the daybed in seconds. His massive cock bobbing as he moved. He positioned himself behind me. His hands on my hips. His thick cock pressed against my entrance.

He pushed inside. One hard thrust. Buried himself completely.

"Ahh, fuck." I gasped. The angle let him go so deep. Hit places that made my legs shake.

"Unnnh. Fuck." Made's grip on my hips tightened. "You feel so good like this."

He started pounding into me. Hard. Fast. No buildup. Just raw need. His young stamina showing in every thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin echoed off the villa walls. My heavy tits swayed with each impact.

"Harder. Mmm. Fuck me harder."

Made obliged. His massive cock slamming into me. His balls slapping against my clit with each thrust. The dual sensation building my orgasm fast.

"Ohh. Ohh. Yes."

One of his hands moved from my hip. Reached around. Found my clit. Started rubbing fast circles.

"Yes. Ahhh. Don't stop."

"You're so wet. Unnnh." Made's voice rough behind me. "Dripping down my cock."

His other hand moved to my heavy tits. Grabbed one. Squeezed. Pinched my fat nipple. The combination overwhelming. His massive cock pounding into me. His fingers on my clit. On my nipple.

"I'm going to come. Fuck. Ohh god."

"Come for me. Unnnh." Made thrust harder. Faster. His fingers working my clit. "Come all over my fat cock."

My orgasm crashed through me.

"Ahhh. Fuck. Yes. Yes." My pussy clenched around his massive cock. My legs gave out. Made held me up. Kept fucking me through it. Drawing it out. Making it last.

"Ohh. Mmm. God."

I was still coming when he pulled me upright. My back against his chest. His cock still buried inside me. His hand still between my legs. Still rubbing my clit.

"Again. Unnnh." His breath hot against my neck. "Come again."

His other hand moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed them. Pinched both fat nipples. His hips still moving. Still thrusting up into me from this new angle.

Another orgasm hit. Smaller but just as intense.

"Ahhh. Fuck. Ohh." My body shaking in his arms. My pussy spasming around his thick cock.

"Fuck. Unnnh. I'm close." Made's rhythm got erratic. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside. Mmm. Fill me."

Made thrust up hard.

"Fuck. Ahhh. Fuck." Once. Twice. His massive cock pulsing inside me. Hot cum flooding my pussy. His arms tight around me. Holding me against him. Both of us trembling.

We stayed like that. His cock still inside me. His cum leaking out around his shaft. Both of us trying to catch our breath in the afternoon heat.

Made pulled out slowly. I felt his cum drip down my thighs. Warm and thick. I turned around. Looked at him. His young face flushed. His chest heaving. His massive cock still half hard. Glistening with our combined fluids.

"You need to go." I kissed him. Quick. "Before someone sees."

Made nodded. Pulled on his board shorts. Adjusted himself. Looked back at me still naked. Still covered in sweat and cum.

"When can I come back?"

"I'll let you know." I walked to the daybed. Lay down. Let him see me one more time. "Now go."

He left through the garden gate. Disappeared back toward his parents' house. I stayed on the daybed. Let the sun beat down on my naked body. Let Made's cum dry on my thighs.

My phone buzzed. Tom.

"How's your day?"

I smiled. Typed back.

"Good. Really good. Can't wait to tell you about it tonight."

His response came immediately.

"Can't wait to hear."

I set the phone down. Closed my eyes. Let myself drift in the heat. In the satisfaction. In the secret knowledge of what Tom would do to me later when I told him everything. How hard he'd get hearing about Made's massive cock. About how many times I came. About the cum still leaking out of me.

The sun moved across the sky. The afternoon stretched long and lazy. I dozed. Woke. Cleaned myself up. Put on a sundress. Nothing underneath. Started dinner.

Tom came home at six. Kissed me in the kitchen. His hands on my waist. His eyes searching mine.

"Good day?"

"Very good." I kissed him back. Felt the heat rising between us already. "Made came over."

Tom's grip on my waist tightened. His breathing changed.

"Tell me everything."

I led him to the couch. Poured us both wine. Started from the beginning. Every detail. Every word Made said. Every position. Every orgasm. Tom's hand moved to my thigh. Slid under my sundress. Found me wet again just from telling the story.

"He wants to bring his friends." I took a sip of wine. "Show me to them."

Tom's fingers pressed against my pussy. Not entering. Just pressure.

"What did you say?"

"I said maybe."

Tom pulled me onto his lap. His hard cock pressing against me through his pants.

"Do you want that?" His voice low. Rough.

"I don't know." I ground against him. "What do you think?"

"I think you're the most perfect woman in the world." Tom kissed my neck. "And whatever you want, we'll make happen."

I reached between us. Unzipped his pants. Freed his cock. Sank down onto him. Let him fill me where Made had been hours earlier.

"Mmm. God." I moaned as he filled me.

"Tell me again." Tom's hands on my heavy tits. "Tell me about his cock."

I rode him slowly. Told the story again. Watched Tom's face. Saw the arousal. The jealousy. The need. All of it mixing into something bigger than either of us alone.

"Ahhh. Yes. Tom. Fuck."

"Unnnh. You're so perfect." His hands gripped my hips. "So fucking perfect."

We came together. Both of us lost in the fantasy. In the reality. In everything we'd become.
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The Golf Trip
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Tom's phone call woke me. I heard him in the kitchen talking to someone. His voice casual and friendly. I rolled over. Checked the time. Eight in the morning.

I got up. Put on a robe. Walked out to find him making coffee.

"That was Ketut." Tom poured me a cup. "Some colleagues invited me to golf in Nusa Dua. I asked him to drive me."

"When?"

"Today. In an hour." Tom kissed my forehead. "You okay here alone?"

My mind flashed to Ketut. To his thick cock. To all the times over the past weeks he'd fucked me. My pulse quickened.

"Actually." I sipped the coffee. "Can I come? I'll just relax at the clubhouse or find a beach nearby."

Tom's eyes searched mine. That look he got. The one that knew exactly what I was planning.

"You want to ride along?"

"It's a beautiful day." I kept my voice light. "And I haven't seen much of the island."

Tom smiled. Leaned in close.

"Be careful." His hand on my waist. "And tell me everything later."

I went to shower. Shaved my pussy again. Put on a sundress. White and thin. A bikini underneath. Nothing fancy. I looked at myself in the mirror. My heavy tits pushed against the fabric. My strong legs tan from weeks in the sun.

Ketut pulled up right on time. His truck clean and ready. He got out to greet us. His eyes finding mine for just a moment. Heat there. Hunger. Then he looked away. Professional.

"Good morning, Mr. Tom. Mrs. Rachel."

"Morning, Ketut." Tom threw his golf bag in the back. "Thanks for doing this on short notice."

"Of course. My pleasure."

I climbed into the back seat. Tom sat up front with Ketut. The truck pulled out. Headed south toward Nusa Dua.

Tom and Ketut talked about the golf course. About the weather. I watched Ketut's eyes in the rearview mirror. Catching mine. Holding. Looking away. Both of us playing the game. Both of us waiting.

The drive took forty minutes. The golf course appeared. Manicured and green. Expensive looking. Tom's colleagues were already there. Waiting near the clubhouse.

Ketut pulled up. Tom turned to me.

"You sure you'll be okay?"

"I'll find something to do." I leaned forward. Kissed him. "Have fun."

Tom got out. Grabbed his clubs. Waved to his colleagues. They disappeared into the clubhouse.

The moment Tom was out of sight, Ketut turned around. Looked at me. No more pretense.

"You came with me on purpose."

"Yes." I climbed over the seat. Sat up front. "I wanted to be with you today."

Ketut's hand moved to my thigh. Slid up under my sundress. Found bare skin above my bikini bottom.

"You are so bad." His fingers traced higher. "Lying to your husband like this."

I spread my legs slightly. Let him touch me. His fingers brushing against the fabric of my bikini.

"He'll be gone for hours." I leaned closer. "Take me somewhere."

"I know a place." Ketut's fingers pressed harder. Found my clit through the thin fabric. Made me gasp. "Very private. No one will see us."

"Perfect."

Ketut put the truck in gear. His hand stayed on my thigh as he drove. Stroking. Squeezing. His touch familiar. Possessive.

We drove south. The roads got narrower. Less developed. Fewer people. Ketut's hand moved higher. Slipped under my bikini bottom. Found my pussy. Already wet.

"Mmm. You've been thinking about this."

"All morning." I spread my legs wider. Let him finger me while he drove. "Since Tom called you."

"I think about you all the time." Ketut's fingers pushed inside me. Two of them. Thick and rough. "About your body. About how tight you are."

"Ahhh." I moaned. Rocked against his hand. "I think about you too."

"Does he satisfy you?" Ketut's thumb found my clit. Rubbed circles. "Your husband?"

"He's good." I gasped. His fingers curling inside me. "But you're different. Unnnh. You fuck me the way I need."

"Because I don't care if I'm gentle." Ketut's fingers moved faster. Harder. "I fuck you like the slut you are."

My pussy clenched around his fingers. The words hitting me. The truth of them.

"Yes. Ohh. Yes."

The truck turned onto a smaller road. Trees crowding close. The sound of waves getting louder. Ketut pulled his fingers out of me. Brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean.

"You taste so good."

He parked in a small clearing. Through the trees I could see the beach. White sand. Blue water. Empty except for some distant figures far down the shore.

Ketut turned off the engine. Looked at me. His dark eyes hungry.

"This is the beach. Very private here."

I opened my door. Stepped out. The heat hit me immediately. Humid and thick. I walked toward the sand. Heard Ketut's door open behind me. His footsteps following.

The beach was beautiful. Completely secluded where we stood. Trees providing shade. Open water in front. I could hear voices in the distance. Other beachgoers somewhere. But here we had privacy.

I turned to face Ketut. He was already pulling his shirt over his head. His brown skin gleaming with sweat. His eyes locked on me.

I reached up. Untied the straps of my sundress behind my neck. Let it fall. Stood in just my white bikini. My heavy tits straining against the thin fabric.

"Fuck." Ketut walked toward me. "You drive me crazy."

"Good."

He grabbed me. Pulled me against him. Kissed me hard. His hands on my heavy tits. Squeezing them roughly through the bikini top. I moaned into his mouth.

Ketut's hands moved to my bikini top. Untied it. Let it fall to the sand. My heavy tits free. My fat nipples hard.

"So beautiful." He bent down. Took one nipple in his mouth. Sucked hard. His teeth grazing it.

"Ahhh. Yes."

His hands moved to my bikini bottom. Pulled it down. I stepped out of it. Naked on the beach. The sun beating down. The risk of being seen making me wetter.

I reached for his shorts. Unbuttoned them. Pulled them down. His thick cock sprang free. Hard. Ready. I wrapped my hand around it. Stroked him.

"Mmm. I've missed this cock."

"It's been too long." Ketut's hands on my ass. Squeezing my strong cheeks. "Three weeks since I've been inside you."

"Way too long." I stroked him faster. "Fuck me, Ketut. Right here on the sand."

Ketut pushed me down onto the sand. Not gentle. The heat of it against my back. My ass. He spread my legs wide. Knelt between them. His thick cock in his hand. Stroking it. Looking down at my naked body.

"You are so fucking sexy." His other hand moved between my legs. Found my pussy. Already soaking wet. "So ready for me."

"Always ready for you." I reached for his cock. Pulled him closer. "Stop teasing."

Ketut positioned himself at my entrance. Pushed inside in one hard thrust. Buried himself completely.

"Ahhh. Fuck." I gasped. The stretch immediate. His thick cock filling me. "Yes."

"Unnnh. So tight." Ketut's hands gripped my hips. Started pounding into me. Hard. Fast. No buildup. "Your pussy is perfect."

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulled him deeper. The sand rough beneath me. The sun beating down. My heavy tits bouncing with each thrust.

"Harder. Mmm. Fuck me harder."

Ketut obliged. His cock slamming into me. The sound of skin slapping skin mixing with the waves. His breathing harsh. My moans loud. Not caring who heard.

"You like being fucked on the beach?" Ketut leaned down. Bit my neck. "Where anyone could see you?"

"Yes. Ohh. Yes."

His hand moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed one roughly. Pinched my fat nipple. Hard enough to make me gasp.

"Such a bad wife." His thrusts got harder. "Cheating on your husband in public."

"Unnnh. Don't stop."

Ketut pulled out suddenly. Flipped me over. Pulled my hips up. My ass in the air. My face pressed against the sand. He thrust back inside from behind. Even deeper this angle.

"Fuck. Ahhh." I cried out. His cock hitting places that made my legs shake.

"This is my favorite." Ketut's hands on my strong ass. Spreading my cheeks. Watching his cock disappear inside me. "Watching your ass bounce on my cock."

He started pounding into me again. Relentless. His balls slapping against my clit with each thrust. The dual sensation building my orgasm fast.

"I'm close. Ohh god. I'm close."

"Not yet." Ketut slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out. Then pushed back in slowly. Torturing me. "I want this to last."

"Please." I pushed back against him. "Don't tease me."

"You like when I'm in control." Ketut grabbed my hair. Pulled my head back. "You like when I use you."

"Yes. Mmm. Yes."

He let go of my hair. Started thrusting hard again. His rhythm building. I reached under myself. Found my clit. Started rubbing fast circles.

"That's it." Ketut's voice rough. "Touch yourself while I fuck you."

My orgasm built again. Faster this time. The combination of his thick cock and my fingers overwhelming.

"I'm going to come. Ahhh. Fuck."

"Come for me." Ketut thrust harder. "Come all over my cock."

My orgasm hit. Waves of pleasure rolling through me. My pussy clenching around his thick cock.

"Yes. Ohh. Unnnh." I cried out. Loud. My body shaking.

Ketut kept fucking me through it. Drawing it out. Making it last. His hands gripping my hips tight enough to bruise.

When I finished, he pulled out. Turned me onto my back again. Pushed my legs up. Folded me almost in half. Thrust back inside.

"Ahhh." The new angle letting him go even deeper. "Fuck."

"I love watching your face." Ketut's eyes locked on mine. "When you come. When I fuck you. So beautiful."

He started pounding into me again. My heavy tits bouncing wildly. The sand beneath me shifting with each impact.

That's when I saw him. Over Ketut's shoulder. An old man. Standing maybe thirty feet away. Partially hidden behind a tree. Watching us.

My breath caught. My pussy clenched around Ketut's cock.

"What?" Ketut noticed my expression. Started to turn his head.

"Don't stop." I grabbed his face. Pulled him back to look at me. "There's someone watching."

Ketut's rhythm faltered. His eyes widened.

"Where?"

"Behind you. To the left. Old man by the trees."

Ketut glanced back quickly. Saw him. His body tensed. But his cock stayed hard inside me. Got harder if anything.

"Should I stop?"

"No." The word came out breathless. The thrill shooting through me. "Keep fucking me."

"You want him to watch?" Ketut's voice changed. Lower. More excited.

"Yes. Mmm. Let him watch you fuck me."

Ketut started moving again. Slower at first. Then building speed. His eyes on mine. Both of us knowing the old man was there. Watching every thrust. Every bounce of my heavy tits.

"Does it turn you on?" Ketut's breathing ragged. "Being watched?"

"Yes. Ahhh. Fuck yes."

I looked past Ketut. The old man was still there. Closer now. Maybe twenty feet away. His hand moved under his sarong. Stroking himself. His dark eyes locked on my naked body. On Ketut's cock sliding in and out of my pussy.

"He's touching himself." I moaned. "Watching you fuck me and touching himself."

"Unnnh. Fuck." Ketut thrust harder. "You like that?"

"Yes. Ohh god. Yes."

Ketut reached down. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles while he pounded into me. The combination pushing me toward another orgasm.

"Show him." Ketut's voice commanding. "Show him how you come on my cock."

My second orgasm hit harder than the first. My whole body shaking. My pussy spasming around Ketut's thick cock.

"Ahhh. Fuck. Yes. Yes." I didn't hold back. Let my moans carry across the beach. Let the old man hear everything.

"I'm going to come." Ketut's rhythm got erratic. "Inside you. Unnnh. Going to fill your pussy."

"Yes. Do it. Mmm. Fill me."

Ketut thrust deep. Once. Twice. His cock pulsing inside me. His cum flooding my pussy. Hot and thick.

"Fuck. Ahhh. Fuck." He groaned. His body shaking. His arms trembling as he held himself above me.

We stayed like that. Both of us gasping. His cock still inside me. His cum leaking out around his shaft.

I looked toward the trees. The old man was still there. His hand moving faster under his sarong. His eyes still locked on us. On my naked body. On Ketut's cock slowly sliding out of my pussy. On the cum starting to drip down onto the sand.

Ketut noticed where I was looking. Glanced back. Saw the old man still watching. Still stroking himself.

"He's still there."

"I know." I smiled. "Let him look."

Ketut pulled out completely. His cum immediately running out of me. Down my thighs. Onto the sand. He sat back. Looked at me spread out on the beach. Naked. Covered in sweat and sand and cum.

"You are incredible."

The old man shifted. Moved slightly. His hand working faster. Then his body tensed. His face changed. He came. Right there watching us. His cum staining his sarong.

Then he turned. Walked away quickly. Disappeared into the trees.

Ketut and I lay on the sand for a few minutes. Both of us catching our breath. The sun beat down on my naked skin. Ketut's cum cooling on my thighs. The ocean waves providing the only sound.

"That was crazy." Ketut finally spoke. "That old man watching us."

"It was hot." I sat up. Sand stuck to my back. My ass. "Did you like it?"

"Yes." Ketut smiled. Reached out to touch my heavy tits. "More than I thought I would."

I looked at my phone. Only an hour had passed since Tom started golfing. We had so much time left.

"Come on." I stood up. Held out my hand. "Let's go in the water."

Ketut took my hand. Let me pull him up. We walked to the ocean together. Still naked. The warm water washing over our feet. Our ankles. Our legs.

I dove under a wave. Let the salt water wash away the sand. The sweat. Ketut's cum from my thighs. When I surfaced, Ketut was beside me. Water streaming off his brown skin. His dark hair slicked back.

"You look beautiful." He pulled me close. "Like a mermaid."

"A slutty mermaid." I wrapped my arms around his neck. "Who fucks drivers on beaches."

Ketut laughed. His hands on my waist. My strong ass. We floated together in the waves. Kissing. Touching. No urgency now. Just enjoying each other.

"Tell me something." I ran my fingers through his wet hair. "Do you think about me when you're home? With your family?"

"All the time." Ketut's hands moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed them gently. "I think about your body. How you taste. The sounds you make."

"Do you feel bad?"

"Sometimes." He kissed my neck. "But then I see you. And I can't help myself."

A wave crashed over us. We went under together. When we surfaced, we were both laughing. Playing like teenagers. Not like a married woman and her driver. Not like two people committing adultery.

Ketut grabbed me. Lifted me up. My legs wrapped around his waist. His cock already getting hard again against my pussy.

"Mmm. Already?"

"You make me crazy." He carried me through the water. Back toward the shore. "I can never get enough of you."

We reached the shallows. Ketut set me down on the wet sand. The waves washing over us. He kissed me. Deeper this time. His hands everywhere. My heavy tits. My strong thighs. Between my legs.

"I want you again." His fingers found my pussy. Still sensitive from before. "Right here. In the water."

"Yes." I reached for his cock. Hard again. Ready. "Fuck me again."

But we didn't rush. We took our time. Touching. Kissing. Building the heat slowly. Ketut's fingers inside me. My hand stroking his cock. The waves washing over us.

We moved back to the dry sand. Away from the water. Found a spot under the trees. More shade. More privacy after the old man.

Ketut spread out his shirt. Laid me down on it. Kissed down my body. My neck. My heavy tits. My stomach. Between my legs.

"Ahhh." I moaned as his tongue found my clit. "Ohh. Yes."

He ate my pussy like he was starving. His tongue working my clit. His fingers inside me. Making me squirm. Making me beg.

"Please. Mmm. I need you inside me."

Ketut moved up my body. Positioned himself at my entrance. Pushed inside slowly this time. Letting me feel every inch.

"Unnnh. Fuck." I wrapped my legs around him. "You feel so good."

We fucked slower this time. Less desperate. More intimate. His eyes on mine. Our bodies moving together. The afternoon sun filtering through the trees.

Time passed. We fucked. We rested. We swam. We fucked again. The hours sliding by in a haze of pleasure and sun and salt water.

When I finally checked my phone again, three and a half hours had passed.

"We need to go." I sat up. "Tom will be done soon."

We got dressed. My bikini and sundress. Ketut's shorts and shirt. Both of us looking thoroughly fucked. My hair wild and tangled. My lips swollen. My skin flushed.

Ketut drove us back toward Nusa Dua. Back toward the golf course. His hand on my thigh the whole way. Neither of us talking much. Both of us satisfied and exhausted.

The golf course appeared. Ketut pulled into the parking lot. Tom's colleagues were loading their clubs into their cars. Tom stood near the clubhouse. Saw us. Waved.

Ketut parked. Tom walked over. His eyes taking in my appearance through the window. My messy hair. My flushed skin. He opened the back door. Climbed in next to me.

"Have a good day?"

"Great." I smiled at him. My whole body loose and satisfied. "Really relaxing."

Tom's eyes searched mine. Taking in every detail. The way my sundress clung to my damp bikini underneath. The sand still in my hair. The look on my face.

Ketut started driving. Heading back toward our villa. The silence stretched. Thick. Heavy. Tom's hand found my thigh. Squeezed.

"You look tan." His voice casual but his eyes hungry. "Did you find a beach?"

"Ketut took me to a beautiful spot." I met his eyes. Saw the desire burning there. "Very private."

Tom's jaw tightened. His hand moved higher on my thigh.

"That was nice of him."

More silence. Ketut focused on the road. His eyes occasionally flicking to the rearview mirror. Watching us. Tom's hand traced patterns on my thigh. Waiting.

I leaned closer to Tom. Put my lips right against his ear. Whispered so quietly that only he could hear.

"I fucked him."

Tom's breathing stopped. His hand gripped my thigh hard.

I pulled back slightly. Looked into his eyes. Whispered again.

"On the beach. Multiple times."



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Expat Club
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The InterNations event was already crowded when Tom and I arrived. The venue in Seminyak had that expensive expat sheen. Polished teak floors, white fabric draped from the ceiling, tropical flower arrangements on every surface. Western faces clustered around cocktail tables, wine glasses catching the string lights overhead.

I wore a simple black dress that showed my heavy tits to advantage. I felt eyes track me as we entered. Male eyes. Appreciative. Hungry.

Tom touched my lower back.

"I'll find the academics. You circulate?"

"Sure."

He kissed my temple and disappeared into the crowd.

I grabbed a glass of white wine from a passing server. Surveyed the room. I recognized faces from previous events. The Norwegian couple who ran a beach resort. The Australian woman who taught yoga. The American tech entrepreneur who never stopped talking about his startup.

Then I saw Claire.

Standing near the bar with three other wives. Designer dress. Perfect hair. That pinched expression I remembered from our last conversation. Claire had spent twenty minutes complaining about her household staff. How the driver was always late. How the cook used too much garlic. How the gardener trimmed the hedges wrong.

I had smiled politely and thought, what a miserable bitch.

Claire spotted me. Waved. I had no choice but to approach.

"Rachel! How lovely to see you."

Claire air-kissed both cheeks. Her perfume was floral and expensive.

"Claire. You look well."

"Thank you. We just got back from Singapore. Shopping trip." Claire gestured to her dress. "Picked this up at Takashimaya."

I murmured something appropriate. The other wives examined me with thinly veiled judgment. My dress was from Target. My shoes were two years old. I didn't fit their demographic.

"How's your maid working out?" Claire asked. "The one I recommended?"

"We don't have live-in help."

Claire's eyebrows rose. "Oh. How do you manage?"

"We manage fine."

One of the other wives smirked. I took a long sip of wine.

"Oh, there's David." Claire turned. "Darling, come meet Rachel. Tom's wife."

A man detached from a nearby group. Tall. Late thirties. Dark hair greying at the temples. Crisp linen shirt. Wedding ring catching the light.

He looked at me. Our eyes met.

Everything stopped.

Not literally. The party continued around us. Music played. People talked. Servers circulated with trays. But something shifted in the air between us. Recognition. Not of each other, but of mutual want.

"Rachel." His accent was British. Deep. Controlled. "Pleasure."

He extended his hand. I took it. His palm was warm. Slightly rough. The handshake lasted a beat too long.

"David." I didn't let go immediately. Neither did he.

Claire was oblivious. Already turned back to her friends. Continuing some story about villa renovations. Something about imported marble. Italian tile. The difficulty of finding good contractors in Bali.

David and I stood there. Still holding hands. His thumb brushed across my knuckles. Deliberate.

"Your husband's at the university?" David asked. His eyes hadn't left my face.

"Lecturing. Sustainable tourism."

"Impressive. I'm in import-export. Less noble."

"But probably more profitable."

He smiled. "Probably."

His hand finally released mine. I felt the loss of contact immediately.

"How long have you been in Bali?" I asked.

"Two years. Claire loves it here."

"And you?"

"I'm warming to it."

His eyes dropped to my heavy tits. Just for a second. Then back to my face. Heat flared in my belly.

Claire was still talking. Something about custom furniture from Java. Her voice grated. High and nasal. Complaining about shipping costs.

"Your wife seems very involved in the expat community," I said.

"She chairs three committees."

"That's impressive."

"That's one word for it."

The edge in his voice was unmistakable. Frustration. Boredom. Need for something his perfect wife wasn't giving him.

The music changed. Something slower. Tropical house with a heavy bass line.

David glanced at the dance floor. Bodies already moving in the dim lighting. He looked back at me. His jaw tightened. Decision forming behind his eyes.

"Do you dance?" he asked.

My pulse kicked up. My nipples hardened under the thin fabric of my dress.

"Sometimes."

"Would you like to?"

I glanced at Claire. Still absorbed in her conversation. Not paying attention to her husband at all. Not noticing the way he looked at me. The hunger barely contained.

"Yes."

I set down my wine glass. Followed David toward the dance floor. The space was crowded. Bodies pressed close in the dim lighting. String lights overhead cast shadows across faces. The bass thumped through the floor.

He turned. Faced me. Put one hand on my waist.

I stepped closer. Let my body find his rhythm. We moved together. His hand on my lower back. My hand on his shoulder.

The music pulsed around us. Other couples danced nearby. Close. Intimate. The kind of dancing that was barely dancing at all.

"You're a natural," David said. His breath warm against my ear.

"I like to move."

His hand slid lower on my back. Testing. Watching my face for reaction.

I didn't pull away. I pressed closer instead. Let my heavy tits brush his chest. Felt his sharp intake of breath.

"How long have you been married?" I asked.

"Eight years."

"That's a long time."

"Very long."

His voice had changed. Rougher. Strained. His hand tightened on my lower back.

I tilted my head. Looked up at him. His jaw was tight. His eyes dark. I could see the want in them. Raw. Barely controlled. The kind of need that builds over years of disappointment and routine sex and a wife who doesn't see him anymore.

"You look like you need something different," I said quietly.

His hand tightened on my back. "What makes you say that?"

"Just a feeling."

The song shifted. The beat dropped. Bodies on the dance floor pressed closer. David pulled me against him. His other hand found my hip.

I could feel his cock. Half-hard already. Pressing against me through his slacks.

My pussy clenched. Heat flooded my body. I wanted him. Wanted to feel him inside me. Wanted to make him forget his perfect wife and her committees and her complaints.

I ground against him. Subtle. Just enough pressure to make it clear.

His breath caught. His fingers dug into my hip. His cock hardened completely against my belly.

"Fuck," he breathed. So quiet I almost didn't hear it.

I pressed my full tits harder against his chest. Let my thigh slide between his legs. Rubbed against his hard cock with each movement. The music gave me cover. To anyone watching, we were just dancing. Close, but nothing scandalous.

"Rachel." My name sounded like a warning. Or a plea.

"What?"

"You know what."

I looked up at him. Held his gaze. "Say it."

His jaw worked. Conflict playing across his face. Guilt. Desire. The war between what he should do and what he desperately wanted.

"I want to fuck you," he said. Low. Controlled. Each word deliberate.

My cunt throbbed. My fat nipples hardened. I felt wetness between my thighs.

"Good."

His pupils dilated. "Good?"

"There's an alley behind this building." I kept my voice steady. Calm. Like I was suggesting we get another drink. "Meet me there in two minutes."

"I'm married."

"So am I."

"My wife is right over there."

"I know."

He looked across the room. I followed his gaze. Claire was still at the bar. Laughing with her friends. Wine glass in hand. Completely oblivious to what was happening ten meters away.

"She'll never know," I said. "No one will know. Just you and me and whatever happens in that alley."

His cock twitched against me. Rock hard now. Straining against his slacks.

"This is insane," he said.

"Yes."

"I shouldn't."

"But you're going to."

He stared at me. His breathing fast. Shallow. His hands gripping me like I might disappear.

"Two minutes," I said again.

Then I pulled away. Stepped back. His hands fell from my body. I could see the loss on his face. The immediate need to have me back against him.

I turned. Walked off the dance floor. Weaved through the crowd. Headed toward the back of the venue. Past the bathrooms. Past the staff entrance. Toward the door marked exit that I'd noticed earlier when we arrived.

I didn't look back. Didn't check if he was following. I pushed through the door into the humid night air.

The alley was narrow. Dark. Dumpsters lined one wall. The smell of garbage mixed with frangipani from nearby gardens. Music and voices filtered through the walls. Distant motorbikes passed on the street beyond.

I leaned against the brick wall. My heart pounded. My pussy ached. I waited.

Seconds ticked past. Ten. Twenty. Thirty.

Maybe he wouldn't come. Maybe guilt would win. Maybe he would go back to Claire and her committees and pretend this never happened.

The door opened.

David stepped into the alley.

He closed the door behind him. Stood there. Looking at me across the narrow space. His chest rising and falling. Fast. Heavy.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," he said.

"You haven't done anything yet."

He crossed the alley in three strides. His mouth crashed into mine. Hard. Desperate. His hands grabbed my waist. Pulled me against him.

I kissed him back. Opened my mouth. Let his tongue slide inside. He tasted like whiskey and need.

His hands moved up my sides. Found my heavy tits. Squeezed through the thin fabric of my dress. I moaned into his mouth.

"Fuck," he breathed against my lips. "I've been staring at these all night."

He yanked down the front of my dress. The straps slipped off my shoulders. My heavy tits spilled out. Bare. My fat nipples already hard in the humid air.

"Jesus Christ," David groaned. His hands cupped my tits. Lifted them. Squeezed. "Look at these fat udders."

The words sent heat straight to my cunt. My pussy clenched. Wetness soaked my panties.

"You like that?" I asked. Breathless.

"I fucking love it." He bent down. Sucked one fat nipple into his mouth. Hard. Biting.

I gasped. My hands tangled in his hair. Held him against my tit. The suction was intense. Almost painful. Perfect.

He switched to the other nipple. Bit down. I cried out. The sound echoed in the alley.

"Shh." He lifted his head. Smiled. Feral. "Don't want anyone to hear what a slut you are."

"Fuck you."

"That's the plan."

His hands moved to my thighs. Shoved my dress up around my waist. Found my panties. Ripped them down my legs.

I kicked them off. Stood there with my heavy tits out and my dress bunched around my middle. Exposed. Vulnerable. So fucking turned on I could barely stand.

David's hand slid between my legs. His fingers found my wet pussy. Rubbed through my folds.

"Fuck, you're soaked." His voice was rough. Amazed. "You really are a slut."

"Yes." The word came out as a moan.

He pushed two fingers inside me. Deep. Curved them. Found that spot that made my knees weak.

"Ungh." I grabbed his shoulders. Held on.

"That's it." He pumped his fingers. In and out. The wet sounds obscene in the quiet alley. "Take it. Show me what a good little slut you are."

My cunt clenched around his fingers. My hips rocked. Fucking his hand. Chasing the pleasure building low in my belly.

"I need your cock," I gasped.

"Not yet."

"Now."

He pulled his fingers out. Brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean. His eyes never left mine.

"You taste good." He unbuckled his belt. Opened his slacks. Shoved them down with his underwear.

His cock sprang free. Hard. Thick. Cut. The head already wet with precum.

I reached for him. Wrapped my hand around his shaft. Stroked from base to tip. He groaned. His hips jerked forward.

"Put it in me," I said.

"Turn around."

I turned. Faced the brick wall. Pressed my palms against the rough surface. Arched my back. Pushed my ass out.

David's hands gripped my hips. His cock nudged against my entrance. Teasing. Not pushing in yet.

"You want this?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Say it. Tell me what you want."

"I want your cock inside me." My voice was steady. No shame. Just raw need. "I want you to fuck me against this wall like the slut I am."

He groaned. Thrust forward. Buried himself inside me in one hard stroke.

I cried out. The stretch. The fullness. Different cock. Different angle. Hitting spots Tom never reached.

"Oh fuck," I gasped.

"Tight." David's fingers dug into my hips. Bruising. "So fucking tight."

He pulled back. Slammed in again. Started fucking me. Hard. Fast. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed off the walls.

My heavy tits bounced with each thrust. My fat nipples scraped against the brick through my dress. The rough texture sent sparks of pleasure-pain through my body.

"Yes," I moaned. "Harder."

He fucked me harder. Pounding into me. His cock driving deep with each thrust. The angle made him hit my g-spot over and over. Pressure building. Coiling tight in my core.

"You feel so good," David groaned. "Better than my wife. So much better."

"Yeah?" I pushed back. Met his thrusts. "Does she let you fuck her like this?"

"No." The word came out bitter. Angry. "She barely lets me touch her."

"Poor thing." I clenched my pussy around him. Squeezed his cock. "You need a real slut. Someone who loves cock."

"Fuck." His rhythm stuttered. "You're going to make me come."

"Not yet."

He pulled out. I whimpered at the loss. Empty. Aching.

"Turn around."

I turned. He grabbed my hips. Spun me to face him. Lifted me. Pressed me back against the wall.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. My arms around his neck. His cock found my entrance again. Slid back inside. The new angle even deeper.

"Oh god," I gasped.

He fucked up into me. Hard. Fast. My back scraped against the brick. My heavy tits bounced between us. His mouth found my neck. Sucking. Biting. Marking me.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Play with those fat tits."

I reached between us. Grabbed my heavy tits. Squeezed them. Pinched my fat nipples. Pulled on them. The sensation shot straight to my cunt.

"That's it." David's voice was ragged. "Show me what a slut you are. Play with those big fat udders while I fuck you."

"Oh fuck." My pussy clenched. The pressure building. "I'm close."

"Come for me." He angled his hips. Ground against my clit with each thrust. "Come on my cock like the slut you are."

The words pushed me over. I came. Hard. My pussy spasming around his cock. My body shaking. I bit down on his shoulder to muffle my scream.

"Fuck, yes." David kept thrusting. Riding me through the orgasm. Prolonging it. Making it last.

When the waves finally subsided, I was limp. Boneless. He lowered me to the ground. My legs shook. I gripped his shoulders for balance.

His cock was still hard. Still slick with my cum. Throbbing. Desperate.

"I need to come," he said.

"Not inside me."

"Where?"

"My mouth."

His eyes widened. "Fuck."

I dropped to my knees. The pavement was rough. Dirty. I didn't care. I wrapped my hand around his cock. Stroked him. Looked up at him.

"I want to taste your cum," I said.

I opened my mouth. Took him inside. Tasted myself on his cock. Salt and musk and sex.

David groaned. His hands tangled in my hair. Not forcing. Just holding. Watching me work his cock with my mouth.

I bobbed my head. Took him deep. Let him hit the back of my throat. Used my hand on the base. My other hand cupped his balls. Squeezed gently.

"Oh fuck." His hips jerked. "I'm going to come."

I sucked harder. Faster. Hollowed my cheeks. Used my tongue on the underside of his cock.

He came with a groan. Hot cum flooded my mouth. Pulse after pulse. I swallowed. Kept sucking. Milking him. Taking everything.

His body shuddered. His grip in my hair tightened. Then released.

I pulled off his cock. Licked my lips. Looked up at him.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed. His chest heaving. Sweat on his forehead.

I stood. Fixed my dress. Pulled the straps back over my shoulders. Smoothed the fabric down over my thighs. My panties were somewhere on the ground. I didn't bother looking for them.

David tucked himself back into his slacks. Buckled his belt. Ran a hand through his hair. We stared at each other. The reality of what we'd just done settling over us.

"That was," he started.

"Yeah."

"When can I see you again?"

The question surprised me. I'd expected guilt. Regret. Immediate distance.

"You want to?"

"God, yes." No hesitation. "That was the best fuck I've had in years."

"Better than your wife?"

"Not even close to the same category."

I smiled. Reached into my small purse. Pulled out my phone. "Give me your number."

He recited it. I typed it in. Sent him a text so he'd have mine.

"I'll message you," I said.

"Soon?"

"Maybe."

He leaned in. Kissed me. Slower this time. Less desperate. Tasting himself on my lips.

"You should go back first," I said.

He nodded. Checked his appearance. Straightened his shirt. Took a breath.

"Thank you," he said.

Then he opened the door. Stepped back into the light and noise and normalcy. The door closed behind him.

I waited. Gave him time to get back to the main room. To find Claire. To slip back into his role as dutiful husband.

My pussy ached. My legs were unsteady. I could still taste his cum. Still feel the rough brick against my back. The marks his teeth had left on my neck.

I felt powerful. I had made him cheat. Made him forget his vows. Made him beg for more.

I found my panties. Shoved them in my purse. Walked back into the venue.

The party continued. People laughing. Dancing. Drinking. Oblivious to what had just happened in the alley behind them.

I spotted Tom across the room. Still talking to his academic friends. He saw me. Smiled. Waved me over.

I walked toward him. Passed David and Claire on the way. They were back with their group. Claire talking. David listening with a polite smile.

Our eyes met for a fraction of a second. Heat flared between us. Memory of his cock inside me. His cum in my mouth. Then I looked away. Kept walking.

Tom pulled me close when I reached him. Kissed my temple.

"Having fun?" he asked.

"Yes." I leaned into him. Felt David's cum still coating my throat. "Lots of fun."
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The Arrogant Young Man
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The club in Sanur throbbed with bass that rattled through my chest. Bodies moved under strobing purple lights, sweat and perfume mixing in the humid air. Tom stood near the bar with three of his university colleagues, gesturing with a beer while they laughed about something I couldn't hear over the music.

I'd worn a black dress. Short. Tight. The fabric clung to my heavy tits and stopped mid-thigh, showing off my strong legs. No bra. Just thin material between my fat nipples and the world.

I was hunting.

The realization didn't scare me anymore. I wanted this. Wanted the thrill of being desired by strangers. Wanted the heat of someone new touching me, fucking me, using me.

My eyes scanned the crowd. Couples grinding on the dance floor. Groups of tourists drinking too much. And then I saw them.

Young couple near the opposite end of the bar. Australian, probably. He was tall, lean, early twenties with sun-bleached hair and that arrogant posture that came from being good-looking and knowing it. His girlfriend was hot. Tiny dress. Long legs. Dancing nearby while he leaned against the bar watching her.

But he wasn't just watching her.

His eyes kept sliding to me. Tracking my body. Lingering on my heavy tits, the curve of my strong ass when I shifted position.

I held his gaze. Didn't look away. Let him see the invitation.

He grinned. Slow. Confident. The grin of someone who thrived on getting what he wanted.

I moved closer. Positioned myself at the bar a few feet from him. Close enough to be deliberate. Far enough to let him make the choice.

He made it.

"You alone?" His accent was thick. Australian. His body angled toward me, blocking his girlfriend's view.

"My husband's over there." I nodded toward Tom without taking my eyes off him.

His grin widened. "That supposed to scare me off?"

"Is it working?"

"Fuck no." He stepped closer. His hand found the bar beside my hip. Caging me in. "I'm Jake."

"Rachel."

"Rachel." He said my name like he was tasting it. His eyes dropped to my tits. Stared openly. "You're fucking hot for an older woman. How old are you?"

"Forty-three."

"Fuck me. I love MILFs." His hand moved to my waist. Bold. Possessive. "You know what you're doing, wearing that dress? Looking at me like that?"

My pussy clenched. His crudeness should have been off-putting. Should have made me pull away. Instead, it turned me on. Made me wet.

"What am I doing?"

"Begging to get fucked." His mouth was at my ear now. His girlfriend still dancing, oblivious. "And I love mature pussy. Bet you're tight. Bet you're wet right now thinking about it."

I was. Soaking. My body responding to his arrogance, his certainty, his complete lack of respect for boundaries.

"Your girlfriend might notice."

"Don't give a fuck." His hand slid lower. Grabbed my hip. Squeezed hard enough to hurt. "I get off on this. Fucking someone else's wife. Stealing a MILF from her husband. It's a fucking trophy."

I should have been insulted. Should have walked away. But his words made me throb. Made me want to give him exactly what he was demanding.

"You're pretty sure of yourself."

"Because I know you want it." His other hand found my lower back. Pulled me against him. I could feel his cock. Hard. Pressing against my hip through his jeans. "I can see it. You're not here to dance. You're here to get railed."

"Jake!" His girlfriend's voice cut through the music. She was looking around for him.

He didn't move. Didn't acknowledge her. Just kept his eyes locked on mine.

"Bathroom's down that hall." His hand squeezed my ass. Right there in the open. "I'm gonna fuck you. You're gonna let me. And then you're gonna go back to your husband with my cum dripping out of you."

My heart pounded. This was different. This was raw. Transactional. He didn't care about me. Didn't care about Tom. Just wanted to fuck a married woman and add her to his list.

And I wanted it.

"Five minutes," I said.

His grin turned feral. "Don't make me wait."

He walked back to his girlfriend. Wrapped his arm around her. Kissed her neck. Playing the part while his eyes tracked me across the room.

I walked toward the bathroom. My legs trembling. My pussy soaking through my panties.

This was happening.

The bathroom was small. Single stall. Harsh fluorescent light. The bass from the club pulsed through the walls, muffled and distant.

I locked the door behind me. Stared at myself in the mirror. My face was flushed. My heavy tits rose and fell with each quick breath. My fat nipples pressed hard against the thin black fabric.

What was I doing?

The door handle rattled. Once. Then the lock clicked and Jake walked in.

He didn't say anything. Didn't smile. Just looked at me like I was something he'd already decided to take.

"Turn around."

His voice was flat. A command, not a request.

I hesitated. Some part of me wanted to maintain control. Wanted to dictate how this went.

"I said turn around." He stepped closer. His hand went to my throat. Not squeezing. Just resting there. A promise. "You came here to get fucked. So let me fuck you."

My pussy clenched. I turned around. Faced the mirror. Watched him behind me.

His hands went straight to my dress. Yanked it up over my strong ass. The fabric bunched at my waist. His eyes locked on my round cheeks barely covered by black lace panties.

"Fuck. Look at this MILF ass." He grabbed both cheeks. Squeezed hard. His fingers dug in rough, possessive. "Bet your husband doesn't appreciate this. Bet he's gone soft."

"He's not..."

"Shut up." His hand cracked across my ass. Sharp. Loud. The sting spread hot across my skin. "I don't give a fuck about him. I'm here for this."

He hooked his fingers in my panties and ripped them down. Tore them over my thick thighs until they caught at my knees. I gasped. The aggression, the complete disregard for anything except taking what he wanted, made me throb.

"Fuck, you're soaked." His fingers slid between my swollen pussy lips. Rough. No buildup. Just two thick fingers shoved inside me. "Mature pussy's always the wettest. You're already begging for it."

I tried to respond but his other hand clamped over my mouth. Cut off my words. His fingers pumped in and out of my dripping cunt while his palm muffled any sound.

"My girlfriend's out there." His mouth was at my ear. Hot breath. Cruel. "Dancing. Waiting for me. And I'm in here finger-fucking someone's wife. You know how hot that is? Knowing I'm gonna ruin you and then go back to her like nothing happened?"

My moan vibrated against his palm. His fingers curled inside me. Found that spot. Pressed hard.

"That's it. Fucking take it."

He pulled his fingers out. I heard his belt. The rasp of his zipper. Then his cock was there. Thick. Hard. The head pressed against my soaked entrance.

He didn't ease in. Didn't check if I was ready.

He slammed inside me. One brutal thrust that buried him to the base.

"Nngh!" The sound tore from my throat, muffled by his hand. Pain and pleasure crashed together. He was big. Not as thick as Wayan but long. The angle drove him deep, stretching me, filling me completely.

"Fuck yes. That's a good MILF cunt." He pulled back and slammed in again. Set a relentless pace immediately. No warmup. No building. Just hard, punishing thrusts that made my heavy tits bounce, my body jolt forward against the sink. "You feel that? That's a young cock wrecking your pussy. Not some old man. Me."

His hand stayed clamped over my mouth. My sounds trapped. Whimpers and moans and gasps that had nowhere to go. I could only watch in the mirror as this arrogant youngster dominated me completely.

My hands gripped the edge of the sink. White knuckles. Trying to brace against the force of his fucking. Each thrust drove me forward. His hips slapped against my round ass. The sound mixed with the muffled bass from the club, raw and animal.

"Look at you." His free hand grabbed my hair. Yanked my head back. Forced me to meet his eyes in the mirror. "Look at this. You're letting a kid half your age fuck you in a club bathroom while your husband's out there. While my girlfriend's waiting. You're a fucking slut."

The word should have stung. Should have made me angry.

Instead, it made me wetter.

"Yeah. You like that." His grin was vicious. "You like being used. Being nothing but a hole for young cock."

He pulled out suddenly. Spun me around. His hands went to the front of my dress and yanked down hard. The fabric stretched. A small rip formed at the neckline. My heavy tits spilled out, fat nipples hard and aching.

"Fuck. These tits." He grabbed them rough. Squeezed. Twisted my sensitive nipples until I cried out behind his palm. "Mature body. Soft. Fucking perfect for using."

He lifted me. Sat me on the edge of the sink. Cold porcelain against my bare ass. My legs spread wide. Panties still tangled at my knees.

He drove back inside me. Deeper now. The new angle letting him hit that spot with every thrust.

"Ah! Fuck. Fuck!" I gasped against his hand.

"That's it. Take it. Fucking take my cock."

His other hand stayed on my heavy tits. Grabbing. Squeezing. Slapping them. Watching them bounce with each brutal thrust. His eyes locked on my body like I was a toy. A prize. Something to conquer and discard.

The bass thumped through the wall. Someone tried the door handle. Rattled it. Knocked twice.

Jake didn't stop. Didn't even slow down.

"Occupied!" he shouted. Then looked back at me. Grinned. "Hear that? Someone's waiting. Maybe it's my girl. Maybe she's wondering where I am."

He fucked me harder. His cock slamming into my soaking cunt. The wet sounds obscene. My heavy tits bouncing. My strong legs trembling where they wrapped around his lean waist.

"Mmm... oh god... oh..." The sounds spilled from my mouth. Helpless. Raw.

"You gonna come on my cock?" His hand pressed harder over my mouth. "Gonna come while I'm using you? While I'm treating you like a whore?"

I nodded. Frantic. The heat building low in my core. Spreading. My pussy clenching around his thick length.

"Do it. Come on a stranger's cock. Show me what a slut you are."

His thumb found my swollen clit. Pressed hard. Rubbed in rough circles that sent sparks through my body.

The orgasm slammed into me. Violent. Overwhelming. My body convulsed. My pussy clamped down on his cock. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me while he kept pounding. Kept using me. My muffled cries lost against his palm.

"Ungh... yes... fuck... ahhh..."

"Fuck yes. Milk my cock. Fuck! Gonna... gonna fucking come..."

He pulled out suddenly. His hand left my mouth, grabbed my hair.

"Down. On your fucking knees. Now."

He yanked me off the sink. My legs barely held me. He shoved me down. Hard. My knees hit the cold tile. The bathroom floor dirty, sticky. I didn't care.

He stood over me. His cock in his fist. Slick with my wetness. Stroking fast. His other hand gripped my hair. Held my head in place.

"Open. Tongue out. Fuck... yeah..."

I obeyed. Didn't think. Just submitted to this arrogant youngster completely. My mouth open. Tongue extended. Looking up at him.

"That's it. Good MILF slut. Gonna... fuck... gonna cover you..."

He stroked faster. His cock swollen. The head dark and angry.

"Ahhh... fuck!"

Hot ropes of cum splashed across my face. My open mouth. My tongue. He aimed deliberately. Covering me. Marking me. More hit my flushed cheeks. My nose. Dripped down my chin onto my heavy tits.

"Fuck. Fucking take it. Take my load."

He squeezed the last drops onto my face. Let them drip onto my fat nipples where they hung heavy and exposed.

"Mmm..." I moaned. The taste of him salty on my tongue. The heat of his cum on my skin.

He released my hair. Stepped back. Tucked his cock away. Zipped his jeans.

I stayed on my knees. Dress bunched at my waist with a small rip at the neckline. Tits out. Face and chest covered in his cum. Breathing hard. The dirty tile cold under my knees.

He grabbed a handful of napkins from the dispenser. Tossed them at me. They landed on the floor beside my thighs.

"Clean yourself up." His tone was dismissive. Already done with me. "You look fucking hot like that, though. All used."

He checked himself in the mirror. Ran a hand through his hair. Adjusted his shirt.

"I might hit you up again if I see you around." He unlocked the door. Glanced back. "Good pussy."

Then he left.

The door closed behind him. The bass from the club rushed back in. Loud. Pulsing.

I knelt there. Alone. Covered in the cum of a man whose last name I didn't know. A man who'd just used me and walked away without a second thought.

My pussy was still throbbing. Still dripping. My body aching in the best way.

I grabbed the napkins. Started cleaning my face. My tits. My trembling thighs. Eventually I stood. Pulled my dress back into place. Tucked my heavy tits back inside. The small rip at the neckline was barely visible. My ruined panties lay on the floor. I left them there.

What the fuck had I just done?

I stared at myself in the mirror. My makeup smudged. My lips swollen. The small rip at my neckline barely showed once I adjusted the fabric. I looked flushed. Used. But not obviously destroyed.

I took a breath. Fixed my hair as best I could. Smoothed down my dress. It would pass.

I unlocked the door and stepped out. The music hit me immediately. Loud. Pulsing. Bodies still moving on the dance floor.

My legs felt weak. Unsteady. I could feel the ache between my thick thighs. The wetness still there. No panties to catch it.

Tom was exactly where I'd left him. Standing with his colleagues. Laughing. Holding a beer.

I walked toward him. Each step deliberate. My heart pounding.

He saw me. His eyes tracked me across the room. Then his expression changed. Something shifted. He noticed.

"Hey." I reached him. Leaned in close so only he could hear over the music. "Can we go?"

His hand went to my lower back. Steadied me. "You okay?"

"I need to leave. Now."

He didn't ask questions. Just nodded to his colleagues. "Heading out. See you Monday."

We walked toward the exit. My body still trembling. Tom's hand firm on my back. Guiding me.

As we passed the bar, I saw them. Jake and his girlfriend. She was pressed against him. Kissing his neck. Completely oblivious.

Jake's eyes found mine. He grinned. Slow. Arrogant. Raised his beer in a mock salute.

My pussy clenched. The memory of him dominating me, using me, flashed hot and immediate.

Tom saw it. Saw Jake. Saw the look that passed between us.

We stepped outside. The night air was humid. Warm. The street busy with tourists and tuk-tuks.

Tom hailed a car. A silver sedan pulled up. He opened the door for me. I slid into the back seat. He followed.

The driver pulled away from the curb. Headed toward our villa in Seminyak.

Tom said nothing. Just looked at me. Waiting.

"I fucked someone." The words came out raw. Direct. "In the bathroom. Just now."

His breath caught. His hand went to my thigh. Squeezed.

"Tell me."

"He was Australian. Young. Early twenties. At the bar with his girlfriend."

"The one who looked at you?"

"Yes."

Tom's grip on my thigh tightened. His breathing changed. Faster.

"He came up to me. Called me a MILF. Said he loved mature pussy. He was so crude. So arrogant. He just... he knew I'd do it."

"What did he do?"

"He told me to go to the bathroom. Told me he was going to fuck me. And I went." My voice shook. "I went and I waited and he came in and he just... took me."

Tom's hand slid higher. Between my thick thighs. Found the wetness there. No barrier. No panties.

"Fuck. Rachel."

"He ripped my panties down. Didn't ask. Didn't ease into it. Just shoved his cock inside me and fucked me against the sink. Hard. He covered my mouth so I couldn't scream."

Tom's fingers slid between my swollen pussy lips. I was soaked. Dripping. His fingers moved through the evidence of what had happened.

"He called me a slut. Said I was nothing but a hole for young cock. And it turned me on. It made me wetter."

"Jesus." Tom's voice was rough. Thick with arousal. "Keep going."

"He pulled my tits out. Slapped them. Told me his girlfriend was waiting outside. Told me he was going to go back to her after he used me."

The driver's eyes flicked to the rearview mirror. Tom didn't care. His fingers pushed inside me. Two. Then three. Stretching me where I was still tender from Jake's cock.

"He made me come. Made me come on his cock while someone knocked on the door. And then he pulled out and shoved me to my knees."

"Fuck."

"He came on my face. On my tits. Just covered me and walked out. Told me I was good pussy and he might hit me up again."

Tom groaned. His cock was hard against his jeans. Straining. His fingers fucked me faster. The wet sounds obscene in the quiet car.

"You let him?"

"Yes."

"You let some arrogant kid use you like that?"

"Yes."

"While I was out there?"

"Yes."

His thumb found my swollen clit. Pressed hard. Rubbed rough circles that made my hips buck.

"You're still wet."

"I'm dripping."

"From him?"

"From him. From you. From all of it."

Tom pulled me onto his lap. The driver definitely saw now. Tom didn't care. He kissed me. Hard. Possessive. Tasting Jake on my mouth. Reclaiming what was his.

"When we get home," he said against my lips, "I'm going to fuck you until you can't remember his name."

"Tom..."

"You're mine. You hear me? He got to use you. But you're mine."

"Yes."

The car pulled up to our villa. Tom threw cash at the driver. More than the fare. Didn't wait for change.

He pulled me out of the car. Through the gate. Up the steps. His hands all over me. My dress. My heavy tits. My strong ass.

We made it to the bedroom. Barely.

Tom pushed me onto the bed. Ripped his shirt over his head. Unbuckled his belt. His cock was hard. Angry. Ready.

"Tell me again," he said. "Tell me what he did while I fuck you."

And I did.
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Out Shopping
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Tom kissed me goodbye that morning. His lips soft against mine. Lingering. His hand cupped my face before he pulled away.

"What are you doing today?" he asked.

"I need new clothes." I looked at him over my coffee. "Maybe some lingerie. The salt water and sun have ruined half my wardrobe."

"You should take Ketut." His eyes held that look. The one that knew exactly what might happen. "Let him drive you to Kuta. Better shopping there."

"Good idea."

He left for the university. I watched his rental car disappear down the narrow street. Our villa sat quiet around me. The pool glittering in the morning sun.

I pulled out my phone. Found Ketut's number.

"Morning, Mrs. Rachel." His voice came through warm. Familiar.

"Can you drive me to Kuta today? Shopping."

"Of course. What time?"

"An hour?"

"I will be there."

I showered. Shaved my pussy smooth. Put on a sundress. Yellow. Light cotton that moved when I walked. A white bikini underneath. Simple. My heavy tits pushed against the fabric. My fat nipples visible through both layers if you looked close enough.

Ketut pulled up exactly on time. His truck clean and ready. He got out to open my door. Professional. Polite.

"Thank you for doing this," I said.

"My pleasure." His eyes met mine. Heat there. Memory of all the times he had fucked me over the past weeks. Then he looked away. Climbed into the driver's seat.

The drive to Kuta took thirty minutes. Ketut asked about Tom's work. About the villa. About whether we were enjoying Bali. Normal conversation. Easy. Nothing in his tone suggesting we had ever been more than driver and passenger.

But his hand rested on the console between us. Close to my thigh. Close enough that when he shifted gears, his knuckles brushed my bare leg.

Each touch sent heat through me.

Kuta appeared gradually. More traffic. More buildings. More tourists crowding the sidewalks. Ketut navigated through the chaos toward the beach. Beachwalk Shopping Center rose up ahead. Terraced levels of open-air walkways. Green hanging vines. Water features flowing between the floors. The whole structure designed like Balinese rice terraces. Modern but somehow organic.

Ketut parked in the underground garage. The concrete cool after the heat outside. Dim lighting. Cars packed in tight rows.

"Where do you want to start?" he asked as we walked toward the elevator.

"Just walk with me. I'll see what catches my eye."

The elevator opened onto the main shopping level. Open air. Ocean breeze moving through the space. Lush tropical plants in planters between the stores. Water channels running along the walkways. High-end boutiques with glass fronts displaying designer pieces.

We walked. My sundress clung to my body where sweat had gathered during the short walk from the parking garage. Ketut stayed beside me. His eyes tracked other men looking at me. Watching how they noticed my heavy tits. My strong legs. How their gazes lingered.

The first boutique had racks of sundresses. Casual linen pieces in bright colors. Tropical prints. I pulled three dresses from the rack. Held them against my body.

"What do you think?" I asked Ketut.

"They would all look nice."

"I'll try them on."

The fitting room was open. Just a curtained alcove. I stepped inside. Drew the curtain closed but not quite all the way. A gap of a few inches.

I pulled off my yellow sundress. Stood in just my white bikini. My heavy tits spilling over the top. My strong thighs bare. I could feel Ketut's eyes through the gap in the curtain.

The first dress was coral. Fitted at the waist. Short. I pulled it on. Stepped out of the fitting room.

"What do you think?"

Ketut's eyes moved over my body. Slower now. No pretense of professionalism.

"Very nice."

I turned. Let him see how the dress hugged my strong ass. How it showed the length of my legs.

"I like it."

I went back in. Changed into the second dress. This one white. Sheer cotton. My bikini visible underneath. My fat nipples showing dark through both layers of fabric.

I stepped out again.

Ketut's jaw tightened. His eyes locked on my tits.

"This one?" I asked.

"Yes."

The third dress was green. Backless. Thin straps over my shoulders. When I stepped out, Ketut could see the full curve of my bare back. The dimples above my strong ass.

I turned slowly. Let him look. Let him want.

"All three," I said.

He nodded. His voice lower when he spoke. "Good choices."

I changed back into my yellow dress. Paid for the new ones. The shop girl folded them into a bag. Handed it to Ketut.

We moved to the next store. Swimwear. Rows of bikinis. Some conservative. Most not. I picked up a white string bikini. The triangles of fabric so small they would barely cover my fat nipples. The bottoms just a thin string.

"Fitting room?" I asked.

Ketut followed me to the back. The fitting room here had a door. I left it unlocked. Pulled off my dress. Removed my white bikini. Stood naked for a moment. Knowing Ketut was just outside the door.

I put on the string bikini. Tied the strings at my hips. Adjusted the tiny triangles over my fat nipples. Barely covering them. The strings disappearing between the cheeks of my strong ass.

I opened the door. Stepped out.

Ketut's eyes went wide. His breathing changed. I could see the bulge in his pants growing.

"Too small?" I asked.

"No." His voice rough. "Perfect."

I turned. Let him see how the string disappeared between my ass cheeks. How the tiny triangles barely contained my heavy tits.

"I'll take it."

I changed back. My pussy wet now. Aching. The game we were playing making me hotter with each piece of clothing I modeled for him.

We moved through two more stores. Each time trying things on. Each time stepping out to show Ketut. Each time his eyes getting hungrier. His professional mask slipping further.

Then I saw the lingerie boutique.

Small. Upscale. French brands. Italian silk. The window display showed a mannequin in black lace. Sheer. Expensive.

"Let's go in here," I said.

The shop was intimate. Soft lighting. Racks of bras and panties and teddies in lace and silk. A young woman behind the counter looked up. Smiled.

"Can I help you find anything?"

"Just browsing."

I walked deeper into the shop. Ketut followed. His presence larger somehow in the intimate space. Surrounded by delicate fabric designed to be seen and then removed.

I ran my fingers over a black lace bra. My size. The cups sheer. My fat nipples would show through completely.

"This is pretty," I said to Ketut.

He stood close behind me. Close enough that I could feel the heat of his body. Close enough to smell his skin. Salt. Sweat. Man.

"Very pretty," he said. His voice barely above a whisper now.

I picked up the matching panties. A thong. Barely any fabric. Just enough lace to cover my pussy. Nothing in the back. My strong ass would be completely bare.

"I'll try this on."

The changing room was at the back of the shop. A small space with a curtain for a door. A mirror covering one wall. A bench.

I stepped inside. Drew the curtain closed. Started to undress.

My yellow sundress hung on a hook inside the changing room. My white bikini pooled on the floor. I stood naked. Looking at myself in the mirror.

My heavy tits sat full and round. My fat nipples hard from the air conditioning. My shaved pussy already wet. The modeling for Ketut had built heat between us that neither of us was pretending didn't exist anymore.

I picked up the black lace bra. Slipped my arms through the straps. Fastened it behind my back. The cups were sheer. My fat nipples showed through completely. Dark circles against pale skin.

I turned. Looked at myself from different angles. The bra lifted my heavy tits. Presented them. Made them look even fuller.

The matching panties came next. Black lace thong. I stepped into them. Pulled them up over my strong thighs. The fabric settled between my ass cheeks. Barely covering my pussy in front.

I looked good. Sexy. The kind of lingerie designed to be seen for about thirty seconds before being torn off.

I opened the curtain.

Ketut stood right outside. His eyes went wide. His jaw tightened. His whole body went rigid.

"What do you think?" I turned slowly. Let him see everything. The sheer cups barely containing my heavy tits. The thong disappearing between my strong ass cheeks.

"Mrs. Rachel." His voice came out rough. Strained.

"Be honest." I faced him again. "Does this look good?"

"Yes." He swallowed hard. His eyes locked on my tits. On my fat nipples showing through the sheer lace. "Very good."

"Come closer." I stepped back into the changing room. "I want your opinion on the fit."

Ketut glanced toward the front of the shop. The young salesgirl was helping another customer. Not paying attention to us.

He stepped inside the changing room. Drew the curtain closed behind him.

The space was tiny. His body filled it. The heat of him surrounded me. His breathing fast. Heavy.

"Touch them." I arched my back slightly. Pushed my heavy tits toward him. "Tell me if the fabric feels good."

Ketut's hands came up. Hesitant at first. Then confident. He cupped my heavy tits through the sheer lace. Squeezed gently. His thumbs brushed over my fat nipples.

"Mmm." I bit my lip. "Does it feel good?"

"So good." His hands squeezed harder. "You feel so good."

I reached for him. Found the bulge in his shorts. Hard. Straining against the fabric. I rubbed my palm along his length.

"You like this?" I kept my voice low. A whisper.

"Fuck, yes."

"We shouldn't." Even as I said it, my hand worked his cock through his shorts. "Someone might hear."

"I don't care." Ketut bent down. His mouth found my neck. Kissing. Sucking. His hands still on my heavy tits. Squeezing them roughly now.

"Ohh." The sound escaped before I could stop it.

His mouth moved lower. Found the top of my tits where they spilled over the sheer cups. He kissed the soft flesh. Licked. His teeth scraped against my skin.

I fumbled with his shorts. Found the button. The zipper. Pulled them down just enough to free his thick cock.

He sprang out. Hard. Dark. The head already wet.

I wrapped my hand around him. Stroked from base to tip. Felt him throb in my palm.

"Ahhh." Ketut groaned against my tits. "Rachel."

"Shh." I stroked him faster. "Be quiet."

His hands moved to my ass. Grabbed my strong cheeks through the lace thong. Squeezed. His fingers digging into my flesh.

I dropped to my knees. The floor hard beneath me. I looked up at him. His dark eyes glazed. Desperate.

"What are you..." He started to ask.

I took him in my mouth. Cut off his words with the wet heat of my lips wrapped around his thick cock.

"Ungh." The sound came from deep in his chest. Guttural. Raw.

I sucked him deeper. Let my tongue work the underside. My hand stroked what my mouth couldn't reach. The other hand cupped his balls. Heavy and tight in my palm.

Ketut's hands found my hair. Not pulling. Just holding. His hips started to move. Small thrusts. Fucking my mouth in careful strokes.

I looked up at him through my lashes. Watched his face. The way his jaw clenched. The way his eyes struggled to stay open. The way his whole body trembled with the effort of staying quiet.

"Fuck." He breathed the word. "Your mouth."

I took him deeper. Relaxed my throat. Let him slide all the way in until my nose pressed against his pelvis. Held him there. Swallowed around him.

"Ahhh." His fingers tightened in my hair.

"Excuse me?" The salesgirl's voice. Right outside the curtain. "Is everything okay in there?"

I froze. Ketut's cock still in my mouth. My heart pounding.

"Do you need help with the sizing?" she asked.

I pulled off slowly. Quietly. A string of saliva connecting my lips to his tip. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

Ketut's voice came out strained but controlled. "No. Thank you. We're fine."

"Are you sure? I have other styles if that one doesn't fit properly."

"This one is perfect." My voice. Breathless but steady. "Just deciding."

"Take your time. Let me know if you need anything."

Footsteps moving away. Back toward the front of the shop.

I looked up at Ketut. His cock still hard. Still wet from my mouth. Throbbing. His chest heaving. His eyes wild with need and frustration.

I stood slowly. My knees sore from the hard floor. My pussy aching. Soaking wet. Throbbing with need that matched his.

"We need to stop," I whispered.

"Rachel." His hands reached for me. Desperate.

"Not here." I pressed my hand against his chest. "We can't."

He looked at me. His jaw tight. Every muscle in his body tense. His thick cock still out. Still hard. Begging to be touched.

"Later," I said. "Somewhere else."

He nodded. Tucked himself back into his shorts with shaking hands. The bulge still obvious. Still straining against the fabric.

I turned back to the mirror. My lips swollen. My cheeks flushed. My fat nipples hard points against the sheer lace.

"Go outside," I told him. "I'll change."

Ketut opened the curtain. Stepped out. I watched his back through the gap. Watched him adjust himself. Try to calm down.

I changed quickly. Back into my yellow sundress. Left the sheer black lingerie on underneath. The lace rough against my sensitive skin. A reminder of what had just happened. What was unfinished.

I grabbed two more sets of lingerie from the racks without looking. Didn't matter what they were. I just needed a reason to have been in the shop.

The salesgirl rang them up. Smiled politely. She had no idea what she'd just interrupted.

"These are beautiful pieces," she said. "Your husband will love them."

"I hope so."

I paid. My hands steadier now but still tense. Every line of my body screaming with unfulfilled need.

We walked out of the shop. Through the mall. Past other stores. Other shoppers. The tension between us thick. Electric. Dangerous.

Neither of us spoke. We just walked. Fast. Purposeful.

The elevator down to the parking garage felt like it took forever. The doors finally opened. We stepped inside. Alone.

The moment the doors closed, Ketut pulled me against him. His mouth found mine. Hard. Demanding. His tongue pushing past my lips. Tasting. Claiming.

My hands went to his hair. Gripping. Pulling him closer.

The elevator opened on the parking level. We broke apart. Breathing hard. Looking at each other.

"The car," I said.

"Yes."

We walked fast. Not quite running. Ketut's hand on my lower back. Guiding me through the rows of vehicles. His touch burning through the thin fabric of my sundress.

His truck sat in a corner. Away from other cars. Dimly lit. Private.

He unlocked it. Opened the back door. Looked at me.

I climbed in.

Ketut climbed in after me. Pulled the door closed. The interior went dark. Just dim light filtering through the tinted windows.

His hands found me immediately. Pulling me toward him. His mouth on mine. Hard. Desperate. All the control he'd maintained in the lingerie shop gone now.

"Fuck, Rachel." He breathed the words against my lips. "I need you."

"Yes."

His hands went to the hem of my sundress. Yanking it up over my thighs. Over my hips. Exposing my white bikini bottoms.

"Take these off," he said.

I lifted my hips. Slid the bikini bottoms down my legs. Kicked them off. My shaved pussy bare now. Wet. Aching.

Ketut pushed me back against the seat. His hands spreading my thighs apart. Looking at my exposed pussy. Glistening. Swollen.

"So wet," he said.

"From your cock in my mouth. From stopping. From wanting you."

He lowered his head. His mouth found my pussy. No hesitation. His tongue flat against my slit. Licking from bottom to top. Slow. Firm.

"Ohh fuck." My hands went to his hair. Gripping.

His tongue circled my clit. Flicked it. Then sucked it between his lips.

"Ahhh." My hips bucked against his face.

He held my thighs open. His hands strong on my soft flesh. His mouth working my pussy. Licking. Sucking. His tongue pushing inside me. Fucking me with it.

"Ketut. Mmm. Yes."

The danger made it hotter. Anyone walking by would know. Would see the windows starting to fog. Would hear the sounds if they got close enough.

Ketut's tongue moved faster. His lips sealed around my clit. Sucking hard. His fingers dug into my thighs.

"I'm going to... oh fuck." My whole body tensed.

He didn't stop. Just kept sucking. Kept licking. Relentless.

My orgasm hit hard. Sharp. My thighs clamped around his head. My back arched off the seat. A cry escaped my throat before I could stop it.

"Fuck. Fuck. Ohh."

Ketut kept licking. Gentler now. Drawing out every last pulse of pleasure.

When I finally relaxed, he lifted his head. His face wet. His eyes dark with hunger.

"I need to fuck you," he said.

"Yes." I reached for his shorts. Fumbled with the button. The zipper. Pulled them down.

His thick cock sprang free. Still hard from the interrupted blowjob. Still desperate.

He positioned himself between my spread thighs. The head of his cock pressed against my entrance. Wet. Ready.

"Do it," I said.

He pushed inside. One hard thrust. Filling me completely.

"Ahhh fuck." We both made the sound. Together.

The angle was awkward. The back seat cramped. But none of it mattered. Just the feeling of his thick cock stretching me. Filling me.

Ketut started to move. Slow at first. Pulling almost all the way out. Then pushing back in. Deep. Each thrust making my heavy tits bounce under my sundress and bikini top.

"Harder," I said.

He gripped my hips. His fingers digging into my flesh. Started fucking me faster. Harder.

The car rocked with each thrust.

"Yes. Fuck. Like that."

The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the small space. Wet. Obscene. Mixed with our breathing. Our moans.

Ketut pulled down the top of my sundress. The bikini top. Freed my heavy tits. His hands squeezed them. His thumbs rubbing my fat nipples.

"So fucking good," he groaned. "Your pussy."

"Don't stop."

He bent forward. His mouth finding my neck. Kissing. Biting. His hips never stopping. Just pounding into me. Using me.

A car door slammed somewhere nearby. Voices. People walking through the parking garage.

Ketut froze. His cock buried deep inside me. His body tense.

We both held our breath. Listening.

The voices got closer. A couple talking. Their footsteps echoing off the concrete.

Ketut started moving again. Slow. Careful. Trying to keep the car from rocking. But still fucking me.

"Ketut." I whispered his name. Warning. Scared. Turned on beyond belief.

"Shh." His mouth covered mine. Muffling any sound I might make. His cock still moving. Slow thrusts. In and out.

The couple walked past. Close. Maybe two rows over. Their voices clear.

Ketut's thrusts got deeper. Grinding into me. His pelvis rubbing my clit with each movement.

Another orgasm built. Fast. Intense.

The couple's voices faded. Their car starting. Pulling away.

The moment they were gone, Ketut started pounding into me again. Fast. Brutal. His hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

"Oh god. Oh fuck. Ketut." My voice too loud now. Not caring.

"Mmm. Rachel. Fuck."

He pulled out suddenly. Grabbed my hips. Flipped me over.

"On your knees."

I got on all fours on the back seat. My sundress bunched around my waist. My strong ass in the air.

Ketut positioned himself behind me. His thick cock found my entrance. Slammed back inside.

"Ahhh." The new angle deeper. Fuller. Almost too much.

His hands gripped my hips. Holding me steady. Fucking me hard from behind. Each thrust pushing me forward. Making my heavy tits swing beneath me.

"Yes. Fuck. Harder."

One of his hands left my hip. Came down hard on my ass. A sharp slap.

"Ohh." The sting mixing with pleasure.

He slapped me again. Same spot. Then squeezed the flesh. Kneaded it.

"You like being fucked like this?" His voice rough. "In a parking garage where anyone could see?"

"Yes. Fuck yes."

"Such a dirty woman." Another slap. "Taking my cock while your husband works."

"Mmm. Don't stop."

His fingers dug into my hips. Gripping hard. Pulling me back onto his cock with each thrust.

The angle let him go deeper. Hit something inside me that made my whole body shake.

"I'm going to cum again," I gasped. "Oh fuck. I'm..."

"Do it." His thrusts relentless. Pounding. "Cum on my cock."

My second orgasm crashed through me. Harder than the first. My pussy clenching around his thick shaft. My arms giving out. My face pressed into the seat.

"Fuck. Fuck. Ketut. Ahhh."

He kept fucking me through it. Not slowing. Not stopping. His breathing harsh. Ragged. His hands never leaving my hips.

"Mmm. So tight when you cum." His voice strained. Fighting his own release. "So fucking good."

My pussy still pulsing around him. Oversensitive. Every thrust sending shocks through my body.

"Ketut. Oh god."

He slowed slightly. Not stopping. Just giving me a moment. Then building again. Faster. Harder.

"I want to fuck you like this for hours," he groaned. "Make you cum over and over."

"Yes. Fuck. Please."

His hands moved to my heavy tits. Gripping them from behind. Using them for leverage as he pounded into me. My fat nipples hard against his palms.

The car rocked violently now. No attempt at being subtle. The suspension creaking. The windows completely fogged.

"Anyone could walk by," I gasped. "Could see."

"Let them." Ketut's thrusts brutal now. Desperate. "Let them see me fucking you."

He changed position again. Pulled me up so my back was against his chest. His arms wrapped around me. One hand on my heavy tits. The other between my legs. Fingers working my clit while his thick cock filled me from behind.

"Oh fuck. Ketut. Too much."

"One more," he breathed in my ear. "Give me one more."

His fingers circled my clit. Fast. Firm. His cock grinding deep inside me. Hitting that spot that made my vision blur.

"I can't. I can't."

"Yes you can." His teeth on my earlobe. Biting. "Cum for me again."

The third orgasm built differently. Slower but bigger. My whole body trembling. Every nerve ending on fire.

"Ketut. Oh god. I'm..."

"Let go."

It hit me like a wave. My whole body convulsing. My pussy clamping down on his thick cock. My head falling back against his shoulder. A scream trapped in my throat.

"Ahhh. Fuck. Mmm."

Ketut held me through it. His cock still inside me. Still hard. His breathing ragged in my ear.

When I finally went limp, he laid me down gently on the seat. Pulled out slowly. His thick cock glistening. Still rock hard.

"Fuck, Rachel." His hand wrapped around his shaft. Stroking. "I need to cum."

"Yes." I turned onto my back. Spread my legs. "Cum on me."

He positioned himself over me. Stroking faster. His eyes locked on my body. On my heavy tits. On my shaved pussy. On the mess he'd made of me.

"Where?" His voice desperate.

"My tits." I pushed them together. Created a perfect target. "Cover them."

Ketut stroked faster. His breathing harsh. His whole body tense.

"Fuck. Rachel. I'm..."

His cock erupted. Hot spurts landing on my heavy tits. Covering my fat nipples. Dripping down between them. He kept stroking. Milking every last drop onto my skin.

"Ungh. Mmm. Fuck." His sounds raw. Primal.

When he finished, he collapsed beside me on the narrow seat. Both of us breathing hard. Sweaty. Satisfied.

"That was..." He couldn't finish the sentence.

"Insane." I looked down at my tits covered in his cum. "We just fucked in a parking garage."

"Anyone could have seen."

"I know."

We lay there for a moment. Processing. The reality of what we'd done settling over us.

"We should clean up," I said finally.

Ketut found tissues in the center console. I wiped his cum off my heavy tits. Cleaned between my legs where his precum and my wetness had mixed. Fixed my bikini top. Pulled down my sundress.

Ketut pulled up his shorts. Ran his hand through his hair. Tried to look presentable.

I found my white bikini bottoms on the floor. Slipped them back on.

"Do I look okay?" I asked.

Ketut looked at me. Really looked. My flushed cheeks. My swollen lips. My hair messy from being fucked.

"You look like you just got fucked in a parking garage."

"Perfect." I laughed. Couldn't help it.

We climbed out of the back seat. The air in the parking garage cool after the heat inside the truck. I could feel Ketut's eyes on me as I walked around to the passenger side.

The drive back was quiet at first. Both of us processing. Both of us coming down from the high.

"That was different," Ketut said finally. "From the villa. From the beach."

"The risk."

"Yes."

"Did you like it?"

He glanced at me. A small smile. "Very much."

"Me too."

We drove through Kuta. Back toward our neighborhood. The familiar streets appearing. Normal life resuming.

"Does your husband know?" Ketut asked. His voice careful. "About us?"

I looked at him. Saw the tension in his jaw. The way his hands gripped the steering wheel.

"What do you think?" I asked.

"I think you're cheating on him." He kept his eyes on the road. "With me. With Made. Maybe others."

"Does that bother you?"

"I don't know." He was quiet for a moment. "Part of me likes it. That you chose me. That you want me. But another part..."

"Feels guilty?"

"Yes."

I reached over. Put my hand on his thigh. Felt the muscle tense under my palm.

"Don't feel guilty," I said.

"He seems like a good man. Your husband."

"He is."

"Then why?"

I didn't answer. Let him think what he wanted. Let him believe I was cheating. Sneaking around. Being unfaithful.

The truth was more complicated. But Ketut didn't need to know that. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

We pulled up to the villa. Ketut carried my shopping bags to the door. Professional again. Like nothing had happened. But the tension between us was different now. Heavier.

"Thank you for driving me," I said.

"Anytime, Mrs. Rachel." He handed me the bags. Started to turn away.

"Ketut."

He stopped. Looked back at me.

"This stays between us," I said. "You understand?"

"Yes."

"Good."

I watched him drive away. Then went inside. The villa quiet. Tom still at work.

I took a shower. Washed away the sweat. The sex. The evidence. But the memory stayed sharp. Vivid.

When Tom came home that evening, he found me on the terrace. Wearing one of my new sundresses. A glass of wine in my hand.

"How was shopping?" he asked. Kissed my cheek. Sat beside me.

"Productive." I smiled. "I got some beautiful things."

"Show me."

I brought out the bags. Showed him the dresses. The bikini. The lingerie.

"These are nice." He held up the black lace set. The one I'd been wearing when Ketut came into the changing room. "Very nice."

"I thought you'd like them."

Tom set down the lingerie. Looked at me. That look in his eyes. The one that knew.

"Tell me about the shopping trip," he said.

I took a sip of wine. Set down the glass. Looked at my husband.

"Ketut drove me to Beachwalk," I started. "We went through several stores. I tried things on. Modeled them for him."

Tom's breathing changed. Got heavier.

"Then we went to a lingerie shop," I continued. "I tried on a black lace set. Called Ketut into the changing room to see."

"Did he like it?"

"Very much." I leaned closer. My voice lower. "I got on my knees. Took his cock in my mouth right there in the changing room."

"Fuck." Tom's hand found my thigh. Squeezed.

"The shop assistant almost caught us. I had to stop. Ketut was so hard. So desperate."

"What did you do?"

"We went to the parking garage." I watched Tom's face. Watched the heat build in his eyes. "The back seat of his truck."

"Tell me everything."

So I did. Every detail. How Ketut ate my pussy. How he fucked me. How we almost got caught. How I came three times. How he finally came on my heavy tits.

By the time I finished, Tom's cock was hard in his pants. His hand gripping my thigh. His breathing ragged.

"He asked if you knew," I said. "About us."

"What did you tell him?"

"Nothing." I smiled. "Let him think I'm cheating."

"Fuck, that's hot." Tom pulled me toward him. Kissed me hard. "You're incredible."

"I love you," I said against his mouth.

"I love you too." His hands were already pulling up my sundress. "Now let me fuck my wife."

He did. Right there on the terrace. Under the stars. My legs wrapped around him. His cock filling me. Both of us lost in the heat. The passion. The love that made all of this possible.
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The British Colleague
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The expat gathering was at a beachfront bar in Seminyak. Nothing fancy. Plastic chairs scattered across sand. Wooden tables with peeling paint. String lights overhead swaying in the breeze. A makeshift bar serving Bintang and cheap wine from boxes. The crowd was regular professionals. Teachers. NGO workers. A few consultants. People who worked in Bali because they wanted to, not because they were getting rich.

Tom had texted an hour earlier. Working late. A visiting delegation from another university. Go without me, he'd written. Have fun.

So I came alone.

I wore a black dress. Simple cotton that clung to my heavy tits and stopped mid thigh. My tan legs bare. Hair loose down my back.

I grabbed a glass of wine from the bar. Scanned the crowd. Recognized a few faces from other events. The German yoga teacher. The American surf school owners. Some other expats I'd seen around.

But not the ones I was hoping for.

Claire wasn't here. Thank god. That woman could talk for hours about nothing. But David wasn't here either. Her husband. The tall British man with sad eyes who'd fucked me in an alley after the InterNations event. He'd been good. Really good. Would have been fun to slip away with him again.

I took a sip of wine. Let the disappointment settle. Moved through the crowd. Smiled at familiar faces. Made small talk about the heat and weekend plans.

"Excuse me."

A voice behind me. British accent. Male. Deep.

I turned.

A man stood three feet away. Tall. Late forties, early fifties. Salt and pepper hair. Strong jaw. Glasses that made him look professorial. Linen shirt rolled to his elbows. Wedding ring on his left hand.

His eyes locked on mine. Blue. Intelligent. Hungry.

"I'm sorry," he said. "But I couldn't help noticing you. Are you here alone?"

"I am." I extended my hand. "Rachel."

"Malcolm." He took my hand. His palm warm. Slightly rough. The handshake lasted a beat too long. "I have to say, it's rare to see a woman as beautiful as you at one of these things without a dozen people around her."

Direct. I liked that.

"Maybe I scared them all away."

He laughed. "Or maybe they're idiots." He gestured to my wine glass. "Can I get you another?"

"Sure."

We walked to the bar together. Malcolm ordered two glasses of white wine. Paid without making a show of it.

"So how are you finding Bali?" he asked.

"Overwhelming. Intoxicating." I took a sip. "It feels like anything could happen here."

"It can." Malcolm looked at me. "That's the beauty of it. And the danger."

"Which appeals to you more?"

"Honestly? Both." He smiled. Lines appeared at the corners of his eyes. "I came here three years ago thinking I wanted peace. Turns out I wanted possibility."

"And did you find it?"

"Some days more than others." His eyes held mine. "Tonight's looking promising."

Heat flooded my body. My pussy clenched.

"You don't waste time."

"I'm too old to play games," Malcolm said. "Life's too short to pretend I don't find you incredibly attractive."

I took another sip of wine. Let the moment stretch. Watched him watch me.

"You're very direct."

"Only when I know what I want." He stepped closer. Close enough that I could smell his cologne. Woodsy. Expensive. "And right now I want to leave this place with you. Go somewhere private. Where we can actually talk."

My heart pounded. My fat nipples pressed hard against my dress.

"You have somewhere in mind?"

"My villa. Near the coast. Not far from here."

"That's very forward."

"You can say no." His thumb brushed across my wrist. Deliberate. Electric. "But I don't think you will."

He was right.

"So what do you say?" His eyes darkened. Hungry. "Come with me. Now."

I finished my wine. Set the glass on a nearby table.

"Let's go."

Malcolm's hand found my lower back. Possessive. Confident. We walked through the crowd together. Past the familiar faces. Past the string lights and plastic chairs. Out onto the street where the warm night air rushed over my skin.

He had a car parked nearby. Black sedan. He opened the passenger door for me. His hand lingering on my hip as I climbed in.

The drive was short. Maybe ten minutes. We didn't talk much. Just his hand on my thigh. Moving higher. Testing. My legs spreading slightly. Letting him know I wanted this.

His villa appeared through the darkness. Set back from the road. Surrounded by high walls and tropical plants. A gate rolled open automatically. We pulled into a private driveway.

"Here we are," Malcolm said.

I looked at the villa. Modern. Clean lines. Expensive.

"Nice place."

"It serves its purpose." He killed the engine. Turned to look at me. "Ready?"

My pussy was soaked. My body thrumming with anticipation.

"Yes."

We got out of the car. Malcolm's hand found mine. He led me toward the front door. Unlocked it. Pulled me inside.

And the door closed behind us.

The villa was cool inside. Air conditioning humming. Dark wood floors. White walls. Minimalist furniture. Books everywhere. On shelves. Stacked on tables. A life built around ideas.

Malcolm closed the door. Locked it. Turned to face me.

"Drink?"

"No."

"Good." He stepped closer. His hand cupped my jaw. Tilted my face up.

He kissed me. Hard. Demanding. His tongue pushing into my mouth. I kissed him back. My hands gripping his shirt. Pulling him closer.

His hands slid down my body. Grabbed my ass through the thin fabric of my dress. Squeezed hard.

"Fuck," he breathed against my mouth. "You feel incredible."

"Bedroom."

"This way."

He took my hand. Led me through the villa. Down a hallway. Into a large bedroom with floor to ceiling windows overlooking dark jungle. A massive bed. White sheets. The smell of jasmine drifting in through an open window.

Malcolm turned me around. His chest pressed against my back. His hands running up my sides. Cupping my heavy tits through my dress.

"So fucking sexy," he said into my ear. His fingers finding my hard nipples. Pinching through the fabric.

I pressed back against him. Felt his hard cock against my ass. Ground against it.

His hands grabbed the hem of my dress. Pulled it up. Over my hips. Over my tits. Over my head. Tossed it aside.

I stood there in just my panties. Black lace. Barely covering anything.

Malcolm's hands ran over my naked back. Down to my ass. Hooked into my panties. Pulled them down. Let them fall to the floor.

"Beautiful," he said. His hands spreading across my ass. Squeezing. "Absolutely fucking beautiful."

He spun me around. His eyes raking over my body. My heavy tits with their fat nipples. My flat stomach. My shaved pussy already wet and ready.

"On the bed."

I climbed onto the white sheets. Lay back. Spread my legs. Let him see everything.

Malcolm pulled off his shirt. Unbuckled his belt. His body was lean. Strong for his age. Salt and pepper hair on his chest. He dropped his pants. His cock sprang free. Thick. Hard. Already leaking.

He climbed onto the bed. Settled between my spread thighs. His hands running up my legs. Over my hips. Up to my tits.

His mouth closed around my nipple. Sucking hard. His tongue flicking. His hand squeezing my other tit. Pinching the nipple. I arched into him. Moaning.

"Mmm, fuck, yes."

His mouth moved to my other nipple. Biting gently. Then harder. My hands tangled in his hair. Holding him there.

He kissed down my stomach. Slow. Deliberate. His hands spreading my thighs wider. His breath hot against my pussy.

"So fucking wet already."

His tongue ran up my slit. Slow. Tasting. I gasped.

"Ohhh."

Malcolm's mouth closed around my clit. Sucking. His tongue flicking. Fast. Then slow. Teasing. Driving me crazy.

"Fuck. Oh fuck."

His hands gripped my thighs. Holding them open. His tongue working my clit. Circling. Pressing. Then sliding down. Pushing inside my pussy. Fucking me with his tongue.

"Ahhh, god."

He ate me like he was starving. Licking. Sucking. His nose pressed against my clit as his tongue pushed deeper. The wet sounds mixing with my moans.

"Yes. Yes. Right there."

His tongue moved back to my clit. Two fingers pushed inside me. Thick. Stretching. Curling up. Finding that spot that made me see stars.

"Oh god. Oh god."

His fingers pumped. Fast. Hard. His mouth never leaving my clit. Sucking. Flicking. The pressure building. Coiling tight in my belly.

"I'm going to come. Fuck. I'm going to come."

"Mmm," he hummed against my clit. The vibration pushing me over.

The orgasm slammed into me. My back arching off the bed. My thighs clamping around his head. A scream tearing from my throat.

"Ahhh! Fuck! Fuck! Yes!"

Malcolm kept licking. Kept sucking. Drawing it out. Making me shake. Making me sob.

When I finally came down, he pulled back. His face glistening with my wetness. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Grinning.

"Delicious."

He moved up my body. His cock pressing against my entrance. Rubbing up and down. Teasing.

"Ready?"

"Yes. Fuck. Please."

He pushed in. One smooth thrust. Filling me completely. Stretching me. I cried out. My hands grabbing his shoulders.

"Ahhh! Fuck!"

"Jesus," Malcolm groaned. "So fucking tight."

He pulled back. Slammed in again. Hard. Setting a brutal pace. His hips pistoning. His cock driving deep. The wet sounds of fucking filling the room.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulling him deeper. My nails digging into his back.

"Yes. Yes. Harder."

He fucked me harder. The bed shaking. His balls slapping against my ass. His breathing harsh in my ear.

"Ungh. Fuck. You feel so good."

"Don't stop. Don't fucking stop."

My second orgasm built fast. Pressure coiling in my belly. My pussy clenching. Tightening.

"I'm going to come again."

"Do it. Come on my cock."

I came. Hard. Screaming. My body shaking. My pussy spasming around him. Wave after wave.

"Ahhh! Yes! Oh god, yes!"

Malcolm didn't stop. Kept fucking through my orgasm. Prolonging it. Making it last.

When I finally came down, he pulled out. His cock glistening with my wetness.

"Turn over. On your hands and knees."

I obeyed. Getting into position. Ass in the air. My swollen pussy exposed.

Malcolm's hands grabbed my hips. Positioned himself behind me. His cock pushing back inside. Even deeper from this angle.

"Ohhh, fuck."

He fucked me like an animal. Hard. Fast. Relentless. His hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. His cock slamming into me. The sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the room.

"Ungh. Ungh. Fuck. Take it."

"Yes. Yes. Mmm, yes."

One of his hands moved to my hair. Grabbed a fistful. Pulled my head back. Arching my spine. The angle changing. His cock hitting different spots. Deeper.

"Ahhh, shit!"

"Fuck. You're perfect. So fucking perfect."

The windows were open. Anyone outside could hear. Could hear me getting fucked. The thought made me wetter.

Malcolm released my hair. Both hands back on my hips. Pulling me back onto his cock with each thrust. Using my body.

"I'm close," he grunted. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside. Come inside me."

"Fuck. Yes. Ungh."

His rhythm broke. Became erratic. His cock swelling. Then he groaned. Long and loud. His cock pulsing. Filling me with his cum. Hot. Thick. Flooding my pussy.

"Ahhh! Fuck! Yes!"

He kept thrusting. Slower. Riding out his orgasm. Finally he stopped. Stayed buried inside me. Both of us breathing hard.

"Jesus Christ," he said. "That was incredible."

He pulled out slowly. I felt his cum leaking out of me. Dripping down my thigh.

I collapsed onto the bed. Rolled onto my back. My body sated. Trembling.

Malcolm lay beside me. His hand on my stomach. Possessive.

"You're amazing."

"So are you."

We lay there for a while. The sounds of the jungle filtering through the open window. His cum still leaking out of me. Marking the white sheets.

"I want to see you again," Malcolm said. "Soon."

"I'd like that."

He pulled me closer. His hand cupping my tit. Thumb brushing over my nipple.

"What time do you need to leave?"

I glanced at the clock on the nightstand. Almost midnight.

"Soon. I should get home."

"Shame. I'd keep you here all night if I could."

"Maybe next time."

"I'll hold you to that."

We lay there a bit longer. His hands exploring my body. Gentle now. Almost tender. A different energy than the brutal fucking.

Finally I sat up. Found my panties. My dress. Started getting dressed.

Malcolm watched from the bed. His cock already starting to harden again.

"You're going to drive me crazy."

"Good."

I finished dressing. Ran my fingers through my sex messed hair. I looked thoroughly fucked. There was no hiding it.

Malcolm got up. Pulled on his pants. Walked me to the door.

"I'll call you a taxi."

"Thanks."

While we waited, he kissed me again. Slower this time. Deeper. His hands on my waist. Holding me close.

"I had a great time tonight, Rachel."

"Me too."

The taxi arrived. Malcolm walked me out. Opened the door for me.

"Text me when you get home safe."

"I will."

I climbed into the back seat. Gave the driver my address. As we pulled away, I looked back. Malcolm stood in his driveway. Watching. His hand raised in a wave.

I leaned back. Let the night air rush through the open window. My pussy sore. Satisfied. Malcolm's cum still leaking out of me. Soaking through my panties.

Tom was going to love hearing about this.

About the distinguished British man with the hungry eyes and the skilled tongue.

I had no idea how close Malcolm really was.

How much danger I was walking into.

The house was dark when I got home. Tom's scooter wasn't in the driveway. Still at work. Dealing with his delegation.

I unlocked the door. Stepped inside. The cool air conditioning hitting my overheated skin. I dropped my purse on the counter. Kicked off my sandals.

My phone buzzed. A text from Tom.

"How was the event?"

I smiled. Started typing.

"Interesting. I'll tell you when you get home."

"Good or bad interesting?"

"Very good."

"Can't wait to hear."

I set my phone down. Headed to the bathroom. Turned on the shower. Let the water heat up while I peeled off my dress. Stepped out of my soaked panties. Malcolm's cum still leaking down my thigh.

The hot water felt good. Washing away the sweat. The sex. The evidence. I shampooed my hair. Soaped my body. Let the water run over my sore pussy.

By the time I got out, I felt clean. Fresh. I wrapped myself in a towel. Blow dried my hair. Put on a silk robe. Nothing underneath. Poured myself a glass of wine. Sat on the couch to wait.

Tom arrived an hour later. I heard his scooter pull up. The engine cutting off. His keys in the door.

He walked in. Saw me on the couch. His eyes immediately scanning my body. Reading the signs.

"You went somewhere."

"I did."

He set his bag down. Walked over. Stood in front of me. His eyes dark. Hungry.

"Tell me."

"There was a man at the event. British. Older. Distinguished. We talked. He asked me to leave with him."

"And you did."

"Yes."

Tom's breathing changed. His hands clenched at his sides.

"Where did you go?"

"His villa. Near Seminyak."

"What happened?"

"He fucked me. Hard. Made me come three times. He came inside me."

Tom's hand moved to his belt. Started unbuckling. His cock already hard.

"What's his name?"

"Malcolm."

"What does he do?"

"He works in education. Administration."

Tom paused. His hand freezing on his belt.

"What kind of education?"

"I don't know. He said international school."

"Where?"

"Near Seminyak. Why?"

Tom's face changed. Color draining.

"Which part of Seminyak?"

I sat up. Something in his voice making my stomach drop.

"Closer to the coast. Tom, what's wrong?"

"Show me his address."

"What?"

"Show me his fucking address, Rachel."

I grabbed my phone. Pulled up Malcolm's text. The one with his villa location. Showed Tom.

He stared at it. His face going from pale to red. His jaw clenching.

"No. Fuck. Rachel, no."

"What?"

"That's two streets from the university. That's where half my department lives."

My blood went cold.

"Tom."

"Malcolm what? What's his last name?"

"I don't know. We didn't exchange last names."

"Describe him. Now."

"Tall. Late forties, early fifties. Salt and pepper hair. Glasses. British."

Tom's face twisted. Anger flooding in.

"Malcolm Pierce. Senior professor. My fucking department."

The room tilted.

"What?"

"You fucked Malcolm Pierce. He teaches three doors down from my office."

"He said international school."

"He consults there. Part time. But he's university faculty. He's on the tenure committee. He's my fucking colleague, Rachel."

"I didn't know."

"You didn't ask!" His voice rising now. Sharp. "You didn't think to find out who he was? Where he worked?"

Heat flooded my face. Anger sparking.

"You never told me to ask."

"It's common sense."

"Common sense? You're the one who wanted this. You're the one who pushed me to fuck other men."

"Not men I work with!"

"You never said that!" I stood now. My voice rising to match his. "You never once said anything about rules. About who was off limits."

"I shouldn't have to spell it out."

"Apparently you do!"

Tom paced. His hands in his hair. His face red.

"Do you know what this means? If anyone finds out? If Malcolm says something?"

"Why would he say something?"

"Because men talk, Rachel. Because he might brag. Because this could destroy my career."

"Then maybe we should stop." The words came out cold. Hard. "Maybe I should stop fucking other men. If you're so worried about people finding out what a slut your wife is."

Tom's head snapped toward me.

"Don't do that."

"Don't do what? Point out that this was your idea? That you got hard listening to me tell you about getting fucked? That you ate another man's cum out of my pussy and loved it?"

"This is different."

"How? How is this different?"

"Because he's close! Because I have to see him every day. Because he has power over my career."

"That's your problem, not mine."

Tom's eyes went wide. Furious.

"My problem? You're my wife. This affects both of us."

"I'm your wife who you turned into this. Who you encouraged. Who you got off on."

"I didn't tell you to fuck my colleagues!"

"You didn't tell me not to!"

We stood there. Both breathing hard. Both furious. The air between us electric with rage.

"You need to stop seeing him," Tom said. His voice hard. "Delete his number. Block him."

"And if I don't want to?"

"What?"

"You heard me. What if I don't want to stop? What if he was good? What if I want to fuck him again?"

Tom's face went purple.

"Are you serious right now?"

"You wanted me to explore. To be free. To fuck who I want. Those were your words, Tom."

"Not him."

"You don't get to pick and choose. Either I'm free or I'm not."

"You're being unreasonable."

"I'm being unreasonable? You're the one who's suddenly afraid people will find out. Well guess what? They might. That's the risk you took when you started this."

"I took? We took. Together."

"You pushed for this. You begged for this. And now you're angry because you can't control it."

Tom stepped closer. His face inches from mine.

"You're acting like a slut."

"That's what you wanted."

"Not with him."

"Then who? Who am I allowed to fuck, Tom? Give me the list. Write it down. Make it official."

"Don't be a bitch."

"Don't be a coward."

My phone buzzed on the couch.

I walked over. Looked at the screen.

A text from an unknown number.

"Tonight was incredible. When can I see you again?"

Malcolm.

Tom saw my face. Saw me reading.

"Who is it?"

I didn't answer.

"Rachel. Who the fuck is it?"

"Malcolm."

Tom's face went white. Then red again. Rage flooding back.

"Block him. Right now."

"No."

"What?"

"I said no."

"Rachel."

"You don't get to tell me what to do."

"I'm your husband."

"And you're the one who started this."

Tom moved fast. His hands grabbed both my arms. Hard. His fingers digging in. His face inches from mine. Eyes blazing.

"You're going to ruin everything."

"Or maybe you already did."

His grip tightened. Bruising. His breath hot on my face.

Then he kissed me.
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Tom moved fast. His hands grabbed both my arms. Hard. His fingers digging in. His face inches from mine. Eyes blazing.

"You're going to ruin everything."

"Or maybe you already did."

His grip tightened. Bruising. His breath hot on my face.

Then he kissed me.

Hard. Brutal. His mouth crushing mine. His tongue forcing its way in. Claiming. Angry. Desperate.

Heat flooded through me. Anger and arousal crashing together. Making my head spin. My pussy clench. He had no right to be angry. No right to grab me like this. But god, I wanted him to.

I kissed back just as hard. My teeth catching his bottom lip. Biting. Tasting blood. He groaned into my mouth. His hands left my arms. Went to my dress. The yellow sundress. Grabbed the neckline. Ripped.

Fabric tore. Buttons scattered across the tile floor. The sound sharp. Final.

"Slut." He spat the word. "You're a fucking slut."

The word stung. Cut deep. Made my chest tight. Made tears prick my eyes. But it also made me wet. Made my nipples hard. Made me want to hurt him back.

"You made me this." I yanked at his shirt. Pulling. Buttons popping. Flying. "This is what you wanted."

My hands went to his chest. Scratching. Nails dragging down. Leaving red lines. He hissed. Grabbed my torn dress. Stripped it off. Threw it aside.

Unfair. All of this was so fucking unfair. He'd pushed for this. Begged me to fuck other men. Got hard listening to the details. And now he was calling me names. Treating me like I'd betrayed him.

But looking at him now. Seeing the rage in his eyes. The jealousy. The raw possessive need. Something in me responded. Something primal. This was passion. This was him fighting for me.

My black lace bra next. He grabbed the back clasp. Ripped it apart. The elastic snapping. Straps falling down my arms. My heavy tits bouncing free. Fat nipples already hard. Aching.

"Look at you." His eyes roaming over my body. Dark. Hungry. "Spreading your legs for anyone."

"Better than sitting here pretending you don't love it."

His hand went to my panties. Yanking them down. The lace tearing at the seam. His fingers immediately between my legs. Sliding through my pussy. Finding me soaked. Dripping.

Shame flooded through me. Mixed with arousal. I was wet. So fucking wet. From the fight. From his hands on me. From seeing him lose control. What did that make me?

Two fingers shoved inside. Hard. Deep. No gentleness. His other hand gripping my hip. Holding me in place against the wall.

"Ahhh!" I gasped.

"Wet little whore." He pumped his fingers. Rough. "Getting off on this."

"At least I'm honest about what I want."

Anger surged. Hot. Real. He was the one who'd made me this way. Encouraged it. Orchestrated it. And now he wanted to judge me for it? Fuck him. Fuck this double standard.

He pulled his fingers out. His hand already working his belt. The metallic clink. His zipper rasping down. Pants hitting the floor. His thick cock springing free. Hard. Angry. The tip already glistening.

My mouth watered. My pussy clenched. Even angry. Even hurt. I wanted him. Wanted his cock. Wanted him to claim me. Remind me who I belonged to.

He spun me. Slammed me face-first against the wall. His body pinning me. His hard cock pressing against my ass. His hands gripping my hips.

"This what you wanted?" His voice rough. Raw. "Wanted to make me lose control?"

"Looks like it worked."

Yes. This was what I wanted. Needed. To see him fight for me. To feel his jealousy. To know I mattered enough to make him crazy.

He thrust inside. One brutal stroke. Buried himself completely. Stretched me. Filled me. Made me scream.

"Unghh! Fuck!"

Pain and pleasure exploded together. He was so thick. So hard. The angle so deep it hurt. But I needed it. Needed this violence. This claiming.

"That's right." His hands gripped my hips. Bruising. Possessive. "Take it."

He pulled back. Slammed in again. Set a punishing rhythm immediately. His cock driving deep with each thrust. The angle hitting places that made my vision blur. Made my toes curl. My knees weak.

My heavy tits bounced. Scraped against the wall. The plaster rough against my fat nipples. Pain and pleasure mixing. Heightening everything.

Tom's breathing harsh in my ear. His body covering mine. Dominating. Taking. His hips pistoning. Relentless. The sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the villa. Wet. Obscene.

This was wrong. We shouldn't be doing this. Shouldn't be fucking while angry. Shouldn't be using sex to fight our battles. But god, it felt right. Felt necessary. Felt like the only way to communicate what we couldn't say.

"That all you got?" Gasping. Taunting. "Malcolm fucked me harder."

A lie. A cruel lie. But I wanted to hurt him. Wanted him to feel what I felt. The confusion. The accusation. The unfairness of his rage.

"Shut up." Growling. His thrusts getting more brutal. More violent.

"Make me."

His hand fisted in my hair. Yanked my head back. Arched my spine. The new angle letting him go even deeper. His other hand wrapping around my throat. Not squeezing. Just holding. Possessive.

"Ahhh! Nnngh!"

Fear flickered. Brief. Then drowned by arousal. By trust. He wouldn't hurt me. Not really. This was play. Dangerous play. But play.

His mouth found my neck. Biting. Sucking. Marking me. His teeth scraping skin. Leaving evidence. Bruises that would last days.

Mine. The marks said. The bruises. The fingerprints forming on my hips. He was marking me as his. Claiming me. And I wanted it. Needed it. Even as I fought it.

I pushed back against him. Meeting his thrusts. Taking everything he gave. My pussy clenching around his thick cock. Squeezing. Pulling him deeper.

"Greedy." He groaned. "So fucking greedy."

"What's the matter cuckold?" Breathless. Mean. "You can't fuck me harder?"

The word hung between us. Ugly. True. Cutting both ways. He was a cuckold. By choice. By design. And I was the wife who made him one.

He snarled. Both hands back on my hips now. Gripping so hard his fingers would leave marks. Bruises shaped like fingerprints. His thrusts getting savage. Brutal. Losing any pretense of control.

Yes. This. This was what I needed. To feel his strength. His jealousy. His desperate need to own me. To know that beneath all his control, all his planning, he was just as lost in this as I was.

The sound of our bodies joining louder. Wetter. My pussy dripping. His cock pounding into me. The wall shaking with each impact. My heavy tits scraping against plaster. My fat nipples burning.

"Fuck!" Crying out. "God! Yes!"

His hand sliding around. Finding my clit. Pinching. Hard. The pain shooting through me.

"Nnngh! Ahhh!"

He rubbed. Pinched. His cock driving deep. Relentless. My thighs trembling. My breath coming in gasps. Moans. Broken sounds.

Close. So close. My body responding despite my anger. Despite the hurt. Maybe because of it. The intensity feeding my arousal. Pushing me higher.

"You gonna come on my cock?" His voice harsh. "Come thinking about him?"

"Maybe I am." Defiant. Even as my orgasm built. "Maybe I'm thinking about his thick cock."

Another lie. I was thinking about Tom. Only Tom. His cock inside me. His hands on me. His breath on my neck. His jealousy. His passion. His love twisted up with rage.

"Liar." His fingers working my clit faster. Harder. "You're thinking about me."

The pressure coiled tight. My pussy clenching. Getting wetter. My legs shaking. My whole body tensing.

His hand found my clit again. Rubbed hard fast circles. The pressure exploded. My orgasm crashing through me. Violent. Overwhelming. My pussy spasming. Clenching. My whole body convulsing.

"Tom! Ahhh! Fuck! Yes!"

His name. Only his name. Because despite everything, he was the one I loved. The one I needed. The one who could break me and put me back together.

He kept fucking me. Riding through my orgasm. His rhythm still hard. Still brutal. Not slowing. Not stopping. Drawing it out. Making it last until I was sobbing. Shaking. Overwhelmed.

Minutes passed. My orgasm fading. Leaving me gasping. Trembling. My anger bleeding away. Replaced by exhaustion. Vulnerability. Need.

His cock still hard inside me. Still driving deep. Still claiming me.

Tom pulled out suddenly. His hands on my hips. Turning me. Walking me backwards toward the couch. My legs barely working. Unsteady.

"Move."

I stumbled. Hit the cushions. Fell back. My heavy tits bouncing. My pussy still pulsing. Still aching. Still leaking.

Tom followed. His cock jutting out. Slick with my fluids. Hard. Angry. He grabbed my ankles. Spread my legs wide. Positioned himself between my strong thighs. Looking at me. At my swollen pussy. At the evidence of what he'd done.

"Mine." One word. Possessive. Final.

My heart clenched. Yes. His. Always his. Even when I fucked other men. Even when I made him watch. Even when we hurt each other. His.

"Prove it."

He pushed inside. One thrust. Burying himself completely. The angle different. Deeper. Hitting places that made my vision blur.

"Ohhh! God!"

He leaned forward. His hands on either side of my head. Bracing himself. Started moving. Deep. Powerful. His cock hitting that perfect spot with each thrust. The couch creaking beneath us.

Different now. The rage burning down. Leaving something rawer. More desperate. More real.

My hands went to his back. Feeling his muscles shift. Contract. My legs wrapped around his waist. Pulling him deeper. Holding him. Needing him close. Needing the connection.

Tom's mouth found mine. Kissing me. Hard but different. Less angry. More desperate. More needing. I kissed back. Pouring everything into it. My love. My fear. My confusion. My need.

His rhythm increased. Getting faster. Harder. My heavy tits bouncing between us. Pressed against his chest. The sound of skin slapping skin constant. Wet. Rhythmic.

This was us. This violence and tenderness. This anger and love. This confusion and clarity. We were a mess. But we were our mess.

"Fuck." He groaned. "So good. Always so good."

"Then take what's yours."

One hand moved between us. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed. Building me up again. His thrusts getting harder. Deeper. More purposeful. More desperate.

My pussy fluttered. Clenched. Getting wetter. Building toward something bigger. Deeper. More consuming.

"Close." His forehead against mine. Our breath mixing. "So fucking close."

His fingers on my clit moved faster. Pressing harder. His cock swelling inside me. His rhythm getting erratic. Desperate. Chasing release.

"Come with me." Breathless. Begging now. Not fighting. "Need you to come with me."

Yes. Together. Always together. Even when we were falling apart.

My second orgasm rolled through me. Deeper. More intense. My whole body shaking. My pussy pulsing. Squeezing his cock. Milking him. Taking him with me.

"Unghh! Tom! Yes! Fuck!"

He groaned. Long. Low. Broken. His hips jerking. Grinding against me. His cock pulsing. Hot cum flooding my pussy. Filling me. His whole body tensing. Then releasing.

"Rachel. Fuck. Rachel."

He collapsed onto me. His weight pressing me into the cushions. Both of us gasping. Trembling. Sweating. His cock softening inside me. Our bodies joined. Connected.

Safe. Finally safe. The storm passed. Leaving us exhausted. Raw. But together.

We stayed like that. Minutes passing. Our breathing slowing. Our hearts finding rhythm together. His hand stroking my hair. My back. Gentle now. Soothing. Loving.

Tom finally lifted his head. Looked at me. His eyes different now. Soft. Clear. The rage gone. Burned away. Leaving something vulnerable. Open. Raw.

"I'm sorry." His voice hoarse. Rough. "I shouldn't have called you..."

"I'm sorry too." My hand cupping his face. Feeling the stubble. The heat. The man I loved. "I didn't think. I should have."

He kissed me. Soft. Gentle. His lips moving against mine with tenderness that made my chest ache. Made tears spill down my cheeks.

"We both fucked up." Pulling back. Looking at me. Wiping my tears with his thumb. "But we're going to fix this."

"How?"

"I don't know yet." His thumb tracing my swollen lips. The cut from where I'd bitten him. "But we will."

Tom's weight pressed me into the couch. His cock softened inside me. The smell of our sex hung thick in the air. Sweat. Cum. Anger burned down to ash.

Tom lifted his head. Looked at me. His eyes different now. Red rimmed. Searching.

"I fucked up," he said.

My chest tightened. I moved my hands to his face. Cupped his jaw. Felt the stubble rough against my palms.

"We both did."

His arms bracketed my head. Holding himself above me but not pulling away. Not leaving my body yet. Like he needed the connection. The proof that we were still together.

"I called you a slut."

The word hung between us. It had cut deep. Still stung. But the anger had faded. Left something rawer.

"You were angry."

"That doesn't make it okay." His thumb traced my swollen lip. The cut from where I'd bitten him earlier. "I pushed you into this. Begged you to fuck other men. And then I got pissed when you did exactly what I wanted."

My throat tightened. Tears pricked my eyes. Not from sadness. From relief. From finally hearing him admit it.

"I should have asked who he was," I said. "Should have checked. That was stupid."

"Yeah." Tom's mouth twisted. Not quite a smile. "But I never told you to check. Never gave you rules. I just threw you into this and expected you to figure it out."

His cock slipped out of me. I felt the loss immediately. The emptiness. His cum leaking out. Mixing with mine. Dripping onto the leather.

Tom sat back on his heels. His hands moved to my thighs. Stroking. Gentler now. Possessive but careful. Like he was relearning my body. Remembering I was real. Breakable. His.

"I was scared," he said.

I pushed myself up on my elbows. Looked at him. At the vulnerability in his face. The fear he'd been hiding under all that rage.

"Of what?"

"Losing control." His hands tightened on my thighs. Not enough to hurt. Just enough to ground himself. "Losing you. The whole thing spinning out and you deciding you don't need me anymore. That these other men are better. That I'm not enough."

My heart cracked. Split open. I sat up fully. My heavy tits pressed against his chest. My hands found his face again. Held him. Made him look at me.

"You're everything," I said. "These other men are just fucking. They're bodies. Cocks. Experiences. But you're home. You're the reason any of this works."

Tom's eyes glistened. His jaw clenched. Fighting something. Fighting the emotion threatening to break through.

"Malcolm scared me because he's close," he said. "Because people at work might find out. But that wasn't really it. Not all of it."

"Then what?"

"He's smart. Educated. Distinguished. Everything I'm supposed to be but better. And I thought..." His voice cracked. "I thought maybe you'd see that. See what I'm not. What I can't give you."

I kissed him. Slow. Deep. Pouring everything into it. My love. My certainty. My truth.

"I don't want distinguished," I said against his mouth. "I don't want perfect. I want you. Messy. Jealous. Mine."

His arms wrapped around me. Pulled me close. His face buried in my neck. His breath hot against my skin. I felt wetness. Tears. Tom never cried. But he was crying now. Silent. Just his body shaking. His arms tightening.

I held him. My hands stroking his back. His hair. Soothing him. Loving him.

"I fucked up," he said again. Muffled against my neck.

"We both did."

We stayed like that. Bodies tangled. Cooling sweat making our skin stick together. The villa quiet around us. Just our breathing. Our heartbeats finding rhythm together.

Tom pulled back finally. Wiped his eyes with the heel of his hand. Looked at me. Really looked. Seeing past the sex. Past the anger. Seeing me. His wife. The woman he'd loved for years before any of this started.

"We need to talk," he said. "Really talk. About rules. About boundaries. About what we're actually doing here."

"Yeah."

"But not right now." His hand cupped my face. Thumb stroking my cheekbone. "Right now I just need to hold you. Need to remember why we're doing any of this."

I nodded. Let him pull me close again. My head on his chest. His heartbeat steady under my ear. Solid. Real. Home.

"I love you," I said. Small. Honest. Scared of how much I meant it.

"I love you too." His lips pressed against my forehead. My temple. My cheek. "That's the only thing I'm sure of. Everything else is fucked up. But that part is solid."

His fingers traced patterns on my back. Light. Soothing. My eyes drifted closed. Exhaustion settling over me. From the sex. From the fight. From the emotional whiplash of the past hour.

"We're going to figure this out," Tom said. More to himself than to me. "We have to."

I didn't answer. Just pressed closer. Let his warmth surround me. Let his strength hold me together when I felt like breaking apart.

We had a lot to talk about. A lot to fix. Malcolm was still out there. Still a problem. Still a threat to Tom's career and our arrangement. But right now, none of that mattered. Right now we were just Tom and Rachel. Two people who loved each other. Two people trying to navigate something bigger than both of us.

The sun had started to set. Orange light filtering through the windows. Casting shadows across our tangled bodies on the couch. Tom shifted. Pulled a throw blanket over us. Tucked it around my naked body. Protective. Tender.

"Stay with me," he said.

"I'm not going anywhere."

His arms tightened. Like he was afraid I might disappear if he let go.

An hour passed. Maybe more. I wasn't sure. Time felt strange. I dozed against Tom's chest. His heartbeat steady under my ear. His fingers drawing lazy patterns on my back.

Eventually he stirred.

"We should get up," he said. "Get some water."

We untangled ourselves. Both of us stiff. Sore. Tom's cum had dried on my thighs. I felt sticky. Used. Marked.

Tom stood first. Pulled me up. The blanket fell away. I stood naked in front of him. My heavy tits marked with small bruises from his mouth. His teeth. Fingerprints on my hips.

He looked at my body. His eyes dark. Ownership. Love. Fear.

"Beautiful," he said. Quiet.

I walked toward the kitchen. My legs unsteady. Tom followed. His hand on my lower back. Guiding.

I grabbed two bottles of water from the fridge. Handed one to Tom. We both drank. Tom opened the fridge again. Pulled out leftover pad thai. Started eating it cold. I grabbed a fork. Joined him. We stood there. Both naked. Eating in silence.

"We need to talk about Malcolm," Tom said finally.

I set down my fork. My stomach tightened.

"Yeah."

Tom leaned against the counter. Arms crossed.

"You can't see him again."

My jaw tightened.

"No."

Tom's eyebrows rose. "No?"

"That's not what we agreed to," I said. "You don't get to set limitations now."

"Rachel." His voice had an edge. "He's my colleague. This could destroy my career."

"I know." I faced him fully. "But cutting him off doesn't solve that. He could still talk. Maybe even more if I just disappear."

Tom's jaw worked. "So what do you suggest?"

"We bring him in," I said. "Like Wayan."

"What?"

"We make him understand the arrangement. That you're in control. That he's being given a gift."

Tom stared at me. His breathing changed.

"You want to keep fucking him."

"I want to manage this properly." I held his gaze. "If we cut him off, he might get angry. Might say something out of spite. But if we bring him in, make him understand, he becomes invested in keeping quiet."

"That's insane."

"Is it?" I stepped closer. "Wayan works. He respects you. He'd never tell anyone. Malcolm is sophisticated enough to appreciate what we're offering. To understand the power dynamic."

Tom's hands gripped the counter edge. White knuckles.

"You think he'd accept that I'm the gatekeeper?"

"I think he's desperate for what I can give him." I pressed closer. Let my heavy tits brush his chest. "And if the price is acknowledging you, respecting the arrangement, I think he'll pay it."

Tom's breathing got heavier. His cock starting to stir.

"You really think you can manage him?"

"I know I can." My hand slid down. Found his hardening cock. "I'll explain it. Tell him you know. That you've always known. That he can be part of it if he understands the rules."

"And if he doesn't want that?"

"Then it's over." I stroked him. "The only way he gets to keep fucking me is if he respects you. Becomes another bull who knows his place."

Tom's hips rocked into my hand.

"It's risky."

"Everything about this is risky." I looked up at him. "But this way we control it. We make him complicit. We make him understand that what he has is a privilege."

Tom's hands moved to my waist.

"You get one chance," he said. His voice hard. "You meet with him. You explain. You make him understand that I'm in control."

"Yes."

"And if he balks?"

"Then it's over." I pressed back against him. "I cut him off. We're done."

Tom spun me around. Bent me over the kitchen counter. His hand between my shoulder blades.

"Say it," Tom said. His cock pushing inside me. "Say I'm in control."

"You're in control." My voice breaking. "You're the gatekeeper. You decide. I'm yours."

Tom fucked me hard. His hands gripping my hips. His cock driving deep.

"When?" he asked.

"Tomorrow." I gasped. "I'll meet him for coffee. Tell him everything. About you. About how this works. About how he can be part of it if he respects the rules."

"Fuck." Tom's thrusts got harder. "You're going to make him jealous. Make him want to be part of it."

"Yes." My orgasm building. "I'll make him see how good this is. How he gets to fuck me with your blessing."

"You're so fucking smart," he said. "So fucking perfect."

"I'm yours." I pushed back against him. "They're all just borrowing me. But I'm yours."

We came together. Both of us crying out. When it was over, Tom pulled out. Turned me around. Kissed me.

"One chance," he said again.

I nodded.

"One chance."

The night stretched ahead. Details to work out. A plan to solidify. But the solution was there. I'd meet Malcolm. Explain the arrangement. Bring him in properly or cut him loose. Either way, Tom would be in control. Malcolm would understand that what he got was a gift. Not a right.
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I texted Malcolm in the morning. Just after Tom left for the university.

"Can we meet? Coffee. Midday. Important."

His response came fast.

"Of course. Where?"

"Revolver Espresso. Seminyak. You know it?"

"I'll find it. Everything okay?"

I didn't answer that. Just sent the address. Got dressed. White linen pants. Simple tank top. My heavy tits braless underneath. Sandals. Hair pulled back. I looked calm. I didn't feel calm.

The coffee shop was busy. Tourists and expats crowded small tables. The smell of espresso thick in the air. Music playing. Conversations overlapping.

Malcolm was already there. Sitting at a table near the window. He stood when he saw me. Smiled. That confident British charm turning his face warm.

"Rachel." He kissed my cheek. His hand lingering on my waist. "You look beautiful."

"Thanks." I sat down. He sat across from me.

"Coffee?"

"Already ordered."

A server brought two flat whites. Set them down. Disappeared.

Malcolm watched me. Waiting. His expression shifting from pleased to concerned. Reading my body language.

"What's wrong?"

"My husband's name is Tom."

Malcolm tilted his head. Confused by the shift.

"Okay..."

"Tom Richardson. He teaches at the university."

The realization hit him like cold water. His face went pale. His hand gripped the edge of the table.

"Your husband is Tom Richardson?"

"Yes."

"Christ." He sat back. His breathing shallow. "Christ, Rachel. We work together. He's in my department."

"I know."

"You knew?" His voice rose slightly. He caught himself. Lowered it. "You knew who I was and you still..."

"I didn't know at first. Not until Tom told me."

"When?"

"After I came home from your villa."

Malcolm's hand went to his face. Rubbing. His mind racing.

"This is bad. This is really bad. If he tells anyone. If word gets around..."

"He's not going to tell anyone."

"You don't know that."

"I do." I leaned forward. My voice steady. Calm. "Because Tom knows about the others."

Malcolm's eyes widened.

"Others?"

"You're not the first."

"I don't understand."

"This isn't cheating, Malcolm. This is our arrangement."

Silence. Malcolm stared at me. His mind working. Trying to make sense of what I was saying.

"Your husband knows you fuck other men?"

"Yes."

"And he's okay with it?"

"More than okay. He wants it."

Malcolm sat back. His hand still on his mouth. His breathing changed. Faster. Shallower.

"That's..." He paused. "That's extraordinary."

"It works for us."

"How long?"

"Since we moved here."

"How many?"

"Does it matter?"

Malcolm picked up his coffee. Took a long sip. Set it down. His eyes never leaving mine.

"And you're telling me this why?"

"Because you can be part of it. If you want. If you respect the rules."

"Rules."

"Tom controls it. You don't contact me without permission. You're discreet. You understand that I'm his. You're just... a guest."

Malcolm's breathing got heavier. His pupils dilated. I could see his mind working. The shock fading. Something else taking its place.

Arousal.

"He wants to meet you," I said. "Tonight. At our villa. Have a drink. Talk. See if this works."

"And if it doesn't?"

"Then we're done. You walk away. We all walk away. No one says anything."

Malcolm was quiet. His fingers drumming on the table. Thinking.

"And if it does work?"

"Then you get to keep fucking me. With Tom's blessing."

His cock stirred. I could see it in his face. The heat. The need.

"This is insane."

"Yes."

"I've never done anything like this."

"Most people haven't."

Malcolm stared at me. His jaw working.

"What time tonight?"

"Eight."

"Your address?"

I wrote it on a napkin. Slid it across the table.

He looked at it. Folded it. Put it in his pocket.

"I'll be there."

Tom had been pacing since seven. His glass of whisky already half empty. Refilled twice. His hands shaking slightly.

I waited on the terrace. Three glasses set out. The expensive whisky bottle open. Breathing. The evening air warm. Humid. The pool lights casting blue reflections across the stone.

"You okay?" I asked.

"No." Tom looked at me. "But we're doing this anyway."

At exactly eight, headlights swept across the front wall. A car engine cut off. Footsteps on the street outside. Tom took a breath. Straightened his shoulders. Walked through the garden to the gate.

I heard voices. Low. Male. Tom's. Then Malcolm's.

The gate opened. Tom led Malcolm through the garden path. Past the frangipani trees. Past the Buddha statue. Toward the terrace where I waited.

Malcolm saw me first. His eyes finding mine. Something flickered across his face. Recognition. Understanding. Fear. He was holding a bottle of whisky. Expensive looking. A gift.

"Malcolm." I smiled. Calm. Reassuring. "Thank you for coming."

"Of course." His voice steady. But I could see the tension in his jaw. The way his hand gripped the bottle.

Malcolm wore linen pants and a pressed shirt. Distinguished. Professional. Like he was attending a faculty dinner. Not like he was about to negotiate fucking his colleague's wife.

Tom took the whisky from Malcolm. Set it on the table. Poured three glasses. Ice clinking. He gestured to the teak chairs arranged around the deck.

"Sit."

We sat. Malcolm chose the chair facing the pool. Tom and I took the ones opposite. The table between us. Our glasses catching the blue light.

The silence stretched. Heavy. Malcolm broke it first.

"This is unusual."

"Yes." Tom handed him his glass. "It is."

Malcolm took a sip. His eyes moving between us. Trying to read the situation. Trying to understand.

"Rachel told you how this works?" Tom asked.

Malcolm nodded. "She did."

"And you're here anyway."

"I am."

Tom leaned back in his chair. His glass in both hands. Looking at Malcolm.

"I love my wife," he said. "More than anything. This isn't about me not wanting her. It's about wanting her to have everything."

Malcolm listened. His face unreadable.

"I get off on it," Tom continued. "Watching her be desired. Knowing other men want what's mine. Knowing they get to have her because I allow it."

"That's very honest," Malcolm said quietly.

"I don't have time for games." Tom took a sip. "You're a colleague. That makes this complicated. But Rachel thinks it can work. So I'm willing to try."

Malcolm turned to me. "And you? You want this?"

"I want Tom," I said. "This is how we work. You're a guest. A privilege."

Malcolm processed that. His jaw working. His eyes dark.

"I've never done anything like this," he said.

"Most people haven't." Tom set down his glass. "But here's how it works. You don't contact her without permission. You're discreet. Completely. You understand that she's mine. That what you get is a gift."

Malcolm nodded slowly. "And if I agree?"

"Then you get to keep fucking her."

The words hung in the air. Raw. Direct.

Malcolm looked at me. Heat in his eyes. Memory of what we'd done. What we could do again.

"Can you handle that?" Tom asked. "Can you handle knowing I'm involved? That I'm watching?"

"I don't know," Malcolm said. Honest. "But I want to find out."

Tom smiled. Not happy. More like impressed.

"You're brave," Malcolm said. Looking at Tom. "What you're doing. Trusting this. It's brave."

"Not brave." Tom picked up his glass. "Just honest about what we need."

"Still." Malcolm raised his glass. "It's generous. Your wife is extraordinary."

"I know."

They drank. The tension easing slightly. The understanding forming.

Tom stood. Set down his glass. Looked at Malcolm. Then at me.

"Let's see if this works."

Tom stood. Looked at me. Then at Malcolm.

"Let's see if this works."

We crossed the terrace. Tom led us across the garden to the bedroom door. The night air thick. Hot. The sound of frogs and distant traffic. Tom opened the door. We stepped inside.

The bedroom was cool. Dark. Tom had closed the curtains earlier. The bed made. Fresh white sheets. A single chair sat in the corner. Teak. Positioned with a clear view of the bed.

Tom gestured to the chair.

"I'll be there."

He sat. Leaned back. His glass of whisky in his hand. The ice barely melted. His eyes on us.

Malcolm and I stood in the middle of the room. A few feet apart. The silence stretching.

I looked at Tom. He nodded. Once. Permission. Encouragement. Trust.

Malcolm moved first. Closed the distance between us. His hand cupped my face. His thumb brushing my cheek. Then he kissed me.

Slow at first. Testing. His lips soft. His tongue sliding against mine. Heat building. The kiss deepening.

His hands moved to my waist. Pulled me closer. I could feel his cock hardening against me. Pressing through his pants.

My hands went to his shirt. Started unbuttoning. One by one. My fingers steady despite the trembling in my chest. Despite knowing Tom was watching.

Malcolm's shirt fell open. I pushed it off his shoulders. Let it drop to the floor. His chest was lean. Strong. Salt and pepper hair across his pecs.

His hands found the zipper of my dress. Pulled it down slowly. The fabric loosening. Sliding off my shoulders. Pooling at my feet.

I stood there in nothing. Naked. My heavy tits bare. My shaved pussy exposed.

Malcolm stepped back. Looked at me. His eyes moving over my body. Hungry. Appreciative.

"Beautiful," he said. Quiet. Reverent.

He glanced at Tom. Just for a second. Tom sat still. Silent. Watching. His face unreadable in the shadows.

Malcolm's hands moved to my heavy tits. Cupped them. Squeezed gently. His thumbs brushing my fat nipples. They hardened under his touch.

"Mmm."

He bent down. His mouth closing around one nipple. Sucking. His tongue flicking. His hand squeezing my other tit. Pinching the nipple.

My hands tangled in his hair. Holding him there. My eyes finding Tom's across the room. He was watching. His jaw tight. His hand gripping his glass.

Malcolm moved to my other nipple. Bit gently. Then harder. I gasped. The pain mixing with pleasure. Shooting straight to my pussy.

He kissed down my stomach. Slow. Deliberate. His hands on my hips. Guiding me backward toward the bed.

The backs of my knees hit the mattress. I sat. Then lay back. My legs falling open.

Malcolm knelt between my thighs. His hands spreading them wider. His breath hot against my pussy.

"So wet already."

His tongue ran up my slit. Slow. Tasting. I gasped. My hips bucking.

Malcolm's mouth closed around my clit. Sucking. His tongue flicking. His hands gripping my thighs. Holding me open.

"Ahhh."

I looked at Tom. He was still watching. His free hand had moved to his lap. Resting there. Not touching yet. Just waiting.

Malcolm ate my pussy like he had at the event. Skilled. Confident. His tongue working my clit. Two fingers pushing inside me. Curling. Finding that spot.

"Oh god."

The pressure built. Fast. My hands gripped the sheets. My back arching.

"Mmm. Yes."

Malcolm sucked harder. His fingers pumping. His other hand moving to my heavy tits. Squeezing. Pinching my nipple.

I came. Hard. My thighs clamping around his head. My pussy spasming. A cry tearing from my throat.

"Fuck. Ahhh."

He kept licking. Drawing it out. Making me shake.

When I came down, he lifted his head. His face glistening. He stood. Unbuckled his belt. Dropped his pants. His cock sprang free. Hard. Thick. Already leaking.

He positioned himself between my legs. The head of his cock pressing against my entrance.

He pushed inside. One smooth thrust. Filling me completely.

"Ungh."

Malcolm started moving. Slow at first. Deep. His hands on my hips. His eyes locked on mine. Then on my bouncing tits.

I looked past him. At Tom. He was still watching. His hand had moved to his zipper. Opened it. His cock out now. Hard. His hand wrapped around it. Stroking slowly.

Malcolm fucked me harder. His rhythm building. His cock driving deep. The wet sounds filling the room. My moans. His breathing.

"Yes. Mmm. Yes."

He grabbed my legs. Pushed them up. Folded me. The angle letting him go deeper. Hitting places that made me gasp.

"Fuck."

Tom was stroking faster now. His eyes locked on us. On Malcolm's cock sliding in and out of me. On my heavy tits bouncing. On my face twisted in pleasure.

"Harder."

Malcolm obliged. Pounding into me. His balls slapping against my ass. His breathing harsh.

"Turn over."

He pulled out. I rolled onto my stomach. Got on my hands and knees. My ass in the air.

Malcolm positioned himself behind me. His hands gripping my hips. His cock pushing back inside.

"Ahhh."

This angle was deeper. His cock hitting places that made my legs shake. He fucked me hard. Relentless. His hands spreading my ass cheeks. Watching his cock disappear inside me.

"So good. Ungh. So tight."

I looked toward the corner. Tom was leaning forward now. His hand moving faster on his cock. His eyes dark. Hungry. His other hand gripping the arm of the chair.

"I'm close."

Malcolm's rhythm got erratic. His grip tightening. His cock swelling.

"Where?"

"Inside. Come inside me."

He groaned. Thrust deep. His cock pulsing. Hot cum flooding my pussy.

"Fuck. Ahhh."

He kept moving. Riding it out. Finally he stilled. Breathing hard. His hands stroking my back.

He pulled out slowly. I felt his cum leak out. Drip down my thigh.

Malcolm stepped back. Started dressing. His movements efficient. Professional. Like he'd done what he came to do.

"Thank you," he said. Looking at Tom. Then at me. "Both of you."

Tom nodded. Said nothing. Just watched Malcolm button his shirt. Tuck it in.

Malcolm walked to the door. Paused. Looked back.

"I'll wait to hear from you."

Then he left. The door closing behind him. His footsteps crossing the garden. The gate opening. Closing. His car starting. Driving away.

Silence.

I stayed on the bed. On my hands and knees. Malcolm's cum leaking out of me. My body still trembling.

Tom stood. Walked toward the bed. Still fully clothed except for his open zipper. His cock still hard. Jutting out.

He sat on the edge of the bed. His hand on my back. Stroking gently.

"You okay?"

"Yeah."

"That was intense."

"Did it work?"

He was quiet for a moment. Thinking.

"I think so. He was respectful. He understood his place."

"And you?"

"I don't know yet." His hand moved to my hip. "Ask me in the morning."

I rolled onto my side. Looked at him. His face was tired. Conflicted. But not angry.

"I'm exhausted."

"Me too."

He lay down beside me. Pulled me close. His arms around me. His face buried in my hair.

"We managed it," I said quietly. "We fixed the Malcolm problem."

"Maybe." His arms tightened. "We'll see."

We lay there. Both of us processing. Both of us too tired to fuck. Too tired to talk more. Just holding each other.

Malcolm's cum still leaked out of me. Onto the sheets. Evidence of what had happened. Of what we'd done. Of the arrangement we'd solidified.
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Made’s Friends
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Almost two weeks had passed since that night with Malcolm on the terrace. Two weeks since Tom watched another man fuck me while he sat in the corner. Two weeks since we'd established new rules, new boundaries, new understanding.

Two weeks since I'd been with anyone but Tom.

We needed the break. Needed to reconnect. Needed to remember why we were doing any of this. Wayan had understood. I'd talked to him briefly. Told him Tom and I needed some time. He'd nodded. Said he'd wait.

Just Tom and me. Morning coffee on the terrace. Evening walks through the rice fields. Fucking in our bed with no stories to tell, no confessions to make. Just us.

It was good. Healing. But by the second week, I felt the itch returning. The need. The hunger that had been awakened and couldn't be fully satisfied by one man, even a man I loved.

Tom felt it too. I could see it in the way he looked at me. The questions forming behind his eyes. The permission building. Waiting for me to ask.

I was lying by the pool when Made appeared. Not swimming this time. Just standing at the edge of our property. His brown skin gleaming with sweat. His board shorts sitting low on his narrow hips. His massive cock creating an obvious bulge even soft.

"Mrs. Rachel?"

His voice was quiet. Tentative. Like he wasn't sure if he was still welcome after two weeks of silence.

I sat up on the daybed. My bikini top barely containing my heavy tits. Made's eyes went straight there. Hungry. Desperate.

"Made. Hi."

"Can I talk to you?"

"Of course." I gestured to the chair beside me. "Sit."

He sat. His hands fidgeting in his lap. His eyes darting between my body and the ground. Nervous energy radiating off him.

"I haven't seen you," he started. "In the pool. I thought maybe you were angry. That I did something wrong."

"No. Not angry." I reached over. Touched his arm. "Just needed some time."

"Oh." He relaxed slightly. "Okay. Good."

Silence stretched. He wanted to say something. I could see it building behind his eyes.

"What is it, Made?"

He took a breath. "My friends. They've been asking about you."

My stomach flipped. Heat spreading through my body.

"Asking what?"

"About the Canadian woman next door." Made's voice got quieter. "About your body. They see you sometimes. By the pool. They ask if you're real or if I'm lying."

I smiled. "What do you tell them?"

"That you're real. That you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen." His eyes found mine. Held. "I tell them the truth."

"Which is?"

"That I've been with you. That you let me fuck you."

Made's breathing changed. Faster. His cock stirring in his board shorts. 

"And what do they say?"

"They don't believe me. They think I'm bragging. Making it up."

I leaned back. Let the sun hit my body. Let him look. Let him want.

"Why are you telling me this?"

"Because they asked if they could meet you." Made's voice barely audible now. "If they could see for themselves."

My pussy clenched. Wetness flooding between my thighs. The image hitting me hard. Multiple young men. All wanting me. All eager. All hungry.

"Made. I don't know."

"I know it's crazy." He rushed the words out. "I told them probably not. That you wouldn't want to. But they kept asking and I said I would try. That's all. Just try."

I sat up. Looked at him. Really looked. At the nervousness in his face. The hope. The fear of rejection.

"I need to think about it."

"Of course. I understand." Made stood. Hesitated. "Thank you. For even thinking about it."

"Don't thank me yet."

He left through the garden gate. Disappeared back toward his parents' house. I stayed by the pool. My mind racing. My body aching. Three eighteen year old Balinese boys. All wanting me. All eager. All hungry.

I was terrified. And so fucking turned on I could barely stand it.

Tom came home at six. I waited until after dinner. Until we were on the terrace with wine. The evening air warm around us.

"Made came by today."

Tom looked at me. That look forming. The one that knew something was coming.

"What did he want?"

"He has friends. They've been asking about me. Wanting to know if I'm real."

Tom's hand tightened on his wine glass.

"He asked if they could meet me." I watched Tom's face. "If they could come over."

"How many friends?"

"Two. Three total including Made."

Silence. Tom took a sip of wine. Set down the glass. His jaw working.

"What did you tell him?"

"That I needed to think about it."

"And what do you want?"

"I don't know." The honesty felt good. Raw. "It scares me. Three at once. But it also..."

"Turns you on."

"Yes."

Tom stood. Walked to the edge of the terrace. Looked out at the dark garden. His back to me.

"We just spent two weeks getting back to normal," he said. "Back to us."

"I know."

"And now you want to do this. Something we've never done before."

"I want to know what you think." I stood. Walked to him. Put my hand on his back. "If you say no, it's no. That's the rule now."

He turned. Looked at me. His eyes dark. Searching.

"Do you want me there?"

"No." This felt important. True. "I want to do it alone. Tell you about it after."

Tom's breathing changed. His cock stirring in his pants.

"Three young men," he said. "All wanting you. Using you."

"Yes."

His hand moved to my waist. Pulled me closer.

"You'd be outnumbered."

"I know."

His other hand found my face. Cupped my jaw. His thumb brushing my lips.

"You want this."

"I think so. Do you?"

He kissed me. Hard. Possessive. His tongue pushing into my mouth. When he pulled back, his eyes were blazing.

"Yes. Fuck yes. Do it."

I texted Made the next morning. After Tom left for work. My hands shaking as I typed.

"You can bring your friends. Tomorrow. 2pm. Tom will be at work."

His response came in seconds.

"Really? You're sure?"

"I'm sure. Just you and two friends. No more."

"Thank you Mrs. Rachel. We'll be respectful. I promise."

I set down my phone. My heart pounding. What had I just agreed to? Three men. Three cocks. All at once. All focused on me.

The next day dragged. Morning coffee tasted like metal. My stomach tight with nerves. Tom kissed me goodbye at the door. His hand lingering on my face.

"Have fun," he said. His eyes dark with want. "Tell me everything tonight."

"I will."

Then he was gone. And I was alone. Waiting.

I showered. Let the hot water run over my body. Shaved my pussy smooth. My hands shaking slightly. I looked at myself in the mirror. My face flushed. My eyes bright. Nervous. Excited. Scared.

I put on a sundress. Yellow. Nothing underneath. My heavy tits free. My shaved pussy bare. The fabric thin enough to show everything. I looked at myself again. Adjusted the straps. My fat nipples visible through the material.

What was I doing?

At exactly 2pm, the garden gate opened. Made appeared. Followed by two other young men.

They were all around eighteen. All Balinese. All lean and brown and beautiful. Made I knew. The other two were strangers.

"Mrs. Rachel." Made's voice was formal. Careful. "These are my friends. Wayan and Putu."

"Hello." I smiled. Tried to seem calm. "Welcome."

The three of them stood in a cluster. Awkward. Not sure what to do or say. Their eyes moving over my body. Taking in my heavy tits visible through the thin sundress. My strong legs. My bare feet.

"Come sit," I said. Gestured to the daybed and chairs by the pool. "Would you like something to drink?"

"No thank you." Made spoke for all of them.

They sat. I stayed standing. Looking at them. Three young men. All nervous. All excited. All hard already. I could see the bulges in their board shorts. The way they shifted. Trying to hide it. Failing.

"Made told you about me?" I asked.

They nodded.

"My husband is at work." I kept my voice low. Conspiratorial. "He won't be home until six. But we need to be quiet. Respectful."

"We will be." Young Wayan's voice was soft. Respectful.

I walked closer. Stood in front of them. Let them look. Let them see what they'd come for.

"Have any of you done this before? Been with an older woman?"

They shook their heads.

"Have you been with anyone?"

Putu nodded. Young Wayan shook his head. Virgin.

"Made you've been with me." I looked at him. "Tell them. Tell them what we do."

Made's face flushed. His cock straining against his shorts.

"We fuck." His voice low. Barely above a whisper. "Mrs. Rachel lets me fuck her. However I want. She sucks my cock. Lets me come inside her. She's incredible."

The other two stared at him. Then at me. Their breathing changing. Their cocks getting harder.

"Do you want that?" I asked them. "Do you want to fuck me?"

"Yes." Both of them. Together.

I glanced toward the bedroom door. Back at them.

"Inside. My bedroom. More private."

I turned. Walked to the door. Opened it. Heard them following. Their footsteps behind me. Their breathing loud in the quiet afternoon.

Inside, the air was cooler. Darker. Our bed was freshly made. White sheets. Pillows arranged. The curtains drawn against the afternoon heat. Filtered light making everything soft. Intimate.

I closed the door behind them.

"We won't be disturbed here."

The three of them stood by the bed. Looking at me. Waiting. Not sure what to do next.

I walked to young Wayan. The virgin. Stood in front of him. Close enough to feel the heat coming off his body.

"Drop your shorts."

His hands shook as he untied them. Let them fall. His cock sprang free. Hard. Dark. Not as big as Made's but thick. Beautiful.

I wrapped my hand around him. Felt him throb. Heard his sharp intake of breath.

"You too." I looked at Putu without letting go of young Wayan's cock.

Putu stripped fast. His cock similar. Hard. Ready. Eager.

Made was already naked. His massive cock jutting out. The biggest. The one I knew.

Three cocks. All hard. All for me. In my bedroom. In the bed I shared with Tom.

I dropped to my knees on the cool tile floor beside the bed.

My mouth closed around young Wayan first. The virgin. His cock slid between my lips. Hot. Pulsing. I took him deep. Let him feel the wet heat of my mouth. The suction. The pleasure of someone else's body.

"Ahh!" His hands went to my hair. Gentle. Unsure. "Ohhh fuck."

I pulled off. Turned to Putu. Took his cock in my mouth. Sucked him deep. My hand still stroking young Wayan. Keeping him hard. Keeping him ready.

"Mmm." Putu's hips jerked. His cock hitting the back of my throat.

I moved to Made. His massive cock familiar in my mouth. I took him as deep as I could. Relaxed my throat. Let him slide in until my nose pressed against his pelvis. His hands found my hair. Gripped. Started moving my head. Fucking my mouth.

"Fuck yes." Made groaned. "You see? She can take all of it."

I pulled off. Gasping. Spit connecting my lips to his massive cock. I looked up at the three of them. Their faces flushed. Their cocks wet from my mouth. All pointing at me.

"On the bed."

I stood. Pulled my sundress over my head. Naked. My heavy tits swaying. My shaved pussy already wet. I climbed onto the bed. The sheets cool against my skin. Tom's pillow beneath my head.

Made climbed on beside me. His massive cock jutting out. His hands finding my heavy tits. Squeezing. His mouth on my fat nipples. Sucking. Biting.

"Ahhh." The sound escaping me. Raw.

Young Wayan and Putu stood watching. Their cocks in their hands. Stroking. Learning. Seeing what Made did to me.

Made's hand moved down. Between my thighs. His fingers finding my shaved pussy. Sliding inside. Feeling how wet I was.

"So ready." His voice rough. "Always so wet for me."

He positioned himself between my legs. His massive cock at my entrance. Pushed inside. One hard thrust. Filling me completely. Stretching me open.

"Ahhh! Yes!"

He started pounding. Hard. Fast. No buildup. Just raw need. His hands gripping my wide hips. His balls slapping against me with each thrust.

"Unngh! Fuck!" The sounds forced from me. Loud. Raw.

The other two moved closer. Young Wayan climbed on the bed beside my head. His cock at face level. I turned my head. Opened my mouth. Took him in while Made pounded me.

Two cocks. Filling me at both ends. Using me. My body rocking between them. Taking both. Spit dripping from my chin. Pussy juice running down my thighs.

"Ohhh." Young Wayan's sounds high. Desperate. "Feels so good. So warm. So wet."

Made's rhythm got harder. Faster. His massive cock stretching me. His fingers digging into my hips.

"You like this? Being fucked by two cocks at once?"

"Mmm!" I couldn't answer. Young Wayan's cock filled my mouth. I just moaned around it. Let them know. Let them hear.

Young Wayan's hands gripped my hair tighter. His hips started jerking. Thrusting into my mouth. Losing control.

"I can't... I'm going to..."

I sucked harder. Worked my tongue. Took him deeper. Let him know it was okay. Let him finish.

"Ahhh! Ohhh fuck!"

His cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my mouth. Pulse after pulse. So much for his first time. I swallowed. Kept sucking. Milking him. Made kept pounding me from below. The dual sensations overwhelming.

When young Wayan finished, he pulled out. Collapsed beside the bed. His cock softening. His chest heaving. His face amazed.

Made kept fucking me. Relentless. His massive cock hitting deep. His hands moving to my heavy tits. Squeezing. Pinching my fat nipples.

"Good girl. Taking both of us."

Putu stood beside the bed. His hand on his cock. Stroking. Watching. Waiting his turn.

Made pulled out suddenly. His massive cock slipping free. Leaving me empty. Aching.

"Putu. Your turn. Fuck her."

Putu climbed between my legs. His cock found my entrance. Pushed inside. Different angle. Different rhythm. Faster. More frantic. Less controlled than Made.

"Yes!" I gasped. "Fuck me!"

Made moved to the head of the bed. His massive cock at my mouth. I opened. Took him in. Tasted myself on him. My own juice mixed with sweat.

"That's it. Clean my cock while he fucks you."

I sucked him. Worked my tongue. Another spitroast. My body being used again. Filled again.

Putu pounded me. His young body slapping against me. His cock hitting deep. Finding spots that made me cry out around Made's massive cock.

Young Wayan watched from beside the bed. His cock stirring. Getting hard again already. Youth and recovery.

Made pulled out of my mouth. I gasped for air. Spit and drool covering my face. My heavy tits heaving.

Putu kept fucking me. Faster. Harder. Getting close.

"Turn over." Made's hands on me. Pulling me. "On your hands and knees."

Putu pulled out. I turned over. Got on all fours. My heavy tits hanging down. My ass in the air. My shaved pussy dripping wet. Exposed.

Putu pushed back inside from behind. Started pounding. The angle deeper. Harder. His hands gripping my hips.

"Ahhh! Unngh! Yes!"

Young Wayan climbed in front of me. His cock hard again. Ready again. At face level. I opened my mouth. Took him in. Another spitroast. Different position. Same overwhelming sensation.

Made moved behind us. Watching. His hands reached under. Found my heavy tits hanging down. Groped them. Squeezed. Pulled. His fingers rough on my fat nipples.

"Look at you. Taking them both. Such a good slut."

His words sent heat through me. His hands on my heavy tits while Putu fucked me. While young Wayan filled my mouth. Three sets of hands. Three cocks. All using me.

Putu's rhythm got erratic. His breathing harsh. His cock swelling inside me.

"I'm close. Where?"

"Inside." The word muffled around young Wayan's cock. "Fill me up."

He thrust deep. Once. Twice. His cock pulsing. Hot cum flooding my pussy.

"Ahhh! Yes!" His hands gripping me from behind.

He pulled out. His cock dripping. My pussy overflowing. Cum leaking out. Running down my thighs.

Made's hands left my heavy tits. He moved behind me. His massive cock at my entrance. Pushed inside my cum filled pussy. Started fucking. Hard. Deep. Claiming me. Using me.

"Fuck! Still so tight. Even full of cum."

Young Wayan's cock throbbed in my mouth. Getting close again. His hands gripping my hair. His hips thrusting.

I pulled off. Looked up at him.

"Not yet. You wait."

He groaned. Frustrated. His cock pulsing. Desperate.

Made pounded me from behind. His massive cock stretching me. His hands on my hips. Pulling me back onto him with each thrust.

"You're incredible. So fucking perfect."

My orgasm built. Pressure. Heat. The fullness of Made's massive cock. The cum already inside me. All of it combining.

"I'm going to come." The words gasping out.

"Do it. Come on my cock."

The orgasm hit. My body shaking. Clenching around Made's massive cock. My heavy tits swinging beneath me.

"Ahhh! Fuck! Yes!"

Made kept pounding. Relentless. Chasing his own release.

He pulled out. His massive cock dripping.

"On your back. I want to see your face when I finish."

I rolled over. Lay back. My legs spread. My heavy tits heaving. My face flushed. Covered in spit and sweat.

Made climbed on top. His massive cock pushed inside. Started pounding. His face above mine. His eyes locked on mine. Watching me. Seeing every expression. Every gasp. Every moan.

"You're incredible." His voice low. Intimate. "So fucking beautiful."

Putu moved beside the bed. His cock hard again. Stroking. Watching. Learning.

Young Wayan stood on the other side. His cock throbbing. Desperate.

"Please. I need to come again."

"Come here." I reached for him. Took his cock in my hand. Stroked while Made fucked me. "You can come on my tits."

Made's thrusts got harder. Deeper. His breathing harsh.

"I'm close. Where?"

"My tits." I pushed them together with my free hand. "Both of you. Cover my tits."

Made pulled out. Moved beside young Wayan. Both of them stroking their cocks. Standing over me. Looking down at my body. At my heavy tits pushed together. At my shaved pussy dripping cum.

Young Wayan came first. His cock pulsing. Hot cum splashing across my heavy tits. My neck.

"Ahhh! Ohhh!"

Made followed. His massive cock erupting. Thick ropes covering my fat nipples. Dripping down between my heavy tits. So much. More than young Wayan. Covering me.

"Fuck! Rachel! Yes!"

Putu climbed between my legs. His cock found my entrance. Pushed inside. Started fucking. Using my sore pussy. Chasing his second orgasm.

"My turn. Need to finish."

He pounded me. Fast. Desperate. His hands on my thighs. Spreading me. Fucking me deep.

I lay there. Cum covering my heavy tits. Two cocks already satisfied. One more using me. Taking what he needed.

"Yes. Use me. Fuck me."

His rhythm got frantic. Lost control. His cock swelling.

"Going to come. Inside. Going to fill you again."

"Do it. Add to it."

He thrust deep. His cock pulsing. More cum flooding my already full pussy.

"Ahhh! Fuck!"

He pulled out. Collapsed beside the bed. Done. Satisfied.

All three of them stood around the bed. Breathing hard. Looking at me lying there. Cum covering my heavy tits. Dripping from my chin. Leaking from my pussy. My hair a mess. My body flushed. Used. Destroyed.

"Thank you." Young Wayan's voice quiet. Reverent. "That was... I don't have words."

"You're welcome."

They got dressed. Awkward now. The intensity fading. Reality returning. Made helped me sit up. Steadied me when my legs shook.

"You okay?"

I nodded. Sore. But okay.

"Can we come back?" Putu asked. His eyes hopeful. Hungry for more.

I looked at Made. He smiled. Shy. Hopeful. His massive cock finally soft.

"Maybe. We'll see."

They left through the bedroom door. Across the garden. Out through the gate. Disappeared back to their neighborhood. I stayed on the bed. Tom's bed. Our bed. Cum drying on my skin. My pussy soaked. Sore. Used. Satisfied. Overwhelmed.

What had I just done?

I showered. Let the hot water wash away the cum and sweat and evidence. My pussy sore. My jaw aching. My body marked by their hands. I stood under the spray trying to process what had happened. What I'd done. Three young men. All at once. In the bed I shared with Tom.

I was terrified of what he'd think. And so fucking turned on thinking about telling him.

I put on a robe. Went to the kitchen. Poured wine. Sat on the terrace waiting. The sun was setting. Painting the sky orange and pink. Beautiful. Peaceful. The complete opposite of what had happened in our bedroom hours before.

Tom came home just after six. He walked through the garden gate. Saw me on the terrace. Our eyes met. He knew. Could see it in my face. In the way I held myself. In the flush still on my skin.

He didn't say anything. Just walked to me. Took my hand. Pulled me up. Led me inside to the bedroom.

The sheets were still a mess. Still smelled like sex and cum and bodies. Tom looked at the bed. At me. His jaw tight. His eyes dark. His cock already hard in his pants.

He bent me over the bed. Right there. Where they'd fucked me. Where I'd taken three cocks. He pulled my robe up. Exposed my ass. My pussy still swollen. Still wet.

He didn't ask. Didn't need the story yet. Just needed to reclaim me. To mark me. To remind me who I belonged to.

His cock pushed inside. Hard. Deep. Filling me where they'd been. My sore pussy stretched again. Taking him.

"Ahhh! Tom!"

He pounded me. Relentless. His hands gripping my hips. His cock hitting deep. Using me like they had. Taking what was his.

I came fast. Overwhelmed. Overstimulated. My body already pushed past its limits. His cock driving me over the edge again.

"Fuck! Yes!"

Tom kept going. Chasing his release. His breathing harsh. His thrusts getting harder. Faster. Desperate.

He came inside me. His cock pulsing. His cum mixing with theirs. Marking me. Claiming me. His.

When he finished, he pulled out. Turned me over. Pulled me against him. Both of us breathing hard.

He laughed. Quiet. Almost disbelieving.

"I wouldn't be able to listen if I didn't cum first."

I laughed too. The tension breaking. The intensity fading into something softer. More intimate.

We moved to the bed. Lay tangled together. His hand in my hair. My head on his chest.

"Tell me."

And I did. Every detail. How they'd stood nervous by the bed. How I'd dropped to my knees. How they'd taken turns. How Made had groped my heavy tits while the others fucked me. How young Wayan had come in my mouth. How Putu had filled my pussy. How Made had covered my heavy tits. All of it. Every sensation. Every moment.

Tom held me. Listened. His breathing changing. His cock stirring again against my hip. But he didn't interrupt. Just let me tell the story. Let me process. Let me understand what I'd done.

When I finished, we lay in silence. Processing together. Understanding that something had shifted. We'd crossed another line. Gone somewhere deeper. Somewhere we couldn't come back from.

"Are you okay?" Tom asked. His voice quiet. Careful.

"I am." And I meant it. Sore. Overwhelmed. But okay.

"Good." His arms tightened. "Because that was fucking incredible."

I smiled against his chest. We'd done it. Pushed the boundary further. And survived. Together. Stronger.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Family Friend
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The hotel lobby smelled of frangipani and polished teak. Cool air brushed my skin as I stepped inside, my light sundress sticking to the sweat on my curvy body from the humid drive up from Seminyak. My heavy tits strained the thin fabric with each breath. Reception handed over the keycard without questions. I rode the elevator alone, the hum vibrating through my strong thighs.

Room 204 opened to a king bed draped in white linens, balcony doors framing Ubud's green hills. Bag dropped on the floor. I peeled off the sundress, let it pool at my feet. Naked now. Tom had left for Singapore yesterday, his conference pulling him away for the weekend. I wanted a change of scene. Ubud felt right, a chance to breathe in the green hills away from the villa's familiar routines.

Phone in hand. I typed a text to Tom.

"Just checked in. Room's nice. Quiet. Needed this."

His reply came fast.

"Glad you're there. Conference starts tomorrow. Miss you already. Unwind. Really unwind."

Support laced his words. I smiled, thumbs hovering.

"I will. Thinking of you."

Sent. Phone down. Shower hot, water pounding my full tits, running over my round ass. Soap suds slid down my strong legs, easing the tension in my muscles. I dressed in fresh clothes, a tank top hugging my sexy curves, shorts riding high on my thighs. Ubud called. Time to wander.

The market pulsed with color and noise. Vendors hawked spices in woven baskets, sharp scents cutting the humid air. Sarongs hung in reds and golds, fabrics brushing my arms as I moved through the crowd. Tank top clung again, sweat beading between my heavy tits. Strong thighs flexed with each step on the uneven stone path.

A stall caught my eye. Turmeric powder in small clay pots, bright orange against the wood. I leaned in, inhaled the earthy bite. Fingers trailed a silk sarong nearby, soft against my palm. Movement shifted the crowd. A man browsing the next stall, tall frame in linen shirt, salt and pepper hair catching the sun.

I froze. Recognition hit like a slap. Mid sixties, glasses perched low, that distinguished jaw. Richard. Father's colleague from my teens. Family dinners where his eyes lingered on my budding body. Now here, in Bali, staring at carved wooden masks.

Pulse quickened. My pussy clenched under the shorts. Wrong. All wrong. The thrill twisted it, heat building low. I approached slow, feet dragging on the dirt path.

"Richard?"

He turned. Eyes widened behind the glasses. Shock mirrored mine, then something darker flickered. Recognition full.

"Rachel? My god. From the old days?"

Voice deep, that Canadian accent unchanged. Hand extended, palm rough from years. I took it, skin warm, grip firm. Heat spread up my arm.

"Yes. Small world. Shopping?"

He released my hand slow. Eyes dropped to my tank top, lingered on the outline of my fat nipples through the damp fabric. Back up, polite mask slipping.

"On vacation. Renting a villa for a few months. You?"

"Weekend away. Alone."

The word hung. His smile grew, subtle. Conversation flowed easy at first. Weather in Ubud. Spices he recommended, pointing to a stall with ginger roots twisted in knots. Memories crept in. Family dinners at my parents' house. His compliments back then, on my school achievements, eyes always on my developing heavy tits, my lengthening legs.

"You were always so poised," he said.

Voice lower now.

"Even as a girl. Turning heads."

Cheeks burned. Pussy tingled sharper, wetness soaking my panties. The taboo hit hard, his gaze now bold on my curvy adult body.

"You seemed so mature. Confident. Sexy, even to a teenager."

The admission slipped out. His breath caught. Stall vendor shouted nearby, breaking the tension. Air thickened, charged.

"Coffee?" he asked.

"My villa's close. Rented for the season. Better than this heat."

Heart pounded. Wrongness spiked my pulse, father's face flashing in my mind. Colleague. Off limits like Malcolm. The pull won. Irresistible.

"Yes. Later. Text me the address?"

He nodded. Pulled out his phone. Numbers exchanged quick. His thumb brushed mine, deliberate.

"Four o'clock?"

"See you then."

I walked away fast, sarong clutched in hand, bought without thinking. Back at the hotel, phone buzzed. Tom's text.

"How's the market? Find anything good?"

Fingers shook typing.

"Spices. Ran into an old acquaintance. Coffee later."

"Who?"

"Just someone from way back. Harmless."

"Have fun. Tell me about it tonight."

Phone down. Guilt twisted with excitement, my sexy body humming. Shower again, cold this time, to cool the fire building.

––––––––
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The villa gates opened to a long driveway lined with palm trees. Gravel crunched under my sandals as I walked toward the entrance, my heart hammering in my chest. The place looked expensive, all stone and teak, a private pool shimmering blue beyond glass doors. My tank top stuck to my sweaty back, shorts riding up my round ass with each step.

Richard opened the door before I knocked. His eyes went straight to my body, no pretense now. Linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar, gray chest hair visible, khaki shorts showing tanned legs.

"Rachel. Come in."

Voice warm, hand on my lower back guiding me inside. His palm pressed against bare skin where my tank top rode up. Heat shot through me.

The living room opened to the terrace, ceiling fans turning slow overhead. Coffee sat on a low table, steam rising in the humid air. He gestured to the couch, poured two cups. I sat, legs crossed, aware of how my shorts exposed my strong thighs.

"Sugar?"

"Just black."

He handed me the cup, fingers brushing mine, lingering. Sat close, closer than needed, his knee almost touching mine. The coffee tasted bitter on my tongue, rich and dark.

"So. Rachel. All grown up."

His eyes traced my body again, settling on my heavy tits straining the thin tank top.

"It's been what, twenty four years?"

"About that. Since the last dinner at my parents'."

Memories flooded back. Him at the table, wine glass in hand, telling stories about work while his eyes kept drifting to me. My teenage body slender then, not yet filled out into a woman, but my tits already full and high on my chest, firm in that way only eighteen could be. His compliments that made my mother smile, made me blush, made something stir low in my belly I couldn't name then.

"You were what, seventeen? Eighteen?"

"Eighteen."

"I remember." His voice dropped lower. "You wore that blue dress to one dinner. Your mother said you picked it yourself."

Heat rushed to my cheeks. I did remember that dress, how it showed off my full tits sitting high and firm on my slender frame, how his eyes followed me when I stood to clear plates.

"I remember you watching me."

The words came out before I could stop them. Bold. His breath caught, cup paused halfway to his lips.

"Was I that obvious?"

"To me you were."

He set his cup down, turned to face me full. His hand rested on my bare knee, thumb stroking slow circles on my skin.

"You drove me crazy. Do you know that? Sitting there at those dinners, trying to be professional with your father, trying not to stare at his daughter. Your tits so full and high in those dresses. Your young body."

My pussy clenched, wetness soaking through my panties. His hand moved higher, fingers sliding under the hem of my shorts, touching the soft skin of my inner thigh.

"I thought about you. More than I should have."

"I thought about you too."

Truth spilled out.

"You were older. Confident. I didn't understand what I felt then but I do now."

His fingers pressed deeper, close to my pussy now, so close I could barely breathe.

"And what do you feel now?"

"That I want you to touch me."

He moved fast, both hands on my face, pulling me in for a kiss. Rough, desperate, his tongue pushing into my mouth. I opened for him, tasted coffee and want. His hands dropped to my tank top, yanked it up over my heavy tits. No bra. My fat nipples already hard, aching.

"Fuck, Rachel."

He bent, mouth closing over one nipple, sucking hard. I gasped, hands in his gray hair, pulling him closer. His teeth scraped the sensitive skin, tongue circling, flicking. Pain and pleasure mixed, my back arching, pushing my full tits into his face.

His other hand slid into my shorts, fingers finding my shaved pussy soaked and ready. He groaned against my tit, fingers parting my slick folds, rubbing my clit in slow circles.

"So wet already."

"For you. Mmm, been thinking about this since the market."

Two fingers pushed inside me, curling, hitting that spot that made my thighs shake. His mouth switched to my other nipple, biting, sucking, marking me. Pleasure built fast, coiling tight in my belly.

"Richard, fuck, unnnh, don't stop."

He didn't. Fingers pumped harder, thumb pressing my clit, his mouth working my fat nipples raw. The orgasm hit sudden, my pussy clamping down on his fingers, wetness flooding his hand. I cried out, loud, not caring who might hear.

He pulled back, fingers glistening with my cum, brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean.

"Delicious."

Hands tugged at my shorts, pulled them down my strong legs along with my soaked panties. Naked now on his couch, my curvy body exposed, heavy tits heaving, shaved pussy dripping. He stood, unbuttoned his shirt, let it fall. Chest broad, gray hair covering his pecs, belly soft but solid. Mid sixties and still strong, still commanding.

Shorts next, his cock springing free. Thick, veined, the head already leaking precum. Not as big as some of the others but thick enough to stretch me.

"Come here."

I moved to my knees on the floor, reached for his cock, wrapped my hand around the thick shaft. Warm, pulsing in my grip. I stroked slow, base to tip, spreading the precum with my thumb. His hand tangled in my hair, guiding my face closer.

"Suck it."

Lips parted, tongue out, I licked the head, tasting salt and musk. His groan rumbled deep. I took him in my mouth, inch by inch, lips stretching around his thick cock. My hand stroked what didn't fit, the other cupping his heavy balls.

"That's it. Mmm, good girl."

The words shot straight to my pussy, made me moan around his cock. I bobbed my head, taking him deeper each time, my throat opening, gagging when he hit the back. Spit dripped down my chin, messy and raw. His hips thrust forward, fucking my mouth, hand tight in my hair.

"Fuck, your mouth. Just like I imagined."

I pulled off, gasping, spit connecting my lips to his cock.

"You imagined this?"

"Every time I saw you. Those dinners. After. I'd go home and jerk off thinking about your sexy young body. Those firm tits high on your chest."

My pussy throbbed, dripping onto the tile floor. I took him back in my mouth, sucked harder, faster, my heavy tits swaying with the motion. His cock twitched, balls tightening in my hand.

"Glurk, mmm."

Gagging sounds wet and raw as I took him deep.

"Fuck, yes. Stop. I want to fuck you."

He pulled me up, turned me around, bent me over the couch arm. My round ass in the air, shaved pussy exposed and dripping. His hands gripped my hips, cock pressing against my entrance.

"Tell me you want this."

"I want it. Fuck me, Richard. Please."

He pushed in slow, stretching me open, filling me inch by thick inch. My pussy clenched around him, taking him deep. Full. So full.

"Unnnh, tight. So fucking tight."

He pulled back, slammed in hard.

"Ahhh, yes, fuck."

The sound of skin slapping filled the villa. My cries echoing off the walls. His cock driving deep, stretching me, hitting places that made my vision blur.

"Ahhh! Yes! Fuck!"

Richard's hands moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed them. His thumbs working my fat nipples. Pinching. Rolling them between his fingers.

"These tits. Mmm. I thought about these for years. Since you were eighteen and they sat so high and firm on your chest."

The words shot through me. The taboo of it. Him wanting me the moment I became legal.

"You wanted me then? When I was barely legal?"

"Fuck yes. The moment you turned eighteen. Couldn't stop thinking about it. About taking you somewhere your father wouldn't know."

His rhythm changed. Pulled almost all the way out. Slammed back in. Each thrust making my whole body jolt forward. My hands scrambling for grip on the couch arm. Finding nothing but smooth fabric.

"Tell me. Unnnh. Tell me what you thought."

"Your young body. Those tits in that blue dress. I imagined pulling it off you. Spreading your legs. Tasting that young pussy."

My pussy clenched around him. The naughtiness of it making me wetter.

"Did you think I was a virgin?"

"Didn't care. Wanted you either way. Wanted to corrupt you."

"Mmm. I'm not that innocent eighteen year old anymore."

His hands gripped my hips. Fingers digging into flesh. Pulling me back onto his cock with each thrust. Using my body.

"No. But right now, bent over like this, I can pretend. Pretend you're that young girl I wanted at those dinners."

"And I can pretend you're the older man finally taking what he wanted."

"Ahhh, fuck. Yes."

He pounded harder. Each thrust deeper. Using my body. Taking what he'd wanted for twenty four years.

Sweat dripped down my back. Between my heavy tits hanging beneath me. The villa smelled of sex and frangipani drifting through open windows. Anyone walking by could hear. Could hear me getting fucked by my father's colleague.

The thought made my pussy clench.

"You're tighter. Fuck. Just like I imagined an eighteen year old would be."

"I'm not eighteen. But I'll be your young slut if you want."

"Christ. Yes. My young slut. Finally mine."

His hand slid around. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles. The pressure building fast. Heat coiling low in my belly.

"Come on my cock. Show me how that young body responds."

His fingers worked faster. His cock hitting that spot inside me over and over. The combination pushing me over the edge.

My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy clamping down on his thick cock. My whole body shaking. A scream tearing from my throat.

"Ahhh! Richard! Fuck! Yes!"

He kept pounding. Riding me through it. His rhythm never slowing. Drawing out every pulse. Making my legs shake. Making me sob.

"That's it. Good girl. Just like I knew you would be."

When I came down, he pulled out. His cock slick with my wetness. He grabbed my hips. Flipped me over onto my back. My heavy tits bouncing. My pussy still throbbing. Still aching.

"Want to see your face. Want to see you look at me like you did at those dinners. When you didn't know what you wanted but your body did."

He positioned himself between my strong thighs. His hands pushed my legs up. Folded me. The angle opening me completely.

"Like this. So I can watch those sexy tits bounce. Watch your face."

He pushed back inside. Deeper from this angle. Hitting places that made me gasp.

"Ohhh god! You feel so big!"

"And you feel so young and tight. My perfect fantasy."

He started fucking me again. Fast. Hard. His eyes locked on my bouncing heavy tits. On my face twisted in pleasure. On my mouth hanging open.

"You're beautiful. So fucking beautiful. Just like you were at eighteen but better now. A woman."

"But you wanted the girl."

"I wanted both. Wanted then. Want now. Unnnh."

His rhythm got erratic. His breathing harsh. His cock swelling inside me.

"I thought about you too. At eighteen. Touching myself thinking about you."

"Fuck. Really?"

"Yes. Wondering what it would be like. If you'd be rough. If you'd treat me like a woman or a girl."

"Christ. I'm close. So close."

"Where?"

"Your tits. Those tits I've wanted to cover for so long."

He pulled out. His hand wrapped around his thick cock. Stroking fast. His eyes locked on my heavy tits pushed together by my arms.

"Mmm. Yes. Like that. Cover them."

His cock erupted. Hot cum splashing across my heavy tits. Covering my fat nipples. Dripping down between them. Rope after rope.

"Ungh! Ahhh! Rachel! My eighteen year old fantasy!"

He stroked himself through it. Milking every drop onto my skin. When he finished, he collapsed beside me on the couch. Both of us breathing hard. Sweaty. Satisfied.

"Christ. That was worth the twenty four year wait. Worth every minute of wanting you when I couldn't have you."

I laughed. Couldn't help it. Looked down at my tits covered in his cum. The mess we'd made.

"We need towels."

"Bathroom's down the hall."

He stood. Pulled on his shorts. Disappeared. Came back with a damp cloth. Handed it to me.

I cleaned myself. Wiped his cum off my heavy tits. Between my legs where our wetness had mixed. My thighs still shaking.

Richard sat beside me. His hand on my thigh. Stroking.

"That was incredible. You have no idea how many times I imagined that."

"I think I do now."

"Can I see you again? While you're here?"

My phone buzzed on the floor. Where it had fallen from my shorts pocket. Tom's name on the screen.

Reality crashed back. Tom. My husband. In Singapore. Waiting to hear about my day.

"I need to go."

"Of course."

I stood. Found my clothes. Got dressed. Richard watched from the couch. His eyes following my movements.

"Will you text me?"

"Maybe."

Honest. I didn't know what happened next. This was different. More complicated. More taboo than the others.

Richard walked me to the door. Kissed me. Slower this time. His hand cupping my face.

"Thank you. For making an old fantasy real. For being everything I imagined you'd be."

"You made mine real too. The forbidden older man."

I smiled. Kissed him once more. Then walked to my car.

The drive back to my hotel felt longer than it was. My body sore. Satisfied. My mind racing. Processing what I'd just done. The roleplay. Pretending to be that eighteen year old again. The naughtiness of him wanting me the moment I was legal.

Back in my room, I showered. Hot water washing away the sweat. The smell of sex. But not the memory. That stayed sharp. Vivid.

I picked up my phone. Saw three messages from Tom.

"How's Ubud?"

"Coffee with your friend go okay?"

"Call when you can. Miss you."

My fingers hovered over the screen. What did I tell him? How much? This was different from Made, from Ketut, from the others. This was someone from my past. Someone connected to my family. Someone who'd wanted me since I was barely legal.

I typed.

"Coffee was interesting. Call you in an hour?"

His reply came fast.

"Looking forward to it."

I set the phone down. Lay back on the bed. My body still humming. Still processing. The wrongness of what I'd done mixing with the thrill. The satisfaction. The raw intensity of finally acting on something that had simmered for decades.

An hour passed. I lay on the bed staring at the ceiling fan turning slow. Thinking about what to say. How to frame it. Tom and I had pushed boundaries since moving to Bali. Made, Ketut, the others. He'd been there for most of it. Watching. Encouraging. Getting off on it.

This felt different. Richard wasn't some stranger at a beach bar. He was someone from my past. Someone who knew my family. Someone who'd wanted me since I was eighteen.

I picked up the phone. Called Tom.

He answered on the second ring.

"Hey. How's my beautiful wife?"

His voice warm. Familiar. Safe.

"Good. Tired. It's hot up here."

"How was coffee with your old friend?"

I took a breath. Dove in.

"It was someone from my past. Richard. He was my father's colleague. Used to come to family dinners when I was a teenager."

Silence on the other end. Then.

"Wait. Someone who knew your family? Who knew you back then?"

"Yes."

More silence. I could hear him processing.

"And you had coffee?"

"At first. At his villa. He's renting one here for a few months."

"Rachel."

My name heavy on his tongue. Not angry. Just careful. Wary.

"We talked. About old times. He remembered me. From back then. He said things."

"What things?"

"That he'd wanted me. Since I was eighteen. That he used to go home from those dinners and think about me."

I heard Tom's breathing change. Faster. His arousal mixing with something else. Uncertainty.

"And?"

"And we fucked. I fucked him, Tom."

The words hung in the air. Raw. Honest.

"Christ."

His voice rough.

"This is different. You know that, right? This isn't some Balinese guy we'll never see again. This is someone from home. From our world."

The realization hit me hard. He was right. This wasn't contained to Bali anymore. This had crossed over.

"I know. I realized that after. This changes things."

"Yeah. It does."

His voice quiet. Thoughtful.

"Tell me what happened."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. I need to hear it. I'm already hard thinking about it."

I closed my eyes. Let the memory wash over me.

"He kissed me on the couch. Pulled off my clothes. Put his mouth on my tits. Fingered me until I came."

Tom's breathing got heavier.

"Then what?"

"I sucked his cock. He's thick. Not huge but thick enough. Then he bent me over the couch and fucked me from behind."

"Fuck."

I could hear movement on his end. Knew he was touching himself.

"He said things. About how he'd wanted me when I was barely legal. How I looked at eighteen with my tits high and firm. We roleplayed it. Pretended I was that young girl he'd wanted."

"Jesus, Rachel. That's so hot. And so complicated."

"I know. It was intense. Different from the others."

Silence for a moment. Then his voice lower.

"This brings it home. You realize that? This means what we do here isn't just a Bali thing anymore. It's real. It's part of us wherever we are."

The truth of it settled over me. Heavy. Exciting. Terrifying.

"Does that scare you?"

"A little. But it also turns me on. I'm stroking my cock thinking about it. About you with someone from our old life. About what this means."

My hand moved between my legs. Fingers finding my clit. Still sensitive.

"What does it mean?"

"Maybe it means we don't stop when we leave Bali. Maybe it means this is who we are now. Who you are."

"Mmm. You want that?"

"I don't know. Part of me does. Part of me wonders if we can control it back home. If it stays our secret or if it gets messy."

My fingers slipped inside my pussy. Still slick.

"Are you touching yourself too?"

"Yes. Thinking about what you just did. About this guy covering your tits with his cum."

"Did he cum?"

"On my tits. Covered them. Said he'd been wanting to do that for twenty four years."

"Unnnh. Fuck."

His voice strained. I could hear his hand working his cock.

"What if we did continue at home? What would that look like?"

"I don't know. Hotel bars? Dating apps? Guys we meet through work?"

"That last one scares me. Too close. Like this Richard guy. Too connected."

"Yeah. But strangers could work. Traveling for work. Conferences. You know how many guys hit on me at those things."

"Mmm. I do. I've watched them look at you. Imagined you taking one back to a hotel room."

My fingers moved faster. Circling my clit. Building.

"Would you want to watch? Or would it be like this? Me telling you after?"

"Both. Sometimes watch. Sometimes hear about it later. The not knowing would drive me crazy in the best way."

"Ahhh. Tom. I'm close."

"Me too. Keep talking. Tell me more about him."

"He was so hungry for it. Like he'd been waiting his whole life. He looked at my body like he was memorizing it. Like he couldn't believe it was real."

"Because you were his fantasy. The forbidden one."

"Yes. And now we've opened that door. The idea that I could be someone's fantasy again. Back home. At a bar. At a conference. A colleague's husband at a dinner party."

"Fuck. That last one. So risky."

"But hot. Right? The risk. The secret. Just like this."

"Yes. Unnnh. I'm going to cum."

"Me too. Think about it. Think about me back home. Still doing this. Still being your hotwife."

My orgasm hit. My fingers working my clit through the waves. I heard Tom groan on the other end. His breathing ragged. Then quiet.

We stayed on the line. Both of us catching our breath.

"I love you."

His voice raw. Vulnerable.

"I love you too. Always."

"This is big. What we're talking about. Taking this home with us."

"I know."

"We need to think about it. Set rules. Boundaries. This can't just be chaos."

"Agreed. But you're not saying no?"

Silence. Then.

"No. I'm not saying no. I'm saying we need to be careful. Smart. This thing with Richard showed us we can't just wing it. It has to be deliberate."

"Okay. We'll talk more when you're back. Figure out what this means."

"Come home tomorrow. Back to Sanur. I'll be back from Singapore Sunday night. We'll talk then."

"Okay."

"And Rachel?"

"Yes?"

"No more with Richard. That one stays as a one time thing. Too connected. Too risky."

"Agreed."

We hung up. I lay back on the bed. My body satisfied. My mind spinning. The conversation echoing. The possibility of taking this home. Of being his hotwife not just in Bali but everywhere. The thrill of it mixed with fear. But Tom wasn't shutting it down. He was thinking about it. Wanting it.

Morning came too fast. I packed my bag. Checked out of the hotel. Drove back down the winding roads to Seminyak. My phone buzzed once. Richard's name.

"Thank you for yesterday. I hope we can do it again."

I stared at the message. Thought about Tom's words. About the boundaries we needed. I typed back.

"It was incredible. But I think it needs to stay a beautiful memory. Take care, Richard."

I hit send. Deleted his number. Drew the line. This chapter closed. But others waited. Back home. Wherever we went next.
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The text arrived while I was making coffee. My phone lit up on the kitchen counter. David's name appeared on the screen.

"I thought about you last night. All night."

My stomach tightened. A month and a half since we'd fucked in that alley behind the InterNations event. Six weeks of brief encounters at other expat gatherings. Dancing that lasted too long. Kisses stolen in dark corners. My hand on his cock through his slacks while Claire talked to her friends twenty feet away. But no fucking. Never the chance to finish what we started.

Another text followed before I could respond.

"Claire asked why I was distracted. I almost told her. Almost said I was thinking about this incredible woman I met."

I set down my cup. My hands unsteady. This wasn't good. David wasn't supposed to be thinking about me when he was with his wife. Wasn't supposed to be distracted.

My phone buzzed again.

"When can I see you? Alone. Properly. Tom told me you're leaving Bali in three weeks."

My throat tightened. Tom. He'd been talking to David. Probably about work. About business. And mentioned our departure date.

Three weeks. That's all David had left. All we had left.

I stared at the screen. Tom was at the university. The villa was quiet around me. Just the sound of birds in the garden. The distant hum of a motorbike passing on the street.

"I need some time to think."

I typed the words carefully. Measured. Hoping he'd understand. Hoping he'd back off.

His response came fast.

"Don't think. Just say yes. I need you. One more time before you disappear from my life forever."

The desperation in his words made my pussy clench. Made my fat nipples harden under my thin tank top. He wasn't asking. He was begging.

My phone buzzed again. And again.

"Rachel. Please."

"I can't stop thinking about that alley. Your pussy. How tight you were."

"I need to be inside you again. Need to finish what we started."

"Just once. That's all I'm asking."

I picked up my phone. My fingers hovering over the keyboard. This was dangerous. He was getting attached. Getting desperate. Crossing lines we'd never discussed but should have been obvious.

Tom came home at six. I waited until after dinner. Until we were on the terrace with wine. The evening air warm around us.

"David's been texting me," I said.

Tom looked up from his glass. His expression shifting. Then he smiled. Leaned back in his chair.

"A lot?"

"Every day. Multiple times today."

Tom took a sip of wine. His eyes moving over me. Reading my body language.

"What's he saying?"

"That he needs to see me. That he can't stop thinking about me. That he knows we're leaving soon and he's running out of time."

"Sounds desperate."

"Yeah."

Tom set down his glass. Looked out at the dark garden. His face thoughtful.

"We're leaving in three weeks," he said. "What can really go wrong?"

"Tom."

"I'm serious." He looked back at me. "We're almost out of here. He knows that. If you give him one last time, he gets closure. You get closure. Then we go home and it's done."

"And if he gets more attached?"

"Then we're on a plane before it matters." Tom stood. Walked to me. His hand on my waist. "Do you want to see him again?"

I took a breath. Let it out slowly. The truth was complicated. Sharp. But it needed to be said.

"Part of me does. The sex was good. Really good. And there's something about him. The way he wanted me. Like he was starving."

Tom's hand moved to my hip. Squeezed.

"Then do it. One more time. Proper. Not rushed in an alley. Actual fucking."

"You're sure?"

"I'm sure." Tom pulled me close. His arms wrapping around me. His chin resting on top of my head. "We're almost done here. Let yourself have this."

His arms tightened. Confident. Trusting me to handle it.

I texted David in the morning. After Tom left for work. My fingers hesitant on the screen.

"We need to talk. Can you meet me?"

His response came within seconds.

"Yes. When? Where?"

"The hotel. Same one as the InterNations party. This afternoon. Two o'clock."

"I'll be there. Thank you. God, Rachel, thank you."

My chest ached. He thought I was saying yes. Thought I wanted more. This was going to be complicated.

I got dressed carefully. Simple sundress. Blue. Nothing too provocative. But I wore the black lace lingerie underneath. Just in case.

Ketut drove me to Seminyak. He didn't ask questions. Just dropped me at the hotel entrance. Told me to text when I was ready to leave.

The hotel lobby was cool. Quiet. Different receptionist this time. Professional smile. No recognition.

I texted David.

"I'm here. What room?"

"214. Come up."

The elevator rose slowly. My heart pounding. My palms sweating. This needed to be clear. One last time. Then goodbye.

The hallway stretched ahead. Door 214 at the end. I knocked. Soft. Twice.

The door opened immediately. David stood there. His face lighting up when he saw me. His smile wide. Genuine. Desperate.

"Rachel."

He pulled me inside. His arms wrapping around me. His mouth finding mine before I could speak.

I kissed him back for just a moment. Let myself feel it one more time. The heat. The want. The connection we'd built over these weeks.

Then I pulled away. Put my hands on his chest. Creating distance.

"David. Wait."

His smile faltered. His eyes searching mine. Reading the tension in my body. The hesitation.

"What's wrong?"

"We need to talk."

The door closed behind David. His smile faltered. The light in his eyes dimming as he saw the tension in my posture. Saw how I wasn't melting into him the way I had before.

"What's wrong?"

I stepped back. Put more space between us. My hands trembling slightly.

"We need to talk about what this is. What it can be."

"Okay." He moved closer. His hand reaching for mine. "Let's talk."

I let him take my hand. Let him guide me to the bed. We sat on the edge. His body angled toward me. His knee pressing against mine. His other hand finding my face. Trying to read me.

"I'm listening," he said.

The air conditioning hummed. The hotel quiet around us. Just the two of us in this room where nothing had happened yet. Where everything could still be controlled.

"We're leaving in three weeks," I started.

"I know. That's why I've been trying to see you. Before you go."

His thumb stroked my cheekbone. The touch gentle. Intimate in a way that made my chest ache.

"David. You texted me that you almost told Claire about me."

His jaw tightened. His hand dropping from my face.

"I know. I shouldn't have said that."

"But you did. And that scares me."

He looked away. Toward the window. The curtains drawn against the afternoon light. His shoulders tense.

"I can't help it," he said finally. "You're all I think about. That alley. The parties. Every time you touched me. Every kiss. It's like nothing else exists when I'm thinking about you."

"That's the problem."

He turned back. His eyes searching mine. Confused. Hurt already forming.

"What do you mean?"

"This was supposed to be fun. Flirting. Dancing. Stolen moments. Not something that consumes you."

"But it does."

The honesty in his voice cut through me. Raw. Desperate.

"I know," I said quietly. "And that makes this complicated."

His whole body went rigid. His hand gripping mine tighter.

"You're ending it."

"I don't know yet."

"Rachel."

"David, listen." I squeezed his hand. "You're thinking about leaving Claire. You're distracted when you're with her. You're texting me things that cross lines."

"Because I can't stop thinking about you." His other hand found my thigh. Squeezed. His eyes dark. Intense. "You know it was incredible. You felt it too. The connection. The chemistry. It wasn't just physical."

I pulled my hand from his. Stood. Walked to the window. Put distance between us before I lost my resolve.

"That's exactly what worries me. You're getting attached in a way that could blow everything up."

"What if I want to blow it up?"

"You don't mean that."

"How do you know?"

I turned. Looked at him. At the desperation in his eyes. The hunger mixed with something deeper. Something dangerous.

"Because you love Claire. You have a life with her. You just want something new. Something exciting. Something forbidden."

"I want you."

"You want the idea of me. The fantasy."

Silence stretched. Heavy. Uncomfortable. I heard him stand. Heard his footsteps crossing the room. Felt him behind me. Close. His hands on my waist. His mouth at my ear.

"What if I said I understood?" His voice low. Controlled again. "What if I promised this can stay what it is? Fun. Exciting. Forbidden."

My body responded. My fat nipples hardening under my sundress. My pussy clenching. Want flooding through me despite everything.

"Can you really do that?"

"One more time." His hands moved up my sides. Found my heavy tits. Cupped them through the thin fabric. "Let me have you one more time. Properly. Not rushed. Not stolen. Just you and me. Then I'll accept that you're leaving. But I need this. I need to finish what we started."

His hands squeezed my heavy tits. His thumbs found my hard nipples. Rubbed through the fabric. My head fell back against his shoulder. My resolve cracking.

"This doesn't solve anything."

"Probably." His mouth found my neck. Kissing. His teeth scraping. "But we're doing it anyway."

"One time."

"One time."

"Then when I leave, it's over. No more texts. No more reaching out. Done."

"Agreed."

His hands pulled down the front of my sundress. The straps slipping off my shoulders. My heavy tits spilled out. Bare. His hands cupped them. Squeezed. His thumbs working my fat nipples.

"God, I've missed these."

I turned in his arms. Looked up at him. His eyes dark. Hungry. Desperate. But something else there too. Acceptance maybe. Understanding that this was goodbye.

"One time," I said again.

"One time."

I kissed him. Hard. Let myself feel it. The heat. The want. The connection we'd built. His hands moved to my ass. Grabbed my strong cheeks. Pulled me against him. His cock already hard. Straining against his pants. Pressing into my belly.

This was goodbye. One last time. Then done.

His mouth crashed into mine. Desperate. Hungry. Tasting like the last six weeks of wanting. His tongue pushed past my lips. I opened for him. Let him in. Let him take.

My hands moved to his chest. Found the bulge in his slacks. Grabbed. Squeezed. Felt him hard. Thick. Straining against the fabric.

"Fuck," he groaned into my mouth.

"I want this." My hand rubbed along his length. Working him through the fabric. "Right now."

His hands grabbed my ass. Pulled me against him. His cock pressing into my belly. Hard. Ready. Desperate.

"Against the wall," he said. "Now."

He walked me backward. Fast. My back hit the wall near the window. His mouth never leaving mine. His hands everywhere. My hips. My waist. My heavy tits.

He yanked up my sundress. The fabric bunching at my waist. His hand between my legs. Finding my panties. Shoving them to the side. His fingers sliding through my pussy.

"So wet already."

"For you."

His fingers pushed inside. Two. Curling. Finding that spot.

"Ungh." My hips bucked. "David."

"Been wanting this for six weeks." His fingers pumped. "Touching you at parties. Kissing you. Not enough. Never enough."

"Then take me."

He pulled his fingers out. Worked his belt. The buckle jangling. His zipper rasping down. His thick cock springing free. Hard. Dark. The head already wet.

"Wrap your legs around me."

I jumped. My strong legs wrapping around his waist. My back pressed against the wall. My sundress still on but pushed up. My panties shoved to the side. My pussy exposed and dripping.

His hands gripped my ass. Held me up. His cock found my entrance. Pushed. The head stretching me.

"Yes." Gasping. "Yes."

He thrust up. One hard stroke. Buried himself completely. Filled me. Stretched me.

"Ahhh! Fuck!"

"So tight." His fingers dug into my ass. Bruising. "God. So fucking tight."

He pulled back. Slammed in again. Started fucking me against the wall. Hard. Fast. His hips pistoning. Each thrust driving me up. My back scraping against the wall. My heavy tits bouncing under my sundress.

"Yes. Yes. Harder."

His mouth found my neck. Biting. Sucking. His teeth scraping skin. Marking me. His cock driving deep with each thrust. The angle perfect. Hitting that spot inside me that made my toes curl.

"Ungh. Ungh. Fuck."

"Wanted you like this." His voice rough against my neck. "At every party. Watching you. Wanting to drag you somewhere. Fuck you."

"Do it. Use me."

His hands squeezed my ass harder. Using my body for leverage. Pounding into me. The sound of skin slapping skin. Wet. Obscene. My moans mixing with his grunts.

"David. Oh god. David."

"Say my name." His thrusts getting faster. "Say it while I fuck you."

"David. David. Fuck. David."

My first orgasm built fast. The angle. The desperation. The weeks of wanting. All of it crashing together.

"I'm close." Gasping. "Oh fuck. I'm close."

"Not yet."

He pulled out. Let me down. My legs shaking. Barely able to stand.

"On the bed."

I stumbled toward it. My sundress falling back down over my hips. He grabbed the hem. Yanked it up over my head. Tossed it aside. My panties next. Ripping them down my legs. Tossing them.

I stood there. Naked. My heavy tits heaving. My fat nipples hard. My pussy throbbing.

David stripped fast. Shirt over his head. Pants kicked off. His thick cock jutting out. Slick with my wetness. Throbbing.

He walked toward me. His eyes dark. Hungry. Desperate.

"Get on the bed."

I climbed on. On my hands and knees. My ass in the air. My pussy exposed and dripping.

He positioned himself behind me. His hands gripping my hips. His cock finding my entrance. Pushing inside.

"Ahhh. Yes."

He fucked me. Hard. Brutal. His hips slamming against my ass. Each thrust deeper than the last. My heavy tits swinging beneath me. My fat nipples aching.

"Fuck. Fuck. Yes."

His hand came down on my ass. Sharp. Loud. The sting spreading across my skin.

"Ungh!"

Another slap. Then his hands back on my hips. Gripping. Pulling me back onto his cock with each thrust. Using me.

"Take it. Fucking take it."

"Yes. God. Yes."

His rhythm changed. Faster. More desperate. His breathing ragged. His whole body tense.

Then he grabbed my hair. Fisted it. Pulled my head back. Arched my spine. The new angle letting him go even deeper.

"Ahhh! Fuck!"

His other hand reached around. Found my heavy tits. Grabbed. Squeezed. Both of them. Mauling them. His fingers digging into the soft flesh. His thumbs rubbing my fat nipples. Pinching.

"These tits." His voice in my ear now. Growling. "Fuck. These perfect tits."

"Yes. Use them. Use me."

His hands squeezed harder. Rougher. Using my heavy tits for grip as he pounded into me. His cock driving so deep it almost hurt. Almost too much.

"Tight little cunt." Growling in my ear. "Taking my cock so good. So fucking good."

"Harder. Fuck me harder."

He pounded. Relentless. His hands squeezing my heavy tits. His cock stretching me. Filling me. Hitting that spot over and over.

"Gonna fill this pussy. Gonna pump you full."

"Yes. Do it. Fill me."

His hand moved from my tit to my clit. Rubbed. Hard. Fast. The pressure exploding.

My orgasm hit. Violent. My pussy clamping down on his thick cock. My back arching. My mouth opening in a scream.

"David! Ahhh! Fuck! Yes!"

He kept pounding. Riding through it. His fingers still on my clit. Drawing it out. Making me shake. Making me sob.

"That's it. Milk my cock."

His rhythm broke. Got erratic. His cock swelling inside me.

"Fuck. Rachel. Fuck. I'm..."

His cock erupted. Hot cum flooding my pussy. Pulse after pulse. Filling me. His hips grinding. His hands gripping my heavy tits. His mouth at my neck. Groaning.

"Ungh. Ahhh. Fuck."

He kept moving. Slow. Riding out his orgasm. His hands gentler now on my heavy tits. Cupping them. His cock still inside me. Still pulsing.

When he finally stopped, he released my hair. My head fell forward. Both of us gasping. Sweating. His weight pressing against my back.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed.

"I know."

He pulled out slowly. His cum leaking out of me. Dripping onto the white sheets.

I collapsed onto my stomach. Exhausted. Sated. My pussy throbbing. Aching in the best way.

David lay beside me. His hand on my lower back. Stroking. Possessive.

We lay there. The air conditioning humming. The hotel room anonymous around us. His cum cooling inside me. My body aching in the best way.

David rolled onto his back. His chest still heaving. One arm thrown over his eyes.

"That was incredible," he said finally.

"Yeah."

Silence stretched. Not comfortable anymore. Reality creeping back in. The thing we'd done. The line we'd crossed.

I sat up. My legs shaky. David's cum leaked out of me. Dripped onto the white sheets.

"I should clean up."

I walked to the bathroom. My sundress somewhere on the floor. I didn't bother looking for it. Just walked naked. Felt his eyes on my ass. On my strong thighs. On the cum running down my legs.

The bathroom was small. Cold tile under my feet. I grabbed a towel. Cleaned myself. Looked at myself in the mirror.

My face was flushed. My hair wild. My lips swollen. My neck marked where he'd bitten me. Claimed me.

I looked like I'd been fucked. Hard. Thoroughly.

I walked back out. David was sitting on the edge of the bed. His pants back on. His shirt unbuttoned. Looking at his phone.

He looked up when I entered. Set down his phone.

"Come here."

I walked to him. Stood between his legs. His hands found my hips. Pulled me closer.

"That really was the last time?" His voice quiet. Almost sad.

"That was the deal."

"What if I want more?"

"You can't have it."

His hands tightened on my hips. His eyes searching mine.

"What if I told Claire? What if I left her? Would that change things?"

"No."

He looked shocked. Hurt.

"Why not?"

"Because I'm leaving. Because this was never about us being together. It was just sex."

"It felt like more than sex."

"That's the problem." I pulled away. Started looking for my sundress. "You're making it more than it is. Making it complicated."

"Maybe I want complicated."

I found my dress. Pulled it over my head. The fabric settling over my body. Covering me.

"I don't. I have a life. A husband. This was fun. Really fun. But it's over."

David stood. Walked to me. His hands on my face. Forcing me to look at him.

"I can't stop thinking about you."

"You need to try."

"Rachel."

"David. Stop." I removed his hands. Stepped back. "You have Claire. You have your life here. I'm leaving Bali in three weeks. This was always temporary."

His jaw worked. Fighting something. Fighting the reality settling over both of us.

"Can I at least text you? Stay in touch?"

"No."

"Just as friends?"

"We're not friends. We're two people who fucked. That's all."

The cruelty in my words hung in the air. Necessary cruelty. The kind that creates clean breaks.

David's face closed off. The hurt turning to something harder. Colder.

"You're right," he said. "I should go."

He finished buttoning his shirt. Found his shoes. Moved toward the door.

"David."

He paused. Hand on the doorknob. Didn't turn around.

"Thank you. For understanding. For not making this harder than it needs to be."

He opened the door. Stepped into the hallway.

"Goodbye, Rachel."

Then he was gone. The door closing behind him. The lock clicking.

I stood there. Alone in the hotel room. My body still humming from the sex. My pussy still tender. Still wet with his cum.

I texted Ketut.

"Ready to leave."
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The suitcases lay open on the bedroom floor. Clothes folded in neat stacks. Swimsuits dried and ready. Three days until the flight home to Vancouver.

I picked up a sundress. The coral one from Beachwalk. Ketut had watched me model it months ago. That trip felt like another lifetime now.

Tom sat on the terrace. His laptop glowed in the afternoon light. Wrapping up final reports for the university. His sabbatical year ending the way it started. With work. With plans. With the two of us navigating something neither of us fully understood yet.

My phone buzzed on the dresser. Wayan's name appeared.

"Thursday still good? Last time before you leave?"

My chest tightened. Last time. The words felt heavier than they should. Wayan had been part of this from the beginning. Steady. Reliable. No drama. No complications. Just his thick hands on my body and his calm presence that grounded me when everything else spun out of control.

I typed back. "Yes. Come at three?"

"See you then."

I walked out to the terrace. Set my hand on Tom's shoulder. He looked up from the screen. His eyes finding mine. That look he got. Reading me.

"Wayan's coming Thursday," I said.

Tom closed the laptop. Leaned back in his chair. His hand covered mine.

"You okay with that?"

"I think so." I sat in the chair beside him. The garden stretched ahead. Pool glittering. Frangipani petals scattered across stone. This villa had been our home for a year. Our playground. Our laboratory for desires we barely knew existed before Bali. "It feels strange. Saying goodbye to him."

"He's been good to you."

"To us." I squeezed Tom's hand. "He always respected you. Never pushed boundaries. Never made things complicated."

Tom nodded. His thumb traced circles on my palm. Processing.

"Made and his friends were wild. David got messy. But Wayan." I paused. Searching for the right words. "Wayan just fit."

"I know."

Silence settled between us. Comfortable. The kind that comes from knowing someone long enough that words aren't always necessary.

Tom's hand moved to my thigh. His touch warm through my thin shorts.

"Do you want me there?" he asked. "Thursday. When he comes."

My pussy clenched. The thought of Tom watching. The way he had that first time. Sitting in the armchair while Wayan's thick cock stretched me. Tom's eyes dark with arousal and something deeper. Trust. Love. The complexity of what we'd built together.

"Would you want to be?"

"Maybe." His grip tightened on my thigh. "I want to see you with him one more time. See how you are together. It's different with Wayan. Gentler somehow. Even when he's rough."

"It is different." I turned in my chair. Faced him fully. "He doesn't take from me. He gives. Even when he's pounding into me. Even when his hands leave bruises. It feels like he's giving something."

Tom's breathing changed. Faster. His cock stirring in his shorts.

"I'll be there," he said. "I want to watch you say goodbye to him properly."

Thursday arrived too fast. Morning burned into afternoon. The heat pressed down. Thick and humid. I showered. Shaved my pussy smooth one last time for Wayan. Put on a simple sundress. Blue cotton that moved when I walked. Nothing underneath. Just my naked body waiting.

Tom cleaned the office. Boxing up books and papers. Preparing for the shipping company. His movements deliberate. Calm. But I saw the tension in his shoulders. The way his eyes kept finding me. Tracking my movements through the villa.

At exactly three, Wayan's truck rumbled outside the gate. The engine cut off. Footsteps on gravel. His knock soft against wood.

I opened the gate. Wayan stood there. Work clothes dusty from a job site. His weathered face breaking into a smile when he saw me. Those dark eyes warm. Familiar.

"Mrs. Rachel."

"Come in."

He stepped inside. His presence filling the small garden path. Solid. Real. The smell of him hit me immediately. Sweat and motor oil and clean skin underneath. Months of knowing this man. This body. This cock.

Tom appeared from inside. Extended his hand. Wayan shook it. Firm. Respectful.

"Wayan. Good to see you."

"Mr. Tom. Thank you for having me."

We moved to the terrace. The three of us settling into chairs around the teak table. I brought cold Bintangs from the kitchen. Condensation dripped down the bottles in the humid air.

Wayan took a long drink. His eyes moved between us. Reading the energy. Understanding without words that this was different. Final.

"Three days until you fly?" he asked.

"Saturday morning," Tom said.

Wayan nodded. Set down his beer. His thick hands rested on the table. Callused palms facing up. Hands that had touched every part of my body. Hands that knew exactly how to make me come.

"I will miss you both," Wayan said quietly.

My throat tightened. This man had given so much. Asked for so little. Just the chance to be with me. To touch me. To fuck me. No demands. No drama. Just gratitude and respect and his thick cock filling me exactly the way I needed.

"We'll miss you too," I said.

Tom's hand found mine under the table. Squeezed.

Wayan talked about his family first. His young son learning to walk. Wobbling steps across the tile floor. His wife laughing. Clapping. The pride in his voice unmistakable.

"How old is he?" I asked.

"Fourteen months." Wayan's weathered hands curved like he was holding the child. "So curious. Touching everything."

Tom smiled. Leaned forward. "That's a great age."

"Exhausting. But yes. Great."

The conversation drifted. His work. A new property he was managing near Canggu. Villa rentals for European tourists. Long hours. Good pay. His words came easy. Comfortable. No awkwardness. Just three people who knew each other. Who had history together.

My fingers traced the condensation on my beer bottle. Circles in the water pooling on the teak table. My pussy already aching. Already wet thinking about what would happen after this.

"Three days until you leave," Wayan said again. His dark eyes found mine. Held. "I'll miss this. These afternoons."

"We'll miss you too." My throat tightened. The truth of it surprising me. This man had become part of our life in Bali. Part of our transformation. Not just a cock I took. Something more. Something deeper.

Tom's hand found mine under the table. Squeezed. His way of saying he felt it too.

"You gave us a gift," Tom said. His voice steady. Sincere. "You could have been territorial. Possessive. Made things complicated. But you respected us. Respected what we were building."

Wayan nodded. His jaw tight. Emotion flickering across his face. Controlled. Balinese restraint keeping it beneath the surface.

"Thank you for trusting me," Wayan said. "For letting me be part of this."

Silence settled. Comfortable. Warm. The afternoon heat pressing down. Sweat gathering between my heavy tits. My tank top clinging. My nipples visible through the thin fabric.

Wayan's eyes dropped. Just for a second. Taking in my body. Then back to my face. Heat there. Need. But also patience. Waiting for permission.

Tom stood. His beer half finished. "I'm going to finish packing the office."

My pulse kicked up. My pussy clenching.

Tom looked at me. That look. The one that said everything without words. He bent down. Kissed my forehead. Then walked inside. His footsteps fading through the villa.

Wayan and I sat there. The space between us suddenly charged. Electric. Dangerous in the best way.

"Come with me," I said.

He stood. No hesitation. Just calm certainty. His thick body following mine. My bedroom opened directly onto the terrace like all Balinese villas. The doors were wide. Inviting.

The bedroom doors stood wide to the garden. Cool air moving through. I pulled Wayan inside. His thick body following mine.

I undressed him first. My hands on the buttons of his shirt. Slow. Letting him feel my fingers through the fabric. His chest rose and fell. His weathered skin warm beneath my palms.

The shirt fell away. I traced the muscles there. Earned from years of gardening and maintenance work. Harder than gym muscles. More defined from real labor.

His pants next. I unbuckled his belt. The leather sliding free. His cock already hard inside his loose cotton shorts. I could see the outline. Feel the heat radiating.

I pulled everything down. His thick cock sprang free. Dark. Familiar now. The weight of it. The curve. The way it throbbed when I wrapped my hand around him.

"Beautiful," I said. Not to anyone in particular. Just truth.

Wayan's hands found my dress. White cotton sliding up my thighs. Over my hips. I raised my arms. Let him pull it over my head. My heavy tits bounced free. Fat nipples already hard.

His hands cupped them immediately. Rough palms against soft skin. Squeezing. Testing their weight. His thumbs brushed over my nipples. Circles that made me gasp.

I walked him to the bed. We climbed onto white sheets together. His body covering mine. His mouth finding my neck. Tasting my skin. His thick cock pressing against my thigh.

"I want to taste you first," he said. His English careful. His breath hot against my ear.

"Yes."

He kissed down my body. My collarbone. Between my heavy tits. His mouth closing over one fat nipple. Sucking. His teeth grazing. The pleasure shot straight to my pussy.

Lower. His mouth on my belly. My hip bones. Inner thighs. His weathered hands spreading my legs wide. Opening me.

His tongue found my pussy. Licked through my folds. Tasting. The first touch made me arch off the bed.

"Ahh!"

He licked again. Slower. His tongue circling my clit. Then pressing flat against it. Broad strokes that made my thighs tremble.

Two thick fingers pushed inside. Curling. Finding that spot. His mouth never stopping. Sucking my clit. Flicking with his tongue. Building pressure.

My hands found his hair. Gripping. Not pulling. Just holding on. My hips rolled against his face. Chasing the sensation.

The orgasm built. Heat spreading. My pussy clenching around Wayan's fingers. My breathing faster.

"Close," I gasped. "So close."

Wayan sucked harder. His fingers pumped deeper. Curling. Pressing that spot over and over.

I came. My back arching. My thighs clamping around his head. The pleasure crashing through me in waves. My cries filling the bedroom.

"Ohh! Fuck! Yes!"

He kept licking. Gentler now. Drawing out the aftershocks. His fingers sliding free. Glistening with my wetness.

When I could breathe again, he moved up my body. His mouth finding mine. I tasted myself on his lips. Salt and musk.

His thick cock pressed against my entrance. The head pushing. Testing. Then sliding inside. Slow. Letting me feel every inch.

The stretch. The fullness. Different from my husband. Thicker. The girth spreading me wide.

"Ungh."

Wayan bottomed out. Buried completely. He held there. Let me adjust. His forehead pressed against mine. Our breath mixing.

"You feel so good," he said. His voice rough. Strained.

He started moving. Long strokes. Pulling almost all the way out. Then pushing back in. Deep. Deliberate. Each thrust hitting places that made me gasp.

My legs wrapped around his waist. Pulling him closer. Deeper. My heavy tits bouncing with each movement. His eyes dropped to watch them. Mesmerized.

"Touch them," I said.

His hands found my tits. Squeezed. His thumbs working my fat nipples. Pinching. Rolling them. The dual sensation overwhelming. His cock inside me. His hands on my tits.

"Harder," I breathed. "Fuck me harder."

His rhythm increased. Faster. His hips snapping. Driving his thick cock deep with each thrust. The bed rocking beneath us. The headboard starting to tap the wall.

Sweat gathered between our bodies. Made us slick. His chest sliding against my heavy tits with each movement. The friction perfect.

Wayan's mouth found my neck. Biting. Marking me. His hands gripped my hips. Bruising. Using my body for leverage. Fucking me harder.

"So thick," I moaned. "Stretching me so wide."

"You take it so good," Wayan groaned. His rhythm getting stronger. His cock swelling inside me.

My second orgasm built faster. The angle perfect. His thick cock hitting that spot with every thrust. The pressure coiling tight.

"I'm going to come," I warned. "Don't stop."

He didn't. Just kept that brutal pace. His cock pounding into me. His hands on my hips pulling me onto him.

The orgasm hit. Harder than the first. My pussy clamping down around his thickness. My whole body shaking. Stars exploding behind my eyes.

"Ahhh! Wayan! Fuck!"

He groaned. My pussy milking him pushed him closer. His breathing ragged. His thrusts getting more urgent.

Movement in the corner. My eyes opened. Tom standing there. Silent. He must have come in through the garden door. Watching. His face flushed. His hand already moving to his shorts.

I didn't say anything. Neither did Wayan. The rhythm didn't break. Wayan kept fucking me. Deep. Hard. Tom settled into the chair. Quiet. His eyes locked on us.

"Turn over," Wayan said. His voice thick.

I flipped onto my hands and knees. Ass high. My heavy tits hanging down. Swaying.

Wayan positioned himself behind me. His thick cock found my entrance. Pushed back inside. The angle deeper. Hitting different spots.

"Oh god!"

He started pounding. Hard. Fast. His hands gripping my hips. Pulling me back onto his cock with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room. Wet. Obscene.

From the corner, fabric rustled. Tom pulling his cock free. Stroking it. His eyes locked on where Wayan's thick cock disappeared into my pussy.

I glanced at him. Our eyes met. Heat there. Love. Arousal. Everything tangled together.

"You like watching?" I gasped. "Like seeing his cock inside me?"

"Fuck yes," Tom breathed.

Wayan's hand slid around. Found my clit. Rubbed circles. The pressure building again. Too soon. Too intense.

"Can't," I gasped. "Too much."

"One more," Wayan said. His fingers pressing harder. His cock driving deeper. "Come for me one more time."

The third orgasm rolled through me. Different. Deeper. My whole body trembling. My arms giving out. Face pressing into the pillows. Wayan held me up. Kept fucking me through it.

Tom stood. Moved closer. His cock hard in his hand. Watching everything. His breathing loud.

"So beautiful," Tom said. "Taking him like that."

"Where?" Wayan gasped. Close now. His rhythm stuttering.

"Inside," I moaned. "Fill me."

He thrust deep. Once. Twice. His cock pulsing. I felt his cum. Hot. Thick. Flooding my pussy. His hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. His groan long and broken.

"Ahhh! Rachel!"

He collapsed onto my back. Both of us gasping. Trembling. His cock still inside me. His cum already starting to leak out.

After a moment, he pulled out. Rolled to the side. Both of us breathing hard. Covered in sweat.

Tom's hand moved faster on his cock. Watching us. Watching me lie there with Wayan's cum dripping from my used pussy.

"Come here," I said to Tom.

He moved to the bed. I took his cock in my mouth. Tasted the salt of his precum. Sucked him deep while Wayan watched from beside me. Recovering.

Tom came fast. His cum flooding my mouth. I swallowed. Cleaned him. Made sure I got every drop.

The three of us lay on the bed together. Breathing. Processing. The afternoon light filtering through the open doors. Golden. Warm.

This was goodbye. All of us knew it. But for now, we just lay there. Connected.

Wayan dressed slowly. His weathered hands tucking his shirt into his loose cotton pants. His movements careful. Like leaving was something he had to force himself to do.

I stayed on the bed. Still naked. Still covered in sweat. Still feeling the ache between my thighs. The fullness of where he'd been. Where Tom had been.

Wayan walked to the bed. Sat on the edge. His hand found mine. Squeezed.

"Thank you," he said. His English careful. Formal. "For everything. For trusting me. For letting me be part of this."

"Thank you," I said. My voice rough. "For being you. For being so good to us."

He lifted my hand. Kissed my knuckles. A gesture so tender it made my chest tight.

"You will be happy in Vancouver?" he asked.

"I think so."

"Your husband loves you very much."

"I know."

"You are lucky to have each other." He set my hand down. Stood. "I am lucky to have known you both."

I sat up. Pulled the sheet around my naked body. Walked him through the bedroom. Out into the garden. Tom followed behind us. Silent. Present.

The three of us stood at the gate. The evening light golden. Warm. The street beyond quiet except for distant motorbikes and birds calling.

Wayan shook Tom's hand. Firm. Respectful. Two men who understood each other in ways most people never would.

"Thank you," Tom said. "For respecting Rachel. For respecting us. For being part of our journey here."

"It is I who am grateful." Wayan's voice thick with emotion. "You gave me gift I will never forget."

He turned to me. Kissed my forehead. Chaste. Final. Like a blessing.

"Safe travels home," he said. "Good life."

"You too."

He walked to his truck. Climbed in. The engine rumbled to life. Familiar sound. One I'd heard dozens of times over the past months. The sound that meant he was arriving. Now it meant goodbye.

His truck pulled away. Disappeared down the narrow street. Gone.

Tom and I stood at the gate. His arm around my shoulders. My head against his chest. Both of us watching the empty street.

"That was harder than I thought," I said quietly.

"Yeah."

We turned. Walked back through the garden. Past the pool glittering in the fading light. Past the frangipani trees releasing their evening scent. Back to the terrace.

I sat on Tom's lap. My arms around his neck. His hands on my waist. We didn't speak. Just held each other.

"Two days," Tom said finally. "Two days until we leave."

"I know."

"How do you feel?"

I thought about it. Really thought. About everything that had happened. Everyone I'd been with. Everything we'd discovered about ourselves.

"Grateful," I said. "Scared. Excited. All of it."

"Me too." He kissed my temple. "We'll figure out Vancouver. We'll find our way there too."

"What if it's different? What if we can't find what we had here?"

"Then we find something new." His hands tightened on my waist. "But we don't go back. We don't pretend this never happened. We don't shrink back into who we were before."

"Good."

The sun dropped lower. The sky turning pink. Orange. Purple. Our last real evening in the villa. Tomorrow would be packing. Finalizing. Cleaning. But tonight was ours.

"Take me to bed," I said.
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Flight Home
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The terminal hummed with movement. Bodies weaving between duty-free shops and departure gates. Smell of burnt coffee and recycled air thick in my lungs.

Tom stood beside me at the check-in counter. His hand rested on the small of my back while the airline agent processed our passports. Two bags each. A year of our lives condensed into luggage weight limits.

Vancouver. His old position at UBC waiting. My old job at the consulting firm. Family dinners. Friend gatherings. Normal life resuming after twelve months away.

The agent handed back our documents. Smiled that practiced smile.

"You're all set. Gate 23. Boarding starts in an hour."

"Thank you." Tom took the boarding passes. His fingers brushed mine when he handed me one.

We walked toward security. My sandals slapping against polished floors. The white crop top hugged my heavy tits. Thin fabric showing the outline of my bra underneath. The black skirt hit mid-thigh. Loose fabric swishing around my bare legs with each step.

I'd chosen comfortable clothes for the flight. Nothing deliberate. Nothing planned. Just easy travel clothes that wouldn't bind during long hours in economy.

Security moved fast. I put my bag on the conveyor belt. Walked through the metal detector. The officer waved me through without looking up.

We found seats near our gate. The terminal crowded with travelers. Families with screaming toddlers. Business people typing on laptops. Young backpackers sprawled across seats with oversized packs.

"Want coffee?" Tom asked.

"Sure."

He stood. Kissed the top of my head. Walked toward the nearest cafe. His body disappearing into the crowd.

I sat alone. My phone in my lap. The reality settling over me like weight.

This was ending. Made. Wayan. Ketut. David. Malcolm. Richard. All of them staying here while we flew away. Our year in Bali packed into boxes and memories.

Tom and I had talked about it. Late nights on the terrace. Wine glasses sweating in the humid air. What happens when we go home. Whether this part of us could exist in Vancouver.

"I don't know," Tom had said. Honest. His voice quiet in the dark.

"I don't either."

We'd left it there. Unresolved. Uncertain. Too big to solve in one conversation.

Tom returned with two coffees. Handed me one. Sat down beside me. His thigh pressed against mine. Solid. Familiar. Home.

"You okay?"

"Yeah." I looked at him. At the man who'd given me this year. This freedom. This version of myself I never knew existed. "Just thinking."

"About?"

"Everything. Everyone. What comes next."

His hand found mine. Squeezed. His wedding ring warm against my skin.

"We'll figure it out."

Boarding started twenty minutes later. We lined up with everyone else. Economy passengers shuffling forward. Passports and boarding passes checked. Down the jet bridge into recycled air and cramped spaces.

A male flight attendant stood at the aircraft door. Greeting passengers. Young. Maybe late twenties. Handsome in that clean-cut way. Dark hair pushed back. White shirt crisp. Name tag pinned to his chest. James.

"Welcome aboard." Australian. The accent thick. Warm. Professional smile bright.

"Thanks."

I moved past him. Down the aisle. Past business class with its wide leather seats and champagne glasses. Into economy where everything pressed close.

Row 43. Middle and aisle. Tom took the middle. I slid into the aisle seat. My skirt riding up slightly as I settled. I buckled in. Tom beside me.

An older man took the window seat. Maybe sixty. Grey hair. Glasses. He nodded politely. Pulled out a book.

The plane filled. Bodies everywhere. Overhead bins slamming. Carry-ons being shoved into tight spaces.

James moved through the cabin. Helping passengers. Lifting bags. His body passing close in the narrow aisle.

The plane pushed back. Safety announcements droned over the speakers. Engine roar built. Wheels lifted. Bali disappeared below us through the small windows.

My chest tightened. Grief and relief mixing together in a way I couldn't separate. This was really happening. We were leaving.

Tom found my hand. Squeezed. His wedding ring pressed into my palm.

The seatbelt sign turned off. Passengers stood. Stretched. Opened overhead bins. The cabin lights dimmed.

James appeared in the aisle beside my seat. Leaned down. His body angled toward our row. Professional smile in place.

"Can I get you anything? Drinks? Snacks?"

His eyes met mine when I looked up. His body close. The angle giving him a direct view down my crop top. Down into the valley between my heavy tits.

"Water would be great," I said.

"Coming right up." He straightened. His eyes lingering a moment before he walked away toward the galley.

Tom's hand still held mine. His thumb traced circles on my palm. The older man by the window turned a page in his book.

I leaned back in my seat. Watched the aisle. Other flight attendants moving through the cabin with drinks carts. Service beginning.

James returned with water. Handed me the bottle. His fingers brushed mine briefly. Just contact. Nothing more.

"Anything else?"

"Not right now. Thank you."

He moved on. Serving other passengers. Doing his job.

Hours stretched ahead. Vancouver waiting at the other end. Our old lives. Our old selves. Or maybe new versions we hadn't met yet.

The first hours passed slow. Meals served on trays. Plastic wrapped utensils. Food that tasted like cardboard. The cabin lights stayed dim. Most passengers sleeping or lost in screens with headphones.

Tom opened his laptop. Work to review before landing. Reports to read. His reading glasses perched on his nose. The familiar posture of concentration.

I pulled out a book. Some thriller I'd bought at the airport. The pages blurred. My mind elsewhere.

A year ago I was just Rachel. Tom's wife. Professor's wife. Consultant. Normal. Ordinary.

Now I was something else. The woman who took who she wanted. Who broke rules I didn't know existed a year ago.

The older man by the window snored softly. His head tilted against the plastic shade. His book fallen into his lap.

James appeared in the aisle. Moving through the cabin with a trash bag. Collecting empty cups. Crumpled napkins. Discarded wrappers.

He stopped at our row. Leaned down. His body angled toward me.

"Need anything?" His eyes on me. Not the sleeping man. Not Tom absorbed in his laptop.

"I'm good. Thank you."

His eyes dropped. Quick. To the neckline of my crop top. The curve of my full breasts where the fabric stretched tight. Then back up.

"Let me know if that changes." A small smile. Professional but warm.

He moved on. Disappeared toward the front galley.

Tom glanced over. Said nothing. Just returned to his screen.

Hours blurred together. My book forgotten. My eyes drifting closed. Half asleep in the dim cabin.

Service came again. Drinks. More snacks. James pushing a cart down the aisle. Stopping at each row.

"Drinks?" He leaned over the cart when he reached us.

"Water, please."

He handed me a bottle. His fingers brushed mine. Held for just a second longer than necessary.

"Anything else?"

I leaned forward to take the bottle. The movement making my crop top gap slightly. Giving him a better view down into my cleavage. Between my full breasts.

His eyes dropped. Stayed there. Just for a moment. Then back to my face.

"I'm good."

He moved the cart forward. Served other passengers. His body moving with easy confidence through the narrow aisle.

Tom's hand found my thigh. Under the armrest. His fingers warm through my skirt.

"He's watching you," Tom said quietly.

"I noticed."

"You interested?"

I looked at Tom. At the question in his eyes. At something else building there.

"Maybe."

His hand squeezed my thigh. "Okay.".

More hours passed. The cabin lights dimmed further. Night mode. Most passengers sleeping now. Blankets pulled up. Heads tilted at uncomfortable angles.

I needed to move. My body restless from sitting.

"I'm going to stretch my legs," I said to Tom.

He nodded. Moved his legs so I could squeeze past. The older man by the window didn't stir.

I walked down the aisle. Past sleeping passengers. Past the glow of screens. Toward the rear of the plane.

The rear galley was dim. Just a small light over the counter. James stood there. Alone. Organizing small bottles on a tray.

He looked up when I approached. His eyes meeting mine.

"Hi."

"Hi." I stopped a few feet away. "Bathroom?"

"Just there." He gestured to the door behind him.

"Thanks."

I moved past him. Close. The galley narrow. His cologne filled my nose. Clean. Expensive.

I went into the bathroom. Locked the door. Used the toilet. Washed my hands. Looked at myself in the small mirror.

Flushed cheeks. Bright eyes. My nipples visible through my crop top and bra.

I unlocked the door. Stepped out.

James was still there. Still in the galley. Waiting.

"Rachel, right?"

"How did you know my name?"

"Passenger manifest." A small smile. "I wanted to know."

Heat flooded through me. My pussy clenching.

"Why?"

He stepped closer. His body nearly blocking the aisle. "Because you're stunning. And because I haven't been able to stop thinking about you since you boarded."

My heart pounded. My breathing changed.

"That's very forward."

"Sorry." He didn't look sorry. "But we land in a few hours and I figured I should say something before I lose the chance."

"I'm married."

"I know." His eyes dropped to my left hand. My wedding ring. Then back to my face. "He's a lucky man."

The air between us thickened. Want building.

"I should get back to my seat."

"Should you?" His voice low.

"Yes."

But I didn't move.

James reached past me. His arm brushing my shoulder. Grabbed something from the counter behind me. A water bottle. Handed it to me.

"In case you get thirsty."

His fingers brushed mine. Lingered.

"Thank you."

I walked back down the aisle. My legs unsteady. My body humming.

Tom looked up when I slid back into my seat.

"You were gone a while."

"Talked to the flight attendant."

"James?"

"Yes."

Tom's hand found my thigh again. "And?"

"He said I was stunning. Said he's been thinking about me since I boarded."

Tom's breathing changed. His hand slid higher under my skirt. Finding bare skin above my knee.

"What did you say?"

"That I'm married."

"And?"

"He said you're lucky."

Tom's fingers moved higher. Brushing the hem of my panties. "He's right."

More time passed. Tom closed his laptop. Settled back in his seat. His eyes closing. His breathing evening out. Asleep.

I sat there. Awake. Restless. My body aching with want.

James appeared at the end of the aisle. Walking toward the rear galley. He paused when he reached my row. Leaned down.

"Can't sleep?" His voice barely a whisper.

"No."

"Me neither." His eyes held mine. "Want some company? Stretch your legs again?"

My pussy clenched. Wetness flooding.

I looked at Tom. His eyes closed. His breathing steady.

"Okay."

I unbuckled. Stood. Followed James down the aisle toward the rear galley.

James grabbed my wrist. His fingers pressed into my pulse. Hot. Firm. He pulled me down the narrow aisle toward the rear of the plane.

My heart hammered. My pussy throbbed. The cabin lights stayed dim. Passengers slept under thin blankets. Heads tilted at awkward angles against windows. Tom three rows behind. Eyes closed. Not knowing. Not suspecting.

We reached the rear galley. Dark except for one small overhead light. Chemical smell mixed with recycled air. James glanced down the aisle. Empty. The other flight attendants busy forward. Serving drinks. Checking on passengers. Oblivious.

His hand moved to the bathroom door. Twisted the handle. The lock clicked. He pushed it open. The space inside barely big enough for one person. Sink. Toilet. Mirror reflecting harsh fluorescent light.

"In."

His voice low. Commanding. Australian accent thicker now. Rougher.

I stepped inside. My body brushing his in the tight space. He followed. Closed the door behind us. The lock engaged with a solid click.

We stood facing each other. Bodies pressed together. No room to move. The airplane vibration hummed through the walls. Through my thighs. My pussy already wet. Already aching.

James pushed me against the wall. His mouth crashed into mine. Hard. Desperate. His tongue forced past my lips. Tasting me. Taking. No gentleness. Just raw need that had been building for hours.

I kissed back. My hands going to his chest. Feeling the muscle under his crisp white shirt. His heart pounding as hard as mine.

His hands slid up my sides. Found my heavy tits through the crop top. Squeezed. His thumbs brushing my fat nipples. They hardened instantly under the thin fabric.

"Fuck," he breathed against my mouth. "Been thinking about these since you boarded."

He grabbed the hem of my crop top. Yanked it up. The fabric bunched above my heavy tits. My bra next. He pulled the cups down. My full breasts spilled out. Heavy. Bare. Fat nipples hard and aching in the cool air.

"Unngh."

The sound escaped me. Raw. Needy.

His mouth went straight to my nipple. Sucking hard. His teeth scraping. Biting. Pain and pleasure shot straight to my pussy.

My hands gripped his shoulders. Holding on. The airplane shook slightly. Turbulence. Making my body sway against his mouth.

He switched to my other nipple. Sucking. Biting harder this time. I gasped. My pussy clenching. Wetness soaking through my panties.

"Need to be quiet," he said. His mouth moving to my neck. Kissing. Biting. "Can't let anyone hear what a slut you are."

The word hit me. Made me wetter. Made my nipples throb where his mouth had been.

His hands moved down. Found the waistband of my skirt. Pushed it up. The fabric bunching around my waist. My panties exposed. Black lace. Already damp.

"Look at you." His fingers traced the wet spot. Pressing through the fabric. Finding my pussy lips. My swollen clit. "Soaked for me."

"Yes."

He hooked his fingers in my panties. Yanked them down my thick thighs. They caught at my knees. He left them there. His hand moving back between my legs. Fingers sliding through my wet folds.

"Fuck, you're dripping."

Two fingers pushed inside me. No warning. Just hard and deep. Stretching me. Filling me.

"Ahhh!"

His other hand clamped over my mouth. Muffling the sound. His fingers pumped inside me. Fast. Rough. His palm grinding against my clit with each thrust.

The airplane vibration added sensation. Everything buzzing. Humming. His fingers curling inside me. Finding that spot. Pressing hard.

My moans vibrated against his palm. My pussy clenching around his fingers. Taking them. Squeezing.

He pulled his fingers out. Brought them to my mouth. Pushed past my lips.

"Taste yourself."

I sucked his fingers. Tasted my own wetness. Salt and musk. My tongue working between his fingers. Cleaning them.

He groaned. His other hand working his belt. The metallic clink loud in the small space. His zipper rasping down. His pants opened. His cock springing free.

Thick. Hard. The head already wet with precum.

I reached for him. Wrapped my hand around his shaft. Stroked once. Twice. Felt him throb in my grip.

"Turn around."

His voice rough. Commanding. Leaving no room for argument.

I turned. Faced the wall. My hands bracing against the cold surface. My heavy tits hanging down. My ass pushed out as much as the tiny space allowed.

James kicked my feet apart. Wider. My panties still tangled at my knees. Limiting how far I could spread. The restriction making me feel more exposed. More vulnerable.

His hands gripped my hips. Fingers digging into my soft flesh. Hard enough to bruise.

His cock pressed against my entrance. The head pushing through my wet folds. Finding the right spot.

Then he thrust. One hard stroke. Burying himself completely inside me.

"Unngh! Fuck!"

The stretch immediate. Intense. His thickness filling me. His length hitting deep. The angle letting him reach places that made my vision blur.

His hand moved to cover my mouth again. Palm pressed tight. Silencing me.

"Quiet. Remember?"

He started moving. Hard. Fast. No buildup. Just brutal thrusts that drove me forward against the wall. My heavy tits bouncing. Scraping against the cold surface with each impact.

The wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out filled the tiny space. Obscene. Raw. Mixed with muffled moans against his palm. His harsh breathing in my ear.

"So tight. Fuck. So fucking tight."

His rhythm got faster. Harder. The small bathroom barely containing us. His hips slapping against my round ass. The sound mixing with the airplane engines. The vibration adding to every sensation.

My pussy clenched around him. Squeezing his thick cock. Taking everything he gave. My body rocking forward with each thrust. My fat nipples burning where they scraped the wall.

"This what you wanted?" His voice rough in my ear. "Getting fucked in an airplane bathroom? Cheating on your husband while he sleeps three rows away?"

"Mmm! Yes!"

The words muffled against his palm. But he understood. His cock swelled inside me. His thrusts getting more erratic. More desperate.

His free hand moved around. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles. The pressure immediate. Overwhelming.

My orgasm built fast. Too fast. The combination of his thick cock and his fingers and the wrongness of where we were. All of it pushing me toward the edge.

"You're going to come on my cock," he said. "Going to come quiet while your husband sits three rows away. While a plane full of people sleep. Not knowing what a dirty cheating slut you are."

His fingers pressed harder on my clit. His cock driving deep. Hitting that spot that made my legs shake.

The orgasm hit. My whole body convulsing. My pussy spasming around his cock. Clenching. Milking. Waves of pleasure crashing through me.

"Mmm! Ahhh! Nngh!"

All the sounds trapped behind his hand. My body shaking. Trembling. Only his grip on my hip and his hand on my mouth keeping me upright.

He kept fucking me through it. Relentless. Drawing it out. Making it last until I was gasping. Overwhelmed. My pussy still pulsing around him.

"Fuck. Going to come. Where do you want it?"

His voice strained. Desperate. Right on the edge.

"In my mouth."

The words came out breathless. Needy.

"What?"

"I want to drink it all. Every drop."

"Fuck. Yes."

He pulled out fast. His cock sliding free. Leaving me empty. Dripping.

I turned. Dropped to my knees on the cold bathroom floor. The space so tight my shoulders pressed against the wall and the toilet.

His cock bobbed in front of my face. Thick. Glistening with my wetness. The head swollen and dark.

I grabbed his shaft. Opened my mouth. Took him deep.

"Ahhh fuck!"

His hands went to my hair. Gripping. Holding on. His hips jerked forward. Pushing deeper.

The taste of my pussy on his cock filled my mouth. Salt and musk. Raw and intimate. I hollowed my cheeks. Sucked hard. My tongue working the underside of his shaft.

"Yes. Fuck yes. Your mouth. So good."

His cock hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly. Adjusted. Took him deeper. My hand wrapped around the base. Stroking what wouldn't fit.

His breathing got ragged. His grip in my hair tightening. His hips starting to move. Fucking my mouth in short thrusts.

"Going to come. Fuck. Going to come in your mouth."

I sucked harder. Faster. Wanting it. Wanting to taste him. To swallow the evidence. My eyes looked up at him. Hungry. Desperate.

His cock swelled. Pulsed.

"Ahhh! Unngh!"

Hot cum flooded my mouth. Thick. Salty. More than I expected. I swallowed fast. Kept sucking. Milking him. Getting every drop like I promised.

His body shook. His hands holding my head. Keeping his cock buried in my mouth while he emptied himself down my throat.

Finally he stopped pulsing. Started to soften. I pulled back. Licked him clean. Making sure nothing was left. No evidence on his cock or his pants.

I sat back on my heels. Looked up at him. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

James stared down at me. His chest heaving. His cock still hanging out of his pants. Already starting to go soft.

"Holy fuck. You really did drink it all."

"Told you I would."

I stood. My knees aching from the hard floor. My pussy still throbbing. Unsatisfied but that didn't matter. This wasn't about me finishing. This was about the thrill. The risk. The wrongness of it.

James tucked himself away. Zipped his pants. Buckled his belt. Ran his hand through his hair.

"That was insane."

"Yeah."

"Your husband has no idea how lucky he is."

I smiled. Tom had no idea yet. But he would. I'd tell him every detail. The thought sent a fresh pulse of heat through me.

I pulled my panties up. The fabric sliding over my wet thighs. My pussy still aching. Still wanting. I tugged my skirt down. Adjusted my bra. Pulled my crop top back into place. My heavy tits settling. Fat nipples still hard. Still visible through the fabric.

We looked at each other in the small mirror. Flushed faces. Swollen lips. Eyes bright with what we'd just done.

"We should probably not see each other again," James said. "After we land."

"Agreed."

"But fuck. That was worth it."

I smiled. Checked myself in the mirror one more time. Hair messy but passable. Lipstick gone but that could happen sleeping. The flush on my cheeks would fade.

"I should go first," I said.

"Wait thirty seconds. Then go."

I unlocked the door. Checked the aisle. Dark. Empty. The other flight attendants still busy forward. Passengers still sleeping.

I slipped out. Walked down the aisle. My legs unsteady. My pussy sore. Unsatisfied. The taste of his cum still in my mouth.

Tom was exactly where I'd left him. Head tilted back. Eyes closed. Breathing even. Playing his part perfectly.

I slid into my seat. The older man by the window hadn't moved. Still asleep. Book forgotten in his lap.

I buckled my seatbelt. Leaned back. My body humming. Processing what had just happened.

The thrill of pretending to cheat made my pussy clench. The game of it. The acting. James thinking I was betraying my husband when really I was giving Tom exactly what turned him on most.

James appeared at the end of the aisle thirty seconds later. Walking toward the forward galley. Professional. Composed. He passed our row without looking. Without acknowledging me.

But I felt the heat of his gaze. The memory of his cock in my mouth. The taste of his cum I could still feel on my tongue.

Tom shifted beside me. His hand moving to his lap. Adjusting himself in his sleep.

Or maybe not sleep. Maybe he was awake. Maybe he knew exactly what I'd done.

Then his breathing evened out again. Deep. Steady. Patient.

I closed my eyes. Let the airplane hum around me. Let the satisfaction settle in my bones.

We were going home. Back to our old life. But I was taking this with me. This proof that I could do this anywhere. With anyone.

The lifestyle wasn't just Bali. It was me now. Part of who I'd become.

And Tom would love every word of it when I told him later.

Tom's eyes opened when I settled back into my seat. His gaze found mine in the dim cabin light. That small smile spread across his face. The one that said everything without words.

He knew. He always knew.

His hand found mine between the seats. Fingers threading through mine. Warm. Solid. Anchoring.

"Was it good?" he whispered.

I nodded. Squeezed his hand. Leaned close to his ear.

"One last time."

His thumb stroked across my knuckles. We both knew that was a lie. Both knew this wasn't ending just because Bali was behind us.

Tom's hand tightened on mine. His other hand moved to my thigh. Under the armrest where no one could see. His fingers traced patterns on my skin.

"Malcolm in Ubud," he said. Voice quiet. Just for me. "And now a stranger on a plane. You know what this means."

I looked at him. His eyes dark. Serious. Not angry. Just processing.

"What does it mean?"

"It means this isn't just Bali anymore. It's you. Wherever you are."

Heat flooded through me. My pussy clenching. The truth of it hitting hard.

"Does that scare you?" I whispered.

His hand moved higher on my thigh. His fingers brushing close to where James's cock had been.

"A little. But it also turns me on." His breath hot against my ear. "Thinking about you doing this at home. In Vancouver. We need to talk about it when we get back. Figure out how it could work."

My breathing changed. Faster. My body responding to his words. To the possibility.

I nodded. My mind already spinning. Already imagining hotel bars in Vancouver. Dating apps. Strangers at coffee shops. The lifestyle not ending. Not being left behind in Bali. Just continuing. Evolving.

We sat there. The airplane humming around us. Other passengers sleeping. The cabin lights dim. Our future spreading out ahead of us.

This wasn't ending. We weren't going back to who we were before. The confidence I'd built lived in my bones now. The hunger Tom felt watching me with other men wouldn't disappear just because we crossed an ocean.

Tom pulled his hand away. Settled back in his seat. His fingers still holding mine.

"First we get home. Unpack. Settle back in." His voice steady. Calm. "Then we sit down and really talk."

I closed my eyes. Let the exhaustion settle over me. My body sore. Used. Satisfied. My mind spinning with possibilities.

Tom's breathing evened out beside me. Actually sleeping now. His hand still holding mine.

Morning light woke me hours later. Pale and gray through the windows. The captain's voice crackling over the intercom. Beginning our descent into Vancouver.

Tom stirred. Stretched as much as the cramped seat allowed. Looked at me with clear eyes.

"Ready to go home?"

"Yeah."
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