
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
        
          Expat Hotwife - Entering Paradise

        

        
        
          Expat Hotwife, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Elyse McCormick

        

        
          Published by Strangelove, 2025.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      EXPAT HOTWIFE - ENTERING PARADISE

    

    
      First edition. November 16, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Elyse McCormick.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232559656

    

    
    
      Written by Elyse McCormick.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

Before Paradise

First Night in Paradise

Local Heat

Just A Little Teasing

On The Edge

The Arrangement

First Contact

Processing

Confidence

The Driver

Tourist Territory

Beach Fun

Peeping Tom

The German

The Watcher

Student

Comfortable

Sign up for Elyse McCormick's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Night I Called My Husband:

Also By Elyse McCormick

About the Author

About the Publisher





  	
        
            
            I embrace myself fully; that's the essence of empowerment
Amanda Green

      

    



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Before Paradise

[image: ]


The cabin lights dimmed somewhere over the Indian Ocean. Tom's head tilted against the window, his breathing deep and steady. Seventeen hours in the air, five more to go. My husband could sleep through anything. I couldn't.

The flight attendant passed with her cart, wheels whispering over carpet. I declined more water. My bladder already complained from the last two glasses.

Outside, darkness pressed against the oval window. Inside, passengers cocooned in blankets, screens glowing blue. A baby cried three rows back, then quieted.

I pulled my knees up, wrapped my arms around my shins. My wedding ring caught the overhead reading light.

Twenty-three years. More than half my life.

We were flying to Bali. Tom had been offered a year-long guest lecturer position at Udayana University, teaching sustainable tourism management. The department had been courting him for months. Good salary, amazing location, professional prestige. An adventure before we got too old to take one.

Erik had been thrilled when we told him.

"You guys deserve this," he'd said over video call from his university apartment.

Twenty-three years old now, second year of studies, his own life unfolding. He didn't need us anymore. Not really.

That thought sat heavy in my chest.

For twenty-three years, I'd been Mom first. Designer second, wife third, myself last. The order had seemed natural, necessary. Erik had needed me. Tom's career had needed supporting. My freelance graphic design work had fit around school pickups and faculty dinners and summer camps.

Now Erik lived three hundred kilometers away and called once a week if I was lucky.

Tom shifted beside me, his hand sliding off the armrest. I watched his chest rise and fall. Reliable. Steady. The man who'd married me when I was nineteen and pregnant with another man's baby.

I'd been wild before that. Sixteen to nineteen, my body had been my own and I'd shared it freely.

A guy from my English class who wrote terrible poetry but fucked with surprising intensity. His best friend two weeks later, stockier, rougher. The bartender at O'Malley's who had tattooed forearms and never asked my age. A stranger at someone's house party whose name I never learned, whose face had blurred within days.

Sex had felt like freedom. Like proof I existed. Like something that belonged to me and no one else.

Then I'd gotten pregnant at nineteen.

I couldn't even remember his face clearly now. Some student passing through, good looking enough, confident enough. We'd fucked once after too many drinks at a beach party. He'd left town the next week. By the time I realized I was pregnant, I didn't have a number, an address, nothing.

Tom and I had only been dating three months. He was twenty-one, studying tourism management, planning his sensible future. I was a design student with a wild streak and suddenly, terrifyingly, a pregnancy I hadn't planned for.

I'd expected him to leave. Any rational person would have.

He married me instead. Adopted Erik legally, gave him his name, became a father overnight.

We built a life. A good life. Stable. Safe. Everything my teenage chaos hadn't been.

And I'd stopped sleeping around. Stopped thinking about it, mostly. Buried that version of myself so deep I almost forgot she'd existed.

Twenty-five years of faithful marriage. Twenty-five years of monogamy. My wild teenage self buried like something shameful.

The flight attendant passed again, collecting trash. I handed her my empty cup. My throat felt dry despite all the water.

Who was I without the mom role?

Freelance designer, sure. I had clients, deadlines, a portfolio.

Wife, obviously. Tom's partner, his support system, the person who'd stood beside him through every career move and conference and late night grading session.

But what else?

***
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I pressed my forehead against the seat in front of me.

The woman who used to fuck freely, who used to feel desired, who used to know her body was hers. Where had she gone?

Somewhere over the Pacific Ocean, buried under twenty-five years of responsibility.

Tom's hand moved, fingers twitching in sleep. I looked at his face, relaxed and younger in the dim cabin light. Forty-four years old. A few grey hairs at his temples. Slight softness around his middle. Still handsome. Still the man who'd stepped up when he didn't have to.

I loved him. That had never been the question.

But I missed myself. The version of me that existed before pregnancy, before motherhood, before I became someone's wife and someone's mother and nobody's anything else.

Bali was supposed to be an adventure. A year in paradise. Tom teaching, me working remotely, both of us exploring a new place before age made adventure too difficult.

I wondered if I'd find her there. The girl I used to be. The woman I might have become if life hadn't crashed down and rebuilt me into someone safe.

The baby started crying again. The mother's soft shushing carried across the seats.

I closed my eyes, let the white noise of the engines fill my head.

Five more hours. Then we'd land. Then we'd see what happened.

My thighs pressed together. Even thinking about it made something tighten low in my belly. Not desire, exactly. More like hunger. Like anticipation for something I couldn't name yet.

Outside the window, the dawn sky turned pink across the horizon.

***
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Two years ago, Tom had whispered something during sex that changed everything.

We'd been fucking in our bedroom, the familiar rhythm we'd perfected over twenty-three years of marriage. Good sex. Comfortable sex. The kind where you know exactly what the other person needs.

His hands on my hips, me on my back, legs wrapped around him.

Then his mouth found my ear.

"Tell me about the men you fucked before me."

I'd frozen.

We didn't talk about my past. Not in detail. He knew the broad strokes. Wild teenager, multiple partners, pregnant at nineteen. It was understood, forgiven, buried under two decades of faithful marriage.

"Rachel." His voice insistent, fingers digging into my flesh. "Tell me."

"Why?"

My breath caught. His cock was still inside me, still hard.

"Because I want to know. I want to hear you say it."

So I had. Haltingly at first. The bartender with tattooed forearms. The stranger at the house party whose face I couldn't remember. How many there had been. How often. How it felt to be wanted like that, freely, without apology.

Tom had fucked me harder with every word. His breathing changed, his grip tightened, his rhythm intensified.

When I described how the bartender had bent me over a table in the back room, Tom came so hard he shouted.

Afterward, lying in the dark, he'd pulled me close.

"That was incredible."

"What just happened?" I'd asked.

"I don't know. But I want to do it again."

And we had.

Fantasy talk became our thing. Tom would ask questions during sex, elaborate ones, inventing scenarios.

"What would you do if another man touched you here? Would you let him fuck you? Would you want it?"

And I'd play along because it made us both come harder than we had in years.

The scenarios grew more detailed. Tom wanted specifics. He'd ask me to describe fictional encounters while he touched me.

"Tell me how his cock feels different from mine. Tell me what you'd say to him. Tell me if you'd let him come inside you."

My answers became stories, elaborate fantasies spun out while Tom's fingers worked between my legs or his cock filled me.

I'd thought it was just talk. Bedroom games. Married people spicing things up.

Then six months ago, lying in bed after one of those sessions, Tom had said, "What if we made it real?"

My heart had stopped.

"What?"

"Udayana University. The tourism faculty in Bali. They've offered me a year-long guest lecturer position."

His hand traced circles on my bare shoulder, casual, like he was discussing vacation plans.

"We'd be anonymous there. No one knows us. No one from home. Safe."

I'd stared at the ceiling, processing.

"You want me to fuck other men."

"I want you to have what you lost at nineteen."

He'd turned my face toward his, eyes serious.

"You buried that part of yourself. The sexual freedom, the variety, the feeling of being desired. You gave it up to be a mother, to be my wife. You've been faithful for twenty-five years."

"You're saying I should cheat on you."

"Not cheating. Permission. A gift."

His thumb brushed my cheek.

"I want to see you come alive again. Like you were before you had to bury that woman."

"This is insane."

"Maybe."

He'd smiled.

"Or maybe it's exactly what we both need."

I hadn't said yes that night. Or the next week. But the idea had taken root, growing in my mind like something forbidden and irresistible.

Tom didn't push. He just kept introducing the fantasy during sex, kept making me come while I described fictional encounters, kept reminding me how much he loved hearing about my desires.

Erik had announced his university enrollment around the same time. My baby, twenty-three years old, moving three hundred kilometers away. The empty nest I'd known was coming but hadn't prepared for.

Suddenly my days stretched ahead without the structure motherhood had provided.

Who was I without that role?

Freelance designer, sure. Tom's wife, obviously. But what else?

Two weeks after Tom's proposal, I'd found him in his study.

"Tell me more about Bali."

His face had lit up.

"The position is for a year. Sustainable tourism management, teaching and research. The pay is good. They'd provide housing. You could work remotely, your clients wouldn't even notice the time difference if you schedule it right."

"And you really want me to..."

I couldn't finish the sentence.

"Fuck other men. Yes."

He'd stood, crossed to me, taken my hands.

"With my full permission. My encouragement. I want to know about it. I want you to tell me everything. But I want you to experience it."

"Why?"

The question had been burning in me for weeks.

Tom had considered, choosing words carefully.

"Because you gave up so much for me. For Erik. You became someone safe, someone responsible. I love that woman. But I also loved the wild girl you told me about. The one who fucked freely, who felt desired, who owned her sexuality."

His grip tightened.

"I want her back. Not instead of who you are now. In addition to. I want you to have both."

"And you'd be okay with it? Knowing I'm with other men?"

"I think so. Honest. I don't know for sure. But the fantasy makes me so fucking hard. And I trust us. Our marriage is solid. This wouldn't change that. It would just be... physical. An adventure."

"An adventure."

I'd laughed, slightly hysterical.

"That's one word for it."

But I'd said yes. Terrified and exhilarated in equal measure. Yes to Bali. Yes to the year away. Yes to whatever this experiment would become.

Now, thirty-five thousand feet above the ocean, Tom asleep beside me, the reality was sinking in.

In a few hours we'd land in paradise. Tom would start his position at the university. I'd set up my remote workspace. We'd settle into our villa.

And then.

Then I'd find out if I could actually do this. If the fantasy could translate to reality. If I could be that woman again, the one who fucked freely, who felt desired, who wasn't just Mom or Wife but something wild and hungry.

My pulse quickened. My thighs pressed together. Even thinking about it made heat pool low in my belly.

Tom shifted, his hand finding mine in sleep. I laced our fingers together, squeezed.

Whatever happened in Bali, we'd face it together. That was the deal. His fantasy, my adventure, our marriage.

The cabin lights stayed dim. The engines hummed. Outside, darkness gave way slowly to the approaching dawn.

I needed to pee. Again.

The aisle lights cast blue shadows across sleeping passengers. I climbed over Tom carefully, his breathing unchanged. Three rows back, a baby whimpered.

The plane engines hummed their endless drone.

The lavatory light showed green. I pushed through, locked the door, sat on the cold toilet seat. My reflection in the mirror looked exhausted. Dark circles under brown eyes. Hair flat from hours pressed against the headrest.

I washed my hands. The water was lukewarm.

Outside, voices murmured near the galley.

When I opened the door, I saw them.

A woman on her knees in the galley area. A man standing with his back against the wall, head tilted back. Her mouth wrapped around his cock.

I froze. Three feet away. The lavatory door still in my hand.

She was giving him a blowjob. Right here. Passengers sleeping twenty feet away. Flight attendants probably in the forward cabin.

Her head bobbed in steady rhythm. His hand gripped her hair.

My pussy clenched.

They hadn't seen me. Too focused. Her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking what her mouth couldn't reach. His other hand pressed flat against the galley wall, fingers splayed.

I should have walked away. Back to my seat. Pretended I hadn't seen.

Instead I watched.

Heat spread low in my belly. My nipples hardened against my thin travel shirt.

The cramped galley space smelled like coffee and sex. The wet sounds of her mouth on him carried in the quiet cabin.

The man's eyes opened.

Met mine.

He didn't stop her. Didn't push her away. Just held my gaze while her head kept moving, while her hand kept stroking.

A small smile curved his mouth.

I couldn't breathe.

Then he came. I saw it in his face. The tension, the release, the sharp inhale. His hand tightened in her hair, holding her there.

She swallowed, kept her mouth on him until he finished.

I turned. Walked back to my seat on shaking legs.

Tom hadn't moved. Still asleep against the window, his face peaceful in the dim cabin light.

I slid into my seat, pulled the blanket over my lap. My heart hammered. My pussy throbbed.

I pressed my thighs together, felt how wet I was.

Strangers fucking in public. The thrill of being caught. His eyes meeting mine while he came.

I wanted that.

Not just the watching. The doing. Being that woman who couldn't wait, who needed it so badly she'd risk everything.

Tom's hand found mine under the blanket. I jumped.

His eyes were open, watching me in the darkness.

"You okay?"

His voice rough with sleep.

"I saw something."

My whisper barely audible over the engines.

"What?"

"A couple. In the galley. She was sucking his cock."

Tom's hand tightened on mine.

"Did they see you?"

"He did. When he came."

Silence. Then his other hand slid under my blanket. Found my thigh. Moved higher.

"You're turned on."

Not a question. His fingers brushed the seam of my leggings, pressed against the heat there.

"Yes."

"Tell me what you saw."

His hand rubbing now, firm circles through the fabric.

"Her mouth on him. His hand in her hair. He looked right at me when he came."

My hips lifted, seeking more pressure.

Tom's fingers found the waistband of my leggings. Slipped underneath. No panties. Just his hand against my bare pussy, already soaked.

"Fuck, Rachel."

His finger slid through my wetness, circled my clit.

***
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Around us, passengers slept. A flight attendant walked past, didn't glance our way. The blanket hid everything. Tom's hand between my thighs. My legs spreading wider to give him access.

"In Bali," he whispered, his finger pushing inside me. "That could be you."

I bit my lip to stay quiet. His thumb on my clit, finger curling inside, hitting that spot.

"Different man."

Another finger. Stretching me.

"My permission."

"Tom."

Barely a breath.

"You could fuck someone in public. Let strangers see how you come."

His words pushed me over. I came silently, biting down on my fist to muffle any sound. My pussy clenched around his fingers. Waves of pleasure rolled through me while three hundred people slept around us.

When I could breathe again, Tom withdrew his hand. Brought his fingers to his mouth. Sucked them clean.

"Three more hours," he said, settling back against the window. "Then paradise."

I adjusted my leggings. Pulled the blanket higher. My body hummed with satisfied tension.

Outside the window, the sky was turning grey. Dawn approaching.

Somewhere below, Bali waited. A year of freedom. A year of becoming.

I closed my eyes. Sleep wouldn't come. My mind spun with possibilities.

The couple in the galley. Tom's fingers inside me. The promise of more. Different men. Permission. Paradise.

The plane engines droned on.
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First Night in Paradise
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The heat hit like a wall.

Ngurah Rai Airport doors opened and tropical air wrapped around me, thick and wet. After twenty two hours of recycled airplane cold, the humidity felt like drowning. My shirt stuck to my skin before we'd reached the taxi stand.

"You okay?" Tom's hand found the small of my back.

"Just adjusting." I pulled my hair up, already damp at my neck. Around us, tourists in fresh arrival confusion. Balinese drivers holding name signs. The smell of clove cigarettes and frangipani mixing with exhaust.

Our driver held a placard: "TOM ANDERSON - UDAYANA UNIVERSITY." Middle-aged Balinese man in batik shirt, wide smile. "Selamat datang﻿. Welcome to Bali."

The thirty-minute drive to Sanur passed in a blur. My eyes fought to stay open despite the stimulation. Rice paddies giving way to dense development. Motorbikes weaving between cars, entire families balanced on single seats. Temples every few blocks, offerings of flowers and incense.

"First time Bali?" Our driver's English careful, practiced.

"First time," Tom confirmed. "Teaching position. Tourism faculty."

"Ah, very good. Sanur very nice. Quiet. Not like Kuta." The driver's eyes met mine in the rearview mirror. "Your wife will like. Very safe for ladies."

I felt Tom's hand squeeze my knee.

Sanur appeared gradually. The chaos softening into tree-lined streets. Small warungs with plastic chairs spilling onto sidewalks. Beach glimpses between buildings. Calmer than I'd expected. Less touristy.

We turned down Jalan Danau Buyan. Narrower street, walled compounds on both sides. The driver stopped before a green wooden gate. "Here. Your villa."

Tom handled payment while I stood on the street, swaying slightly. Exhaustion or displacement or both. The gate opened into a small courtyard. Garden bursting with tropical plants I couldn't name. A pool, rectangular and blue, taking up most of the space. The villa itself modest. Modern but simple. Two stories, clean lines, large windows.

"Pool key, house key, gate key." The villa manager, a younger Balinese woman named Komang, handed Tom a ring. "I show you everything."

The tour lasted ten minutes. Open-plan living area downstairs, kitchen adequate for basic cooking, outdoor shower tucked behind bamboo screen. Upstairs, two bedrooms. The master faced the pool, sliding doors opening to a small balcony.

"Garden man comes Tuesdays," Komang explained. "Pool, plants, everything. Also Monday and Friday for house cleaning. Wayan. Very good worker." She demonstrated the air conditioning remote. "You need anything, you call me. Number on refrigerator."

Then she was gone and we were alone.

I stood on the upstairs balcony looking down at the pool. The neighboring villa loomed close, two stories like ours, windows facing our garden. No one visible but I felt exposed. Open sightlines everywhere. The walls enclosing our compound weren't high. A person standing on a chair in the next property could see everything.

"What are you thinking?" Tom joined me, his arms sliding around my waist from behind.

"That there's no privacy here." I leaned back against his chest. "Anyone could watch."

His lips found my ear. "Is that a problem?"

My pulse quickened. "I don't know yet."

We unpacked slowly. Clothes into closets, toiletries in the bathroom. My laptop set up on the dining table for freelance work. Tom's research materials stacked on the spare bedroom desk. Creating the infrastructure of a year-long life.

By the time we finished, evening had fallen. The garden lights came on automatically, casting the pool in blue glow. Night sounds I didn't recognize. Insects, birds, distant motorbikes. The air still heavy with heat despite darkness.

Tom found me by the pool, feet dangling in warm water.

"I start Monday," he said, settling beside me. "Monday, Wednesday, Friday lectures. Tuesday and Thursday for office hours and research meetings. Gives you alone time during the week."

The words hung between us. Alone time. We both knew what that meant.

"The gardener comes Tuesdays for the garden," I said quietly. "And cleans the house Mondays and Fridays."

"Yes."

I kicked my feet, watching ripples spread across the pool surface. Frangipani scent so strong it was almost cloying. Everything felt surreal. The flight, the arrival, this villa that would be home. The unspoken possibility crackling in the tropical air.

"This is really happening, isn't it?" I looked at Tom. His face half-shadowed in the blue pool light.

"Only if you want it to." His hand covered mine on the pool deck. "We can just have a nice year abroad. I teach, you work remotely, we explore the island. That's enough."

"Is it?" I turned my hand over, lacing our fingers together. "Enough for you?"

He was quiet for a long moment. A gecko called from somewhere in the garden. Click-click-click.

"I want you to have what you lost," he said finally. "But I want you happy more than I want the fantasy. If this feels wrong once we're here, we stop."

I looked around the garden. The pool. The open windows of neighboring villas. The warm tropical night wrapping around us like permission.

"It doesn't feel wrong," I whispered. "It feels like possibility."

Tom pulled me to my feet. "Come to bed. We'll figure everything out tomorrow."

But I knew we wouldn't sleep. Not yet. Not with all this possibility hanging in the air between us.

The outdoor daybed sat beneath a canopy of stars I'd never seen before. Southern hemisphere constellations. Different sky.

Tom's hands pulled me down onto the cushions. Still warm from the day's heat. The garden lights cast everything in blue and shadow. Frangipani scent thick enough to taste.

"I need you." His mouth found my neck. His hands already pulling at my shirt.

I let him undress me. Slow despite urgency. My travel clothes peeling away. His too. Skin against tropical air. Everything felt heightened. New place. New possibilities. Twenty two hours of anticipation finally releasing.

"We're really here." I straddled him, naked, his cock already hard between us.

"We're really here." His hands cupped my heavy tits, thumbs brushing my fat nipples until they hardened. "No one knows us. No one would ever find out."

My pussy clenched. We'd had this conversation a hundred times in fantasy. But here, now, in Bali, it felt different.

"You could fuck anyone." His voice rough, fingers pinching harder. "Right here in this villa. On this bed. In that pool. Anyone."

I ground against him. His cock sliding through my wetness. Not inside yet. Just friction and heat and his words making me wetter.

"The cleaner comes Monday." Tom's hips lifted, pressing harder. "He'll see you like this. In your bikini. Your heavy tits barely covered. Your strong ass. He'll get hard looking at you."

"Tom." I reached down, positioned him, sank onto his cock in one slow slide.

"Fuck." His hands gripped my hips, my strong ass, pulling me down harder. "Would you let him touch you?"

I started riding him. Slow rolls of my hips. His cock hitting deep. The daybed creaking. Night insects loud around us. Anyone in the neighboring villas could hear if they listened.

"Would you?" Tom insisted, thumb finding my clit.

"Yes." The word escaped before I could think. "Yes, I'd let him."

His thumb circled faster. His other hand on my heavy tit, squeezing, thumb and finger tight on my fat nipple. Pain and pleasure mixing.

"What would you let him do?" His hips thrusting up now, fucking me from below while I rode him.

"Touch me." My breath coming faster. Close already. His cock, his hands, his words, everything combining. "Kiss me. Fuck me."

"Here?" Tom's hand left my clit, gestured at the daybed, the garden, the pool. "Where I fuck you? Where I touch you every day?"

"Yes." I was grinding hard now, chasing my orgasm. "Right here. Let him have me right here."

"While I'm at the university." His voice strained, close too. "You'd text me. Tell me a stranger was inside you. Tell me how his cock felt different from mine."

I came. Hard and loud. My pussy clenching around Tom's cock. My heavy tits bouncing as I shook. No holding back. No worry about noise. Just pure release under foreign stars.

Tom flipped me. Strong despite his dad bod. My back on the cushions, legs spread, him between them. He fucked me hard. Desperate. Reclaiming even though I hadn't been with anyone yet.

"Mine." He grunted with each thrust. "You're mine."

"Yours." I wrapped my legs around him. "Always yours."

"But I'll share you." His mouth on my ear. "I'll let other men have this pussy. This mouth. These tits." His hand squeezed my heavy breast roughly. "I'll watch you come on their cocks."

"Tom." I was close again. Too soon. Impossible. But his words, his cock, everything pushing me higher.

"You want to be that woman again." Harder now. The daybed scraping against tile. "The one who fucked freely. Multiple men. No shame."

"Yes." Second orgasm building. "I want that."

"Then you will be." He bit my neck. "We'll make it happen. I promise."

I came again. Softer this time. Waves instead of crash. Tom followed immediately. His cock pulsing inside me. Both of us sweating despite the evening air. Tropical heat never really leaving.

We lay tangled together. His weight on me. My hands in his hair. The garden alive with sounds. Geckos clicking. Distant motorbikes. Someone's television in another villa. Music in Balinese.

"Did you mean it?" I whispered.

"Every word." Tom lifted his head, looked at me in the blue garden light. "If you want this, we'll do it. Carefully. Safely. But we'll do it."

My heart pounded. Fantasy becoming plan becoming possibility becoming inevitability.

"Wayan comes Monday," I said quietly.

"Yes."

"That's two days."

Tom's hand traced down my body. Over my heavy tits, my flat stomach, between my legs where his cum was leaking out. His fingers pushed it back inside me.

"Two days to decide," he said. "No pressure. You can just be here. Wear a bikini. See what happens. Nothing has to happen."

But we both knew something would. The decision had been made months ago. Maybe years ago. Maybe the moment I agreed to come to Bali.

"I'm terrified," I admitted.

"Me too." His fingers still moving inside me, slow, gentle. "But I'm more excited than terrified."

"What if it ruins us?" The question I'd been holding since he first proposed this.

Tom pulled his fingers out. Brought them to my mouth. I sucked them clean without thinking. Our taste together.

"It won't." His voice certain. "You're mine. That will never change. This is just. Bodies. Pleasure. An adventure."

"Just bodies," I repeated. Wanting to believe it.

"Just bodies." He kissed me. Deep and claiming. "Your heart is mine. Your life is mine. Your future is mine. Everything else is just. Experience."

I pulled him closer. My strong legs wrapping around his waist. His softening cock still inside me. Stars above. Bali around us. Two days until Monday. Two days until maybe. Two days until I found out who I could become.

"Stay inside me," I whispered. "All night."

"All night." Tom's arms tightened around me. "And every night after. No matter what else happens, I'm always coming back to you."

We fell asleep like that. Connected. The tropical night wrapping around us like permission. Like possibility. Like the future I didn't know I'd been waiting for.

Dawn light filtered through the bedroom curtains. Grey first, then pink, then gold. I woke to tropical sounds I still couldn't identify. Birds. Insects. A rooster somewhere distant.

Tom's arm heavy across my waist. His breath steady against my neck. We'd fallen asleep tangled together on the daybed, moved inside sometime before dawn.

I slipped from his grip. Naked still from last night. The tile floor cool under my feet. Through the sliding glass doors, the pool glowed turquoise in early morning light.

I walked down. No one awake yet in neighboring villas. The garden private in dawn's quiet. Water warm when I slid in, pool heated by yesterday's sun.

Floating on my back. Heavy tits breaking the surface. The sky lightning above me. Frangipani petals scattered across the water from last night's breeze.

"Beautiful sight." Tom's voice from the edge.

I tilted my head back. He stood naked, his cock already half hard. Morning desire.

"Join me." I spread my arms, treading water.

He dove in. Clean entry. Surfaced beside me, water streaming down his face. His hands found my waist underwater, pulling me close.

"How do you feel?" His blue-grey eyes serious. "About last night. About everything."

"Alive." The truest answer. "Terrified. Excited. Like I'm about to become someone new."

His hands slid down. Cupped my strong ass. Pulled me tighter against him. His cock fully hard now, pressing between us.

"We need to establish something." His mouth found my ear. "A rule."

"What rule?" My legs wrapped around his waist. Water lapping around us.

"When you're with other men." His fingers sliding between my ass cheeks, teasing. "I won't be obviously present. To anyone watching, you're cheating."

My pussy clenched. The word. Cheating.

"But I'm not." My breath catching. "You're giving me permission."

"I know that. You know that." One finger pressed against my asshole. Not entering. Just pressure. "But to anyone else, you're an unfaithful wife. A slut fucking around while her husband works."

Heat flooded through me. The taboo layering. Not just fucking other men. But appearing to betray Tom.

"Why?" My hips shifting, wanting that finger inside.

"Because it's hotter." His other hand found my clit underwater. Circled. "The forbidden. The wrong. The appearance of betrayal even though we both know the truth."

I ground against his hand. Morning sun warming my shoulders. His finger pressing harder against my ass. His thumb working my clit.

"So you'll never be there? When I'm with them?"

"I might watch." His voice rough. "From a distance. But never acknowledged. Your lovers won't know I know. Your secret affair."

"Tom." Close already. His words. His hands. The warm water.

"Say it." His finger pushed past my tight ring. Just the tip. Burning stretch. "Say you'll make it look like you're cheating on me."

"Yes." Grinding harder. "I'll be your cheating wife. I'll fuck them like I'm betraying you."

"While I watch." Deeper now. His finger in my ass. His thumb on my clit. His cock pressing against my pussy. "While I get hard knowing you're mine even when you're theirs."

I came. Waves pulsing through me. His finger deep in my ass. Water splashing. My loud moan echoing in the quiet garden.

When I could breathe, Tom pulled his finger out. Positioned his cock. Slid into my pussy in one thrust.

"Mine." Fucking me in the pool. Morning light golden now. "Always mine."

"Always." My heavy tits pressed against his chest. "No matter who else fucks me."

He came fast. Possessive thrusts. Filling me. Marking me. We floated together after, connected still, water supporting our weight.

Movement caught my eye. Second story window of the neighboring villa. Curtain falling back into place.

"Someone was watching." My pulse quickening again.

Tom followed my gaze. Smiled. "Good. Let them think you're a wife who fucks her husband in the pool every morning."

"Maybe I will be." I kissed him. Salt water and sex taste. "Maybe every morning before you leave for work."

"I'd like that." His hands on my strong ass, squeezing. "Claim you before I let others have you."

We climbed out. Water streaming off our naked bodies. Stood dripping on the pool deck. No towels. No rush to cover up. The neighboring window empty now but the feeling of being observed remained.

"Wayan comes Monday." I said it quiet. Two days away.

"Yes."

"To clean the house." Stating the obvious. Processing.

Tom's hand found mine. Laced our fingers. "He'll see you. However you want him to see you."

My fat nipples hardened in the morning air. Not from cold. From possibility.

"I don't know if I'm ready." Honest. Vulnerable.

"You don't have to be." Tom pulled me close. "Nothing has to happen Monday. Or ever. We can just enjoy Bali. Normal couple. Normal life."

But we both knew normal had ended the moment we stepped off that plane. The moment Tom first whispered his fantasy years ago. The moment I said yes to coming here.

"I want to be ready." I looked up at him. Water drops on his lashes. "I want to be that woman who can do this."

"Then you will be." He kissed my forehead. "When you're ready. No pressure."

We went inside. Showered together. Started coffee. Tom dressed for his Monday orientation at Udayana University. Button-down shirt, chinos. Professor mode.

I stayed in my sarong. Damp hair loose. Bare underneath. Already thinking about Monday. About Wayan. About whether I'd have the courage when the moment came.

Tom left with a deep kiss. "I'll be home by four. Text me if you need anything."

Then I was alone. First full day in Bali. The villa quiet except for garden sounds. My laptop waiting for design work. The pool calling. Two days until Monday. Two days to decide who I'd become.
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Local Heat
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The dress clung to my skin the second I stepped out of the villa. Thin cotton, barely substantial, the kind of sundress that feels like wearing nothing in this heat. I chose it deliberately. Short, hitting mid-thigh. A neckline that dipped low enough to show the curve of my heavy tits. No bra underneath. My fat nipples pressed against the fabric, visible through the pale yellow cotton whenever I moved.

I wanted to be seen.

Pande Putri was a ten-minute walk from our villa. The morning heat pressed down on my shoulders, made my skin damp before I even reached the main road. Jalan Danau Buyan stretched ahead, lined with warungs and small shops, motorbikes buzzing past. The dress rode up when I walked. I felt the fabric shift across my strong ass with every step, felt the weight of my tits swaying without support.

Men noticed immediately.

A shopkeeper sweeping the entrance to his store stopped mid-motion. His eyes tracked down from my face to my chest, lingered there. I saw his mouth move, saying something in Indonesian to the man beside him. Both of them stared. I kept walking. Heat spread through my belly, lower.

Inside Pande Putri, the air conditioning hit my damp skin. My nipples tightened instantly, pushing harder against the thin cotton. I grabbed a basket and headed toward the produce section. The store was busy. Morning shopping crowd. Indonesian families, a few tourists, local workers on break.

I felt eyes on me constantly.

An older man in a batik shirt stood near the mangoes. He watched me select papayas, his gaze fixed on my tits. I bent forward to reach a lower shelf. The neckline gaped open. He could see everything. The weight of my breasts, the shadow between them, my fat nipples outlined through the dress. I straightened slowly. His eyes snapped up to my face. He smiled, unashamed. I smiled back.

My pussy throbbed.

I moved through the aisles, gathering rice, vegetables, bottled water. Every section brought new attention. Two younger men, maybe early twenties, stocking shelves. One of them elbowed the other when I passed. They spoke in rapid Indonesian, low voices, laughing. I caught the word "bule" and something else I didn't understand. Their eyes followed the swing of my ass in the short dress. I slowed down. Let them look.

At the dairy case, I bent to grab milk from the bottom shelf. The dress rode up. I felt air on the backs of my thighs, knew the fabric barely covered my panties. A man behind me cleared his throat. I glanced back. Mid-forties, wedding ring, khaki shirt. His eyes were locked on my ass. I straightened, turned to face him. His face flushed but he didn't look away. His gaze dropped to my tits again, to my fat nipples pressing through the yellow cotton.

"Permisi," he muttered, moving past me.

I stood there, heart pounding, wetness gathering between my legs.

This was different from fantasy. Different from Tom's hands on me in our villa, his voice in my ear telling me what other men might want. This was real. Strangers looking at my body, wanting me, undressing me with their eyes in the middle of a grocery store. I was forty-two years old, married, standing in a Balinese supermarket with my tits on display, and I was so turned on I could barely think straight.

I pulled out my phone. Took a quick photo in the mirrored surface of the freezer case. The dress, the outline of my nipples, the way the fabric clung to my curves. I texted it to Tom.

"Everyone's looking at my tits."

His response came within seconds.

"Good. Show them what they can't have. Yet."

My breath caught. That word. Yet. I read it three times, feeling heat pulse through me. I slipped the phone back into my bag and continued shopping.

The checkout line was long. I stood behind a young Indonesian couple, basket heavy in my hand. A man joined the line behind me. I smelled cigarettes and cologne. I didn't turn around but I felt his presence. Close. Too close for normal queue spacing. His breathing was audible. I shifted my weight, felt the dress tighten across my ass. Heard him exhale slowly.

I glanced sideways. Caught his reflection in the glass barrier of the candy display. He was staring at my body. Eyes roaming from my shoulders down my back, fixing on the curve of my ass, down to my bare legs. His hand moved to his crotch, adjusted something. My pulse spiked.

The line moved forward. I stepped ahead. He stayed close. The couple in front of me paid and left. I set my basket on the counter. The cashier, a young woman in a Pande Putri uniform, began scanning items. Professional, efficient, bored. Behind me, the man with the cologne shifted his stance. I felt his eyes on my back, my ass, my legs.

The cashier told me the total in accented English. I fumbled for my wallet, hands shaking slightly. Pulled out rupiah notes. She counted them, bagged my groceries. I picked up the bags, heavy with bottles and produce. Turned to leave.

The man behind me met my eyes. He smiled. Not friendly. Hungry. His gaze dropped immediately to my tits, to my fat nipples still visible through the dress. He said something in Indonesian. Low, meant for me. I didn't understand the words but I understood the tone. Heat flooded my face, my chest, between my thighs.

I walked past him, out of the air conditioning into the brutal morning sun.

The walk back to the villa felt longer. My arms ached from the bags but I barely noticed. My body hummed. Every man I passed seemed to notice me. A group of workers on motorbikes called out as I walked by. I didn't understand what they said but I heard the appreciation in their voices, saw them watching my strong ass in the short dress. A taxi driver slowed beside me, said something through the open window. I shook my head, kept walking. He drove alongside me for half a block before speeding away.

By the time I reached our villa gate, my panties were soaked through. I fumbled with the latch, pushed through into the garden. Set the groceries down inside the door. Leaned against the cool wall, heart racing.

I pulled out my phone. Texted Tom again.

"I'm so fucking wet."

His response was immediate.

"Tell me everything when I get home."

I stood there in the empty villa, dress clinging to my damp skin, body aching with arousal. I'd only been shopping. Just walking through a grocery store. But every man there had looked at me like they wanted to fuck me. And I'd loved it.

I stood in the villa doorway with the grocery bags, my body still humming from the walk home. My panties were soaked through. Every man on that street had looked at me like they wanted to fuck me, and I'd loved every second of it.

I carried the bags to the kitchen. Put away the supplies. Changed into the bikini I'd bought the day before—tiny red triangles that barely covered my fat nipples, bottoms that disappeared between my ass cheeks. Grabbed the tanning oil. Headed out to the pool.

The villa was perfect for this. Tom had explained the design when we arrived—typical Balinese, no solid walls separating the interior from the outdoor spaces. Just huge sliding doors that opened onto the patio and veranda. The pool sat in the center of the garden, frangipani trees lining the perimeter wall. Anyone working inside would see me. Anyone by the pool could see into the house.

I spread my towel on a lounger in direct sun. Sat down. Opened the oil. Poured it into my palms.

Started with my shoulders. Long, slow circles. Down my arms. Across my collarbone. Then lower. My hands slid over my heavy tits, pushing the bikini aside slightly. My fat nipples were already hard. I squeezed. Massaged. Let my hands linger.

Continued down my stomach. My thighs. Bent forward to oil my calves, felt the bikini top gape open. Everything visible. I straightened. Lay back. Adjusted my position until my body was fully displayed. Legs slightly parted. Tits pushed up. Sunglasses on.

The garden gate opened at ten-fifteen.

I heard footsteps on the stone path. Then silence.

"Selamat pagi." A male voice. Low. Careful.

I lifted my sunglasses. Looked toward the sliding doors.

He stood there holding a bucket with cleaning supplies. Mid-fifties. Weathered brown skin. Respectful posture. Dark eyes that widened when they landed on me.

"Good morning." I sat up slowly. My tits moved heavily. His gaze dropped for half a second before snapping back to my face. "You must be Wayan."

"Yes. I... the landlord, he say I come Mondays and Fridays for cleaning house. Tuesdays for garden. Today is Monday, so..." He gestured with the bucket. His English was halting but clear. "I not know you are... I can come back?"

"No, please. Stay. I'm just sunbathing. Don't mind me."

He nodded. Set down the bucket. Disappeared inside through the open doors.

I lay back down. Closed my eyes. Listened to water running in the kitchen. The soft scrape of furniture moving. The swish of a mop across tiles. Every few minutes I shifted position. Stretched my arms overhead. Rolled onto my stomach, letting my strong ass curve upward. Rolled back. Parted my legs wider.

I could feel him watching.

I opened my eyes. Caught him through the sliding doors. He was standing in the living area with a cleaning cloth in his hand, completely still. Staring at me. When our eyes met he turned away quickly. Resumed cleaning.

My pussy throbbed.

Twenty minutes passed. I stood up. Walked to the edge of the pool. Dipped my toes in. The water was cool. I glanced back. Wayan was in the bedroom now, changing sheets. His movements were slow. Distracted. He kept looking out toward the pool, toward me. I dove in.

The water slid over my oiled skin. I surfaced. Pushed my hair back. Swam two lazy laps. Climbed out using the shallow steps. Water streamed down my body. The bikini clung to me, practically transparent. My fat nipples were clearly visible through the wet fabric.

I walked back to the lounger. Didn't dry off. Just lay down. Wet skin gleaming.

I heard him exhale. A long, shaky breath.

Another thirty minutes. He moved through the villa methodically. Cleaning the bathroom. Mopping the kitchen floor. Wiping down counters. But I could track his location by the pauses. The moments when the sounds stopped and I knew he was watching me. Each pause grew longer.

He emerged onto the patio with a broom. Started sweeping near the pool area. The sexual tension was suffocating. I could smell his sweat. Cigarettes and earth and male effort. His hands gripped the broom handle tightly. Too tightly.

I sat up. "Wayan?"

He straightened. Turned to face me. "Yes, Rachel?"

"Could you help me move that planter?" I pointed to a heavy ceramic pot near the corner of the patio. "I want it closer to the pool."

"Of course." His voice was rough.

He set down the broom. Walked to the planter. Bent to lift it. His shirt pulled tight across his back. Sweat darkening the fabric. Muscles straining. He carried it to where I indicated. Set it down carefully.

"There. Is good?"

"Perfect. Thank you." I was standing very close. Close enough to see the pulse in his neck. His eyes were level with my tits. He was staring openly now. Not even pretending. I saw his throat work as he swallowed.

I looked down. Saw the bulge in his pants. Massive. Straining against the fabric.

"You... you need anything else?" His hands were shaking.

"Not right now."

He didn't move. Neither did I. The air between us felt electric. Dangerous. I saw his hand twitch at his side. Saw him avoid my eyes. Professional distance crumbling.

"I should..." He gestured vaguely toward the house.

"Yes. Finish your work."

He backed away. Returned to sweeping the patio. But his hands were unsteady now. I watched him fumble the broom. Pick it up. Adjust his bulge. His eyes kept finding me. Over and over.

I reapplied the oil. Made a show of it. Long strokes over my tits. My stomach. Between my thighs. I heard him make a sound. Low. Almost a groan.

He finished his work at twelve-thirty. Gathered his cleaning supplies slowly. Emptied the bucket in the outdoor drain. Approached the edge of the patio. Stopped a respectful distance away. "I go now, Rachel. Same time Friday for cleaning? Tuesday for garden work?"

"Yes. I'll be here."

He nodded. Started to leave. Stopped. Turned back. "You are... very beautiful. Your husband is lucky man."

"Thank you, Wayan."

He held my gaze for a long moment. Then left through the garden gate.

I stayed on the lounger. My heart was pounding. My entire body was vibrating. Two hours of displaying myself. Two hours of watching him get hard. Two hours of sexual tension so thick I could barely breathe.

I pulled out my phone. Texted Tom.

"The gardener got hard looking at me. I wanted him to touch me."

Three dots appeared immediately.

"I'm coming home."

I stood up. Went inside. The house smelled like cleaning products and sweat. I walked to the bedroom. Stripped off the bikini. Stood naked in front of the mirror. My skin was flushed. My fat nipples were swollen and aching. I slid my hand between my legs. Soaking wet.

I heard Tom's car in the driveway fifteen minutes later. The front door opening. His footsteps quick across the tiles.

"Rachel?"

"In here."

He appeared in the bedroom doorway. His eyes raked over my naked body. Saw everything. The arousal. The need. The hunger.

I crossed the room in three steps. Grabbed his shirt. Pulled him toward me.

"Fuck me. Right fucking now."

I crashed into him. My hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him hard against me. My mouth found his. Hungry. Desperate.

"Bedroom," I gasped between kisses. "Now."

He backed me toward the bed. His hands were everywhere. Sliding down my sides, gripping my hips, cupping my naked ass. I yanked at his shirt. Buttons scattered. Pulled it off his shoulders. My palms pressed against his chest.

"The gardener got hard looking at me," I said against his mouth. "He couldn't stop staring. His cock was fucking huge."

Tom groaned. Pushed me onto the bed. Stood over me, breathing hard. His eyes raked over my naked body.

"Did you like it?" His voice was rough. Controlled. "Did you like him getting hard for you?"

"Yes." My legs fell open. "I wanted him to see everything."

He unbuckled his belt. Dropped his pants. His cock was rock hard. Thick and pointing at me. He climbed over me. Pressed his body against mine.

"Tell me what you wanted." His hand slid between my legs. Found me soaking wet. "Fuck, Rachel. You're dripping."

"I wanted him to touch me." My hips rolled against his hand. "I wanted his hands on my tits. His mouth on my nipples. I wanted him to feel how wet I was."

Tom's fingers pushed inside me. Two. Then three. Stretching me. Fucking me hard.

"Did you want his cock?" He was drilling me with his fingers now. Fast. Rough. "Did you imagine him fucking you?"

"Yes." I was gasping. Close already. "God, yes. I wanted him to bend me over that lounger. I wanted him to fuck me right there by the pool."

"While he was supposed to be cleaning our house." Tom's thumb found my clit. Pressed hard. Circled. "While your husband was gone. You wanted to spread your legs for the fucking gardener."

"Yes." My voice broke. "Yes, I wanted him to fuck me."

"You're such a slut." His fingers curled inside me. Hit that spot. "My beautiful slut."

I came. Hard. My pussy clamped down on his fingers. My back arched off the bed. I screamed his name.

He didn't let me recover. Pulled his fingers out. Gripped my thighs. Pushed them wide. Lined his cock up with my soaking entrance.

"Look at me," he commanded.

I opened my eyes. Met his gaze.

He slammed into me. Full depth. One brutal thrust.

I cried out. The sensation overwhelming. He felt bigger. Harder. More intense than ever.

"This is mine." He pulled back. Drove in again. "Your pussy is mine. Say it."

"Yours." I could barely form words. "It's yours."

He fucked me hard. Deep strokes that rattled the bed frame. His hands gripped my heavy tits. Squeezed. Pinched my fat nipples. The pain mixed with pleasure. I was moaning constantly now. Incoherent sounds.

"But you want to share it." His rhythm was relentless. Pounding into me. "You want other men to feel this tight cunt. Don't you?"

"Yes." Tears leaked from my eyes. From intensity. From truth. "I want them to fuck me."

"Tell me again." He leaned down. Bit my neck. Hard enough to mark. "Tell me what you wanted Wayan to do."

"I wanted him to fuck me right there." My second orgasm was building. Coiling tight in my belly. "I wanted him to push me down on that lounger. Pull my bikini aside. Shove his cock into me. I wanted him to use me like a whore."

Tom's control snapped. He flipped me over. Rough. Fast. Pulled my hips up. My face pressed into the mattress. His hand came down on my strong ass. A sharp slap. Then another.

"You want to be fucked like a whore?" He positioned himself. Pushed into me from behind. Deeper this angle. "I'll give you what you need."

He fucked me brutal and perfect. His cock hitting spots that made me see stars. His hands gripping my ass cheeks. Spreading them. I felt exposed. Vulnerable. Owned.

"You're going to do it," he said. Voice strained. Close. "Next time he comes. You're going to let him fuck you."

I couldn't speak. Could only moan into the sheets.

"Say it." His hand slapped my ass again. "Tell me you're going to let the gardener fuck you."

"I'm going to let him fuck me." The words pushed me over the edge. "I'm going to spread my legs for Wayan. I'm going to let him put his cock inside me. I'm going to—"

My orgasm hit like a tidal wave. I screamed into the mattress. My whole body convulsed. My pussy squeezed Tom's cock in waves. Milking him.

He came with a roar. Buried deep inside me. I felt him pulsing. Filling me. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise.

We collapsed together. Breathing hard. Sweat slicking our skin. His weight pressed me into the mattress. I loved it.

After a long moment he rolled off. Pulled me against his chest. Stroked my hair. We lay there in silence. Processing.

"Was that too much?" he finally asked. Soft. Vulnerable.

"No." I turned to face him. "That was perfect."

His hand traced patterns on my shoulder. Down my arm. "You really want this, don't you? It's not just fantasy anymore."

"I really want it." I kissed his chest. "I want to fuck Wayan. I want to feel another man's cock inside me. And then I want to come home to you and do exactly what we just did."

He was quiet for a moment. Then, "Tuesday. He'll be back Tuesday for the garden work."

"I know."

"Wear less. Tease him more." Tom's voice had that edge again. The one that said he was turned on even talking about it. "Let him see more of your body. Let's see what he does."

"What if he doesn't do anything?" My hand slid down his stomach. Found his cock. Still half-hard. "What if he's too respectful?"

"Then you'll have to make it clear." He was hardening in my hand. "You'll have to tell him it's okay. That you want it."

"I can do that." I stroked him slowly. "I can be very clear about what I want."

"Fuck." He rolled toward me. "You're going to kill me."

"But what a way to go."

We kissed. Slower this time. Less desperate. More intimate. His hand found my breast. Cupped the weight of it. Thumbed my fat nipple.

"Tuesday," he repeated. "Tomorrow is garden day. I'll make sure I'm at the university. You'll be alone with him."

"All afternoon." My pussy clenched at the thought. Still sensitive from being fucked. Still hungry for more.

"Wear that tiny bikini again. The red one." His cock was fully hard now. Pressing against my thigh. "Oil your body. Make sure he sees everything. Your heavy tits. Your strong ass. That sweet pussy."

"And then?" I stroked him faster.

"And then you invite him to touch you." Tom's breathing was getting rough again. "You tell him your husband doesn't need to know. You give him permission."

"What if he touches me?" My voice was a whisper. "What if it goes further?"

"Then it goes further." He pushed me onto my back. Moved between my legs again. "And then you tell me every fucking detail."

He entered me. Slow this time. Gentle. We made love instead of fucking. Long strokes. Deep eye contact. Hands intertwined.

We came together. Quieter. More intense somehow. Connected in a way that made my chest tight.

Afterward, lying tangled in sheets, Tom spoke into the darkness.

"I love you. No matter what happens. This doesn't change that."

"I know." I pressed against him. "I love you too. This is because of us. Not instead of us."

"Tomorrow then."

"Tomorrow."
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Just A Little Teasing
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Tom left at eight for Udayana. His briefcase in one hand, travel mug in the other. He leaned down to kiss me at the breakfast table.

"Wayan comes today for the garden," he said. His eyes held that look. The one that said he knew exactly what might happen.

"I know." I sipped my coffee. "Tuesday."

"Text me." He kissed me again. "Whatever happens."

The sound of his car faded down Jalan Danau Buyan. I finished my coffee. Showered. Shaved everything. Put on the red bikini and then thought better of it. No bikini. Nothing. Just me and the sun.

I grabbed my phone. Towel. Tanning oil. Carried everything out to the pool.

The morning heat pressed down immediately. Heavy. Thick. I spread the towel on the lounger. Lay down completely naked. The sun burned against my bare tits. My exposed pussy. Everything on display.

I opened my phone. Found the erotica site I'd bookmarked. Started reading. Story about a wife at a resort. Strangers watching her. Multiple men wanting her. My pussy responded immediately. Wetness gathering. My fat nipples hardening in the sun.

I set the phone on my stomach. Let my right hand drift down between my legs. Found myself already slick. Sliding. My left hand cupped my heavy tit. Squeezed. Pinched my fat nipple hard.

My legs fell open wider.

I slipped two fingers inside. The wetness obscene. I was soaked. Just from reading. Just from anticipation. I added a third finger. Fucked myself slowly. My hips rolled against my hand.

The story continued on the screen balanced on my belly. Wife bent over hotel balcony. Stranger behind her. I imagined it. Wayan behind me. His weathered hands on my strong ass. His cock pushing into me.

My breathing got faster. Louder. I didn't care. The villa walls were high. Neighbors couldn't see. I was alone. Free to make noise. Free to spread my legs in the sun and fuck myself with my fingers.

I pinched my nipple harder. Pain mixing with pleasure. My thumb found my clit. Circled. Pressed. My fingers curled inside, finding that perfect spot.

Close. I was so close.

The garden gate opened.

I froze. My fingers still buried inside myself. My legs spread wide. My other hand gripping my tit.

Footsteps on the stone path. Then silence.

I opened my eyes. Turned my head.

Wayan stood near the sliding doors. Gardening tools in one hand. His mouth open. His eyes locked on my body. On my hand between my legs. On my wet pussy completely exposed.

We stared at each other. Neither of us moving. Neither breathing.

His eyes were wide. Shocked. But he didn't look away. His gaze traveled from my face down to my heavy tits. Down to my spread legs. To my fingers still inside myself. I watched his throat work. Watched him swallow.

His free hand moved to his crotch. Adjusted his bulge. It was massive. Straining against his work pants. Growing bigger as I watched.

I should have stopped. Should have covered myself. Apologized. But something in me refused. Some new part that had been awakened over these past weeks. Some part that wanted this.

I held his gaze. Moved my fingers slowly. In and out. Once. Twice.

His breath caught. Audible even across the patio. His hand tightened on his tools. The other hand pressed against his erection.

I pinched my nipple again. Kept eye contact. Kept fucking myself with my fingers. Slow deliberate strokes. My thumb circled my clit. My hips rolled.

"Mrs. Rachel, I—" His voice was strangled. He took a step back. "I sorry. I come back—"

"No." My voice was rough. Raw. "Stay."

He froze again.

"It's okay." I didn't stop touching myself. "Do your work."

"I... I cannot—"

"Yes, you can." My breathing was ragged. I was so close. Right on the edge. "Please. I want you to stay."

His eyes were wild. Conflicted. Terrified. But he didn't leave. He stood there gripping his tools like a lifeline. His massive erection visible. His chest rising and falling fast.

I spread my legs wider. Let him see everything. My fingers moved faster. My thumb pressed harder on my clit. My other hand mauled my heavy tit roughly.

"Oh god." The words escaped me. "Oh fuck."

Wayan made a sound. Low. Guttural. Almost a whimper. His hand moved on his crotch again. Squeezing his cock through his pants.

That pushed me over.

My orgasm crashed through me. My back arched off the lounger. My fingers buried deep inside. My pussy clenched rhythmically around them. I screamed. Loud and unashamed. My eyes locked on Wayan's face the entire time.

I watched him watch me come. Watched his lips part. Watched his hand grip his erection harder. Watched him struggle not to touch himself. Not to cross the space between us.

The waves kept coming. Pulsing through my body. I shook. Gasped. My legs trembled. My toes curled.

Finally. Finally. I started to come down. My body went limp. My hand fell away from between my legs. Glistening. Wet. I lay there panting. Naked in the sun. Completely exposed.

Wayan was still staring. His chest heaving like he'd been running. His erection looked painful. Huge and straining.

"I... I very sorry, Mrs. Rachel." He backed toward the gate. Stumbling slightly. "I not mean to— Your husband—"

"My husband doesn't need to know." The words came out sharp. Dangerous. I sat up slowly. My heavy tits swaying. "Does he?"

Wayan's eyes widened further. Understanding dawning. And with it, something else. Possibility. Hunger.

"I... no. No, I not tell." His voice was barely a whisper.

"Good." I lay back down. Legs still parted. "Then there's no problem. You saw nothing. This didn't happen."

He swallowed hard. Nodded slowly.

"But since you're here..." I met his eyes again. "You might as well do your work. I'm going to stay here. Like this."

"You want me to...?" He couldn't finish the sentence.

"Work. Yes. I want you to work." I smiled. "And I want you to look at me. It's okay to look. Just don't tell my husband."

The forbidden nature of it hung between us. Adultery. Betrayal. Except it wasn't. But he didn't know that. To him, I was a married woman offering something I shouldn't. Something secret. Something dangerous.

His hand adjusted his bulge again. "I... I do garden work. As always."

"As always," I agreed.

He stood frozen for another moment. Then slowly, carefully, he set down his tools. Picked up the hedge trimmers. Moved to the frangipani trees along the perimeter.

His hands were shaking. I could see it from across the patio. His movements were stiff. Mechanical. But he worked. And every few seconds his eyes found me. Traveled over my naked body. Lingered on my heavy tits. My strong ass when I rolled over. My spread legs when I lay on my back.

I didn't move to cover myself. Didn't put on the bikini. Just lay there sunbathing completely nude. Occasionally touching myself again. Light strokes. Teasing. Keeping myself aroused. Keeping him aroused.

This was power. This was control. I was forty-two years old, married, lying naked while the gardener worked around me with an erection so big he could barely walk straight. And he thought I was cheating on my husband. Thought this was forbidden. Wrong. A secret we were keeping together.

The thrill of it was intoxicating.

I glanced at my phone. Only ten-thirty. Wayan usually worked for two hours.

This was going to be a very long morning.

And I couldn't fucking wait.

Wayan moved to the lily bed near the pool. Knelt down. Started removing dead flowers and yellowed leaves. His back was to me but I could see the tension in his shoulders. The rigid way he held himself. His movements were too careful. Too controlled. Like he was forcing himself to focus on anything except the naked woman twenty feet away.

I stretched. Arched my back. Let my heavy tits push upward. My fat nipples were still hard from orgasm. From arousal. From the sun. I heard the rustling sounds stop. Felt his eyes on me. I turned my head slightly. Caught him staring.

He snapped his gaze away. Resumed working.

I sat up. Swung my legs over the side of the lounger. Stood slowly. My body completely exposed. I walked to the edge of the pool. Felt his eyes tracking me. Every curve. Every movement. I dove in.

The water was cool against my overheated skin. I surfaced. Pushed my hair back. Swam lazy laps. When I glanced toward the lily bed Wayan was frozen. Dead flowers clutched in his hand. Watching me.

I swam to the shallow end. Stood up. Water streamed down my naked body. My heavy tits glistened. Droplets ran down my stomach, between my legs. I walked up the steps slowly. Let him see everything. Water dripping from my fat nipples. My pussy bare and exposed in the bright daylight.

I returned to the lounger. Didn't towel off. Just lay down wet. Let the sun evaporate the moisture. My skin steamed in the heat.

Wayan moved to the hibiscus bushes along the perimeter wall. Started deadheading spent blooms. His movements were jerky. Distracted. I watched him adjust his bulge twice in five minutes. His massive erection hadn't gone down. If anything it looked bigger. More painful.

I repositioned. Rolled onto my stomach. Let my strong ass curve upward. Spread my legs slightly. Gave him a full view. I heard him make a sound. Looked over my shoulder. His hand was pressed against his crotch. Squeezing. His face twisted in concentration. Trying not to come in his pants.

"Are you okay, Wayan?" My voice carried across the patio.

He jumped. "Yes. Yes, I... it very hot today."

"Very hot," I agreed. Rolled back over. Spread my legs wider. "You should drink water. Stay hydrated."

"Yes. Thank you." He didn't move toward water. Just stood there staring at my open legs. At my exposed pussy. I could see his chest heaving from here.

I closed my eyes. Let my hand drift down my stomach. Not touching myself sexually. Just trailing fingers over my skin. Innocent. Except nothing about this was innocent. I heard his breathing change. Get faster. Rougher.

Thirty minutes passed. He worked his way around the garden. Deadheading flowers. Pulling weeds from the plumeria bed. Checking the irrigation. Every task brought him closer to where I lay. Closer to my naked body. By the time he reached the bird of paradise plants near my lounger he was within ten feet.

I could smell him. Sweat and earth and desperation. His hands shook as he trimmed brown leaves from the stalks.

"Wayan?" I opened my eyes. Looked directly at him.

"Yes?" His voice cracked.

"Could you move this lounger? I want to follow the sun."

He straightened. Nodded. Came closer. His eyes couldn't decide where to look. My face. My heavy tits. My spread legs. Down. Up. Down again.

He gripped the lounger frame. I didn't move. Stayed stretched out naked while he lifted and carried it. My body right there. Inches from his hands. He could reach out. Touch. Feel. But he didn't.

He set the lounger down where I pointed. Backed away quickly.

"Thank you." I settled into the new position. "This is perfect."

"You... you welcome." He was breathing through his mouth now. Panting.

I glanced down. His erection strained against his work pants. The outline clearly visible. Thick. Long. Curved slightly. I could see it throbbing. Pulsing with his heartbeat.

A wave of doubt crashed over me. What was I doing? I was lying here naked. Displaying myself. Making this man so aroused he could barely function. Was this wrong? Was I sexually harassing him? He worked for us. He couldn't just leave. He needed this job.

My stomach twisted. The thrill dimmed. Shame crept in.

But then I met his eyes. Saw the hunger there. Raw and undisguised. Not fear. Not discomfort. Pure desire. He wanted this. Wanted to look. Wanted to see more. His tongue darted out to wet his lips. His hand moved to adjust his erection again. Not trying to hide it. Almost displaying it back to me.

The doubt eased. This wasn't harassment. This was mutual. He was choosing to stay. Choosing to look. Choosing to come back Friday.

I could show off. That was safe. That was okay. Just showing him my body. Letting him look. Nothing more. Not yet.

I relaxed back into the lounger. Let my legs fall open again. Gave him the view he clearly wanted.

He moved away. Finished the last of his work. Pruning the bougainvillea near the gate. Coiling the garden hose. Organizing his tools. His movements were mechanical. Automatic. His mind clearly elsewhere. On my body. On what he'd seen. On what I'd done while looking right at him.

Twelve-thirty arrived. He gathered his supplies. Walked toward the garden gate without approaching me. Without saying goodbye.

"Wayan?" I called out.

He stopped. Turned slowly.

"Same time Friday? For house cleaning?"

He swallowed hard. "Yes. Friday."

"Good." I smiled. Stretched again. Watched his eyes drop to my tits. "I'll see you then."

He nodded. Opened the gate. Left quickly. I heard his motorbike start. The engine sputtered once. Twice. Finally caught. The sound faded down the street.

I lay there alone in the sun. My heart pounding. My pussy throbbing. I'd just spent two hours naked in front of a man who wasn't my husband. Let him see everything. Watched him struggle. Watched him want. And I'd loved every fucking second.

My hand slid between my legs. Found myself soaking wet. Again. Still. I rubbed my clit. Slow circles. Remembering his face when I came. The way his hand gripped his erection. The desperate hunger in his eyes.

I came quickly. Back arching. Legs shaking. My orgasm ripped through me. I bit my lip to keep from screaming. The neighbors didn't need to hear everything.

Afterward I lay there trembling. Processing. I'd masturbated in front of Wayan. Then stayed naked for two hours. Teased him. Displayed myself. Let him look at my heavy tits. My strong ass. My wet pussy. Everything.

And on Friday he'd come back to clean the house. Two hours inside the villa with me. More opportunity. More temptation. More chances to push this further.

I grabbed my phone. Texted Tom.

"I masturbated in front of the gardener. He watched. Then I stayed naked for two hours while he worked. His cock was so hard he could barely walk."

Three dots appeared. Then his response.

"Fuck. I'm so hard right now. Tell me everything when I get home."

I smiled. Stood up. Walked naked through the villa. No covering up. No shame. This was who I was becoming. A woman who sunbathed nude. Who came in front of strangers. Who teased and displayed and owned her sexuality.

I showered. Washed the tanning oil and sweat away. Put on a sundress. No underwear. My body still humming. Still aroused. Still wanting more.

Tom would be home in three hours. We'd fuck. He'd reclaim me. Ask for every detail. Get hard listening to what I'd done. And then we'd plan Friday.

Because this wasn't stopping. This was escalating. And I couldn't fucking wait.

Tom came home at four. I met him at the door. Kissed him hard. Pulled him inside.

"Tell me," he said. "Tell me everything."

We sat on the couch. I recounted every detail. Wayan arriving early. Me with my fingers inside myself. Making eye contact while I came. Staying naked for two hours. His erection straining against his pants. The way he couldn't stop looking.

Tom listened. His breathing got heavier. His hand moved to his crotch. But he didn't touch me. Just listened. Processing.

When I finished he sat back. Silent for a long moment.

"How do you feel?" he finally asked.

"Turned on." I shifted closer. "Powerful. Like I'm becoming someone new."

"You are." He pulled me against him. Held me. "You're becoming who you were always supposed to be."

We sat like that for several minutes. His arms around me. My head on his chest. Then the doubt crept in.

"Tom?"

"Yeah?"

"Am I..." I pulled back to look at him. "Am I harassing him? He works for us. He can't just leave. He needs this job. What if I'm making him uncomfortable and he's just too polite to say anything?"

Tom's expression softened. "Do you think he's uncomfortable?"

"I don't know. He looked..." I struggled to find words. "Conflicted. Aroused, definitely. But also scared. What if the arousal isn't consent? What if I'm crossing a line?"

"Did he leave?"

"No."

"Could he have?"

I thought about it. "Yes. The gate wasn't locked. He could have walked out anytime."

"Did you threaten his job? Imply consequences if he didn't stay?"

"God, no. I just... I told him it was okay. That he could stay and work."

Tom cupped my face. "Rachel. Look at me. If Wayan felt harassed, he wouldn't have stayed. He wouldn't have kept looking at you. He wouldn't be coming back Friday. Men know when they want something. Trust me. He wants this."

"But what if—"

"You saw his erection, right?"

I nodded.

"Was it reluctant?" Tom's mouth quirked. "Did his cock look like it was being forced?"

Despite myself, I laughed. "No. It looked... enthusiastic."

"Exactly." He kissed my forehead. "You're not harassing him. You're showing him your body. Offering him something. He's choosing to accept. Choosing to look. Choosing to come back. That's consent."

"You're sure?"

"I'm sure." He pulled me closer. "But listen. This is your choice. All of it. If you want to stop, we stop. If you want to slow down, we slow down. If showing off is enough and you never want it to go further, that's perfect. You're in control here. Always."

Relief flooded through me. "I don't want to stop."

"Good." He kissed me. Soft. Tender. "Because watching you become this version of yourself is the hottest thing I've ever experienced."

"Even though it's scary sometimes?"

"Especially because it's scary sometimes." His hand moved to my thigh. "That's how we know it matters. That's how we know it's real."

I kissed him back. Deeper. My hand moved to his chest. "I love you."

"I love you too. No matter what. No matter how many men look at you. No matter what happens. That doesn't change."

We kissed for a long time. Not urgent. Just connected. Reassured. Grounded in each other.

Finally Tom pulled back. "Let's shower before bed."

"Okay."

He stood. Pulled me up. Led me through the villa toward the outdoor shower.

The outdoor shower was open-air. Enclosed by a low stone wall but visible from the second-story windows of neighboring properties. We'd used it a few times since arriving. Always late at night. Always quietly.

Tom turned on the water. Warm rain fell from the overhead fixture. He stripped off his clothes. I pulled off my sundress. We stepped under the spray together.

The water felt incredible. Washing away sweat and oil and the residue of the day. Tom's hands moved over my body. Soaping my heavy tits. My strong ass. Between my legs. I moaned softly.

"Louder," he said.

I looked at him. "What?"

"You heard me. Louder. I want the neighbors to hear you."

Understanding dawned. My pussy clenched. "You want them to know I'm being fucked."

"I want everyone to know." His fingers pushed inside me. "I want Wayan to hear stories. I want them to think you're insatiable. That your husband fucks you every night and you scream the villa down."

"Oh god." My legs trembled. "Yes."

He turned me around. Pressed me against the wet stone wall. His cock pushed against my ass. Hard. Ready. He bent me forward slightly. Lined himself up. Pushed inside.

I cried out. Loud. Genuine. He felt incredible.

"That's it." He gripped my hips. Started fucking me. Hard strokes. Deep. "Let them hear you."

I moaned louder. Let the sound carry. Let anyone listening know exactly what was happening. Tom's cock stretched me. Filled me. His hands gripped my strong ass. Squeezed. Spread me open.

"You love this." His voice was rough. "You love knowing they can hear. That they're listening to you get fucked."

"Yes." I was gasping. "I want them to know. I want everyone to know I love being fucked."

"You want them to think you're a slut." He slammed into me. "You want Wayan to hear about the screaming wife next door."

"Yes." My voice broke into a scream. "Fuck, yes."

Tom's rhythm got faster. Harder. Water streamed over us. I braced against the stone wall. Let him pound into me. Let my moans echo off the walls. Loud. Shameless. Anyone within fifty meters could hear.

"Come for me." Tom's hand reached around. Found my clit. "Come so loud they hear you on the street."

I came. Screaming his name. My pussy clenched around his cock. Waves of pleasure crashed through me. I didn't hold back. Didn't muffle myself. Just screamed through my orgasm.

Tom followed seconds later. His hands gripped my hips bruisingly hard. He buried himself deep. Came inside me. Groaning loud. Making sure anyone listening knew he was finishing.

We stood there panting. Water still falling. Bodies pressed together. Finally he pulled out. Turned me around. Kissed me.

"They definitely heard that," I said.

"Good." He smiled. "Let them talk. Let Wayan hear that the foreign wife loves to fuck. It'll make Friday even hotter."

We finished washing. Dried off. Walked back inside wrapped in towels. The thrill of being heard hummed through me. Added another layer to everything we were building.

In bed, lying in the darkness, Tom spoke again.

"Friday. When Wayan comes to clean."

"Yeah?"

"Wear something easy to take off. Be obvious. If you want this to go further, make it clear."

"You want me to invite him to touch me?"

"I want you to do whatever feels right." He rolled toward me. "But if you're ready, yes. Invite him. See what happens."

My heart pounded. "I might be ready."

"Then Friday," he said softly. "We'll see."

I fell asleep imagining it. Wayan's weathered hands on my skin. His mouth on my fat nipples. His massive cock pushing inside me. The fantasy that was becoming less fantasy every day.
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Wednesday morning I needed out of the villa. Needed air. Needed to feel normal. Tom left early for campus. I showered. Put on a short white sundress. Linen. Light. A thin white bra underneath—barely substantial, more for propriety than coverage. The fabric pushed my heavy tits up but did little to contain them when I moved. My fat nipples pressed against the thin layers. No panties. Just skin and fabric.

I walked toward Sindhu Beach. Twenty minutes through Sanur's streets. The first ten minutes were chaos. Motorbikes everywhere. Weaving between pedestrians. Horns blaring. Exhaust mixing with incense from shrines. Food vendors setting up for lunch. The smell of fried tempeh and sweet kopi. Men on bikes turned to look at me as they passed. Always looking now.

The streets gave way to the beachfront path. Quieter here. Peaceful. The path stretched ahead, flat and paved, lined with resorts and restaurants on one side, the ocean on the other. I could hear birds in the frangipani trees. The gentle wash of waves on sand. Wind chimes tinkling outside a villa. No traffic. Just the sound of the sea and my sandals on pavement.

Locals jogged past. Couples walked hand in hand. I passed the bazaar area where Balinese women stood outside their identical stalls. Sarongs hanging on display. Tourist trinkets. Batik dresses. "Look in my shop? Please, lady. Look in my shop?" They called out to every foreigner walking by. Persistent but friendly. From the beach side I heard the rhythmic calls: "Massaas? Massaas?" The beach masseuses advertising their services to tourists on the sand.

The morning air smelled like salt and plumeria flowers. In the distance I could see the reef line where waves broke white and foaming, but the water near shore stayed calm. Glassy. Protected.

Kayumanis Seaside sat right on Sindhu Beach. Colonial Indonesian architecture. Open-air seating. Daybeds facing the ocean. I walked up the painted tile entrance. Found a table on the terrace. Ordered coffee and a pastry.

I sat facing the water but positioned so I could see the café entrance. The terrace was half-full. European tourists. A few expats. Young Indonesian couples. I crossed my legs. The dress rode up my thighs. High. Too high to be accidental. I didn't adjust it.

Sipped my coffee. Opened my phone. Pretended to read emails. But I was watching. Scanning. Hunting.

There. Three tables over. Man in his forties. Alone. White polo shirt. Expensive sunglasses pushed up on his head. Wedding ring catching the light. European. German maybe. Or Dutch. He was staring at my legs.

I uncrossed them. Recrossed them slowly. Sharon Stone in that movie. Except I wasn't wearing anything underneath.

His eyes followed the movement. Lingered. I saw his throat work.

I looked up. Met his gaze. Smiled slightly. Looked back at my phone.

Five minutes passed. I felt him building courage. Watched him from the corner of my eye. He stood. Walked toward my table.

"Excuse me." German accent. Thick but clear. "Are you here alone?"

I looked up. Let my eyes travel over him. Athletic build going soft around the middle. Expensive watch. Wedding ring obvious. "I am."

"May I join you? If you're not waiting for someone."

"I'm not waiting." I gestured to the empty chair. "Please."

He sat down. Signaled the waiter. Ordered another coffee. Turned his attention fully to me. "I'm Hans."

"Rachel." I didn't offer my hand. Just held his gaze.

"You are American?"

"Canadian. You're German."

"Guilty." He smiled. Confident. Practiced. "Are you here on holiday?"

"My husband is teaching at the university. We're here for the year." I watched his reaction. The flicker in his eyes. The slight lean forward. The word husband didn't make him retreat. It intrigued him.

"Ah. And he is working today?"

"He works a lot." I sipped my coffee. Let that hang between us.

"That is unfortunate." His eyes dropped to my chest. The thin bra and dress did nothing to hide the outline of my heavy tits. My fat nipples. He looked longer this time. "Bali is very beautiful. You should not be alone."

"I don't mind being alone." I uncrossed my legs. Shifted in my seat. Leaned forward to set down my cup. The movement made my tits sway. The bra shifted. His eyes followed. "But company can be nice."

The waiter brought his coffee. Hans added sugar. Stirred. His eyes kept returning to my body. My legs. My tits visible through the thin white dress. My fat nipples pressing against the fabric.

"You live near here?" he asked.

"Close. Near Jalan Danau Buyan." I caught myself before being too specific. "A villa rental."

"I am staying at the Prama Sanur." He gestured vaguely inland. "Business trip. Very boring meetings about import regulations."

"That does sound boring."

"You are more interesting." Direct now. Testing boundaries. "Beautiful woman. Alone at beach café. Husband who works too much." He paused. "This is maybe not accident we meet."

"Maybe not." I held his gaze. Let him see interest. Permission.

He leaned closer. Lowered his voice. "Rachel. I do not want to be inappropriate. But if you would like company during the day while your husband works..." He trailed off. Invitation clear.

I should have said no. Should have walked away. But Tom's voice was in my head. Show them what they can't have. Yet.

"That's very forward, Hans."

"I apologize—"

"I didn't say I minded." I smiled. Slow. Deliberate. "I just said it was forward."

His expression shifted. Hungry. Predatory. "You are... open to this?"

"I might be." I finished my coffee. "But I don't know you. And I'm married. These things require discretion."

"Of course. Absolute discretion." He pulled out his phone. "May I give you my number? You can think about it. Contact me if you decide you would like... company."

I held out my phone. Let him type his number. Watched his hands. Thick fingers. Wedding band glinting. Another married man wanting what he couldn't have at home. Or maybe he could. Maybe his wife didn't care. Maybe they had an arrangement like Tom and me.

Or maybe he was just a cheater.

Either way, I wanted him.

He finished typing. Handed back my phone. "I am here until Saturday. If you find yourself bored..."

"I'll let you know." I stood up. The movement made my tits bounce. The thin bra useless. His eyes widened slightly.

"It was very nice meeting you, Rachel."

"You too, Hans."

I walked away. Felt his eyes on my strong ass. On my legs. On the curve of my back visible through the thin dress. I walked slowly along the beachfront path. Past the bazaar stalls where women called out their invitations. Past the masseuses on the beach. Let him look. Let him imagine.

By the time I reached the street my pussy was soaking. Throbbing. I walked quickly back to the villa. Let myself in. Went straight to the bedroom.

Stripped off the dress. Unhooked the useless bra. Lay naked on the bed. My hand found my pussy immediately. Wet. Slick. Aching.

I thought about Hans. His wedding ring. His hungry eyes. His thick fingers. I thought about Wayan watching me come. About the men at Pande Putri staring at my tits. About Tom's cock inside me afterward. About all of them wanting me. Needing me. Imagining fucking me.

I came in minutes. Hard. Fast. My back arching off the bed. My free hand mauling my heavy tit. Pinching my fat nipple until it hurt.

Afterward I lay there panting. Hans's number was in my phone. Wayan would be here Friday. Tom wanted me to push further. Invite touch. Cross the final line.

Multiple men wanting me. Multiple opportunities. This was real now. Not fantasy. Not teasing. Real.

I grabbed my phone. Texted Tom.

"Met a married German at Kayumanis. He gave me his number. I'm going to fuck him."

Three dots appeared. Then his response.

"Jesus Christ. Yes. Tell me when."

I smiled. Rolled onto my stomach. My body still humming. Still hungry.

Friday came hot and humid. Tom left at seven-thirty for campus. I showered. Shaved. Put on the micro-bikini. Red triangles that barely covered my fat nipples. Bottoms that disappeared into the crack of my strong ass. I looked at myself in the mirror. This was deliberate. Intentional. An invitation.

I went to the pool. Spread my towel on the lounger. Oiled my skin. Every inch. Let my hands linger on my heavy tits. Between my thighs. Getting myself aroused before Wayan even arrived.

The garden gate opened at ten.

"Selamat pagi, Rachel." His voice was careful. Controlled.

"Good morning, Wayan." I didn't sit up. Just turned my head. Let him see me. The micro-bikini. My oiled skin. My legs slightly parted. "It's so hot today, don't you think?"

"Yes. Very hot." His eyes traveled over my body. Down. Up. Down again. He set down his bucket of cleaning supplies. Adjusted his grip on the handle.

"You'll be cleaning inside?"

"Yes. Friday is house cleaning."

"Good. I'll be here." I settled back. Closed my eyes behind my sunglasses. "Don't mind me."

I heard him move inside through the open sliding doors. Water running in the kitchen. The swish of a mop. But I could feel him watching. Every few minutes the sounds would stop. Silence. His eyes on me through those massive open doors.

I counted to sixty. Then shifted position. Rolled onto my stomach. Let my strong ass curve upward. The bikini bottoms disappeared completely. I heard the mopping stop.

Counted to thirty. Rolled back over. Spread my legs wider this time. The bikini barely covered my pussy. One small triangle of fabric. I heard him inside the villa. A muffled sound. Like a groan.

Twenty minutes passed. He moved through the house slowly. Inefficiently. His attention constantly divided. I sat up. Adjusted the lounger. Leaned back. The movement made my heavy tits shift. Almost spill out of the tiny triangles.

"Wayan?"

He appeared at the sliding door. Cleaning cloth in hand. "Yes?"

"Could you bring me water? From the kitchen?"

"Of course." He disappeared. Returned with a glass. Walked toward me across the patio. So close. I could smell his sweat. See the massive bulge in his pants. He handed me the glass. His hand shook slightly. Water sloshed.

"Thank you." I drank slowly. Let him watch my throat work. Set the glass down. "Wayan, can I ask you something?"

"Yes, Mrs. Rachel."

"Do you think I'm attractive?"

His eyes widened. "I... yes. Very beautiful."

"Beautiful how?" My fingers trailed along my inner thigh. "My face? My body?"

He swallowed hard. Couldn't speak.

"You can tell me." My voice was soft. Encouraging. "I won't be offended."

"Your... everything. You are very beautiful. Your body is..." He couldn't finish.

"My body?" I sat up slightly. My heavy tits pushed together. "What about my body?"

"Mrs. Rachel, I should—"

"What about my tits, Wayan?" I cupped them. Pushed them up. "Do you like looking at them?"

"Yes." Barely a whisper.

"And my ass? When I roll over, do you watch?"

"Yes. I sorry. I should not—"

"I want you to watch." I stood up. Walked toward him. Stopped inches away. "I like knowing you're looking at me. That you get hard."

His breathing was ragged now. His erection strained against his work pants. Massive. Right there. I could reach out and touch it.

"You can touch me if you want." I met his eyes. "I won't tell anyone."

His hand moved. Trembling. Reached toward my heavy tit. His weathered palm cupped the weight of it. Squeezed gently. His thumb brushed over my fat nipple through the thin bikini fabric.

I gasped. The sensation electric. His hand was rough. Calloused. Strong. Different from Tom's. Foreign. Wrong. Perfect.

His other hand moved to my other tit. Both hands now. Cupping. Squeezing. Exploring. His eyes were wild. Desperate. Like he couldn't believe this was happening.

I reached down. Pressed my palm against his erection. It was huge. Thick. Throbbing through the fabric. He groaned. A sound of pure need.

Then he jerked back. Pulled his hands away. Stepped backward. "I... I cannot."

"Why not?"

"Your husband." His voice cracked. "This is wrong. I work for you. He trust me. I cannot—"

"He doesn't need to know." I moved closer again. "It's just us. Just this."

"No." He shook his head. Backed away further. "I cannot do this. Is not right. You are married. I am... I am just cleaner. This is not..."

"Wayan—"

"I go now." He grabbed his bucket and supplies. Moved quickly toward the gate. "I very sorry, Mrs. Rachel. I cannot come back. This is... I cannot."

"Wait—"

But he was already through the gate. Gone. I heard his motorbike start. The engine roar. The sound fade down the street.

I stood there alone by the pool. My pussy throbbing. My body screaming for release. He'd touched me. His hands on my tits. My hand on his cock. But then he'd fled.

Because of Tom. Because he thought he was betraying my husband. Because he was too honorable to fuck another man's wife in secret.

I grabbed my phone. Texted Tom.

"I offered myself to him. He touched my tits. Then he refused because of you. He won't come back."

Three dots appeared immediately. Then his response.

"I'm coming home."

Tom walked through the door an hour later. I was still by the pool. Still in the micro-bikini. Still frustrated.

"Tell me exactly what happened." He sat down on the lounger beside me.

I recounted everything. My invitation. Wayan's hands on my tits. The feel of his massive cock through his pants. Then his refusal. His panic. His flight.

"He said he couldn't do it because of you." I looked at Tom. "He said it was wrong. That you trusted him. He won't come back."

Tom was quiet for a long moment. Processing. "So the cheating wife scenario failed."

"Completely."

"He's too honorable."

"Yes." I felt tears prick my eyes. Frustration. Disappointment. "I was so close. His hands felt incredible. Different from yours. Rough. And then he just... left."

Tom pulled me against him. "Hey. It's okay."

"It's not okay. I want this. I'm ready. And he won't do it because he respects you too much."

"That's actually kind of admirable."

I pulled back. Looked at him. "You're not helping."

He smiled. "Sorry." His hand moved to my thigh. "So we have a problem. The man you want won't fuck you because he thinks it would betray me."

"Yes."

"What if I gave him permission? Explicitly?"

I stared at him. "What?"

"What if I talked to him? Told him it was okay. That this is what we want. That he wouldn't be betraying me."

"But we agreed I'd pretend to cheat. That the forbidden aspect was important."

"It was." Tom's thumb circled on my inner thigh. "But maybe I was wrong. Maybe for the first time, we need transparency. Get him past the guilt. Once he's comfortable, then maybe we can explore other scenarios with other men."

My heart pounded. "You'd really do that? Tell him to fuck me?"

"I'd tell him I want him to. That you want him to. That it's part of our marriage, not a threat to it."

"That's..." I struggled to process. "That's a big step."

"So is what you did today." His hand moved higher. Between my legs. I was still wet. Still aroused from earlier. "You offered yourself to another man. Invited him to touch you. The only thing stopping this is his conscience. So let's address that."

"What if he thinks we're crazy? What if he tells people?"

"He won't." Tom's fingers pressed against the bikini bottom. Against my pussy. "He's discreet. He needs this job. And I think he wants you badly enough that once he knows it's allowed, he'll say yes."

"When would you talk to him?"

"Monday. When he comes for house cleaning. I'll wait here. Have a conversation. Man to man."

I imagined it. Tom explaining our arrangement. Giving permission. Wayan's shock. His slow understanding. "What if he still refuses?"

"Then we move on. Try with someone else. The German from the café. A tourist. There are options."

"But I want Wayan." The admission surprised me. "I want him specifically. His weathered hands. His body. That massive cock. I want him to be my first."

Tom's fingers pushed the bikini aside. Slid into me. I gasped. "Then I'll do everything I can to make it happen."

"You'd really tell him?" My hips rolled against his hand. "You'd say 'I want you to fuck my wife'?"

"Yes." He added another finger. Fucked me slowly. "I'd tell him you're beautiful. That you need this. That I'm offering him something incredible with no strings attached. That he'd be helping us both."

"Oh god." I was close already. Still wound up from earlier. "What if it changes things? What if he looks at you differently?"

"Then he does." Tom's thumb found my clit. "This is more important. You're more important."

I came. Right there on the lounger. My pussy clenching his fingers. My back arching. Moaning loud enough for neighbors to hear.

He pulled his fingers out. Brought them to my mouth. I sucked them clean. Tasted myself. The salt of my arousal.

"Monday," he said. "I'll talk to him Monday."

We went inside. To the bedroom. Tom stripped off my bikini. I undressed him. We moved together onto the bed. This wasn't reclaim sex. I hadn't been with anyone yet. This was something else. Affirmation. Connection. Preparation for what was coming.

He entered me slowly. Gentle. We made love instead of fucking. Long strokes. Deep eye contact. His hands gentle on my heavy tits. My fingers tracing his back.

"I love you," I whispered.

"I love you." He kissed me. Tender. "No matter what happens. No matter who touches you. This doesn't change."

We came together. Quiet. Intense. Connected.

Afterward we lay tangled in sheets. The ceiling fan turning overhead. Tropical sounds filtering through open windows.

"You're really going to do this," I said. "Tell Wayan it's okay."

"I'm really going to do this."

"What if he thinks it's a trap? What if he doesn't believe you?"

"I'll be convincing." Tom's hand stroked my hair. "I'll make him understand this is real. That we're offering him something genuine."

"And if he says yes?"

"Then Tuesday. Garden day. I'll be at the university. You'll be here. And whatever happens, happens."

My stomach flipped. Nervous. Excited. Terrified. "I might actually do this. Fuck another man. After twenty-three years."

"You will do this." He pulled me closer. "And I'll be thinking about it all day. Imagining you with him. Then I'll come home and you'll tell me everything."

"Will you be jealous?"

"Probably." He kissed my forehead. "But I'll also be so fucking turned on I won't be able to think straight."

"Monday," I repeated.

"Monday."
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Tom stayed home Monday morning. His first class wasn't until noon. I left at nine. Gave them time alone. Tom would tell me everything later.

I walked the kilometer down to Segara Beach. The morning heat pressed on my shoulders. Motorbikes buzzed past. The streets smelled like incense and fried food. Men on bikes turned to look as they passed. I barely noticed.

I reached the beachfront path. Turned south. The ocean was calm. Glassy. Traditional fishing boats dotted the horizon. I passed the bazaar stalls. Women called out their invitations. "Look in my shop, lady?" I shook my head. Kept walking. From the beach I heard the masseuses. "Massaas? Massaas?"

Four hundred fifty meters along the beachfront. Icon Bali Mall appeared. Massive. Modern. I walked inside. Air conditioning hit immediately.

My mind wouldn't stop. Tom and Wayan at the villa right now. What was Tom saying? How was Wayan reacting? Would he agree or refuse?

I checked my phone. No messages.

I wandered aimlessly. Past Uniqlo. H&M. Marks & Spencer. International brands I didn't need. I stopped at a lingerie store. Picked up lace I'd never wear. Put it back. Moved on.

I couldn't stop imagining them. Tom's voice explaining the impossible. Wayan's confusion. His shock.

At eleven I left the mall. Walked back along Jalan Danau Tamblingan to Sanctuary Bali Spa. Booked a massage. Lay face down on the table while a young Balinese woman worked oil into my shoulders. I tried to relax. Couldn't. My mind kept circling back.

The massage ended at noon. I tipped well. Walked slowly back toward the villa. Different route this time. Through residential streets. Dragging out time. Giving them space.

By the time I arrived at one, Wayan's motorbike was gone.

Tom sat by the pool. Two empty coffee cups on the table beside him.

"Well?" I set down my bag.

"Sit down." He patted the lounger beside him.

I sat. My heart pounding. "Tell me everything."

Tom took a breath. "He arrived at ten. Nervous. I asked him to sit. Offered coffee. He was confused—thought maybe he was being fired."

"What did you say?"

"I told him I knew what happened Friday. That you'd told me. That he'd touched you."

My stomach clenched. "How did he react?"

"Terrified. Started apologizing. Said he was ashamed. That he couldn't explain what happened. That he'd never—"

"What did you say?"

"I told him to stop. That I wasn't angry. That I wanted to talk about something unusual. Something Western. An arrangement."

I leaned forward. "And?"

"I explained. As simply as I could. That in some Western marriages, couples have... understandings. Open arrangements. That you and I have an agreement. That I know about your desires. That I support them."

"How did he take it?"

Tom smiled slightly. "He thought I was testing him. Some kind of trap. He kept saying 'I understand, Mr. Tom. I will never touch Mrs. Rachel again. I promise.'"

"But you convinced him?"

"Eventually. I explained that this isn't about him taking advantage. It's about me actively giving permission. That you're attracted to him. That you've told me you want him. That I'm offering him something freely."

My pussy clenched. Hearing Tom describe it like that. Clinical. Explicit. "What did you say exactly?"

"I said 'My wife wants to have sex with you. I want her to have sex with you. This is what we both want.'"

"Jesus." I pressed my thighs together.

"He was silent for a long time. Processing. Then he asked why. Why would a husband want this."

"What did you tell him?"

"The truth. That it makes me aroused. That our marriage is strong enough to include this. That Rachel's pleasure matters to me more than traditional rules." Tom reached for my hand. "I told him you're beautiful. That any man would want you. That he'd be helping us both."

"Did he believe you?"

"Not immediately. He asked if this was common in the West. I said no. That we're unusual. But that we're serious. That this is real."

I was wet. Soaking. Just listening to Tom recount it. "Then what?"

"He asked what would happen. The details. So I explained. Tuesday—tomorrow. Garden day. I'll be at the university. You'll be here. Alone with him. What happens is between you and him, with my full knowledge and permission."

"Oh my god."

"He asked if there were rules. So I gave them." Tom counted on his fingers. "Respect you completely. If you say stop, everything stops. Condoms mandatory—I gave him a box. Absolute discretion. No one can ever know. Not his friends. Not his family. This stays between the three of us."

"Did he agree?"

"He was quiet again. Thinking. Then he said 'Mr. Tom, I find Mrs. Rachel very beautiful. Since first day I see her, I think about her. I want her. But I never think possible.'"

Heat flooded through me. "He said that?"

"His exact words. Then he asked if you really wanted this. If I was forcing you somehow. I told him you were the one who'd offered yourself Friday. That you'd been disappointed when he refused. That you want him specifically."

"What did he say?"

"He asked why you wanted him. An older man. A gardener. When you could have anyone."

"What did you tell him?"

"That you find him attractive. His body. His hands. His respectfulness. That you've been watching him. Getting aroused. That this isn't pity or novelty. You genuinely want him."

My breathing was shallow now. "And then?"

"He stood up. Paced. Came back. Sat down. Finally said 'If Mrs. Rachel truly wants this. And you give permission. I accept.'"

"He agreed." I wasn't asking. Just processing.

"He agreed." Tom squeezed my hand. "I told him tomorrow. Ten AM. Garden work as usual. But that if things progress beyond work, that's okay. That's the point. I reminded him you're in charge. That he should let you lead. That if you want it to just be garden work, that's okay too."

"How did he seem? When he left?"

"Shocked. Grateful. Aroused—I could see it. And nervous. Very nervous."

I sat back. Tried to wrap my mind around it. Tom had done it. Had actually given another man explicit permission to fuck me.

"Tomorrow." Tom pulled me closer. Kissed me. "Tomorrow you'll have him."

We went inside. I was shaking. Tom undressed me slowly. Laid me on the bed. Went down on me. Made me come with his mouth while I imagined tomorrow. Wayan's hands. His mouth. His cock.

Afterward Tom held me. "You can still change your mind. Even tomorrow. Even if he's here. You're always in control."

"I know." I pressed against him. "But I won't change my mind."

That night I barely slept.

I woke at dawn. Couldn't sleep past five. Tom's arm was heavy across my stomach. I slipped out from under it. Walked to the bathroom. Looked at myself in the mirror.

This was the day. In five hours Wayan would arrive. And this time he wouldn't refuse.

I showered. Took my time. Shaved my legs. My pussy. Everything smooth. The razor glided over skin that already felt different. Sensitized. Aware. I washed my hair. Used the expensive conditioner. Lathered body wash everywhere. Rinsed. Stood under the spray letting water cascade over my heavy tits.

My fat nipples were already hard. From anticipation. From knowing.

I dried off. Applied lotion. Jasmine scented. Rubbed it into my legs. My strong ass. My arms. Between my breasts. The ritual felt important. Preparation. Like a bride getting ready except I was already married. Already committed. Just not to monogamy anymore.

Tom appeared in the bathroom doorway. "You're up early."

"Couldn't sleep."

He came behind me. Wrapped his arms around my waist. Met my eyes in the mirror. "How do you feel?"

"Terrified. Excited. Like I might throw up."

He kissed my shoulder. "You don't have to do this."

"I know." I turned to face him. "But I want to. I need to know if I can actually go through with it."

"You can." He cupped my face. "You're stronger than you think."

We made coffee. Sat on the patio. The sun rose over the garden. Orange and pink light filtering through frangipani trees. Birds calling. The same morning sounds as every other day except today was different. Today everything changed.

Tom left at eight. He had a morning lecture. He kissed me at the door. Long. Deep. "Remember. Wayan knows this only happens if you want it. No pressure. If you change your mind, tell him. He'll understand."

"I won't change my mind."

"I know." He smiled. "Text me when it's done."

The door closed. His car started. The sound faded down Jalan Danau Buyan.

I was alone.

Two hours until ten. I walked through the villa. Straightened pillows that didn't need straightening. Washed dishes that were already clean. Checked my phone. Eight-twenty. An hour and forty minutes.

I went to the bedroom. Opened my closet. What did you wear to fuck another man for the first time in twenty-three years?

I chose a sundress. White. Thin cotton. It buttoned down the front. Easy to remove. I held it up. Considered a bra. Decided against it. No panties either. Just the dress and my skin.

I put it on. Buttoned it slowly. Looked in the mirror. My heavy tits were visible through the thin fabric. My fat nipples pressed against the cotton. The dress hit mid-thigh. Short enough to be suggestive. Long enough to have plausible deniability.

Except there was no deniability. Wayan knew why he was coming. What Tom had given him permission to do.

I applied perfume. Behind my ears. Between my breasts. My pulse points. The scent mixed with jasmine lotion. I brushed my hair. Left it down. Shoulder length. Thick. Tom liked it down.

Did Wayan like it down? I'd never asked. Never thought to.

Eight-fifty. An hour and ten minutes.

I went to the kitchen. Drank water. My mouth was dry. My hands shook slightly. I set the glass down. Walked to the pool. The sun was higher now. Hot. The water looked inviting.

Should I be by the pool when he arrived? In the house? Did it matter?

Everything mattered. Everything felt loaded with significance.

Nine o'clock. One hour.

I sat on the lounger. Stood up. Sat back down. My pussy was wet. Had been since I woke up. The arousal was constant. Thrumming. My body knew what was coming even if my mind struggled to process.

I checked my phone. No messages from Tom. He'd be in his lecture now. Teaching tourism policy or whatever his subject was. Meanwhile I was here preparing to fuck our gardener.

The surreal nature of it hit me again. This was my life now. This was who I was becoming.

Nine-fifteen.

I went inside. Used the bathroom. Washed my hands. Looked at myself one more time. My face was flushed. My pupils dilated. I looked aroused. I was aroused. My fat nipples were visible through the dress. Hard points of need.

Nine-thirty.

I couldn't sit still. Paced the living room. Adjusted the sliding doors. Made sure they were fully open. The villa needed to feel inviting. Not closed off.

Nine-forty.

My heart was pounding. Every sound made me jump. A motorbike on the street. Not Wayan. A bird in the garden. Not him. The wind chime. Not him.

Nine-forty-five.

Any minute now. I sat on the couch. Crossed my legs. Uncrossed them. The dress rode up. I left it. Let my bare thighs show.

Nine-fifty.

The doorbell rang.

My stomach dropped. This was it. No more anticipation. No more wondering. He was here.

I stood. Walked to the door. My legs felt weak. I reached for the handle. Paused. Took a breath.

Opened it.

Wayan stood there. Clean shirt. Nervous eyes. His gardening tools in one hand. The other hand empty. Trembling slightly.

"Good morning, Wayan." My voice sounded steadier than I felt.

"Good morning, Mrs. Rachel." He swallowed. "I... Mr. Tom said..."

"I know what he said." I stepped aside. "Come in."

He walked past me. I smelled his soap. His nervousness. His desire. I closed the door. Turned to face him.

We stood in the entryway. Neither of us moving. The sexual tension was suffocating. Electric. I could see his chest rising and falling. Fast. Shallow breaths.

"Are you okay?" I asked.

"Yes. Nervous. You?"

"Terrified."

He smiled slightly. "But you still want...?"

"Yes." No hesitation. "I want this. Do you?"

"Yes. Very much. Since first day."

"Then come with me."

I walked toward the pool area. Heard him following. His footsteps on the tile. His breathing. My own heartbeat loud in my ears.

We stepped onto the patio. The sun was bright. Hot. The pool water sparkled. Birds sang in the trees. Everything looked normal. Beautiful. Ordinary.

Except nothing about this was ordinary.

I turned to face him. He stood a few feet away. Waiting. Letting me lead like Tom had told him.

"Put down your tools," I said.

He set them by the sliding door. Straightened. Met my eyes.

I reached for the top button of my dress.
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I reached for the top button of my dress. My fingers trembled. Wayan's eyes followed the movement. His breathing changed. Faster. Shallower.

"Your husband..." His voice was rough. "He really said this is okay?"

"He wants me to be happy." I undid the first button. "You make me aroused. I've been thinking about you for weeks. I want this."

The second button. The dress gaped open. He could see the curve of my heavy tits. No bra. Just skin.

"I want this too." He swallowed hard. "Since I first see you. Every day I come here, I think about touching you."

Third button. Fourth. The dress fell open. I shrugged it off my shoulders. Let it fall to the ground. Stood completely naked in the tropical sun.

Wayan's eyes traveled over my body. Slow. Reverent. Taking in every inch. My heavy tits with fat nipples already hard. My flat stomach. The curve of my strong ass. My shaved pussy. Everything.

"You are so beautiful." His voice cracked. "More beautiful than I imagine."

"Come here." I held out my hand.

He walked toward me. Slowly. Like approaching something sacred he might break. Stopped inches away. I could smell his soap. His nervous sweat. His desire.

I reached for his shirt. Unbuttoned it with shaking hands. Pushed it off his shoulders. His skin was darker than Tom's. Weathered. Rough. Years of outdoor work visible in every line.

My hands moved to his chest. Felt the muscle beneath skin. The heat of him. Different. Foreign. Wrong in a way that made my pussy clench.

He reached for me. Stopped. "I can touch?"

"Yes. Touch me."

His weathered hands cupped my heavy tits. Rough palms against soft skin. He squeezed gently. Testing. Learning the weight of them. His thumbs brushed over my fat nipples. I gasped.

"Like this?" he asked.

"Yes. Harder."

He pinched my nipples. Not gentle anymore. The pleasure-pain shot straight to my pussy. I moaned. Loud. Unashamed.

His hands moved down. Over my stomach. My hips. Gripping my strong ass. Exploring territory he'd only seen from a distance. Now he was touching. Claiming. Taking what had been offered.

I reached for his pants. Unbuckled his belt. Unzipped. Pushed them down with his underwear. His cock sprang free. Thick. Long. Curved slightly. Different from Tom's. Darker. Much darker. And bigger. So much bigger.

I wrapped my hand around it. Couldn't make my fingers meet on the other side. The girth was extraordinary. Much thicker than Tom's. And longer. When I stroked him, there was so much more length to explore.

He groaned. The sound deep. Primal. I stroked him slowly. Felt him throb in my palm. This was another man's cock. A larger cock. After twenty-three years of only Tom's. The reality hit me. Made my head spin.

"Rachel." He said my name like a prayer. "I need to kiss you."

"Then kiss me."

He leaned down. His mouth found mine. Strange lips. Different taste. Coffee and cloves and something uniquely him. His tongue pushed into my mouth. Exploring. Claiming.

I kissed him back. Hard. Desperate. My hands in his hair. His weathered hands gripping my ass. Pulling me against him. His hard cock pressing against my stomach. Hot. Insistent. So much thicker than I expected.

This was happening. This was real. Twenty-three years of monogamy about to end. Right here. Right now. With a man who wasn't my husband. And his cock was so much bigger than Tom's.

Guilt flickered. Died. Arousal consumed everything else.

Wayan's mouth moved to my neck. Kissing. Biting gently. His hands everywhere. My tits. My ass. Between my legs. His fingers found my pussy. Soaking wet. He groaned against my skin.

"You are so wet."

"I've been wet since you arrived."

He slid two fingers inside me. Thick. Calloused. Different from Tom's. His thumb found my clit. Circled. Pressed. I moaned into his mouth. My hips rolled against his hand.

"I want to taste you." His voice was desperate. "Can I?"

"Yes. God, yes."

He dropped to his knees. Right there on the patio. His weathered hands pushed my thighs apart. His mouth found my pussy. Hot. Wet. Hungry.

I cried out. My hands gripped his hair. His tongue licked through my folds. Tasting. Exploring. He found my clit. Sucked it. Hard. My legs trembled.

This was different from Tom. Everything about him was different. The way he touched. The way he tasted me. The sounds he made. Greedy. Appreciative. Like I was something precious he'd been starving for.

His fingers pushed back inside me. Two. Then three. Stretching me more than Tom ever could with his fingers. The thickness of them filling me. Fucking me while his mouth worked my clit. Foreign hands. Strange tongue.

"Oh fuck." My voice broke. "I'm going to come."

He didn't stop. Drove his fingers deeper. Sucked my clit harder. My orgasm built. Fast. Intense. Different somehow. Because he wasn't Tom. Because this was forbidden. Because everything was changing.

I came. Hard. My pussy clenched his fingers. My back arched. I screamed. Loud enough for neighbors to hear. Didn't care. Couldn't care. Just felt pleasure ripping through me.

Wayan kept licking. Gentle now. Drawing out the aftershocks. My legs gave out. I grabbed his shoulders. Steadied myself.

He stood. His face wet with me. His eyes wild. His cock rock hard and pointing at me. So much bigger than Tom's. So much thicker. The head alone was enormous.

"I need to fuck you." Raw. Desperate. "Please. I need to be inside you."

"Condom." My voice was shaking. "Tom gave you condoms."

He fumbled in his pants pocket. Pulled out a foil packet. Tore it open with shaking hands. Rolled it down his thick cock. The condom stretched to accommodate him. He was huge. Massive. I'd never taken anything this big inside me.

I lay back on the lounger. Spread my legs. Offered myself. Twenty-three years of faithful marriage. Twenty-three years of only Tom's cock inside me. About to end.

Wayan moved between my thighs. Positioned himself. The head of his cock—so much thicker than Tom's—pressed against my entrance.

He looked into my eyes. "You are sure?"

My eyes widened. Looking down. Seeing how massive he was. How stretched I'd have to be to accommodate him. Fear flickered. Then hunger overwhelmed it.

"I'm sure. Fuck me."

He pushed inside.

The thickness stopped him immediately. I gasped. My pussy stretched around him. Not pain. Pressure. Full sensation. He was so much bigger than Tom. The girth of him filled me completely.

"Okay?" His voice was strained.

"Don't stop."

He pushed deeper. Slow. Deliberate. Letting me adjust to the width of him. The tropical sun beat down on my skin. Frangipani scent mixed with sweat and sex. His darker skin against my paleness. The contrast stark. Undeniable. Another man. Inside me.

He drew back. Pushed in again. Deeper. My heavy tits swayed with each stroke. He bent down. Took my fat nipple into his mouth. Sucked hard. The sensation shot through me. His tongue circled. His teeth grazed. I moaned.

"Your tits are so beautiful." He said it like a prayer. "So perfect."

He worshipped them. His weathered hands cupped the weight of them. His mouth moved between them. Sucking one nipple while his thumb worked the other. I'd never had anyone worship my tits like this. Tom loved them but Wayan needed them. Hungered for them.

His cock was still inside me. Not moving. Just there. Thick and full. Waiting. I rocked my hips. Drew him deeper. He groaned against my skin.

"You are so tight."

"You're so big."

He started moving again. A different rhythm than Tom. Slower. More deliberate. Like he had all the time in the world. Like this wasn't a stolen afternoon. Like he might never get another chance and wanted to memorize every second.

The sun was intense on my face. Sweat slicked our skin. His body slid against mine easier. His hands gripped my strong ass. Pulled me up against him with each thrust. I wrapped my legs around him. Drew him deeper.

"Oh fuck." My voice broke. "That's good. That's so good."

He fucked me with intensity that had nothing to do with speed. Everything to do with presence. Intention. His eyes stayed open. Watching my face. Reading me. Adjusting his angle when I gasped. Slowing when I tensed. Pushing deeper when I relaxed.

My orgasm built differently. Not the sharp peak of Tom's cock. This was deeper. Fuller. Building from somewhere inside me that hadn't been touched in twenty-three years.

"I'm close." My hips rolled against him. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

He didn't. Just kept that perfect rhythm. His thick cock pushing into me. The pressure building. Building. Building.

I came. Different from Friday. Deeper. Longer. My whole body convulsed. My pussy clenched him. Stars exploded behind my eyes. I screamed. Loud. Probably the neighbors heard. Didn't care. Just felt the pleasure ripping through me.

Wayan came seconds after me. His body went rigid. He buried himself deep. Held there. His cock pulsed inside me. I felt him come through the condom. The knowledge alone made me gasp.

Another man. Another man's orgasm inside me.

We lay there panting. His weight on top of me. His mouth still on my heavy tit. My legs still wrapped around him. The tropical sun beating down. Frangipani scent overwhelming. His sweat mixing with mine.

After a long moment he shifted. Pulled out carefully. Disposed of the condom. I lay on the lounger completely exposed. Completely sated. My body covered in his sweat and my own.

He sat on the edge of the lounger. Looking at me like he couldn't believe what had just happened.

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

"Yeah." I smiled. My body still trembling slightly. "Come on. Let's wash up."

We moved inside. To the outdoor shower. Open to the sky. Screened from the street but exposed. I turned on the water. Warm spray cascaded over us. He pulled me close immediately. His hands on my strong ass.

"Let me wash you," he said softly.

He grabbed the shower gel. Lathered his hands. Washed my shoulders. My arms. My heavy tits. His hands lingered there. Gentle now. Worshipful. My fat nipples hardened under his palms. He took his time. Circling each one. Teasing. His fingers pinched lightly. I gasped.

"Still sensitive?"

"Very."

He smiled. Bent down. Took a nipple into his mouth under the spray. Sucked. The water cascaded over his head. Over my tits. The sensation was incredible. Wet heat and suction and his tongue working me.

I moaned. My hands in his hair. Holding him there. He switched to the other nipple. Gave it the same attention. My pussy clenched. Empty. Wanting.

I took the gel from him. Washed his chest. His shoulders. Felt the muscle beneath weathered skin. His body responded. His cock hardening. Growing. Getting thick again so soon.

I soaped lower. Down his stomach. His hips. Then wrapped my hand around his cock. Washed it deliberately. Slowly. Stroking him under the water. He groaned.

"Rachel..."

"Hmm?"

"If you keep doing that..."

"What?" I stroked him again. Base to tip. "This?"

His hands gripped my shoulders. Steadying himself. His cock was fully hard now. Massive in my hand. I couldn't believe he was ready again so quickly.

We continued. The washing becoming foreplay. His hands slid between my legs. I didn't stop him. Just spread them slightly under the cascading water. His fingers explored. Found me slick. Not from water. From arousal. From wanting him again already.

"We should stop." But my hips rolled against his hand.

"Should we?" His fingers pushed inside me. Two thick digits. Slowly. Deliberately.

I gasped. My hand tightened on his cock. We stood there under the spray. Touching each other. The water pounding down. The tropical heat making everything hazy.

His fingers moved inside me. Curling. Finding that spot. I moaned. Stroked him faster. We were working each other up. Building toward something neither of us could stop.

"Rachel..." My name like a warning. Like a prayer.

"I know."

He turned me around. Pushed me gently against the tile wall. The water cascaded over us. His cock positioned at my entrance. No reaching for a condom. No hesitation. Just raw need.

He pushed inside. The thickness stretching me. No barrier between us this time. I could feel every inch of him. Every ridge. Every throb. My pussy gripped him. Still sensitive from the first round. The sensation was almost too much.

"Oh fuck." I pressed my palms against the tile. "Wayan—"

"Is okay?" He asked but didn't stop. Couldn't stop. Started moving slowly inside me.

"Yes. God yes. You feel incredible."

He moved inside me. The water pounding down. His hands gripping my strong ass. Spreading me. His cock sliding in and out. The wet sounds mixing with the shower. I could feel everything. The thickness of him. The heat. The stretch.

He reached around. Found my clit. Circled it with his thumb while he fucked me. The dual sensation overwhelming. But the position was awkward. My back bent at a strange angle. My legs trembling from the effort of staying upright. The tile slippery under my feet.

"Wait." I laughed breathlessly. Pushed back against him. "This position is killing me. My legs are shaking."

He pulled out reluctantly. Breathing hard. His cock glistening. Still rock hard.

I turned to face him. Grinned. Grabbed his shoulders for support. "You're like an eager stallion. Give a woman a chance to breathe."

He smiled. Embarrassed. Aroused. "Sorry. I just... I can't believe this is real. That you want me again."

"I do want you again." I grabbed a towel. Wiped myself quickly. Water still dripping from my hair. From my heavy tits. "But in a position where I won't break my back. Bedroom. Now."

I walked toward the bedroom. Him following. His cock bobbing with each step. Still hard. Still ready. I could feel his eyes on my strong ass. On the water droplets running down my back. On the way my hips swayed.

We reached the bed. I turned. Pushed him down onto the mattress. He fell back. Surprised. Aroused. His massive cock standing at attention. Pointing at the ceiling.

I crawled over him. Slowly. Deliberately. Seductive. My heavy tits hanging down. Swaying. My hair wet and wild. Water droplets falling onto his chest. I straddled him. Positioned myself above his thick cock.

"My turn to be in control," I said.

I lowered myself onto him. Slowly. Inch by inch. No condom. The risk already taken. The boundary already crossed. He slid inside. Raw. Direct. The sensation overwhelming. I could feel him pulse. Feel every throb. Every ridge.

"Fuck." His hands gripped my hips. "You're so wet. So tight."

I braced my hands on his chest. Started riding him. Not slow and gentle. Not fast and wild yet either. Something in between. Finding my rhythm. My strong ass bouncing. My heavy tits swaying with each movement. His eyes locked on them. Mesmerized.

"Touch them," I said.

His hands moved to my tits immediately. Cupped them. Squeezed them. His thumbs worked my fat nipples. Pinching. Rolling. The pleasure shot straight to my pussy. I moaned. Rode him harder.

"Your tits are incredible." His voice was strained. "So heavy. So perfect."

"You love my tits, don't you?"

"Yes. I dream about them. About this."

I leaned forward. Changed the angle. His cock hit deeper. Hit something inside me that made stars explode. I gasped. Rode him from this angle. Chasing that sensation.

His hands moved to my strong ass. Gripped hard. Helped me move. Guided my rhythm. But let me stay in control. Let me use his body for my pleasure.

"That's it." His breathing was ragged. "Ride my cock. Take what you want."

I rode him harder. Faster. My body building toward another orgasm. Different from the first. This one sharper. More intense. The friction perfect. The angle perfect. Everything perfect.

"I'm close." My voice broke. "So fucking close."

"Not yet." His hands stilled my hips. Stopped my movement. "Not yet."

I whimpered. Frustrated. Desperate. "Why—"

"I want this to last." He rolled us over. Suddenly I was on my back. Him on top. His cock still inside me. "I want to make you cum again. Harder this time."

He started moving. Long, slow strokes. Pulling almost all the way out. Then pushing back in. Deep. Deliberate. Torturous. Each stroke hitting every nerve ending. Making me gasp. Making me beg.

"Please. Wayan, please."

"Please what?"

"Fuck me harder. Make me cum."

He did. His rhythm changed. Faster. Harder. His cock pounding into me. The bed shaking. The headboard hitting the wall. I didn't care. Just felt pleasure building. Rising. Consuming everything.

His hand moved between us. Found my clit. Circled it. Pressed. The combination overwhelming. His thick cock inside me. His fingers on my clit. His mouth on my neck. Biting. Marking me.

"Cum for me." His voice rough. Commanding. "Cum on my cock."

I came. Screaming. My pussy clenched him. My back arched off the bed. My hands gripped his shoulders. Nails digging in. The orgasm ripped through me. Longer than before. Harder than before. Wave after wave of pleasure.

He kept moving. Kept fucking me through it. Drawing out every second. Until I was gasping. Trembling. Completely spent.

Then I pushed him. Rolled him onto his back again. He looked surprised. I straddled him immediately. Sank down onto his cock. Started riding him again. Wild this time. Rough. Chasing one more orgasm. For both of us.

"Fuck." His hands gripped my hips. "Rachel—"

"I want you to cum." I leaned forward. My heavy tits in his face. "I want to feel you cum inside me."

He took a nipple into his mouth. Sucked hard. His hips started moving beneath me. Meeting my rhythm. Driving deeper. Harder. Both of us chasing release.

"I'm going to cum." His voice broke. Desperate. "I can't hold—"

"Cum inside me." The words escaped before I could think. "Fill me."

He came with a roar. His hands gripped my hips bruisingly hard. He pulled me down. Buried himself deep. His cock pulsed inside me. I felt his cum. Hot and thick. Filling me. No barrier between us.

The sensation pushed me over. I came again. Smaller this time. Gentler. But still intense. My pussy milked him. Drew every drop. My body collapsed onto his chest.

We lay there panting. Sweating. Completely spent. His cock still inside me. Softening slowly. His cum leaking out around him. Both of us trembling. Sated. Transformed.

After a long time I rolled off him. Lay beside him on the bed. His arm across my stomach. My head on his shoulder. The ceiling fan turning slowly overhead. The sounds of afternoon fading toward evening.

"That was incredible." His voice was soft. Awed. Disbelieving.

"Yeah." I traced patterns on his chest. Felt his heartbeat slow. "It really was."

We stayed like that until the light changed. Until the reality of time intruded. Until I knew he had to leave.

He dressed slowly. Like leaving was physically painful. I wrapped myself in a sarong. Walked him to the door.

"Same time next week?" His eyes were hopeful. Vulnerable.

"I need to talk to Tom first." The words were honest. "About everything that happened. About... the condom situation."

He nodded. Understanding. Worried. "I'm sorry. I should have—"

"We both should have." I touched his arm. "It's not just on you."

"Thank you. For today. For... everything."

"Thank you."

After he left I stood in the empty villa. My body marked. Used. Satisfied. I could still feel him inside me. Still feel his cum leaking out. The intimacy of it overwhelming. The risk of it terrifying.

I went to the shower. Washed properly this time. His cum ran down my legs. The evidence of what we'd done. What I'd allowed. What I'd wanted. What I'd asked for.

I looked at myself in the mirror. My heavy tits marked with his mouth. Dark bruises forming. My strong ass bruised from his hands. My pussy swollen and tender. And deep inside, his cum.

I dried off. Put on clean clothes. Went to the pool to wait for Tom.
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The sun was dropping low enough that the pool had stopped steaming, and the light turned the water the color of amber. My skin was still damp, my hair heavy and dripping down my back. I sat on the edge of the daybed with my legs in the water, my stiletto-heeled sandals abandoned on the stone beside me, and I couldn't stop trembling.

My pussy was still sore. Not pain exactly. A fullness, a stretching, a reminder of being used in a way I hadn't experienced in twenty-three years. His cock inside me had been so much bigger than Tom's. So much thicker. I could still feel the stretch of it, the burning at the opening, the way I'd gripped the lounge cushion and gasped his name.

The sky was turning pink. Tom would be back from the university soon. Maybe twenty minutes. Maybe thirty.

I lifted my full breasts out of my bikini top and looked down at them. My nipples were dark, swollen, bruised from his mouth. Wayan's mouth. The name still felt foreign in my head but electric on my skin. I touched one and felt it all the way down between my thighs, a sharp pleasure that made me hiss. The tenderness was proof. Proof that it had happened. That he had happened.

The thing I couldn't stop thinking was that I wanted him to come back.

Not just wanted. Needed. The word that came to mind was desperate, and that terrified me in ways I couldn't articulate. Because this wasn't fantasy anymore. This was real. His hands had been rough. Weathered. So different from Tom's careful touch. His cock had been huge. So much bigger than my husband's. And I had loved every second of it.

I heard the gate to the villa. My stomach flipped. The sound of Tom's shoes on the stone path.

I quickly pulled my bikini top back up, sitting straighter on the daybed with my legs still in the amber water, trying to look casual about the fact that I had just spent two hours getting fucked by another man. My heart was pounding so hard I thought he might hear it.

Tom appeared around the corner, his linen shirt darkened with sweat at the collar and chest, his hair slightly damp. He saw me and stopped completely. His eyes scanned my face, my flushed skin, my damp hair, the way my nipples were still pressing against the wet fabric of my bikini top. He inhaled deeply.

"You look different," he said. Then, without waiting for me to respond, his voice dropped lower. "You did it."

It wasn't a question.

All the words I'd been rehearsing, all the careful explanations I'd prepared, just evaporated. There was no point in denying it. The truth was written all over me—in my flushed face, my swollen lips, my marked skin.

"Yes," I said quietly.

Tom pulled off his sandals and came to the daybed, and I pushed my full thigh against his. Up close, I could smell him, the sweat and the sun and his own skin underneath. His hand found the inside of my knee under the water and didn't move away.

"Tell me everything," he said.

So I did. Starting with the moment at ten when Wayan arrived, how I'd stepped onto the patio completely naked, my vulnerability and arousal mixed into one. I described how he'd looked at me like I was something sacred. How Tom's explicit permission had broken through his hesitation. How he'd touched my heavy tits for the first time—his weathered hands so rough, so different from Tom's.

Tom's hand tightened on my knee. His free hand was now pressed against his chinos, not bothering to hide his erection.

"Keep going," he said.

So I told him how Wayan's fingers had felt inside me. How thick they were. How much deeper they reached than Tom's ever could. I told him about being bent over the lounger, about taking Wayan's massive cock inside me for the first time in twenty-three years. The burning stretch. The way I'd gasped at the size of him. The way my body had adjusted, accommodated, welcomed him.

I described his mouth on my neck, his hands gripping my strong ass, the rhythm of him fucking me in the sun with the garden exposed, with neighbors possibly watching. I told him how different it felt. How foreign and thrilling and absolutely fucking incredible.

I told him about the shower afterward. How Wayan had washed me gently, reverently, like I was something precious. How I'd stroked his cock back to hardness under the spray. How he'd taken me again against the shower wall, his hands on my heavy tits, water cascading over us.

Tom's breathing was ragged now. His hand on my thigh was squeezing hard enough to leave marks.

"How many times did he make you come?" His voice was strained.

"Three times. Maybe four. I lost count." My own voice was breathy, shaky. "His cock was so much bigger than yours, Tom. I'd never felt anything like it."

"Jesus Christ." He pulled me close. His mouth found mine. He kissed me hard, tasting my desperation, my satisfaction, the ghost of another man still on my skin.

I told him everything while his hand moved on his own hard length through his pants, while his breathing got heavier, while the light turned from pink to purple and the cicadas started their evening noise. Every detail. The stretch. The fullness. The overwhelming sensation of being fucked by a man whose body felt completely different from my husband's.

When I finished, there was silence. Just the sound of the water and the cicadas and Tom trying to control his breathing.

"You really did it," he said finally.

"I really did it."

"And he's coming back?"

"Friday. For house cleaning. Tom, his cock was—"

"I know." He stood up. Pulled me to my feet. His eyes were dark, intense. "Take me to the shower. Right now. I need you."

We moved toward the outdoor shower, and I watched my husband's face transform. Not anger. Not jealousy. Pure, raw hunger. He pulled off his clothes before we even reached the enclosure. Lifted me against him under the warm spray. Fucked me hard while water cascaded over us both. And the whole time he whispered the same thing over and over.

"My beautiful wife. My incredible wife. You're mine. You're still mine."

And I believed him. Even with Wayan's marks on my skin. Even with him still inside me somehow. I was still Tom's. This was just an expansion. Not a replacement.

But when I came, I was thinking of Wayan's massive cock, his rough hands, his weathered face. And I came harder than I ever had with Tom.

We stayed under the shower until the water ran lukewarm, then moved to the bed wrapped in towels. The ceiling fan spun slowly above us, the white curtains billowing in the evening breeze. Tom laid on his back with his arm around me, my head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat slow down.

I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop. For the questions that would feel like accusations. For the moment when reality would crash in and he'd realize what we'd actually done. What I'd actually done. But it didn't come. He just held me, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my bare shoulder.

"Are you okay?" I finally asked. My voice sounded small.

"I should be asking you that."

"I'm asking you first."

He was quiet for a long moment. I could feel him thinking, choosing his words carefully the way he always did when something mattered.

"I'm more than okay," he said. "I'm... I don't even know the word. Turned on doesn't cover it. Neither does excited. It's like watching you become someone I always knew was there but couldn't quite see."

I lifted my head to look at him. His eyes were soft, honest, completely open.

"I was terrified you'd hate it," I admitted. "Or hate me."

"Rachel." He touched my face, his thumb brushing my cheek. "How could I possibly hate you for doing exactly what we talked about? What I encouraged you to do?"

"Talking about it and actually doing it are different things."

"I know." His hand moved to my hair, fingers threading through the damp strands. "But seeing you like this... seeing you glow like this... you looked so alive when I came home. So present in your body. I've never seen you look that way."

The words hit me harder than I expected. I felt tears prick at my eyes, and I wasn't even sure why.

"I felt alive," I whispered. "I felt like myself for the first time in years."

"Then that's everything." He pulled me closer. "That's all I want for you."

We laid there in the growing darkness, the fan humming above us, the sounds of the evening filtering in through the open windows. Somewhere down the road, music played. A motorbike passed by. The garden rustled with night insects and small creatures. Bali settling into its nocturnal rhythm.

"Can I ask you something?" I said.

"Anything."

"When you saw me today, when you knew what had happened... were you jealous at all?"

He thought about it. I loved that about Tom—he never rushed to answer difficult questions.

"No," he said finally. "Not jealous. Maybe... envious? That he got to see you like that. Experience you like that. But not jealous. Because you came back to me. You told me everything. You let me in."

"I'll always come back to you."

"I know." His voice was certain, absolute. "That's why this works."

I shifted so I could look at him properly. "What if I want to do it again?"

"Then you should do it again."

"With Wayan?"

"With whoever you want."

The casual way he said it made my stomach flip. "You make it sound so simple."

"Isn't it?" He smiled slightly. "You're attracted to someone. The moment feels right. You act on it. Why does it have to be more complicated than that?"

"Because we're married. Because there are rules. Because—"

"Fuck the rules." He cut me off gently. "I don't want you operating under some set of arbitrary restrictions we made up because we thought we were supposed to. I trust you. Your judgment. Your instincts. If you want someone, take them. If you don't, don't. It's that simple."

I stared at him. "You're serious."

"Completely."

"So if I see someone tomorrow and I want them, I just... do it?"

"If that's what you want, yes." He touched my face again. "Rachel, I don't want to manage this. I don't want to be the gatekeeper of your desire. I want you to be free. Actually free. Not free within parameters I set."

My heart was racing now. The implications of what he was saying were enormous.

"What if I fall for someone?" The question came out before I could stop it.

Tom's expression didn't change. "Will you?"

"I don't know. Maybe? Isn't that a risk?"

"It's a risk I'm willing to take." His voice was steady, calm. "Because I know you. I know your heart. And I know that even if you develop feelings for someone else, it doesn't erase what we have. Love isn't finite, Rachel. It doesn't run out."

I felt something crack open inside my chest. Something I hadn't even known was closed.

"How are you this calm about this?" I asked.

"Because I've never been more sure of us." He pulled me down to kiss him, soft and lingering. "You fucked another man today. A man with a bigger cock than mine. A man who made you come more times than I probably ever have in one session. And you're here. In our bed. With me. Choosing me. That tells me everything I need to know."

"I'll always choose you," I said against his mouth.

"I know. That's the point." He kissed me again. "So stop asking for permission. I'm not going to give you rules or restrictions or schedules. I trust you to know what you want and what we need. That's all the structure this needs."

I laid my head back on his chest, overwhelmed. The freedom he was offering felt almost too big to hold.

"What if I don't know what I want?"

"Then you figure it out." His hand moved to my back, stroking slowly. "But I think you know better than you're admitting. I think you've known for a while."

He was right. Somewhere beneath all the fear and uncertainty, I did know. I wanted this. Not just Wayan. Not just one more experience to check off a list. I wanted the freedom to desire openly. To act on attraction without guilt. To explore this side of myself I'd buried for two decades.

"I want more," I said quietly.

"Then take more."

"I don't want this to hurt you."

"It won't." He kissed the top of my head. "You know what would hurt me? Watching you suppress yourself again. Watching you disappear back into the version of Rachel who plays it safe. That would destroy me."

I closed my eyes, feeling the truth of his words sink into my bones.

"I love you," I said.

"I love you too." His arms tightened around me. "My beautiful, brave, extraordinary wife. Go explore. Come back and tell me everything. That's all I need."

We fell asleep like that, tangled together in the warm Bali night, with all the possibilities stretching out before us like an uncharted ocean.

Morning came early. The sun spilled across the bed in thick golden bars, and I woke with Tom's arm still around me, his body curved against my back. For a moment, before my brain caught up with reality, everything felt the same as it always had. Then I felt the soreness between my thighs—a tender reminder—and the whole day came rushing back.

Wayan's hands on my body. His thick cock inside me. The shower with Tom. The freedom he'd given me. The terrifying, exhilarating freedom.

I slipped out of bed carefully, not wanting to wake him. The villa was quiet, still, that peculiar stillness that exists only in the hour after dawn. I made coffee and sat at the kitchen table with my laptop, scrolling through nothing in particular, but really just sitting with the feeling of being fundamentally changed.

I looked different to myself. Not in any obvious way. Same face. Same body. But something in the mirror was different. More present. More real. Like I'd stepped out of a photograph and into actual three dimensions.

By the time Tom woke, I'd already swum in the pool, had breakfast, and was sitting with a book I wasn't reading. He came out onto the patio with that languid, satisfied look of someone who'd slept well, and he smiled at me like nothing had changed. Like we hadn't just irrevocably altered the foundation of our marriage.

"Morning," he said, kissing the top of my head.

"Morning."

He poured coffee and sat beside me. Neither of us spoke for a while. The silence felt full rather than empty.

"How are you feeling?" he finally asked.

"Honestly?" I set my book down. "I don't know. Alive. Confused. Terrified. All of it at once."

"That makes sense."

"Does it? Because I feel like maybe I should be freaking out and I'm... not."

Tom nodded, sipping his coffee. "You know what I think? I think part of you has been waiting for permission to be this version of yourself for a very long time. And now you have it."

"Permission from you, you mean."

"Permission from me, sure. But more importantly, I think you're giving it to yourself." He looked at me over his coffee cup. "That's the real shift here."

I thought about that. About how different it was to have a husband say you can versus discovering for myself that I could. That I would. That I wanted to.

"Wayan comes back Friday," I said. It wasn't a question or a request. Just a statement of fact.

"I know."

"I'm thinking about inviting him again."

"Okay."

"Just like that? Okay?"

Tom shrugged. "What do you want me to say? That I don't want you to? We both know that's not true. You should do what feels right to you."

It was so simple the way he said it. So uncomplicated. No negotiation. No debate. Just trust.

I spent the rest of the day in a strange headspace. Part of me was rehearsing conversations with Wayan in my head. Part of me was terrified I was making a terrible mistake. Part of me didn't care what anyone thought because I'd never felt more like myself.

That evening, we went to dinner at a small restaurant overlooking the rice paddies. The sun was setting in shades of orange and pink, and Tom ordered a bottle of wine I probably shouldn't have been drinking given the afternoon heat. We talked about his classes. About a journal article he was considering submitting. About the weather. Completely normal things.

But underneath the normal conversation was something else. A current of electricity. An understanding that had shifted between us.

As we were leaving, a young man brushed past me—probably in his late twenties, with dark eyes and a careful smile. Tom noticed me notice him. He caught my eye and there was something in his expression that suggested he understood exactly what I was thinking.

Later, at a small market, a bartender from a beach club we'd visited made conversation while making Tom a drink. Handsome. Charming. Probably half my age. He looked at me with interest, and Tom didn't intercede or claim me. He just watched, letting the moment exist without controlling it.

"You're doing it," he said quietly as we walked back to the motorbike.

"Doing what?"

"Starting to see the world differently. Like men are possibilities instead of just... decoration."

He was right. I was seeing men differently now. Not obsessively. Not impulsively. But with genuine interest. With an awareness of my own power to attract them. My own ability to act on that attraction if I wanted to.

Back at the villa, Tom took me to bed without any preamble or buildup. He just loved me quietly, gently, completely. Not reclaiming me from Wayan. Just being present with me. And I realized that this was what he'd meant about not needing rules or structure. This—his complete acceptance of me, in all my complexity and desire—this was the structure. This was enough.

Afterward, we lay tangled together in the darkness.

"Are you scared?" Tom asked.

"Terrified," I admitted.

"Of what?"

"That this will destroy us somehow. That I'll want too much and you'll resent it. That I'll become someone you don't recognize."

"You won't." His voice was certain. "And even if you do, I'll recognize you. Because you'll still be Rachel. Just... more of Rachel."

I turned to face him in the darkness. I could barely see his features, but I knew them by heart.

"What if I want different kinds of men? What if I want to try things with different people?"

"Then try them."

"What if it becomes a compulsion? What if I get addicted?"

Tom was quiet for a moment. "Do you think that's what will happen?"

"I don't know. I've been suppressing this part of myself for so long. Now that I'm not suppressing it... what if I go wild?"

"Maybe you should."

His simple acceptance of that possibility—that I might do things beyond his comfort, that I might push boundaries, that I might surprise us both—that terrified me more than any anger could have.

"You don't really mean that," I said.

"I do." He reached over and touched my face in the darkness. "Rachel, I want you to be happy. I want you to explore. I want you to be free. And yes, that's scary for both of us. But the alternative—you spending the rest of your life wondering what if, resenting me for it, slowly suffocating—that's not acceptable to me."

I fell asleep thinking about Friday. About Wayan's hands. About the way his cock had felt inside me. About the moment I would tell him yes, without hesitation, without checking first with Tom.

Because I didn't need Tom's permission anymore. He'd given me something better than permission. He'd given me agency.

The question was: what would I do with it?
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I was floating on my back in the pool when I heard the gate open. Midday sun, the water warm, my body suspended and weightless. My breasts broke the surface, my dark nipples exposed to the sky, and I didn't move to cover them. There was no one here but Wayan, and he'd already seen me naked. Already been inside me.

Tom was at the university, lecturing about sustainable tourism. He wouldn't be back for hours. I had all the time in the world.

I watched Wayan appear around the corner with his cleaning supplies, his weathered face already turning in my direction before his eyes found me. His entire body went still. I could see the exact moment his cock responded, the press of it against his work pants.

"Good morning," I said, my voice casual, like I wasn't half-naked and floating in front of him.

"Morning, Mrs. Rachel." His English was accented, careful. He always called me that, the formality somehow more intimate than my name would have been.

"Come help me," I said, still floating. "The water's perfect today."

He hesitated for only a moment. Then he set down his cleaning supplies and started unbuttoning his shirt.

I watched him undress. Slow and deliberate, like he was performing for me. Which, I realized, he was. He pulled off his shirt, revealing the broad, sun-darkened chest I already knew well. His pants followed. His underwear. And then he was standing at the pool's edge, fully hard, his thick cock jutting from his body.

"Come here," I said. Not a request.

He dove into the pool with an easy grace, surfacing just a few feet from me. The water streamed off his face, his shoulders, and I watched him tread water, watching me back. The tension between us was electric, obvious, thick enough to cut.

I swam toward him slowly. When I reached him, I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him close. His hands found my ass immediately, gripping, and I could feel his hard cock pressed between us, hot against my stomach even in the cool water.

"I've been thinking about you," I said against his mouth.

"Me too." His voice was rough. "Every day since."

I kissed him then. Deep and hungry, my tongue in his mouth, tasting him. His hands tightened on my ass, pulling me harder against him, and I moaned into his mouth. The kiss went on and on, desperate and uncontrolled, and I realized how much I'd wanted this. Not just the sex. This—the kissing, the touching, the urgency of two bodies needing each other.

His mouth moved to my neck, sucking and biting, and I arched back, giving him access. One of his hands came up to cup my heavy breast, squeezing, and I felt my nipple harden against his palm. He pinched it and I gasped, grinding against him.

"Fuck," I breathed. "I need you."

"Where?" His mouth was at my ear now. "Here? In the water?"

"Yes." I reached between us and gripped his cock, stroking him. "Right here."

He groaned and pushed me back against the pool wall, his hands everywhere now—my tits, my ass, between my thighs. I spread my legs wider, letting him feel how wet I was, how ready. His fingers found my pussy and pushed inside, and I cried out at the sudden fullness.

"You're so wet," he said.

"I want your cock," I said. "Now."

He positioned himself at my entrance, the thick head of him pressing against me, and I tilted my hips, ready for him to fill me completely.

He pushed inside me with one smooth motion, and I gasped at the fullness of him. The water made everything slippery and strange, the resistance different than before, and I wrapped my legs tighter around him to keep my position against the pool wall.

"Oh God," I breathed.

"You okay?" His forehead was against mine, his breathing already ragged.

"More than okay."

He started to move then, his hips driving forward with urgent, hungry thrusts. The water sloshed around us, and I could feel every inch of his thick cock sliding in and out of me. My tits bounced with each thrust, my nipples hard and aching, and I held onto his shoulders for leverage.

"You feel so good," he said against my neck. "So fucking good."

"Harder," I told him. "I want you to fuck me harder."

He didn't hesitate. His pace increased, the thrusts becoming more forceful, and I could feel the pressure building deep inside me. The water was cool against my heated skin, the sun beating down on my face and shoulders, and the combination of sensations was overwhelming. The tightness of his cock inside me. The weight of his body. The sounds of water and our breathing and his quiet groans of pleasure.

I came suddenly, without warning, my body clenching around him as the orgasm rolled through me. I cried out, my nails digging into his shoulders, and he groaned as he felt me come, but he kept moving inside me, controlled, waiting.

"You're going to make me lose it," he said through gritted teeth.

"Not yet," I whispered. "I want more."

I pulled away from him and swam toward the edge of the pool, pulling myself up to sit on the stone. My legs dangled in the water, my pussy still throbbing, still wet from him. He stayed in the water, treading just beneath me, and I could see the hunger in his eyes.

"Come here," he said, his voice rough.

I spread my legs wider for him, and he moved between them, his face at the level of my pussy. His hands gripped my ass, pulling me closer to the edge, and his mouth found me immediately.

"Oh my God," I gasped as his tongue touched my clit.

He licked me with eager, urgent strokes, his face pressed against me, and I couldn't help but move, grinding my hips forward to increase the pressure. The sun was hot on my wet skin, and the contrast of the cool water and his warm mouth was almost unbearable.

"Yes," I breathed. "Right there. Don't stop."

His tongue worked faster, more insistent, and I could feel the pressure building again already. My hands gripped the stone beneath me, my back arching as he devoured me, as he made it clear he was just as hungry for this as I was.

I came hard, my thighs clenching around his head as the orgasm tore through me. I gasped his name, my body trembling, and he didn't stop—he kept licking me through it, his tongue working until I was overstimulated and had to push him away.

When he finally surfaced, his face was wet with water and my arousal, and he was still hard, his cock standing proud from the water.

"Come," I said, pulling him up and out of the pool. "The daybed."

We stumbled across the stone, dripping wet, and fell onto the cushions. The sun was warm on my skin, evaporating the water quickly, and I could feel his cock still hard against my thigh.

I moved into position on my hands and knees, my ass elevated, and he positioned himself behind me. The first thrust from this angle hit something deep inside me, and I gasped. He set a steady rhythm, his hands on my hips, pulling me back onto him with each forward motion. My heavy tits swung beneath me, hypersensitive and aching, and I could feel the pressure building between my thighs again.

"Fuck me," I urged him. "Don't stop."

He didn't. His pace was relentless, and I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, and the daybed cushions moved beneath us with the force of it. I came again, my orgasm rolling through me in waves, and he groaned as my pussy clenched around him, but he didn't let himself finish. Not yet. He was holding on, staying right on the edge.

I pulled away from him and adjusted my position, lying on my stomach against the daybed. He positioned himself on top of me, his cock sliding inside me from this new angle. The pressure was completely different—deeper, more intimate—and I gasped at the sensation.

He braced himself on his forearms, his chest against my back, and started to move with a deep, grinding motion. His mouth found my shoulder, my neck, and he whispered dirty things in his accented English that made my whole body respond.

"Come for me," he whispered. "Come again."

I did, my body tensing beneath his, my orgasm intense and consuming, and he kept moving, kept the pressure building inside me even as I came.

When the waves had passed, I rolled us over, and he ended up on his back with me straddling him. I positioned myself over his cock and sank down slowly, feeling him fill me completely. Then I started to ride.

My hands were on his chest, my eyes open and locked with his, and I moved with intention. This was measured. I was taking what I needed from his body, and he was letting me, his hands resting on my hips, his eyes hungry as he watched my tits move with each motion.

"You're beautiful," he said.

I felt beautiful. Powerful. I rode him with confidence, my body moving in rhythms that felt perfect, that hit exactly the right spots. I could feel the pleasure building deep in my core again, that tight coil of tension that meant I was close.

"I'm going to come," I told him.

"Do it," he said, his voice strained now. "Come on my cock."

I did, throwing my head back as the orgasm took me, my body shaking as I ground down on him, milking him with my tightness. And this time, finally, he let himself go. I felt him swell inside me, felt him pulse as he came, felt the heat of his release filling me completely.

I collapsed onto his chest, both of us gasping, both of us spent.

The sun was warm on my back. The garden was quiet except for the sound of our breathing and the distant hum of the cicadas. His arms came around me, holding me against him, and I felt completely and utterly satisfied.

"That was incredible," he said quietly.

I didn't answer. I just laid there on his chest, feeling his heartbeat slow beneath me, feeling the weight of his arms around me, feeling completely and totally present in my own body and my own pleasure.

This was what freedom felt like.

Wayan had left hours ago. I'd showered, changed, tried to read by the pool but couldn't focus. My body was still humming, still satisfied in a way that felt almost foreign. I kept replaying moments—the weight of him, the stretch, the way his mouth had felt on me at the pool's edge.

My phone buzzed. A text from Tom: Meet me at Segara Village. 7pm.

I checked the time. 6:15. Just enough time to get ready.

Segara Village was quiet when I arrived, the beachfront restaurant's torches already lit against the darkening sky, the ocean beyond a deep blue turning purple with the approaching night. Tom was at a table right near the water with a view of the horizon, two glasses of wine already on the table. When he saw me, he stood and kissed me, his hand lingering on the small of my back.

As we ordered, the conversation was perfectly normal. His day at the university. A student paper that had impressed him. The weather forecast. We talked about nothing in particular, the words just filling space. But underneath everything was the current I'd come to recognize—the awareness that something had happened today, that I'd spent my afternoon with another man, that he wanted to hear every detail.

We were halfway through our mains when he reached across the table and took my hand.

"Did you?" he asked quietly, his thumb stroking across my knuckles.

"Yes," I said simply.

"Tell me when we get home," he said. "All of it."

Back at the villa, I poured two whiskies—two fingers each, neat—and we moved to the daybed on the deck. The night had settled around us, warm and perfumed with night-blooming flowers, and the stars were scattered across the black sky like someone had thrown diamonds into darkness. Tom reclined against the cushions and I settled against his chest, my back to him, his arms coming around me.

I took a sip of whisky and started to talk.

"We started in the pool," I began. "He came, and I invited him in. We couldn't stop kissing."

Tom's hand moved to my breast, settling there, just holding me for a moment before his fingers began to trace lazy circles around my nipple through my thin silk shirt.

"How did it feel?" His voice was low, intimate.

"Hungry," I said. "Like we couldn't get enough of each other. We fucked right there in the water, against the wall."

I felt him harden against my back, felt the way his breath changed slightly. His fingers found the buttons of my shirt and began to undo them one by one, his touch deliberate and slow.

"I came almost immediately," I continued. "Then I wanted him to eat me out. I pulled myself up to sit on the edge of the pool."

Tom had opened my shirt completely now, and he slid it off my shoulders, leaving my breasts bare. He cupped one of them, his palm warm, his fingers gentle, and began to play with my nipple—rolling it between his thumb and forefinger, watching it harden.

"He was still in the water," I said. "Between my legs. His mouth on me. His tongue was so eager, so insistent."

"Did you come?" Tom's voice was hoarse now.

"Yes. Hard. I had to push him away because I was so sensitive. I could barely stand it."

Tom's free hand moved down to my thigh, slipping under my skirt, and I could feel his fingers tracing patterns on my skin. His thumb found the inside of my knee and stroked upward, toward where I was already getting wet.

"Then we went to the daybed," I said. "He took me from behind first. Doggy style. I could feel everything."

Tom's hand moved higher, finding the edge of my underwear, and he slipped beneath the fabric. His fingers found my pussy and paused, noticing how wet I already was just from telling him this story.

"You're soaked," he said. His finger found my entrance and pushed inside slowly, deliberately.

"I was wet from him," I said. "Dripping. He filled me completely."

His finger moved inside me, and his other hand continued to play with my breast, pinching my nipple until I gasped.

"I came again in that position," I continued, my voice breathless now. "Then I got on top of him. Rode him. I was controlling the pace, and he was just watching me, just letting me use him for my pleasure."

Tom's finger thrust inside me deeper, his palm grinding against my clit with each motion, and I could feel the pressure building already. His mouth found the side of my neck, and he kissed me there, his teeth grazing my skin.

"He came inside me," I whispered. "Filled me completely. I could feel him pulsing, could feel the heat of it."

Tom added another finger, stretching me, and his pace increased slightly. I could feel him breathing against my neck, could feel the way his chest was rising and falling faster now.

"The feeling of him coming inside me was..." I trailed off, unable to find the words.

"Was what?" Tom asked, his lips against my ear.

"Incredible. I've never felt anything like it. His cock is so thick, so big. The stretch, the fullness—it's like nothing I've ever experienced."

Tom's fingers moved faster now, and I could feel myself climbing toward orgasm. His mouth was on my shoulder, my neck, his hands everywhere—one inside me, one on my breast, both of them claiming me, celebrating me, honoring what I'd done.

"I want you to keep going," he said. "I want you to fuck him again. As many times as you want."

"I will," I breathed.

"You're incredible," he said. "Do you know that? You're the most beautiful, most courageous woman I've ever known."

I came then, his fingers still inside me, his palm still grinding against my clit, and he held me through it, letting me shake against him, letting me cry out into the Bali night.

When I'd caught my breath, he withdrew his hand and brought his wet fingers to his mouth, tasting me. Our eyes met, and there was something in his gaze that was pure love mixed with pure lust.
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Tom mentioned it casually over breakfast one morning. "I've arranged for a driver. Someone reliable. He'll be available whenever you want to explore the island."

I looked up from my coffee. "A driver?"

"You've been wanting to see more of Bali. Kuta, Semanyak, the temples. I thought you'd enjoy having someone who knows the island, who can take you wherever you want." He smiled slightly. "No pressure. Just an option."

I understood immediately what he was really saying. This wasn't about sightseeing. This was Tom creating opportunity. The knowledge of it made something shift in my chest.

Ketut arrived the next morning in a white Range Rover, immaculate and professional. He was younger than I expected—probably early twenties, with dark eyes and an easy smile that suggested he knew exactly what was happening. His linen shirt was pressed. His shorts were crisp. He was, in a word, gorgeous.

"Good morning, Mrs. Rachel," he said, opening the passenger door for me. "Mr. Tom told me you wanted to see Bali."

I settled into the seat, acutely aware of his presence beside me, the smell of cologne and something citrusy. "I do. I want to see everything."

Over the next two weeks, we saw everything. Kuta Beach on a Saturday afternoon, the sand crowded with surfers and tourists, and Ketut stayed close to me, his hand on the small of my back as we navigated the chaos. He pointed out the best spots, the local legends. I felt the pressure of his palm and let it stay there longer than necessary.

Semanyak came next. We ate at a restaurant overlooking the ocean, and he recommended the fish. He sat across from me at the table, and I caught him watching me eat, his eyes lingering on my mouth when I brought the fork to my lips. He didn't look away when I caught him. Just smiled.

Uluwatu temple was next—the clifftop location so stunning it almost took my breath away. Ketut stood beside me at the railing, looking out at the ocean, and when a breeze caught my hair, he reached over and tucked a strand behind my ear. The gesture was tender and intimate. More than professional.

"You like it?" he asked.

"It's beautiful," I said. And I was looking at him when I said it.

Nusa Dua came later—the resort island pristine and manicured. We walked along the beach, and he told me about his life. His family in the village. His dreams of owning his own business. The way he talked about the future felt like he was including me in it somehow, like I was someone worth sharing his aspirations with.

In the car between destinations, the conversations became more personal. He asked about my life in the States. About Tom. About why we'd come to Bali. I found myself telling him things I hadn't even told Tom—small vulnerabilities, dreams I'd buried years ago.

"You're very beautiful," he said one afternoon as we drove toward Kuta. "Mr. Tom is very lucky."

I didn't respond immediately. Just let the compliment settle between us.

"I like being here," I said finally. "With you. Seeing the island."

In the rearview mirror, I saw him smile.

The touches became more frequent. His hand on my shoulder when helping me out of the car. His fingers brushing my arm when pointing out something in the distance. Once, when we stopped at a market, he guided me through the crowd with his hand on the small of my back, and I didn't move away. I leaned into it.

I caught him watching me in the rearview mirror more than once. Not quickly looking away anymore. Just holding my gaze for a long moment before returning his attention to the road.

On the eighth or ninth outing—I'd lost count—I directed him to a different route. One that went away from the main tourist areas, up into the quieter hills where the roads became narrower, more secluded. Palm trees heavy with coconuts lined the sides. Locals on scooters passed us occasionally, but mostly there was just Ketut and me in the car.

"Where are we going?" he asked, though his tone suggested he already knew.

"Somewhere quiet," I said. "I want to see where the locals go."

He drove for another ten minutes before pulling into a small clearing surrounded by palm trees and banana plants. A hidden spot. Private. Exactly what I'd been looking for.

He turned off the engine and turned to look at me. His eyes were dark and serious.

"Mrs. Rachel," he said carefully. "Are you sure?"

I unfastened my seatbelt and moved into the backseat. "Come here," I said.

He didn't hesitate.

He climbed into the backseat with me, and immediately his mouth was on mine. His kiss was different from Wayan's—urgent, desperate, less controlled. He kissed me like he'd been waiting for this, like he couldn't believe it was finally happening. His hands found my waist and pulled me against him.

"You're sure?" he asked again, his forehead against mine.

"Completely sure," I said.

He kissed me again, deeper this time, and I felt his cock harden against my thigh. His youth was evident in every movement—eager, intense, barely contained energy. His hands moved to my breasts through my thin sundress, squeezing, and I gasped at the firmness of his touch. Everything about him was different from Wayan. Tighter. More muscular. More restless.

"Take this off," he said, tugging at my dress.

I pulled it over my head, and he stared at me for a long moment before reaching for me again. His hands were all over me—my breasts, my waist, my thighs—mapping my body with urgent, greedy touches. I could feel his cock pressing against me, hard and thick, and I reached down to grip it through his shorts.

He groaned and pulled back just enough to push his shorts and underwear down, freeing his erection. He was thick—not quite as thick as Wayan, but younger-looking, harder, almost angry in its arousal. I stroked him once, twice, and he grabbed my wrist.

"No," he said. "I need to be inside you. Now."

I straddled him in the backseat, my knees on either side of his hips, and positioned myself over his cock. The backseat was small, the space confined, and it forced our bodies close together in a way that felt almost claustrophobic. Almost perfect.

I sank down onto him slowly, feeling the stretch as he filled me. His hands gripped my ass, and he made a sound like he was in pain.

"Jesus," he breathed. "You're so tight."

I started to move, setting a steady rhythm, and he immediately grabbed my hips and took over, thrusting up into me with short, urgent strokes. His youth showed in his intensity—he wasn't worried about lasting long, just focused on the friction and the feeling of being inside me. The car rocked slightly with our movement, and I could feel sweat already beading on his shoulders.

"Harder," I urged him. "Don't hold back."

He didn't. His thrusts became more forceful, and I gripped the back of the front seat for leverage, using it to bounce on him. My breasts swung with the motion, and he bent down and took one in his mouth, sucking hard while still driving into me from below.

I came suddenly, the orgasm rolling through me with surprising intensity. I cried out—loud enough that if anyone had been nearby, they would have heard. The confined space of the car seemed to amplify everything—my moans, the wet sounds of his cock moving inside me, the creak of the car seats.

"Yes," he hissed. "Come on my cock. That's so fucking hot."

I kept coming, my body trembling, my pussy clenching around him, and he kept driving into me through it, chasing his own release but clearly not there yet. His youth meant stamina. It meant endurance. It meant he could keep going. I was barely finished with my first orgasm when I could feel another building, his relentless pace and the confined intimacy of the car pushing me higher.

"I want you on your knees," he said suddenly, pulling out of me.

I quickly repositioned myself facing the front of the car, my hands braced against the back of the front seat, my knees on the edge of the backseat. He positioned himself behind me, his cock sliding back inside me with ease now that I was thoroughly wet. The angle was completely different—deeper, hitting something profound inside me that made me gasp.

His hands gripped my hips hard enough to leave marks, and he began to drive into me with a rhythm that felt almost punishing in its intensity. The windows were fogging now, and I could see us reflected in them—my body bent over the seat, my heavy tits swinging beneath me, his body behind me, the car rocking with the force of his thrusts.

"Your pussy is incredible," he groaned. "So fucking tight and hot."

He was sweating now, his breath coming in ragged gasps. I could feel his muscles working, the power and youth of him evident in every stroke. He reached around and grabbed my breast, squeezing hard, pulling me back against him as he continued to fuck me.

I came again—harder this time, my whole body shaking. I had to grip the seat to keep from losing my balance in the confined space of the car.

"Oh God," I gasped. "Don't stop. Don't fucking stop."

He didn't. His rhythm changed—faster, more erratic, his breathing becoming almost frantic. He was close now, I could feel it in the way his movements became less controlled, more desperate. I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, squeezing around him intentionally.

"Fuck, Rachel," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips so tightly I knew I'd have bruises tomorrow. "I'm going to come."

"Not yet," I whispered. I wanted to feel him like this—desperate, on the edge, struggling to hold back.

He pulled out abruptly and grabbed my hair, turning me around. He was stroking his cock with one hand, his breathing ragged, his whole body tense with the effort of holding back.

"Get on your back," he commanded.

I quickly repositioned myself on my back across the backseat, my head near the window, my legs up and spread. The space was impossibly small, almost absurdly so, but somehow he managed to position himself between my legs. He drove back inside me with a groan so deep it seemed to come from somewhere primal, and now the angle meant his entire body was pressed against mine, his chest against my breasts, his face buried in my neck.

He began to fuck me with a controlled intensity, each stroke deliberate and deep. I could feel his muscles moving under sweat-slicked skin. I could feel his youth—the pure physical power of him, the tireless athleticism. This was different from Wayan. This was raw animal need mixed with athletic vigor.

My hands gripped his back, my nails digging in as another orgasm built. The confined space made everything feel more intense—his body pressed against every part of mine, his cock hitting deep inside me with every thrust. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper.

"You're incredible," he whispered against my neck. "So fucking incredible. Mr. Tom doesn't know what he's missing."

"He knows," I gasped. "He wants this. He wants me to—"

My words dissolved into a moan as my orgasm hit. This one was different—a deep, full-body orgasm that seemed to start from somewhere inside me and radiate outward. I cried out, my body going rigid beneath him.

The sensation of me coming seemed to trigger his own release. His thrusts became erratic, and he buried himself deep inside me, his whole body tensing as he came. I felt him pulse, felt the heat of his release filling me completely, and he stayed there for a long moment, both of us breathing hard, both of us slick with sweat.

"Fuck," he gasped against my shoulder. "That was... I've never..."

"I know," I said softly.

He shifted his weight carefully, the confined space making every movement complicated. His hand found my breast and rested there, possessive and tender simultaneously. I could feel his cock still inside me, beginning to soften, and the intimacy of that moment—the aftermath of such intense physical connection in such a confined space—felt almost transcendent.

I laid my head against his shoulder, completely sated and exhausted and alive in a way I'd never felt before. Outside the car, birds were singing. A light breeze moved through the palm trees. The world was continuing on as if nothing had just happened, as if I hadn't just been irrevocably changed yet again.

We stayed like that for several minutes, not speaking, just existing in the aftermath. The car smelled like sex and sweat and his cologne. My body ached in the best possible way. I could feel him leaking out of me, could feel the evidence of what we'd just done coating the inside of my thighs.

Finally, he helped me find my sundress and pull it back on. We straightened the car as best we could, wiping down the seats, attempting to remove evidence of what we'd just done. But the smell remained, and the fogged windows, and the overall sense that something fundamental had shifted in this small space.

When we were finally presentable again, he started the engine and pulled back onto the main road like nothing had happened. But his hand kept finding my thigh, squeezing gently, his fingers lingering. And in the rearview mirror, I could see him smiling—a smile that suggested he already knew what came next, that this was just the beginning.

The Range Rover pulled up outside our villa just as the sun was beginning its descent. I expected Ketut to jump out and open my door like he'd done every other time, but instead he turned in his seat and looked at me. His expression was serious, vulnerable in a way I hadn't seen before.

"Rachel," he said. My name, not Mrs. Rachel. "I really enjoyed today."

"I did too," I said, feeling heat rise in my cheeks.

"Was it... is this a one-time thing?" His voice was careful, like he was afraid of the answer.

I smiled, feeling a surge of power at his uncertainty. "We'll have to wait and see," I said, my tone deliberately flirtatious.

He smiled back, relief evident in his expression. "Can I at least get a goodbye kiss?"

I leaned across the console and kissed him, intending it to be brief, but the moment our mouths met, something ignited. His hand came up to cup the back of my head, pulling me deeper into the kiss, and I felt my body respond immediately. When his other hand found my breast through my sundress, I moaned into his mouth.

I reached down and found his cock through his shorts—already half-hard again despite what we'd done less than an hour ago. His youth was showing again, his recovery time almost absurd. I stroked him through the fabric and felt him swell completely under my palm.

We pulled apart, both breathing hard, and looked at each other with wild, hungry eyes. Without a word, I opened the passenger door and stepped out. Then I walked around to the back door and climbed into the backseat.

Ketut was out of the driver's seat in seconds, rushing around to the back and climbing in after me. The space was even more cramped than before, the narrow aisle between the seats barely accommodating us, but neither of us cared.

He pushed me back against the seat and climbed on top of me, his mouth finding mine again as his hands pulled up my sundress. I was already wet, still loose from earlier, and when he pushed my underwear aside and positioned himself at my entrance, I grabbed his ass and pulled him inside me in one hard thrust.

"Fuck," he groaned against my neck.

There was nothing gentle about this. We were both desperate, frantic, the narrow space forcing our bodies so close together that every movement was amplified. He fucked me with short, hard thrusts, his hips driving forward with an urgency that bordered on violent. I wrapped my legs around him and met him thrust for thrust, my nails digging into his back through his shirt.

"Yes," I gasped. "Harder. Fuck me harder."

He did, his rhythm becoming almost punishing, and I could feel myself climbing toward orgasm embarrassingly fast. The car was rocking on its suspension, and I knew anyone walking by would know exactly what was happening inside.

"I'm close," he warned, his breathing ragged.

"Don't stop," I commanded. "Come inside me."

My orgasm hit first, and I cried out—loud enough that I knew Tom would hear me if he was home, loud enough that the neighbors probably heard too. My pussy clenched around Ketut's cock, and that triggered his release. He buried himself deep inside me and came with a groan, his whole body shaking as he pumped me full of his cum.

We stayed like that for a long moment, both of us gasping, both of us still trembling. Finally, he pulled out of me slowly and we started the awkward process of getting dressed in the cramped backseat.

When we were finally decent again, I leaned over and kissed him one more time—soft and lingering.

"I guess it wasn't a one-time thing," I said with a smile. "I'll call you when I need a lift."

His grin was wide and satisfied. "Anytime, Rachel. Anytime."

I climbed out of the car and walked through the garden gate, smoothing my sundress and trying to fix my hair. And there, on the deck, sitting with a whisky in hand and a knowing grin on his face, was Tom.

"He's that good?" Tom called out. "I bet the whole neighborhood heard your cries."

I ran over to him, barely containing my excitement, and threw my arms around him. I kissed him hard, tasting the whisky on his lips.

"You are the best husband ever!" I gushed. "Thank you for letting me do this!"

Tom pulled me down onto his lap, his hand immediately finding my thigh, possessive and proud. "I didn't let you do anything," he said. "You did it because you wanted to. That's what makes it so incredible."

I laid my head against his shoulder, feeling completely and utterly content. Behind us, I heard the Range Rover pull away, Ketut driving off into the Bali evening. Tomorrow I'd call him again. Or maybe Wayan. Or maybe I'd explore someone new entirely.

The possibilities felt endless, and for the first time in my life, I felt completely free.
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Tourist Territory
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We'd taken a Gojek to the Hyatt in Sanur for drinks as the evening settled over the island. Tom was right—Sanur faced east, so we didn't get the dramatic sunset that brought crowds to Seminyak and Uluwatu. Instead, we had the quiet of approaching darkness, the ocean turning from blue to grey, the sky shifting to soft purples and blacks. It felt intimate. Secret.

Tom sat at a high-top table near the pool bar with a cold beer in front of him, and I was perched on the stool beside him in a lightweight sundress that showed off my body without being obvious about it. We'd talked about this—about him bringing me here, letting me meet someone new in a public place, with him watching from a distance.

"I'm going to get new drinks," I said, leaning over to kiss his cheek. "Stay here?"

"Go," he said simply. "Have fun."

I slipped off the stool and made my way to the bar, hyperaware of the way my dress moved against my body, the way the fabric clung to my breasts. The bar was moderately crowded—tourists, some locals, couples and groups. I scanned the space as I walked, looking for someone worth the risk, someone interesting enough to justify what I was about to do.

And then I saw him.

Australian. Handsome in that sun-darkened, athletic way that spoke of beaches and outdoor living. He was alone at the bar, nursing a beer, and when he looked up and caught me looking at him, his entire face changed. His eyes tracked down my body and back up to my face, lingering on my mouth.

I was immediately wet.

He didn't wait for me to come to the bar. He stood and moved toward me, intercepting me before I'd taken another step.

"Hi," he said. His accent was pure Australian—broad vowels and that particular cadence that suggested confidence bordering on arrogance. "I'm Josh."

"Rachel," I said, taking his extended hand. His grip was firm, warm.

"Can I buy you a drink?" he asked.

I glanced back toward Tom, who was studiously looking at his phone, giving me space. Perfect.

"I was supposed to be getting drinks for myself and my friend," I said carefully. "But I could probably use a moment first."

"Perfect," Josh said, not letting go of my hand. "What are you drinking?"

We moved to the bar together, and I ordered a gin and tonic. He ordered another beer. As the bartender worked, Josh leaned against the bar and looked at me with an intensity that made my skin prickle.

"How long are you in Bali?" he asked.

"A few months," I said. "You?"

"Two weeks," he said. "I'm from Sydney. Just needed to get away, clear my head, find some sun and some fun."

The way he said "fun" made it clear he was looking for more than just sightseeing. I felt the thrill of it—the possibility.

"Bali's good for that," I said, meeting his gaze directly. "If you know where to look."

"Are you good for that?" he asked, his tone low enough that only I could hear.

My heart was racing. This was the moment where I could say no, could politely excuse myself, could retreat back to Tom and safety. Instead, I smiled.

"Maybe," I said. "Depends what you're offering."

"A night I'm guessing you won't forget," he said with absolute certainty.

I took a sip of my gin and tonic, buying myself a moment to think. But really, I'd already decided the moment I saw him. There was something about his confidence, his directness, the fact that he had no idea who I was or what my life looked like. To him, I was just a woman at a bar. A possibility. An opportunity.

"Do you stay here?" I asked, looking at him over the rim of my glass. "At the Hyatt?"

"Yeah," he said, seeming pleased by the question. "Room up on the higher floors. Great view of the ocean."

"I'd like to see that," I said slowly. "The view, I mean."

His eyebrows rose slightly, and then understanding bloomed across his face. He smiled—a slow, confident smile that suggested this wasn't his first time doing this.

"Would you now?" he said.

"Would you like to show me?" I asked, keeping my voice low and level. There was an edge to it—a boldness that surprised even me.

He drained the rest of his beer in one long pull, then set the glass down on the bar.

"Come on," he said, extending his hand toward me.

I didn't look back at Tom as I took Josh's hand and let him lead me away from the bar. But I could feel his eyes on me. Could feel the weight of his permission, his trust, his excitement.

The elevator ride was silent and charged. Josh stood close to me, close enough that I could smell him—salt and sun and something cologne-based and expensive. His hand found the small of my back, and the pressure of it was possessive in a way that made me feel simultaneously claimed and exposed.

When the elevator doors opened on his floor, he guided me down the hallway with that same hand on my back. His room was at the end, overlooking the ocean just as he'd promised. When he opened the door and I stepped inside, the first thing I saw was the view—the vast expanse of the Indian Ocean stretching out toward the horizon, the sky darkening from purple to black as night settled over Sanur.

"Beautiful," I whispered.

"Yeah," Josh said, and he wasn't talking about the view.

He closed the door behind us, and I heard the lock click.

He was on me before I had a chance to turn around. His hands found my waist and spun me to face him, and his mouth crashed against mine with pure hunger. His tongue was in my mouth immediately, claiming me, and I opened for him without hesitation.

His hands were rough—gripping, pulling, possessing. He walked me backward toward the bed without breaking the kiss, and when the back of my knees hit the mattress, he pushed me down onto it. I fell back, and he climbed on top of me, his weight pressing me into the hotel sheets.

"You're fucking gorgeous," he growled against my neck. His hands were already pulling at my sundress, yanking it up and over my head in one motion. He stared at my body—my heavy breasts, my flat stomach—and I watched his expression darken with lust.

"Take those off," he commanded, nodding at my underwear.

I obeyed, sliding them down my legs. He stripped off his own clothes, and when he was naked, I could see he was already fully hard. His cock was thick and substantial, and I felt my pussy clench in anticipation.

He grabbed my ankles and pulled me to the edge of the bed, positioning himself between my legs. Without any preparation, he pushed inside me in one hard thrust.

"Oh!" I gasped, my back arching off the bed.

He didn't wait. He just started fucking me with hard, brutal strokes that made the bed frame bang against the wall. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me onto him with each thrust.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned. "You married?"

"Yes," I admitted breathlessly.

"Does he know you're here?"

"Ahh—no," I moaned. "He doesn't know."

Something changed in Josh's expression—a feral satisfaction. He started fucking me harder, more aggressively, like he was trying to claim something. His hand came down hard on my breast, slapping it. The sting was immediate and sharp.

"Oh God!" I cried out.

He did it again, then leaned down to suck my nipple hard into his mouth before biting down slightly. I gasped at the mixture of pain and pleasure, my pussy clenching around his cock.

"Turn over," he commanded suddenly, pulling out.

I obeyed immediately, flipping onto my stomach. He grabbed my hips and pulled me up onto my knees, my face pressed into the mattress, my ass in the air. His hand came down hard on my ass—a sharp, stinging slap.

"Ahh!" I yelped.

He slapped the other cheek, then thrust back inside me from behind. This angle was deeper, more intense, and I felt him hitting something profound inside me.

"Fuck," he groaned, starting a brutal rhythm. His hand tangled in my hair and pulled—hard—yanking my head back as he drove into me.

"Oh! Oh fuck!" I moaned, the pain in my scalp mixing with the pleasure between my legs.

He fucked me like this for what felt like forever—hard, deep strokes, his hand pulling my hair, his other hand gripping my hip hard enough to bruise. I could feel my first orgasm building, that tight coil of pressure in my core.

"Does he fuck you like this?" Josh asked, his voice rough.

"No," I gasped. "Never—ahh!—never like this."

That seemed to drive him wild. He pulled my hair harder and fucked me with renewed intensity. The combination pushed me over the edge, and I came with a cry that echoed off the walls.

"That's it," he growled. "Come on my cock."

He didn't slow down, just kept pounding into me through my orgasm. When I'd recovered slightly, he pulled out and flipped me onto my back. He climbed on top of me, and as he pushed back inside, his hand came up to my throat.

He applied pressure—not enough to cut off my air completely, but enough that I had to focus on breathing. His eyes locked with mine as he started fucking me again, harder now, his hand on my throat controlling me completely.

"You like this?" he asked.

"Mm-hmm," I moaned, unable to form words with the pressure on my throat.

He increased his pace, his free hand moving to grip my breast roughly, squeezing and pinching my nipple. The sensation of being completely controlled—his hand on my throat, his cock inside me, his weight pressing me down—was overwhelming.

Another orgasm built quickly, and when it hit, my vision blurred. "Oh God, oh fuck!" I cried out, my voice hoarse from the pressure on my throat.

He released my throat and I gasped for air, my chest heaving. Before I could recover, he flipped me onto my stomach again—flat this time, my legs straight, my entire body pressed into the mattress.

"Stay just like that," he commanded.

He positioned himself on top of me, his chest against my back, and pushed inside from this new angle. The sensation was completely different—tighter, more intense. I could feel every inch of him as he started fucking me with grinding, deep thrusts.

"Oh fuck," I gasped. The pressure was incredible, overwhelming.

His hand found my hair again, pulling, while his other hand snaked around beneath me to find my clit. He was completely covering me, using his body weight to pin me down as he fucked me.

"Ahh! Right there!" I moaned.

His fingers worked my clit as he pounded into me, and I could feel something building that was different from before—more intense, more consuming. The angle was hitting something deep inside me, and combined with his fingers, I knew I was close to something I'd never experienced.

"I'm close," I whimpered. "So close—ahh!"

His fingers moved faster, his cock driving deeper, and suddenly the orgasm hit like an explosion. My whole body convulsed beneath him, and I felt something release—liquid gushing out of me, soaking the sheets. I was squirting.

"Fuck yes," Josh groaned, feeling it.

Before I could process it, another orgasm crashed over me, even more intense than the first. My vision went white, my body shaking violently beneath his weight, and the overwhelming sensation pulled me under. Everything went black.

I came to seconds later with Josh still inside me but motionless, his hand on my face.

"Rachel? You okay?"

I blinked, trying to orient myself. My whole body was trembling. "I'm okay," I whispered. "That was... oh my God."

"You passed out," he said, his voice filled with satisfaction. "Fucking incredible."

He gave me just a moment to recover, then started moving again. His thrusts were slower now but just as deep, still grinding into me from above. The pronebone position kept me completely pinned beneath him, unable to do anything but take it.

"Your pussy feels so good," he groaned. His pace increased gradually, building back to that brutal rhythm. "So fucking tight like this."

"Oh! Mm—yes!" I moaned, still oversensitive from the intensity of what had just happened.

His hand left my hair and gripped my shoulder, using it for leverage as he fucked me harder. I could feel him swelling inside me, getting closer to his release. His breathing became ragged against my neck, his thrusts more erratic.

"I'm going to come," he warned, his voice strained.

"Do it," I gasped. "Fill me."

He drove into me harder, faster, chasing his orgasm. His hand squeezed my shoulder, his chest pressed against my back, and with a final deep thrust, he buried himself inside me and came with a groan that seemed to come from somewhere primal.

I felt him pulse inside me, felt the heat of his release filling me completely. He stayed buried deep, both of us breathing hard, both of us slick with sweat.

Finally, he rolled off me and collapsed on the bed beside me. We lay there for several minutes, neither of us speaking, just trying to catch our breath. My body ached in the most incredible way. I could feel his cum beginning to leak out of me, and the sensation made me shiver.

Eventually, Josh moved to the edge of the bed and sat up, running his hand through his sweat-dampened hair. He looked over at me, his expression shifting from raw lust to something softer, more concerned.

"Are you okay?" he asked. "That was... intense. I didn't hurt you, did I?"

I shook my head, still catching my breath. "No. I'm good. More than good."

He smiled—a genuine, warm smile that was completely different from the feral grin he'd worn while fucking me. "You're incredible, you know that? I've never... that was something else."

I sat up slowly, feeling the ache between my thighs, the tenderness where his hands had gripped me. My whole body felt used in the best possible way.

"Can I get you anything?" he asked. "Water? Do you need a cab home?"

"No," I said, standing on slightly shaky legs. "I'm fine. I should go."

He stood and pulled me into a brief, surprisingly tender kiss. "Thank you for that," he said against my lips. "Seriously. That was unforgettable."

"For me too," I admitted.

I found my sundress and underwear, pulling them on while he watched. When I was dressed, he grabbed his phone from the nightstand.

"Can I get your number?" he asked. "I'm here for another week. Would love to do this again if you're up for it."

I hesitated for only a moment. The sex had been incredible—raw and intense in a way I'd never experienced. And he was leaving in a week anyway. No complications.

"Sure," I said, taking his phone and typing in my number.

He called it immediately so I'd have his. "Text me," he said with a grin. "Anytime. Day or night. I'll drop whatever I'm doing."

"I will," I promised, meaning it.

He pulled me into a brief, surprisingly tender kiss. "Thank you for that," he said against my lips. "Seriously. That was unforgettable."

"For me too," I said again.

I gave him one last kiss and walked to the door.

"Safe travels," I said.

"You too," he replied. "And hey—your husband's a lucky man, even if he doesn't know it."

I smiled and slipped out into the hallway, letting the door close behind me.

The walk through the hotel felt surreal. I could feel Josh's cum inside me, beginning to leak down the inside of my thighs. My hair was a mess, my dress wrinkled, and I knew anyone who looked at me closely would know exactly what I'd been doing. But I didn't care. I felt powerful. Alive.

I took the elevator down to the lobby and walked through to the bar. Tom was exactly where I expected him to be—sitting at a high-top table near the windows, deep in conversation with an older gentleman about cricket or rugby, something Australian that had captured both their attention.

When Tom saw me approach, he excused himself immediately and stood. His eyes scanned my face, my disheveled hair, the flush still evident on my skin. A slow smile spread across his face.

"Ready to go?" he asked casually, as if we'd simply been apart for drinks.

"Yes," I said.

He placed some bills on the bar to settle his tab, then took my hand. We walked out of the Hyatt and onto the street, hand in hand, into the warm Sanur night. The beach was quiet, just the sound of waves and distant conversation from other tourists enjoying the evening.

We walked in silence for several minutes. I was acutely aware of the sensation between my legs—the soreness, the wetness, the physical reminder of Josh still inside me. With each step, I could feel more of his cum leaking out, sliding down the inside of my thighs.

Tom didn't ask me anything. Didn't press for details or demand a report. He just held my hand and walked beside me, letting me process what had just happened.

When we were almost home, he finally spoke. "You okay?"

"Yes," I said. "That was... different."

"Different how?"

"Rougher," I admitted. "More anonymous. He didn't care about me. I didn't care about him. We just used each other."

Tom squeezed my hand. "And you liked it?"

"Very much," I said. "But it's not the same as Wayan. Or even Ketut. It's another kind of experience entirely."

Tom stopped suddenly and pulled me against him. I could feel his cock—hard and insistent—pressing against my hip. His hands gripped my waist possessively, and his eyes were dark with desire.

I looked up at him and grinned. "Are you inspired?"

He growled low in his throat and bit down on my neck—not hard enough to really hurt, but enough that I gasped. Then he laughed and released me, taking my hand again as we continued walking.

"I want you to go into every detail as soon as we get home," he said, his voice rough with need.

Before he could say more, I interrupted him. "I'm so well-fucked that I don't think I can have another cock inside me tonight. Would it be okay if I just jerked and sucked you off while telling you?"

Tom stopped again and looked at me with a grin that was equal parts arousal and amusement. "That would be extremely cuckold-ish," he said. "So maybe it's time we try that as well."
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Beach Fun
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Ketut arrived at the villa early Saturday morning, the white Range Rover gleaming in the morning sun. Tom and I had packed light—just a beach bag with towels, sunscreen, and a change of clothes. We were planning a day trip to one of the less-touristy beaches near Uluwatu, away from the crowds and noise.

When we climbed into the backseat, I immediately noticed Ketut's nervous energy. His eyes kept flicking to the rearview mirror, watching Tom, watching me. His hands gripped the steering wheel a little too tightly, and he was quieter than usual.

"Morning, Ketut," Tom said casually, settling into the seat beside me.

"Good morning, Mr. Tom," Ketut replied, his voice carefully neutral. "Mrs. Rachel."

I smiled at him in the mirror, trying to catch his eye, but he quickly looked away. He thought Tom knew. He thought he was in trouble. The tension radiating off him was almost palpable.

Tom seemed oblivious, scrolling through his phone and commenting on the weather forecast. I reached over and squeezed his hand, and he glanced at me with a slight smile, completely at ease. Ketut saw the gesture in the mirror and relaxed slightly, though he still looked uncertain.

The drive took about forty minutes, winding through small villages and lush countryside before the ocean appeared in the distance. When we arrived at the beach, it was everything we'd hoped for—a long stretch of golden sand, turquoise water, and only a handful of other people scattered along the shore.

"Pick us up around five?" Tom asked as we climbed out.

"Yes, Mr. Tom," Ketut said, his relief evident now that the awkward car ride was over. "I'll be here."

We found a spot near the water and set up our towels and umbrella. The sun was already hot, and the ocean looked inviting. Tom stripped off his shirt and lay back on his towel with a contented sigh.

"This is perfect," he said.

"It really is," I agreed, settling beside him.

We spent the next few hours in easy companionship—swimming, reading, dozing in the sun. Tom was relaxed in a way he hadn't been in months, and I felt the same contentment settling over me. This was what we'd come to Bali for, I thought. Not just the exploration and freedom, but this—time together, no pressure, just us.

I was lying on my towel, reading a book, when I noticed movement down the beach. A group of people walking along the shore—three guys and two women, all in their twenties, all loud and laughing and clearly enjoying their vacation.

And then I saw him.

Josh.

He was wearing board shorts and sunglasses, his chest tanned and muscular, and for a moment I thought maybe he wouldn't see me, wouldn't recognize me.

But then he looked in our direction, and our eyes met.

I watched his expression change—surprise, then recognition, then a slow smile. His eyes traveled down my body in my bikini, lingering on my breasts, my hips, before moving to Tom lying on the towel right beside me.

The smile faltered. Confusion replaced it. He looked from me to Tom and back again, clearly unsure what to do.

I sat up and leaned close to Tom, keeping my voice low.

"Josh is here," I whispered.

Tom's eyes opened behind his sunglasses. "The Australian from the Hyatt?"

"Yes. Walking this way with friends."

Tom sat up slightly, glancing down the beach. I saw him spot Josh, who was now trying very hard to look casual and not stare at us.

"What do you want to do?" Tom asked quietly.

I felt a surge of excitement mixed with nervousness. "I want to talk to him. But he thinks I'm cheating. He doesn't know about us."

Tom considered this for a moment, then smiled. "Want me to fall asleep?"

"Can you?"

"Watch me." He lay back down, adjusted his sunglasses, and within seconds his breathing had evened out convincingly. To anyone watching, he looked completely asleep.

I waited a few minutes, letting Josh and his friends get closer. They were heading toward the water, and Josh kept glancing in my direction, clearly torn between curiosity and caution.

When they were close enough, I stood and walked toward the ocean. As I passed Josh's group, I caught his eye and gave him the smallest nod—barely noticeable, just a slight tilt of my head toward the water.

His eyes widened slightly. He said something to his friends and broke away from the group, following me toward the waves.

My heart was racing as I waded into the water, feeling the cool ocean against my heated skin. I didn't look back, but I knew he was following.

I was waist-deep when Josh caught up to me. He looked over his shoulder at Tom, still lying motionless on the towel, then back at me.

"What are you doing?" he hissed, his voice low and urgent. "Is that your husband?"

"Yes," I said calmly, moving deeper into the water.

"Does he know you're here? With me?"

"He's asleep," I said. "When he falls asleep at the beach, he's out. Won't wake up for anything."

Josh looked uncertain, his eyes darting between me and the shore. "This is insane. What if he wakes up?"

"He won't," I said, and I reached out and touched his chest, feeling the firm muscle beneath my palm. "Relax."

Josh's breathing hitched. His eyes dropped to my bikini top, then back to my face. "You're crazy," he said, but he was already moving closer.

"Maybe," I admitted. "Come deeper. Where no one can see."

We waded out until the water was chest-high, our bodies mostly hidden beneath the surface. From the shore, we would look like two people having a casual conversation. But under the water, Josh's hands found my hips immediately.

"I've been thinking about you," he said, his voice rough. "Every day since the hotel."

"Me too," I admitted.

His hands slid around to my ass, squeezing. I glanced toward the shore—his friends were settling onto their towels, Tom was still motionless, and no one seemed to be paying attention to us.

"We can't do anything," Josh said, but his hands were already contradicting his words, pulling me closer. "Not here."

"I know," I said, but my hand found the front of his board shorts, feeling him already hard. "But we can play a little."

He groaned, his head dropping forward against my shoulder. "You're going to kill me."

I stroked him through the fabric, feeling him swell even more under my touch. His hands moved from my ass to my thighs, spreading them slightly under the water.

"Further out," I whispered. "Where it's deeper."

We moved together, our bodies pressed close, until the water was up to our necks. Only our heads were visible now, and anyone watching would just see two people treading water, talking.

Under the surface, Josh's hands were everywhere. He untied my bikini top with practiced ease, and I felt the fabric float away. His hands immediately found my breasts, squeezing, his thumbs brushing over my nipples.

"Fuck," he breathed. "I've missed these."

I reached into his board shorts and wrapped my hand around his bare cock. He was fully hard, thick and hot in my hand, and I stroked him slowly, deliberately.

"Oh God," he groaned, trying to keep his face neutral. "That feels incredible."

His fingers pushed aside my bikini bottom and found my pussy. I was already wet—not just from arousal but from the anticipation, the risk, the absolute insanity of what we were doing. He pushed two fingers inside me, and I bit my lip to keep from moaning out loud.

"You're so wet," he whispered.

"For you," I gasped.

We moved together in the water, my hand stroking his cock while his fingers worked inside me. The waves helped hide our movements, and anyone watching would just think we were treading water, maybe flirting. They had no idea what was happening beneath the surface.

"I want to fuck you so bad," Josh said through gritted teeth. "Right here. Right now."

"We can't," I breathed, even though every part of me wanted the same thing. "Too risky."

His thumb found my clit, and I gasped, my hand tightening around his cock. He groaned in response, his hips moving slightly, fucking my hand.

"You're going to make me come," he warned.

"Not yet," I said. "I want to try something."

I took a deep breath and dove under the water. The ocean was clear enough that I could see his body, see his cock jutting out from his board shorts. I took him in my mouth—just for a few seconds, just enough to feel the salt of the ocean mixed with the taste of him.

When I surfaced, Josh was staring at me with wild eyes.

"Holy fuck," he breathed. "Did you just—"

"Yes," I said, grinning.

He pulled me against him and kissed me hard, his tongue in my mouth, his hands gripping my ass. Under the water, his fingers found my pussy again, three of them pushing inside me now, stretching me.

"Oh!" I gasped against his mouth.

"I want to hear you come," he said. "Can you be quiet?"

"I'll try," I whispered.

His fingers moved faster, his thumb working my clit, and I could feel the orgasm building despite the cold water, despite the risk, despite everything. I buried my face against his neck and bit down slightly to keep from crying out as I came, my pussy clenching around his fingers.

"That's it," he murmured. "Good girl."

I stroked him harder, faster, and felt him getting close. His breathing was ragged, his hips moving involuntarily.

"I'm going to come," he warned.

"Do it," I whispered.

He came with a groan he tried to muffle against my shoulder, his cock pulsing in my hand, his release mixing with the ocean water. We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, both trying to look casual.

"That was insane," Josh said finally, laughing breathlessly.

"Yeah," I agreed.

We heard his friends calling from the shore. He looked back at them, then at me, reluctance written all over his face.

"I have to go," he said. "They're going to wonder where I am."

"I know," I said.

"When can I see you again?" His hands were still on my body, not wanting to let go.

"Text me," I said. "Soon."

"Tomorrow?"

"Maybe," I said with a smile. "We'll see."

He kissed me one more time, deep and lingering, then pulled away reluctantly. I watched him swim back toward shore, trying to look casual, trying not to look like a man who'd just gotten a hand job in the ocean.

I stayed in the water a few more minutes, catching my breath, letting my heart rate slow. My bikini top was floating somewhere nearby, and I had to search for it and retie it. My body was still buzzing with arousal, still unsatisfied despite the orgasm. I wanted more. I needed more.

Finally, I swam back to shore. Tom was still on the towel, still "asleep," and I sat down beside him, dripping water onto the sand.

After a moment, he opened one eye and looked at me.

"Have fun?" he asked quietly.

"Yes," I said. "But I'm not done yet."

His hand found my thigh under the towel, squeezing. "Neither am I."

We stayed at the beach for another hour, but the energy between us had shifted. Every time Tom's hand brushed my thigh, every time his fingers traced patterns on my skin, I felt the arousal building. I was still buzzing from Josh, still unfulfilled despite the orgasm in the water.

Finally, Tom sat up and started packing our things. "Ready to go?" he asked casually, but I could see the tension in his jaw, the way his eyes kept tracking to my body.

"More than ready," I said.

I pulled out my phone and texted Ketut: Can you pick us up? We're ready to head home.

His response came immediately: I'll be there in 15 minutes.

We gathered our towels and walked up to the parking area to wait. Josh and his friends were still on the beach, and I saw him glance in our direction as we left. I didn't wave. Didn't acknowledge him. Just let him watch me walk away with Tom's hand possessively on my lower back.

When the white Range Rover pulled up, Ketut's expression was carefully neutral. He got out to open the back door for us, and I caught his eye briefly. There was something there—curiosity, maybe jealousy—but he didn't say anything.

We climbed into the backseat, and as soon as Ketut pulled onto the road, Tom pulled me against him. His mouth found mine immediately—urgent, hungry, claiming. His hand moved to my breast, squeezing through my thin cover-up.

I glanced up and saw Ketut watching us in the rearview mirror. His jaw was tight, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. He was jealous. Watching me kiss my husband, watching Tom touch me, and he was jealous.

I caught his eye and winked. Then I mouthed silently: I have to. He's my husband.

Ketut's expression softened slightly. He nodded, understanding but still clearly bothered. He looked back at the road, but I could see him glancing at us every few seconds in the mirror.

Tom's hand slid under my cover-up, finding my bikini top, pulling it aside to cup my bare breast. I gasped into his mouth, and he smiled against my lips.

"You're so fucking hot," he murmured. "Watching you walk into that water with him... knowing what you were doing..."

"It made you hard," I whispered back.

"So hard," he confirmed, taking my hand and placing it on the front of his shorts. I could feel his erection straining against the fabric.

I stroked him through the material, and he groaned, his hand tightening on my breast. In the mirror, I saw Ketut's eyes flick to us again, saw the conflict on his face. He wanted to be the one touching me. He wanted to be the one I was kissing. But right now, I was Tom's.

"I can't wait to get you home," Tom said against my neck, his teeth grazing my skin. "I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll forget his name."

"Josh," I reminded him playfully. "His name is Josh."

"Not for long," Tom said with a growl, and he bit down on my neck hard enough to make me gasp.

The drive back to Sanur felt endless. Tom's hands were all over me—my breasts, my thighs, between my legs through my bikini bottom. I was squirming against him, trying to stay quiet, trying not to moan too loudly with Ketut right there.

Every time I looked up, Ketut was watching. His jealousy was palpable now, filling the car with tension. But there was something else there too—arousal. He was turned on watching us, even as it clearly bothered him.

Finally, we pulled up to the villa. Tom handed Ketut some bills through the window, thanking him quickly, his impatience evident. Ketut's eyes met mine one more time—a look that said everything he couldn't say out loud.

"Thank you, Ketut," I said softly.

"Anytime, Mrs. Rachel," he replied, and I heard the edge in his voice.

Tom pulled me out of the car and through the garden gate before Ketut had even pulled away. We stumbled through the front door, hands everywhere, mouths locked together. He pushed me against the wall in the entryway, his hand already sliding under my cover-up, pulling at my bikini.

"Bedroom," I gasped. "Tom, bedroom—"

"Here," he said. "Right here. I can't wait."

And he didn't.
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Peeping Tom
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The sun had slipped below the horizon by the time Tom got home, leaving the sky streaked with purple and orange. I was lying on the daybed by the pool, still naked under my sarong, my body humming with the afternoon. Wayan had been here. His hands on me. His cock inside me. The soreness between my thighs was a reminder that this—-whatever this was, had become real.

Tom came through the garden gate and stopped. Just looked at me. His eyes moved over my face, my body, reading everything written there.

"You fucked him today," he said. Not a question.

"Yes." I sat up, pulled my knees to my chest. "This afternoon. After you left for the university."

He dropped his messenger bag by the door. Crossed to me. His hand found my knee, thumb tracing slow circles on my skin. "Tell me."

So I told him. Not every detail, but enough. Wayan had come for garden work and stayed. We'd fucked by the pool, then again in the shower. The way his thick cock had stretched me, filled me completely. Tom listened, his breathing changing, his hand sliding higher on my thigh.

"How was it?" His voice had dropped, rough around the edges.

"Intense." The memory flooded back, made me wet all over again. "He's so thick, Tom. Different from you."

"Fuck, Rachel." His hand moved to the front of his pants, adjusted himself. He was already hard. "Hearing you say it..."

I leaned into him, inhaling his familiar scent, soap and faint cologne undercut by the day's sweat. "I know this is what you wanted. But now that it's happened..."

"Now I want more," he said quietly. He pulled back slightly, searching my eyes. "I want to see it."

My breath caught. "What do you mean?"

"At the beach last week, when you went into the water with Josh. I laid there watching through half-closed eyes. Saw you two disappear into the waves. Your head bobbing, his hands on you under the surface." His voice cracked, vulnerability slipping through. "It wasn't enough. Just glimpses. Fantasy."

"Tom..."

"I want to see it. Really see it. Every detail." His hand cupped my face, thumb grazing my lower lip. "I want to watch you with Wayan. In our bedroom. Me in the corner chair, watching you fuck him. Watching your face when you come on him. Everything."

Heat pooled low in my belly, mixing curiosity with something like concern. We'd talked fantasies of him watching, but always abstract, bedroom whispers while he fucked me. Now it felt solid, pressing against the boundaries we'd so carefully redrawn. "What if it changes things? Makes it feel... performative instead of real?"

The question sat between us. Part of the rush was the secrecy, the illusion of betrayal that made my heart race even with his permission. If he was there, watching, would it still feel like mine? Like freedom?

Tom's expression softened, understanding immediate. "Then we stop. But I think it'd make it more real. For both of us." He kissed me then, slow and deep, his tongue tracing mine like a promise. "Will you ask him? See if he's open to it?"

I nodded against his mouth, the decision settling like warm water over stone. "Friday. When he comes for cleaning."

The words hung between us, anticipation sparking like the first fireflies over the garden.

Friday arrived with relentless sun, the kind that made the air shimmer over the pool tiles. Tom left early for his lectures, kissing me lingeringly at the door. "Text me after," he murmured. "Tell me yes or no." Then he was gone, leaving the villa echoing with possibility.

Wayan showed up at ten, right on time, his truck rumbling to a stop outside the gate. I met him on the patio in a loose tank top and shorts, no bra, my fat nipples pressing against the thin cotton. He paused when he saw me, his dark eyes flicking over my body, a slow smile curving his lips. "Mrs. Rachel. Good morning."

"Wayan." I stepped closer, close enough to smell the faint soap on his skin. "We need to talk. Before you start."

His smile faltered, concern creasing his weathered forehead. He set down his pruning shears, wiping his hands on his pants. "Is something wrong? Last time..."

"No. Nothing wrong." I touched his arm, feeling the muscle tense under my fingers. "It's about next time. Tuesday afternoon. Tom wants to be there."

Confusion clouded his eyes, his English stumbling. "There? When we...?" He glanced around the garden, as if neighbors might overhear, his cheeks darkening.

"Yes." I kept my voice steady, reassuring. "He wants to watch. From the bedroom. It's his desire, Wayan. It excites him to see me with you." I squeezed his arm, meeting his gaze. "But only if you're comfortable. I won't do it without you."

He shifted, nervousness evident in the way his hands clenched at his sides. "Watch? Your husband?" The idea clearly unsettled him, the cultural weight of it heavy. "Why? He is okay with this?"

I nodded, pulling him toward the shaded bench by the pool. "More than okay. It's part of what makes this work for us. He trusts you. Trusts me." My hand moved to his thigh, a gentle pressure. "Please. For me."

Wayan exhaled slowly, his eyes searching mine. Trust won out—-he'd always had that for me, from the first time I'd stripped naked on this very patio. "If it makes you happy... yes. Tuesday."

Relief flooded me, followed by a rush of heat at the thought. "Thank you." I leaned in, kissing him softly, tasting the promise on his lips.

The weekend dragged, anticipation building like storm clouds over the ocean. Saturday blurred into lazy pool time with Tom, his hands on me under the water, whispering what he'd watch for—-my moans, the way Wayan would move inside me. Sunday night, we fucked slowly, his eyes locked on mine as if practicing for the show. By Monday, my skin felt electric, every brush of fabric a reminder.

Tuesday morning dawned bright and insistent. Tom canceled his afternoon office hours, his excitement quiet but palpable over breakfast. "You sure?" he asked one last time, his hand over mine.

"Yes." My voice didn't waver.

Wayan would arrive at two. The bedroom waited, chair positioned in the corner. All three of us aware, the air thick with what was about to unfold.

Two o'clock arrived with suffocating heat. I heard his motorbike before I saw it. The familiar sputter and growl coming down Jalan Danau Buyan. My stomach flipped.

Tom sat in the corner chair. Already positioned. Waiting. His face was calm but his hands gripped the armrests.

The doorbell rang.

I stood. Smoothed my sundress. Walked to the door on shaking legs. Opened it.

Wayan stood there. Clean work clothes. Nervous eyes. His gardening tools in one hand.

"Come in," I said.

He stepped inside. Saw Tom immediately. Froze.

"Mr. Tom."

"Wayan." Tom's voice was steady. "Go ahead. I'm just here to watch."

The words hung in the air. So explicit. So impossible to misunderstand.

Wayan looked at me. I nodded. Reached for his hand. Led him through the villa toward the bedroom.

We walked up the stairs. His palm was damp against mine. My heart pounded so loud I was certain he could hear it.

The bedroom door was already open. The bed made. The curtains drawn but afternoon light filtering through in golden bars.

Tom followed us. Moved to the chair in the corner. Sat down. His eyes locked on me.

I turned to face Wayan. We stood in the center of the room. All three of us aware. The air thick with what was about to happen.

"Touch me," I said quietly.

His hands moved to my waist. Tentative. Gentle. His weathered palms rough against the thin cotton.

I leaned into him. Kissed him. Slow at first. Then deeper. His mouth opened. His tongue found mine. Coffee and cloves and something uniquely him.

From the corner I felt Tom watching. The weight of his gaze made my skin hum.

Wayan's hands slid up. Cupped my heavy tits through the dress. Squeezed. I moaned into his mouth.

I pulled back. Reached for the top button of my dress. Undid it. Then the next. And the next. Slowly. Deliberately. Letting them both watch.

The dress fell open. I shrugged it off my shoulders. It pooled at my feet.

I stood naked between them. Wayan in front of me. Tom behind. Both of them staring.

"Fuck," Tom whispered from the chair.

Wayan's hands moved immediately. One to my heavy tit. One between my legs. His thick fingers slid through my wetness. Found me soaking.

"You are so wet already." His voice was rough.

"I've been wet since you arrived."

He pushed two fingers inside me. I gasped. My hand gripped his shoulder. His thumb found my clit. Circled.

I glanced at Tom. He was leaning forward in the chair. His hand on the front of his pants. Already hard.

Seeing him watch made everything hotter. More intense. I turned my attention back to Wayan. Reached for his shirt. Pulled it over his head. His chest was weathered. Strong. Different from Tom's.

I unbuckled his pants. Pushed them down with his underwear. His cock sprang free. Massive. Thick. So much bigger than Tom's.

From the corner I heard Tom groan.

I wrapped my hand around Wayan's cock. Stroked him. Base to tip. The girth incredible. I couldn't make my fingers meet on the other side.

"Bed," I said.

He moved to the mattress. Lay back. His thick cock standing at attention. Pointing at the ceiling.

I climbed over him. Positioned myself above him. Looked at Tom.

His eyes were dark. Wild. His hand rubbed the front of his pants.

I lowered myself onto Wayan's cock. Slowly. Inch by inch. The stretch burned. So thick. Filling me completely.

"Oh fuck." My voice broke.

Wayan's hands gripped my hips. Steadied me. Let me adjust to his size.

I started moving. Slow rolls of my hips. Taking him deeper with each motion. My heavy tits swayed. My fat nipples hard.

Tom made a sound. Low. Desperate.

I looked at him. He'd unzipped his pants. His cock was out. His hand wrapped around it. Stroking slowly.

The sight made me clench around Wayan. Made me moan.

My husband was jerking off while watching another man's cock inside me.

I rode Wayan harder. Faster. My strong ass bouncing. The bed creaking. His thick cock stretching me with every thrust.

"Your tits." Wayan's hands moved to my heavy breasts. Squeezed them. His thumbs worked my fat nipples. Pinching. Rolling.

I moaned louder. Made eye contact with Tom while Wayan touched me. While his massive cock filled me.

Tom stroked himself faster. His breathing ragged.

"Does he feel good?" Tom's voice was strained.

"Yes." I gasped. "So thick. So deep." I looked directly at Tom, let him see the truth in my eyes. "So much bigger than you."

Something changed in Wayan. His grip on my hips tightened. His eyes darkened. A smile played at the corners of his mouth.

He thrust up harder. More forceful. Making me gasp.

"Yes?" he said. "Bigger?"

"Fuck yes. So much thicker. Stretching me so wide."

His confidence grew with each word. He pulled me down harder onto him. Started fucking up into me with longer, more deliberate strokes. Showing off. Making sure Tom could see every inch of his massive cock disappearing inside me.

I met his rhythm. Moved with him eagerly. We were performing now. Both of us aware. Both of us feeding off Tom's gaze.

"I'm close," I gasped. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Wayan didn't. Just kept that perfect rhythm. His thick cock pushing into me. Long, powerful strokes that made my heavy tits bounce wildly.

I came. Hard. My pussy clenched him. My back arched. I screamed. Didn't hold back. Didn't muffle myself. Just let the pleasure consume me.

"Fuck, Rachel." Tom's voice from the corner.

Wayan rolled us. Put me on my back. Him above me. Missionary. My legs wrapped around him.

He fucked me. Deep strokes. His weathered hands gripping my heavy tits. His mouth finding my fat nipples. Sucking. Biting gently.

I looked past him. At Tom. His hand moved faster on his cock. His eyes locked on where Wayan's thick cock disappeared inside me.

"You like watching?" I gasped.

"Fuck yes." Tom's voice was broken. "You look so good taking his cock."

The dirty talk from my husband while another man fucked me. It pushed me higher. Made my second orgasm build fast.

Wayan increased his pace. Harder. Faster. The bed banging against the wall. Showing Tom exactly what he could do to me.

I came again. Waves of pleasure. My pussy milking his thick cock. My heavy tits bouncing with each thrust.

"Turn over," Wayan said. Not asking. Commanding.

I obeyed. Rolled onto my stomach. Got on my hands and knees. Doggy style. Eager. Wanting.

I looked at Tom. He could see everything now. The way Wayan's massive cock stretched my pussy. The way it disappeared inside me.

Wayan gripped my strong ass. Spread me. Pushed back inside. The thickness overwhelming from this angle.

He fucked me. Deep. Rough. His calloused hands gripping my hips. Long, forceful strokes. Pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. Making sure Tom saw every inch of his superior size.

Tom stroked himself faster. His eyes glued to where we connected. Where another man's cock filled his wife.

"So big," I moaned. "He's so much bigger than you, Tom. Stretching me so wide. Filling me completely."

Tom groaned. His hand moving frantically now.

Wayan's confidence was complete now. He fucked me with purpose. With pride. Knowing he was giving me something Tom never could. Knowing I was eagerly taking everything he gave me.

His rhythm changed. More erratic. He was close.

"I'm going to come," he gasped.

"Do it," I said. "Come inside me."

He thrust deep. Held there. His cock pulsed. I felt the heat of his cum flooding my pussy. Filling me. Marking me.

Tom came. His cock spurting into his hand. His body rigid in the chair. His eyes never leaving us.

Wayan collapsed onto my back. Both of us panting. Sweating. Trembling.

From the corner, Tom's breathing was ragged. Satisfied. Spent.

This was what he wanted. What we'd built toward. And it was more intense than any of us had imagined.

Wayan pulled out slowly. His cum leaked from me immediately, thick and warm. He stood beside the bed, breathing hard, his cock still semi-hard and glistening.

"Okay if I use bathroom?" he asked quietly.

"Of course," I said.

He disappeared into the ensuite. The door closed softly behind him.

Tom crossed to the bed immediately. Sat beside me. His hand found my face, turned me toward him. He kissed me. Deep. Claiming. His tongue tracing mine.

"That was incredible," he whispered against my mouth.

"It was." My voice was shaky. My body still trembling.

We heard the water running. Wayan cleaning up.

Tom's hand slid down. Between my legs. His fingers pushed through the cum leaking out of me. Pushed it back inside.

"Look at you." His voice was rough with arousal. "Full of his cum."

I moaned. Rocked against his hand.

The bathroom door opened. Wayan emerged fully dressed. His work clothes back on. His hair damp where he'd splashed water on his face.

He paused. Looked at us. Tom's hand still between my legs.

"I should go," Wayan said. His English careful. Respectful.

I sat up. Grabbed the sarong from the chair. Wrapped it around myself as I stood. My legs were unsteady.

I crossed to him. Took his face in my hands. Kissed him deeply. Let him taste my gratitude.

"I love how your fat cock fills me up," I said against his mouth. "In a way no other man ever has."

His eyes widened. A smile played at his lips. Pride and satisfaction.

"Thank you, Mrs. Rachel."

I walked him to the bedroom door. Watched him descend the stairs. The front door opened. Closed. The gate clicked.

He was gone.

I turned. Tom was still on the bed. His pants unzipped. His cock hard again. His eyes dark.

"Shower," I said. "Give me five minutes."

He nodded.

I went to the bathroom. Turned on the water. Let it run hot. Stepped under the spray.

Wayan's cum washed out of me. Swirled down the drain. The physical evidence disappearing but the memory remaining.

I washed my body. My heavy tits. Between my legs. The soreness there a reminder of his size. His thickness.

When I emerged, Tom was naked on the bed. Waiting. His cock standing at attention.

I dropped the towel. Climbed onto the mattress beside him.

He pulled me close. His hand found my thigh. Traced slow circles on my damp skin.

"How do you feel?" he asked quietly.

I considered the question. My body was satisfied. Sated. But something nagged at me. Something I needed to say.

"It was hot," I admitted. "Watching you watch. Knowing you were there. Knowing you were turned on."

"But?" Tom's expression shifted. Understanding immediate.

"But it also reduced some of my freedom." The words came slowly. Carefully. I was still processing as I spoke. "The feeling of 'cheating' is part of the thrill for me. When you watch, it becomes performance rather than transgression."

Tom was quiet. His hand stilled on my thigh. I could see him thinking, processing, understanding what I was saying.

"I liked it," I added quickly. "Don't misunderstand. It was incredibly hot. But..."

"You prefer the secret," he finished for me. "The illusion that you're betraying me. Even though we both know the truth."

"Yes." Relief flooded through me. He understood. "Does that bother you?"

He pulled me closer. Against his chest. His arms came around me. "No. It makes perfect sense." He kissed my hair. "The forbidden is what makes it exciting for you. I get that."

"So what do we do?" I looked up at him. "I don't want you to feel excluded. But I also don't want every encounter to feel like a show."

Tom was quiet for a moment. Then, "What if we make watching occasional? A special thing. Not most of the time."

"Most of the time I'd continue as before," I said slowly, testing the idea. "You at work. Me here. The illusion intact."

"And sometimes—-when we both want it—-I watch." His hand cupped my face. "When the performance aspect would be hot for both of us."

I nodded. "I can do that. I want that."

"The boundary is clear," Tom said. "This was amazing. But it's not the norm. It's the exception."

"Yes." I kissed him. "Thank you for understanding."

His hand slid down. Between my legs. His fingers moved through my freshly washed pussy. Found me still sensitive.

"I want you to keep 'cheating' on me," he said. His voice dropping. Getting rougher. "I want you to fuck Wayan when I'm not here. I want you to text me after. Tell me what you did. But I won't be in the room."

Heat pooled in my belly again. Already. So soon after. "And occasionally?"

"Occasionally I'll watch." His fingers circled my clit. Slow. Deliberate. "Like today. When we both want the performance. The taboo of me seeing it."

I moaned. My hips rocking against his hand. "That sounds perfect."

Tom's cock was hard against my hip. The resilience of desire.

I reached for him. Wrapped my hand around him. Stroked slowly.

"You want me to take care of that?" My voice was teasing.

"Fuck yes." He groaned.

I pushed him back on the bed. Moved between his legs. Took him in my mouth.

He tasted like himself. Salt and musk. Familiar. Mine.

I sucked him slowly. My tongue working the underside of his cock. My hand stroking what my mouth couldn't reach.

His hands found my hair. Not forcing. Just holding. Guiding gently.

I looked up. Made eye contact. Watched his face as I took him deeper. Watched his eyes darken. His mouth fall open.

"Fuck, Rachel." His hips lifted. Pushing into my mouth. "You're incredible."

I hummed around him. Took him deeper. Let him feel my throat.

His breathing changed. Got faster. More ragged.

"I'm close." His voice strained. "Where do you want it?"

I pulled off long enough to speak. "In my mouth." Then took him deep again.

He came with a groan. His cock pulsing. His cum hitting the back of my throat.

I swallowed. Every drop. Kept sucking until he was too sensitive and pulled me off gently.

I crawled up his body. Kissed him. Let him taste himself on my tongue.

We lay there. Tangled together. Both of us satisfied. Both of us processing.

"I love you," Tom said into my hair. "So fucking much."
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The sun had just dipped behind the palm trees when Tom mentioned it. We were by the pool, his hand tracing lazy patterns on my thigh, both of us still damp from an afternoon swim.

"You should text Hans," he said.

I looked up from my phone. "The German?"

"The married German who's been waiting weeks." His thumb circled higher. "Give him what he wants."

My pulse quickened. Hans. The expat I'd met at Kayumanis Seaside café weeks ago. Wedding ring glinting. Hungry eyes. He'd given me his number with shaking hands, his desire obvious despite—or maybe because of—the fact that we were both married.

I scrolled through my messages. Found his contact. Looked at Tom.

"You're sure?"

"I'm sure." He leaned in, kissed my neck. "He's been checking his phone constantly. Wondering if you'll ever reach out. Trying not to seem desperate." His hand slid between my legs. "End his suffering."

I opened the message thread. Saw his last text from three days ago. Still in Sanur until Saturday. Would love to see you if you have time. Polite. Careful. The subtext screaming.

I typed: Are you free tonight?

Sent it before I could overthink.

His response came within thirty seconds. Yes. Absolutely. When?

Tom read over my shoulder. Laughed quietly. "Told you. He's been waiting."

I typed back. 9 PM. Your place?

Another instant response. Prama Sanur. Room 412. I'll text you the building.

"Done," I said, setting down the phone. My hands were shaking slightly.

Tom pulled me onto his lap. "How do you feel?"

"Nervous. Excited." I kissed him. "Powerful."

"Good." His hands cupped my heavy tits through my bikini top. "That's exactly how you should feel. You're giving him something his wife won't. Something he's desperate for."

"A proper night," I said, remembering Hans's words at the café. How he'd talked about his marriage. The distance. The lack of sex.

"A proper night," Tom agreed. He untied my bikini top. Let it fall. His mouth found my fat nipple. Sucked. Bit gently.

I moaned. Rocked against him. Already wet.

He pulled back. "Go get ready. Take your time. Make him wait a little longer."

I showered. Shaved everything. Put on a simple black dress—short, fitted, easy to remove. No bra. Lace panties that I'd probably lose within minutes of arriving.

Tom watched me get ready from the bed. His eyes tracking every movement.

"You look incredible," he said when I emerged from the bathroom.

"Think he'll like it?"

"He'll come in his pants before you even touch him." Tom stood. Crossed to me. Kissed me deeply. "Have fun. Text me when you're on your way home."

"You're okay with this?" I needed to hear it one more time.

"I'm more than okay." His hand cupped my face. "I'm hard just thinking about what you're going to do to him."

The Gojek ride to Sanur took twenty minutes. I sat in the back seat, watching Bali pass by in the darkness. Motorbikes. Street vendors. The warm night air rushing through the open window.

My phone buzzed. Hans. Building C. Fourth floor. Can't wait to see you.

I didn't respond. Let him wonder. Let the anticipation build.

The Prama was upscale. Modern. I walked through the lobby trying to look like I belonged. Like I was a guest. Not a married woman meeting another married man for sex.

The elevator was empty. I rode to the fourth floor alone. Checked my reflection in the mirrored walls. My nipples were visible through the thin dress. My cheeks flushed. I looked like exactly what I was.

Room 412. I paused outside the door. Heard movement inside. Him pacing. Waiting.

I knocked.

Footsteps approached immediately. The door opened.

Hans stood there. Dress shirt untucked. Hair slightly disheveled. His eyes went wide when he saw me.

"Rachel." He stepped aside. "Please. Come in."

I stepped inside. The apartment was generic. Hotel modern. Clean lines. Ocean view through the sliding doors. Evidence of temporary life—-laptop on the desk, clothes folded on a chair, a half-empty bottle of whisky on the counter.

Hans closed the door behind me. Locked it. The sound echoed.

"I can't believe you're here." His voice was rough. Uncertain. "I thought maybe you wouldn't come."

"I'm here." I turned to face him. Let him look at me. The thin black dress. My heavy tits visible through the fabric. No bra. My fat nipples already hard.

He crossed the space between us in two strides. His hands found my waist. Pulled me against him. His mouth crashed into mine.

The kiss was desperate. Hungry. His tongue pushed into my mouth. Tasting. Claiming. I kissed him back. Let him feel my need.

His hands moved up. Cupped my heavy tits through the dress. Squeezed.

"Fuck," he breathed against my mouth. "You feel incredible."

I could feel his erection pressing against me. Hard. Ready. Desperate.

He walked me backward. My back hit the wall near the window. The city lights of Sanur spread out behind us.

His hands found the hem of my dress. Pulled it up. Over my hips. His fingers hooked into my panties. Pulled them down my legs. I stepped out of them.

He dropped to his knees. Right there. His mouth found my pussy immediately.

I gasped. My hands gripped his hair. His tongue licked through my folds. Tasting. Exploring. He found my clit. Sucked it.

"Oh fuck." My hips rolled against his face.

He pushed two fingers inside me. Thick. Foreign. Different from Tom's. He fucked me with them while his mouth worked my clit.

"You're so wet," he said against my pussy. "So fucking wet already."

"I've been wet since I got in the Gojek."

He groaned. Drove his fingers deeper. Curled them. Found that spot inside me.

My legs trembled. I wasn't going to last long. Everything was too intense. Too new. Too wrong.

"I'm close." My voice broke. "Don't stop."

He didn't. Just kept that perfect rhythm. His fingers inside me. His tongue on my clit. Building the pressure.

I came. Fast. Hard. My pussy clenched his fingers. My back arched off the wall. I cried out. Didn't care who heard.

He stood. His face was wet with me. His eyes wild.

He fumbled with his pants. Pushed them down with his underwear. His cock sprang free. Not as thick as Wayan's. Not as long as Tom's. But hard. Desperate. Ready.

"I need to fuck you." His hands gripped my hips. Lifted me slightly. "Right here. Right now."

"Yes." I wrapped one leg around his waist. The other braced against the floor. "Fuck me."

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

We both groaned. The sensation overwhelming. New cock. New angle. Different stretch.

He started moving immediately. Hard. Fast. Desperate. His hands gripping my strong ass. Pulling me against him with each thrust.

My heavy tits bounced against his chest. My dress bunched around my waist. The city lights behind us. Anyone looking up could see us through the window.

"I've been thinking about this for months." His voice was ragged. Broken. "Every night. Imagining you."

"Tell me." I gasped. My hands gripped his shoulders. "What did you imagine?"

"This. Your pussy. So tight. So hot." He thrust harder. "Fucking you behind your husband's back."

Guilt twisted in my stomach. Delicious. Forbidden. Even though Tom knew. Even though he'd sent me here. The pretense mattered.

"He doesn't know I'm here." The lie came easily. Fed the fantasy.

Hans groaned. His rhythm became more forceful. "Fuck. Really?"

"He thinks I'm at yoga." I clenched around him. "If he knew..."

"What would he do?" His breathing was ragged.

"I don't know. Divorce me. Hate me." The words made my pussy throb. "But I couldn't help myself. I needed this."

"Needed my cock?" He pounded into me. The wall shaking.

"Yes."

"Tell me about your husband." His voice dropped. Darker. "Does he fuck you like this?"

I could feel him wanting the comparison. Needing to hear it.

"Not like this." I moaned. "Not this desperate. Not this hard."

"What else?" He gripped my ass bruisingly hard. "Tell me what else."

"Tell me about your wife first." I pulled his face close. Made him look at me. "Does she fuck you like this?"

He groaned. His thrusts became erratic. "No. Never."

"Never?"

"She barely touches me. Maybe once a month if I'm lucky." His breathing was ragged. Desperate. "And even then she just lies there."

"Just lies there?" I clenched around him. "She doesn't move?"

"No. Doesn't moan. Doesn't touch me. Just waits for it to be over."

"That's pathetic." I kissed him. Deep. Hungry. "You deserve better."

"You're so much better." His hands gripped my ass harder. "So much hotter. Your body. Your pussy. Everything."

"What else?" I was close again. His words pushing me higher. "What else about her?"

"She's frigid. A cold bitch who acts like sex is a chore." The words tumbled out. Angry. Bitter. "She hasn't sucked my cock in years. Won't let me touch her tits. Won't do anything except missionary in the dark."

"And me?" I moaned. "How am I different?"

"You're incredible. So fucking sexy. Your heavy tits. Your strong ass. The way you moan." He thrust harder. "You actually want this. You're not pretending. You're not some dried-up, boring housewife lying there like a dead fish."

The degradation of his wife mixed with praise for me. The contrast made my pussy clench.

"I'm close." His voice cracked. "Fuck, I can't hold it."

"Already?" I laughed breathlessly. "We just started."

"I'm sorry. You're too hot. Too tight. I can't—-"

He came. Buried deep inside me. His cock pulsing. His whole body going rigid. Groaning my name.

He stayed there. Panting. Embarrassed.

"I'm sorry," he said again. Pulled out. "That was too fast."

"It's okay." I straightened my dress. Adjusted myself. My pussy still throbbing. Unsatisfied. "We have all night."

He looked at me. Hope and hunger mixing in his eyes. "Really?"

"Really." I walked toward the bedroom. Looked back over my shoulder. "Come on. We're just getting started."

The bedroom was dark. Just the city lights filtering through the curtains. The bed unmade. A bottle of water on the nightstand.

Hans followed me in. Already recovering. His eyes tracking my body.

I turned. Pulled the black dress over my head. Let it drop to the floor. Stood naked in front of him.

His breath caught. "Jesus Christ."

"Your turn." I gestured to his clothes.

He stripped quickly. Shirt. Pants. Underwear. All discarded. His cock was already half-hard again. The desperation of a man who'd been starving.

I climbed onto the bed. Lay back against the pillows. Spread my legs. Let him see me. My pussy still wet from his cum. From my arousal.

"Come here."

He moved to the bed. Knelt between my legs. His hands ran up my thighs. Reverent. Worshipful.

"I want to taste you again." His voice was thick.

"Then taste me."

He lowered his mouth to my pussy. Licked through the mess he'd made. His tongue explored every fold. Found my clit. Sucked it while his fingers pushed inside me.

I moaned. My hands gripped the sheets. The sensation overwhelming.

He worked me slowly this time. Building the pressure. His mouth and fingers in perfect rhythm. No rush. Just steady pleasure.

"Fuck," I gasped. "That feels so good."

He hummed against my clit. The vibration pushed me higher.

"Does your wife let you do this?" I managed between moans.

He pulled back. His face wet. "No. She says it's disgusting."

"Disgusting?" I pulled him back down. "Then she's an idiot."

He attacked my pussy with renewed intensity. His tongue fucking me. His fingers curling inside. Desperate to prove something.

I came hard. My pussy clenching his fingers. My back arching off the bed. Crying out his name.

He climbed up my body. Kissed me. Let me taste myself on his tongue. His cock was fully hard now. Pressing against my thigh.

"How do you want me?" I asked.

"On top." His voice was rough. "I want to watch you ride me."

We switched positions. Him on his back. Me straddling him. I reached between us. Guided his cock to my entrance. Sank down slowly.

We both groaned. The angle different. Deeper.

I started moving. Slow rolls of my hips. Taking him completely with each motion. My heavy tits swaying. My fat nipples hard.

His hands immediately found my breasts. Squeezed. His thumbs worked my nipples. Pinching. Rolling.

"Your tits are incredible." His eyes locked on them. "So much better than hers."

"Better how?" I rode him faster. Harder.

"Bigger. Fuller. Real." His hands gripped them roughly. "Hers are small. Saggy. She won't even let me touch them anymore."

"That's pathetic." I leaned down. Let my heavy tits brush his face. "You can do whatever you want with mine."

He took a fat nipple in his mouth. Sucked hard. Bit gently. Moved to the other one.

I rode him harder. Using him for my pleasure. The bed creaking beneath us.

"Does your husband know how good you are at this?" He gasped between sucking my tits.

The reminder of the pretense. The illusion of betrayal.

"He'd kill me if he knew." I moaned. Clenched around Hans's cock. "Kill you too."

"Fuck." His hips thrust up. Meeting my rhythm. "That makes this even hotter."

"You like fucking another man's wife?"

"I love it." His hands moved to my hips. Gripped hard. "Especially when she's this hot. This good."

I ground down on him. Took him deeper. My clit rubbing against his pelvis.

"Tell me more about your wife." I gasped. "What else won't she do?"

"Everything." The bitterness poured out. "She won't ride me like this. Won't let me see her naked in the light. Acts like I'm disgusting for wanting sex more than once a month."

"She sounds like a frigid bitch."

"She is." He thrust harder. "A cold, dried-up cunt who makes me feel like shit for having a sex drive."

The degrading words made my pussy clench. The contrast with how he praised me.

"And me?" I rode him faster. "How am I different?"

"You're perfect. So fucking sexy. You actually want this. You're not lying there like a corpse." His breathing was ragged. "Your body. Your enthusiasm. Everything about you is better."

I came. The orgasm ripping through me. My pussy milking his cock. My heavy tits bouncing. Screaming his name.

He flipped us. Put me on my back. Him above me. His cock never leaving my pussy.

He fucked me hard. Deep strokes. His mouth finding my fat nipples. Sucking. Biting.

"I want doggy." His voice was desperate. "Please. I want to see your ass."

I rolled over. Got on my hands and knees. Presented myself to him.

He groaned. His hands immediately gripped my strong ass. Spread me. Positioned himself.

He thrust inside. One hard motion. Filled me completely from this angle.

"Fuck yes." He started pounding. Hard. Fast. The sound of skin slapping echoing in the room.

His hands gripped my hips. Pulling me back onto him with each thrust. Using my body.

"Your ass is perfect." He slapped it. The sting sharp. Delicious. "So much better than my wife's flat, saggy ass."

I pushed back against him. Meeting his rhythm. Taking everything he gave.

"Harder." I demanded. "Fuck me harder."

He did. Pounding into me. The bed frame banging against the wall. My heavy tits swinging with each thrust.

"I'm going to come." His voice cracked.

"Do it." I gasped. "Come inside me."

He thrust deep. Held there. His cock pulsing. Filling me with his second load.

He collapsed onto my back. Both of us panting. Sweating. Trembling.

We lay there for a moment. Then he pulled out. Rolled off me.

"Give me ten minutes." He laughed. Breathless. "I need ten minutes."

I looked at him. His face flushed. His body satisfied but still hungry.

"How long has it been since you came three times in one night?"

He thought about it. "Years. Maybe never. Not with my wife."

"Then we should make it happen." I stood. Stretched. "Shower?"

His eyes followed every curve. "Yeah. Shower."



The bathroom was large. Modern. The shower had a rain head and glass walls.

I turned on the water. Let it heat. Steam filled the space.

We stepped in together. The hot water cascaded over us. Washing away sweat. Cum. The evidence of what we'd done.

Hans's hands were immediately on me. Soaping my body. My heavy tits. My strong ass. Between my legs.

I turned. Pressed my hands against the tile wall. Looked back at him over my shoulder.

"One more time." My voice was low. "Fuck me one more time."

He positioned himself behind me. His cock already hardening again. The resilience of desperation.

He pushed inside. Slower this time. Savoring it.

The water streamed over us. The tile cold against my palms. His cock hot inside me.

He fucked me with long, deep strokes. His hands gripping my hips. The angle perfect.

"Your body is incredible." He gasped. "I could fuck you all night."

"Better than fucking your boring wife?"

"So much better." He thrust harder. "She'd never do this. Shower sex. Multiple rounds. Any of it."

"Then she doesn't deserve you." I pushed back against him. "Doesn't deserve this cock."

"And you do?"

"I'm taking it, aren't I?" I clenched around him. "Taking what she won't."

He groaned. His rhythm increasing. The water making everything slippery. Intense.

His hand moved around. Found my clit. Circled it while he fucked me.

The dual sensation pushed me over. I came. My pussy clenching. My legs trembling. The tile wall the only thing keeping me upright.

He followed. His third orgasm. Weaker than the others but still there. His cock pulsing inside me. His breath hot against my neck.

We stayed there. The water washing over us. Both completely spent.

Finally we pulled apart. Finished washing. Turned off the water.



I dried off. Found my dress. Pulled it on. No panties—-those were still somewhere by the window.

Hans watched me from the bed. Wrapped in a towel. His expression satisfied but already tinged with something like sadness.

"When can I see you again?" He asked quietly.

"I don't know." I found my phone. Checked the time. After midnight. "This might be it."

"Rachel..."

"Thank you." I crossed to him. Kissed him softly. "This was exactly what you needed."

He pulled me close. "What I needed. Not what I want."

"I have to go." I extracted myself gently. Grabbed my bag.

He walked me to the door. Still in his towel. His hair damp from the shower.

"Text me." He said. "Please. Even if it's just to say no."

"Maybe." I kissed him one more time. Then opened the door. Stepped into the hallway.

The elevator was empty. I rode down alone. My body sore. Satisfied. My dress sticking to my still-damp skin.

Outside, the Bali night was warm. Humid. I ordered a Gojek. Waited by the entrance.

While I waited, I pulled out my phone. Opened my messages to Tom.

Typed: I'm on my way

His response came immediately. A heart emoji. Then: Can't wait to hear everything

I smiled. Slipped the phone back in my bag.

The Gojek arrived. I climbed into the back seat. Settled in for the ride home.

My body hummed with satisfaction. My mind already anticipating Tom's reaction when I told him about Hans's confessions. About how he'd degraded his wife to praise me. About three rounds. About the shower.

The bike wove through empty streets. Past sleeping neighborhoods. Toward home.
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The Watcher
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Evening by the pool. Tom home from work, his hand tracing lazy patterns on my thigh, both of us still damp from an afternoon swim.

"I finally saw him," I said. "The one who watches from that window."

Tom's hand stilled. "Who is it?"

"Made. The Widana family's son. From next door."

We'd noticed movement in that second-story window from day one. The neighbor's house, so close to ours, their upstairs window with a perfect view of our pool, our outdoor shower, everything. At first we'd wondered if we were imagining it. Then we'd started testing—-me showering at predictable times, sunbathing in positions that gave a clear view. The curtain would shift. Movement behind glass.

It had become part of our play. The unknown voyeur. Someone watching me, wanting me, from a safe distance.

"How young?" Tom asked quietly.

"Just turned eighteen. I saw the birthday celebration last week." I looked at him. "Does that bother you?"

His hand resumed its movement on my thigh, sliding higher. "Does it bother you?"

"No." The truth. "It makes it hotter."

Tom's fingers found the edge of my bikini bottom. Slipped underneath. "The age gap?"

"That. And the fact that he lives next door." I spread my legs slightly. "His family right there. The risk."

"Have you been putting on shows for him?" His fingers circled my clit. Slow. Deliberate.

"Every time I shower. Every time I'm at the pool." I gasped as he pressed harder. "If I know someone's watching..."

"You get wet." Not a question.

"Yes."

His fingers pushed inside me. Two thick digits. "What do you want to do about it?"

I rocked against his hand. "I want to invite him to use the pool."

Tom's breathing changed. "You want more than that."

"Yes." I looked at him directly. "I want to see how far he'll go."

"He thinks you're a cheating wife." Tom's thumb found my clit while his fingers moved inside me. "Betraying me."

The words made my pussy clench. "That's what makes it hot."

"So you'll keep it that way." His hand moved faster. "Let him think he's getting away with something behind my back."

"Yes." Close already. His understanding. His encouragement. Everything combining.

"When?" Tom asked.

"Tomorrow. I'll invite him over." My hips rolled against his hand. "See his reaction."

"And if he's interested?" His fingers curled. Hit that spot inside me.

"Then I'll escalate." I came. Hard. My pussy clenching his fingers. My moans loud in the quiet garden.

Tom pulled his fingers out. Brought them to my mouth. I sucked them clean. Tasting myself.

"I love watching you become this," he said quietly. "This version of yourself who takes what she wants."

"I love that you let me." I kissed him. Deep. Grateful.

We went inside. Made love slowly. Both of us thinking about tomorrow. About Made. About what might happen.

That night I couldn't sleep. I kept thinking about the window. About Made watching me. About his young body. His inexperience. His hunger.

What would it feel like to corrupt him? To teach him? To be his first real experience with a woman who knew what she wanted?

The thought made me wet all over again.

Morning. I wore a short sundress and walked past the Widana house. Deliberate. Calculated.

Made was outside washing his motorbike. Black Honda, well-maintained, water dripping onto the pavement. He looked up as I approached. His eyes widened.

"Made, right?" I stopped at the edge of his property.

"Yes, Mrs. Rachel." His English was accented but clear. He set down the sponge. Wiped his hands on his shorts.

"You just graduated, didn't you? Starting university soon?"

"Yes. Next month. Study at Udayana. Engineering." He couldn't quite meet my eyes. Kept glancing at my legs, my tits visible through the thin dress.

"That's exciting." I stepped closer. "Do you swim? I noticed your family doesn't have a pool."

His face brightened. "I love swim. But yes, no pool here."

"Come use ours. This afternoon. Around two." I watched his reaction carefully.

"Really? You sure?" His eyes lit up. Then concern. "Mr. Tom okay with this?"

Perfect. The opening I needed.

"He's at work." I held his gaze. "He won't know. It'll be our secret."

Understanding flickered in his eyes. A married woman. Inviting him over while her husband was away. Asking him to keep it secret.

"I... yes. Thank you, Mrs. Rachel." His voice dropped slightly. Conspiratorial.

"See you at two." I walked away. Felt his eyes on my ass the entire time.

Two o'clock. I was already at the pool. Red micro-bikini. Two tiny triangles barely covering my fat nipples. The bottom so small it disappeared between my ass cheeks. If I moved wrong, my pussy would be visible.

I heard the gate. Made entering. Swim trunks and towel. He stopped when he saw me.

Frozen. Staring. His mouth slightly open.

"Hi Made." I didn't move from the lounger. Let him look. "Go ahead. Enjoy the pool."

He set down his towel. Dove in. The water swallowed him.

I watched him swim. Long strokes. Strong body. Lean muscle from riding his motorbike everywhere. Young. Fit. Exactly what I wanted.

He surfaced. Wiped water from his face. His eyes immediately found me.

I stretched. Arched my back. My heavy tits straining against the tiny triangles. One wrong move and they'd spill out.

Made went underwater again. Stayed there longer than necessary.

He swam for twenty minutes. Then approached the edge near my lounger.

"Water is very nice. Thank you." His eyes couldn't decide where to look. My face. My tits. My legs. Back to my face.

"You're welcome." I sat up. Adjusted my bikini top. Made sure he saw. "Come whenever you want. Really. I'm usually here afternoons."

"Mr. Tom not home afternoons?"

"Not usually. He's at the university until six most days." I held his gaze. "So it's just me. Getting lonely."

He understood. I could see it register. The implication clear.

"That must be... difficult." His voice was careful.

"It is." I stood. Walked to the pool edge. Stood right above him. My legs at his eye level. "Made, could you help me? I need sunscreen on my back. I can't reach."

His eyes went wide. "I... yes. Okay."

I handed him the bottle. Lay face-down on the lounger. "The straps too. Untie them so there's no tan line."

His breathing changed. I could hear it. Shallow. Nervous.

His wet hands fumbled with the bikini ties. One. Then the other. The top fell away. My back completely bare.

The sunscreen cap opened. A squeeze. Cold liquid hitting my skin.

Then his hands. Trembling slightly. Tentative. Spreading the lotion across my shoulders.

"You can press harder." I turned my head to look at him. "It won't hurt."

His hands grew bolder. Rubbing the sunscreen into my skin. Working down my spine. His touch becoming more confident with each stroke.

"That feels good," I said. Let my voice carry pleasure.

He made a small sound. Kept working.

His hands reached my lower back. Paused at the edge of my bikini bottom.

"My legs too. All the way up."

More sunscreen. His hands moving to my calves. Up to my thighs. His fingers strong. Purposeful now.

Getting closer to my ass. Higher. The backs of my thighs. Inner thighs.

I spread my legs slightly. An invitation.

His hands slowed. Reached the edge of my bikini bottom. Fingers brushing the curve of my ass.

"Don't be shy," I whispered. "I won't tell anyone."

His hands moved higher. Bolder. Sliding up to massage the sunscreen into the exposed sides of my ribs.

Then—deliberately—his hands slipped further. Rubbing down my sides. His fingers brushing the outer swell of my heavy tits pressed against the lounger.

I moaned. Couldn't help it. The contact. The taboo. His young hands on my body.

He did it again. More confident now. His hands sliding down my sides. Touching the soft flesh of my tits. Not quite groping. Not quite innocent.

"Made..." My voice was breathless.

His hands stilled. "I sorry. I—"

"Don't stop." I arched my back slightly. Giving him better access.

He continued. His hands now deliberately exploring. Rubbing sunscreen down my sides. His fingers pressing into the sides of my heavy tits with each stroke. Making me moan.

I could feel his breathing behind me. Ragged. Desperate.

Then—voices. From next door. His mother calling his name.

Made jumped back like he'd been electrocuted. "I have to go. My mother—"

"I know." I sat up. Held the bikini top against my tits. Didn't retie it yet. Let him see. "You should go."

His eyes were glued to my barely-covered chest. The swell of my heavy tits. My fat nipples visible through the wet fabric I held loosely.

"Tomorrow?" His voice was hoarse. "Can I come tomorrow?"

"Same time." I smiled. "We can continue."

He grabbed his towel. His swim trunks were tented obscenely. A massive erection straining against the wet fabric. He tried to cover it. Failed.

"See you tomorrow, Made."

He practically ran to the gate.

I lay back on the lounger. Retied my bikini. My pussy throbbing. My nipples hard.

Tomorrow. Tomorrow I'd take it further.

And he'd come back. I was certain of that.

Tom came home at six. I met him at the door.

"How was your day?" He set down his bag. Kissed me. His hand immediately finding my ass.

"Interesting." I pulled him toward the pool. "Very interesting."

We sat on the daybed. The same spot where Made's towel had been hours ago.

"Made came over." I watched Tom's reaction.

His eyes darkened. "Tell me everything."

So I did. The invitation this morning. His immediate acceptance. The way he'd agreed to keep it secret from Tom. The afternoon at the pool. The red micro-bikini. His frozen reaction when he saw me.

"He has the biggest bulge I've ever seen." I let my hand rest on Tom's thigh. "Through his wet swim trunks. Massive. He couldn't hide it."

Tom's breathing changed. "What else?"

"I asked him to put sunscreen on my back." I described it. The untying of my bikini. His trembling hands. How I'd encouraged him. "My legs too. All the way up. I spread them for him."

Tom's hand moved between my legs. Found me wet through my dress.

"His hands got bolder." I gasped as Tom's fingers pressed. "He rubbed sunscreen down my sides. Let his fingers slide against my tits. Made me moan."

"You let the eighteen-year-old neighbor boy touch your tits." Tom pushed my panties aside. Slid two fingers inside me.

"Just the sides. Just enough to drive him crazy." I rocked against his hand. "His mother called him before he could go further. He ran home with a massive hard-on."

"Is he coming back?" Tom's thumb found my clit.

"Tomorrow. Same time." I was close already. "And tomorrow I'm going to fuck him."

Tom groaned. His fingers moved faster. "You're sure?"

"I'm sure." I grabbed his wrist. Held his hand against me. "He thinks he's helping a lonely housewife cheat on her husband. It makes him brave. Reckless."

"And what will you do?" His voice dropped. Dark. Aroused.

"Invite him for sunscreen again. But this time I'll turn over. Let him do my front. My tits. My stomach." I could picture it. "My thighs. I'll spread my legs. Let him see how wet I am. Let him know what I want."

"And then?"

"Then I'll take him inside. To our bed. And I'll teach him how to fuck properly."

Tom's fingers curled. Hit that spot. "He's probably a virgin."

"Or close to it." The thought made me clench. "Either way, I'm going to ruin him for other women."

I came. My pussy clenching his fingers. My moans echoing in the garden.

Tom didn't stop. He pulled his fingers out. Grabbed my legs. Spread them wide right there on the daybed.

"What are you—" My words cut off as his mouth found my pussy.

His tongue licked through my folds. Tasting me. Tasting my arousal from talking about Made.

"Tom—" I gasped. My hands gripped his hair.

He sucked my clit. Hard. His tongue working in circles. Relentless.

I was still sensitive from the first orgasm. Everything overwhelming. Too intense.

"I can't—" But I could. The pressure building again. Faster this time.

Tom pushed two fingers back inside me. Curled them. Fucked me with them while his mouth worked my clit.

I came again. Harder. My back arching off the daybed. Screaming his name.

He pulled back. His face wet. His eyes dark with satisfaction.

"Go shower." His voice was rough. "Then meet me on our bed. I want one of your amazing blow jobs."

I stood on shaking legs. Kissed him. Tasted myself on his tongue.

"Yes sir." I walked toward the house. Felt his eyes on me the entire way.

Tomorrow I'd have Made. But tonight—tonight I belonged to Tom.
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Two o'clock. I was already at the pool in the same red micro-bikini. Waiting.

The gate opened. Made entered. Swim trunks, towel, nervous smile.

"Mrs. Rachel." His eyes went straight to my tits. Couldn't help himself.

"Hi Made." I didn't move from the lounger. "Come here. Help me with sunscreen again?"

He crossed to me. Set down his towel. Took the bottle from my hand.

I lay face-down. "The straps. Untie them."

His hands fumbled with the strings. One. Two. The bikini top fell away.

Sunscreen. His hands on my back. More confident today than yesterday. Working the lotion into my skin with purpose.

"My sides too," I said. "All of me."

His hands slid down my ribs. Then—deliberately—rubbing the sides of my heavy tits pressed against the lounger. His fingers exploring the soft flesh spilling out.

I moaned. Couldn't help it.

He did it again. Bolder. His hands sliding down my sides, pressing into my tits with each stroke.

"Made..." My voice was breathless.

"You like?" His accent thick.

"Yes." I arched my back slightly. Giving him better access.

His hands moved more freely. Massaging sunscreen into the sides of my heavy tits. Making me moan louder.

Then I sat up. Held the bikini top loosely against my chest. Looked at him.

"Come swim with me." I stood. Let the top fall. My heavy tits bare. My fat nipples hard.

His eyes locked on my chest. His mouth slightly open.

I dove into the pool. The cool water enveloped me. I surfaced. Turned to face him.

"Come on." I beckoned.

He dove in. Came up near me. Water streaming down his face. His eyes still on my tits floating in the water.

We swam lazy circles around each other. Playing. Teasing.

"Do you have a girlfriend, Made?" I asked. Treading water near him.

"Had. We break up last month." His English simple but clear.

"Why?"

He shrugged. "She want serious. I... not ready."

"How old was she?"

"Eighteen. Same as me."

"And now?" I moved closer. "What do you want now?"

His eyes dropped to my tits again. "I... I don't know."

I moved into the shallow end. Stood. The water at my waist. My heavy tits completely visible. Wet. Glistening.

Made followed. Stood close. Very close.

"You keep staring at my tits." I said it plainly.

His face flushed. "I sorry. I not mean—"

"Don't apologize." I stepped closer. "Do you want to touch them?"

His breath caught. "Yes."

"Then touch them."

His hands reached out. Tentative at first. Then his palms cupped my heavy tits. Squeezed.

I gasped. The contact electric. His young hands on my body.

He squeezed harder. His thumbs finding my fat nipples. Rolling them.

"Fuck," I whispered.

He pulled me closer. His mouth finding mine. Kissing me. Tentative. Then deeper. His tongue pushing into my mouth.

I kissed him back. My hands finding his chest. Muscular. Young. Strong.

His hands never left my tits. Squeezing. Groping. Obsessed.

I reached behind my back. Untied the bikini bottom. Let it float away.

Made's hand slid down. Found my pussy. His fingers exploring. Pushing inside.

I moaned into his mouth. Reached for his swim trunks. Found his cock.

Massive. Even through the fabric. Thick and hard and so much bigger than I'd imagined.

"Oh my god." I pulled back. Looked at him. "You're huge."

He blushed. "Too big?"

"No." I stroked him through his trunks. "Perfect."

His fingers moved inside me. Clumsy but eager. His other hand still groping my heavy tit.

We made out in the pool. His mouth hungry. His hands obsessed with my tits. Constantly touching. Squeezing. His fingers pinching my fat nipples.

He lowered his head. Took a nipple in his mouth. Sucked hard.

I cried out. My hand gripping his hair. Holding him against my chest.

He moved to the other nipple. Sucking. Biting gently. His hand still between my legs. Fingering me roughly.

The pleasure building. Too much. Not enough. I needed more.

"Inside." I pulled back. Breathing hard. "I need you inside. In my bedroom."

His eyes were dark. Pupils blown. "Now?"

"Now." I grabbed his hand. Pulled him toward the steps.

We climbed out. I didn't bother with a towel. Just walked naked toward the house. Dripping. My tits swaying.

Made followed. His massive erection tenting his wet swim trunks.

This was happening. Finally.

We jogged through the house. Both dripping wet. My heavy tits bouncing. Made's hand kept reaching for them even as we moved.

Into the bedroom. I turned. Faced him.

"Take off your trunks." My voice was breathless. Commanding.

He pushed them down. Stepped out of them.

His cock sprang free.

I stared. Couldn't help it.

Massive. The biggest I'd ever seen. Thick as my wrist. Long. Hard. Standing straight up against his stomach.

"Jesus Christ." I crossed to him. Wrapped both hands around it. My fingers barely met. "You're fucking huge."

He blushed. "My girlfriend say same thing. Say it hurt."

"It probably did." I stroked him. Base to tip. The weight of him incredible. "But I can take it."

I dropped to my knees. Took him in my mouth.

Just the head at first. My lips stretching around his girth. My tongue working the underside.

He groaned. His hands found my hair.

I took him deeper. Inch by inch. As much as I could. Still not halfway. Too thick. Too long.

I pulled back. Stroked him with both hands. "I'm going to enjoy this."

"Mrs. Rachel..." His voice was strained.

"Just Rachel." I stood. Kissed him. "No more Mrs."

I pulled him to the bed. Lay back. Spread my legs.

"I want you to taste me first." I guided his head down. "Use your mouth."

He positioned himself between my thighs. His tongue licked through my folds. Tentative. Exploring.

"Find my clit. That little spot at the top."

His tongue searched. Found it. Licked.

I gasped. "Yes. Like that. Suck it."

He did. His mouth working my clit. His fingers pushing inside me. Clumsy but eager.

But his attention kept drifting. Looking up at my heavy tits. Watching them move with each breath.

"Come here." I pulled him up. "I know what you really want."

He climbed over me. His massive cock dragging across my stomach. His mouth immediately finding my heavy tits.

Sucking. Biting. His hands squeezing. Obsessed.

"You love my tits, don't you?"

"Yes." He didn't stop. Moved from one fat nipple to the other. "So big. So perfect."

I reached between us. Gripped his massive cock. Guided it to my entrance.

"Fuck me." I positioned him. "Go slow. You're huge."

He pushed. Just the head. The stretch immediate. Intense.

"Oh fuck." My hands gripped his shoulders. "More. Slowly."

He pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Filling me. Stretching me wider than anyone ever had.

"Made..." I couldn't breathe. "You're so fucking big."

"Too much?" He paused.

"No. Don't stop. Keep going."

He pushed deeper. Halfway. Three quarters. Then all the way. Buried completely inside me.

We both groaned. The sensation overwhelming.

He started moving. Slow at first. Long strokes. His massive cock filling me completely with each thrust.

His hands found my heavy tits. Squeezed them. His mouth lowering to suck my fat nipples while he fucked me.

"Fuck yes." I wrapped my legs around him. "Just like that."

He built rhythm. His hips driving forward. His thick cock stretching me. His mouth never leaving my tits.

Sucking. Biting. Groping. Completely obsessed.

"You're so tight." He gasped between sucking my nipples. "Better than my girlfriend. So much better."

His thrusts became more urgent. More erratic. He was close already. Too overwhelmed by the sensation.

"I'm going to—" He thrust deep. Buried completely. "I can't hold—"

"It's okay." I wrapped my arms around him. Held him close. "Come. Let go."

He came. His massive cock pulsing inside me. Flooding me with cum. His whole body shaking.

His mouth found my heavy tit. Sucking my fat nipple hard while he emptied himself inside me.

He stayed buried. Breathing hard against my chest. His cock still twitching.

"I'm sorry." He lifted his head. "Too fast. I—"

"Don't apologize." I kissed him. "We're just getting started."

He started to pull out but I held him.

"Stay inside me. Just for a moment."

We lay there. Connected. His softening cock still inside me. His cum leaking out around him.

His hands never stopped touching my heavy tits. Squeezing gently. His mouth returning to suck my nipples.

"You really are obsessed with them," I said softly.

"Can't help it." He kissed between my tits. "Never seen any so perfect."

A few minutes passed. His breathing steadied. Then I felt it.

His cock hardening again. Inside me. Growing. Thickening.

"Oh my god." I gasped. "Already?"

He grinned. Thrust experimentally. His massive cock hard again. "Young." He said simply.

"The wonder of youth." I spread my legs wider. "Then keep going."

He started moving. Slowly at first. Then building. His massive cock sliding through the mess he'd already made. The wet sounds obscene.

His hands gripped my heavy tits. His mouth found my fat nipple. Sucking while he fucked me.

"Harder." I demanded. "Fuck me harder."

He did. Pounding into me. The bed shaking. My heavy tits bouncing with each thrust. His eyes watching them move. Mesmerized.

The orgasm built fast. His size. His enthusiasm. The taboo of it all.

"I'm going to come." My voice broke. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

He fucked me harder. His mouth sucking my fat nipple. His massive cock driving deep.

I came. Hard. My pussy clenching his thick cock. Screaming his name. Not caring who heard.

He didn't stop. Just kept that perfect rhythm. Prolonging my orgasm.

"I want to see you ride me." He pulled out. Lay on his back. His massive cock standing straight up. Glistening with our combined fluids. "Please."

I climbed over him. Positioned myself above his cock. Sank down slowly.

The angle different. Deeper. His thickness filling me completely.

I started riding. Slow rolls of my hips. Taking him completely with each motion.

My heavy tits swayed in his face. Bouncing. He couldn't take his eyes off them.

His hands immediately grabbed them. Squeezed. Pulled me down so he could suck my fat nipples.

"I love your tits." He mumbled around my nipple. "So fucking perfect."

I rode him faster. Harder. Using his massive cock for my pleasure. Watching his face as my heavy tits bounced above him.

His hands never stopped. Groping. Squeezing. His mouth moving between nipples. Sucking hard enough to leave marks.

"You're obsessed with them." I gasped.

"Can't help it." He thrust up. Meeting my rhythm. "They're incredible. Better than any girl I see. So big. So soft."

I rode him harder. Taking his massive cock deep. My clit grinding against him with each motion.

The second orgasm built. Faster than the first.

"Fuck. Made. Your cock." I couldn't form full sentences. "So big. Filling me."

He thrust up harder. His hands bruising my heavy tits. His mouth sucking my fat nipple.

I came again. My pussy clenching his massive cock. My heavy tits bouncing wildly. Moaning his name.

"I want you from behind." He pulled me off him. "Turn over."

I got on my hands and knees. Presented myself to him.

He positioned himself behind me. One hand gripping my strong ass. The other reaching around to grab my heavy tit.

He pushed inside. One hard thrust. Filled me completely from this angle.

"Oh fuck." I couldn't help the scream. "So deep."

He started fucking me. Hard. Fast. His massive cock pounding into me. One hand on my ass. The other squeezing my heavy tit. Refusing to let go even from behind.

"Your ass is perfect." He slapped it. "But your tits... I can't stop thinking about your tits."

He leaned forward. Both hands now gripping my heavy tits from behind. Squeezing them while he fucked me.

The position awkward but he didn't care. Had to have his hands on my tits.

"Made..." I pushed back against him. "I'm close again."

"Me too." His rhythm became erratic. "Can I... can I come inside you again?"

"Yes. Fill me."

He pounded harder. His hands bruising my heavy tits. His massive cock stretching me with each thrust.

He came. Buried deep inside me. His cock pulsing. Flooding me with his second load.

I came with him. The third time. My pussy milking his massive cock. Taking everything.

He collapsed onto my back. Both of us panting. Trembling.

After a moment, he pulled out. Rolled to the side.

We lay there. Both catching our breath. Sweaty. Satisfied.

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

"Incredible." I looked at his cock. Still semi-hard. "And you'll probably be ready again in ten minutes."

He grinned. "Maybe five."

The wonder of youth indeed.

"I should go soon." He said. "Before your husband come home."

Right. Tom. The illusion I'd maintained. Made thought this was cheating. A secret affair.

"Yes." I kissed him. "You should."

He dressed slowly. His eyes kept returning to my naked body. My heavy tits. His cum leaking from my pussy.

"Can I... can I come back?" He asked.

"Yes." I smiled. "But this stays between us. Your family can't know. No one can know."

"I promise." He crossed back. Kissed me one more time. His hands automatically finding my heavy tits. Squeezing. "Thank you, Rachel."

Then he was gone.

I lay there for a few minutes after Made left. Catching my breath. Feeling his cum leak out of me. My pussy sore. My heavy tits tender from his mouth and hands.

I needed to clean up.

I walked to the outdoor shower. Turned on the water. Let it run hot.

Stepped under the spray. The water washed over me. Washing away sweat. Cum. The evidence of what we'd done.

I soaped my body. My heavy tits. Between my legs. Made's cum running down my thighs mixed with the water.

As I rinsed, I looked up.

There. The second-story window of the Widana house.

Made. Standing there. Watching me. Like he had been for weeks.

This time I smiled. Waved.

His hand lifted. Waved back.

I grabbed my heavy tits. One in each hand. Lifted them. Wiggled them at him.

Even from this distance I could see his reaction. His hand moving to the front of his shorts.

I laughed. Blew him a kiss.

Then—sound from the driveway. Tom's motorbike.

I quickly shut off the water. Grabbed my towel. Wrapped it around myself.

Tom was home.

I hurried inside. Met him at the door as he was setting down his bag.

"Hi." I was breathless. Water still dripping from my hair.

"Hi." He looked at me. Saw my face. Knew immediately. "Good afternoon?"

"The best." I pulled him toward the bedroom. "I need to tell you everything."



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Comfortable

[image: ]


The evening sky had turned that particular shade of violet that only happens in Bali when the sun has fully disappeared but darkness hasn't completely settled. I heard the gate click. Not the familiar rattle of Tuesday morning garden work. Something different. Deliberate. Expected.

This was the sixth time. Maybe the seventh. I'd lost count somewhere between the afternoon he'd bent me over the pool deck and the morning he'd taken me against the outdoor shower wall while Tom listened from the bedroom. Wayan had become part of our rhythm now. Part of our life. Not just the gardener anymore. Something else entirely. My regular. The only bull Tom got to watch me with.

Tom sat on the deck with his whisky already poured. Amber liquid catching the last remnants of daylight. Two beers sweating on the table beside him. Bintang. The green bottles wet with condensation in the humid air.

"He's here," Tom said. Simple. Matter-of-fact. Like announcing an old friend was dropping by.

I adjusted my dress. Thin cotton. Short enough that sitting down would be dangerous. The neckline low enough that my heavy tits pressed against the fabric. My fat nipples visible through the thin material. No bra. No pretense about what this evening might become.

Wayan appeared around the corner. Not in work clothes. Clean shirt. Loose cotton shorts. His hair still damp from a recent shower. He stopped when he saw us both sitting there waiting for him. The three of us. Together. Like old friends. Like this was normal.

Because it was normal now. For us.

His eyes found mine first. Something passed between us. Recognition. Memory. Heat. Then his gaze shifted to Tom. No fear there anymore. No guilt. Just ease. The comfort of familiarity.

"Come sit," Tom said. Gestured to the empty chair between us. "Have a beer."

Wayan moved forward without hesitation. Took the chair. His thigh brushed mine as he settled in. Tom handed him a Bintang. The bottle cold in his weathered hand.

"Thank you, Tom." His English still careful but more confident than those first nervous encounters. No more "Mr. Tom." Just Tom. Like we were equals. Friends.

I reached over. Placed my hand on his thigh. Felt the muscle tense beneath worn cotton. Not from surprise. From anticipation. His eyes met mine again. That look that said he knew exactly how this evening would end.

"How was your day?" I asked. Like we were old lovers catching up.

Around us, Sanur settled into darkness. Distant motorbikes becoming fewer. Someone's television from the neighboring villa. Music in Balinese floating through the humid air. The night insects starting their chorus. Frogs in the drainage ditches making their rhythmic calls. The wet heavy air pressing down on everything. Frangipani scent so thick I could taste it. The town settling into sleep around us.

Tom asked about Wayan's week. His other jobs. His family. His wife.

Wayan answered easily now. No discomfort talking about his home life while sitting between the married couple he'd been regularly fucking. He talked about his children. The garden he was planting at his own house. A motorbike repair his cousin was helping with. Normal conversation. Ordinary. The kind of talk old friends have.

Except my hand stayed on his thigh. Moving higher with each sentence. Feeling the heat of him through the thin cotton. And his hand had found my lower back. Casual. Possessive. His fingers tracing small circles on my bare skin where the dress dipped low.

Tom watched. His eyes tracked the movement of my fingers. The way Wayan's breathing changed when I squeezed his thigh. The way I leaned into Wayan's touch like it was the most natural thing in the world.

"It's good," Wayan said quietly, "being here like this. With both of you."

"We like having you here," Tom said. He raised his whisky glass slightly. "To good company."

Wayan lifted his beer. Clinked it against Tom's glass. Against my bottle. We drank. The silence wasn't awkward. Just full. Weighted with everything we'd already shared. All the afternoons. All the ways our bodies had learned each other.

The ease between us felt earned. Three people who'd stumbled into something that worked. No pretense anymore. No secrets. Just this comfortable intimacy that shouldn't exist but did.

Tom was asking about the weather. Whether Wayan thought the heavy rains would come early this season. His tone easy. Conversational. Like my hand wasn't sliding higher on Wayan's thigh. Like I wasn't pressing my heavy tits against Wayan's arm.

"Maybe November," Wayan said. His voice getting rougher. "Sometimes rain comes heavy before season. Damages gardens. Floods streets."

"That would complicate things," Tom agreed. Sipped his whisky. Watched my hand move.

I sipped my beer. Set it down. The bottle making a soft sound against the table.

Wayan's eyes followed my movement. Tracked me as I shifted in my chair. As I turned slightly toward him.

I stood up. Slow. Deliberate. Both their eyes followed me.

I moved to kneel between Wayan's legs.

The conversation didn't stop. Tom kept talking about flood preparation. Wayan tried to respond. His voice already changing. Getting thicker.

My hands found the drawstring of his loose cotton shorts. Untied it slowly. The fabric loosening around his waist. His breathing changed immediately. Got faster. Shallower.

"Rachel." He breathed my name. Not Mrs. Rachel anymore. Just Rachel. Like lovers say it.

I pulled down his shorts and underwear together. Freed his thick cock. Already hard. Already ready for me. So much bigger than Tom's. I'd never get used to the size of him. The weight. The girth that stretched my mouth every time.

The tropical night wrapped around us. Anyone in the neighboring villas could hear if they listened. Could see if they looked. We'd stopped caring weeks ago.

I took him in my mouth. Slow. Deliberate. My lips stretching around the girth of him. The weight of him heavy on my tongue. Salt and soap and something uniquely him that I'd come to crave.

Above me, Wayan groaned. His hand found my hair. Fingers threading through. Guiding gently at first.

Tom's voice cut through. Casual. Perfectly normal. "So you think early November for the heavy rains?"

Wayan laughed. Breathless. Disbelieving. His hips shifted. Pushed deeper into my mouth.

"Yes," he managed. "I think... fuck... maybe two weeks."

"We should prepare the drainage then," Tom said. I heard him sip his whisky.

I worked Wayan with my mouth. My hand stroking what my lips couldn't reach. The thick base of him. So much cock. More than I'd ever taken before him. More than I'd thought possible.

My pussy throbbed. Wet already. Aching. Wanting.

Tom continued the conversation. Asked about which plants would survive heavy flooding. His tone easy. Unhurried. Like I wasn't on my knees between another man's thighs. Like my mouth wasn't stretched around his massive cock while my husband sat three feet away drinking whisky.

Wayan tried to answer. His words broken. Fractured by pleasure. His hand in my hair tightened. Guiding more firmly now. Setting the rhythm he needed. I let him. Opened wider. Took him deeper. Relaxed my throat the way I'd learned over these past weeks.

The wet sounds of my mouth on him mixed with night insects. With his groaning. With Tom's calm voice asking about whether the frangipani would need extra support.

"I think..." Wayan's voice strained. His thighs tensing under my hands. "I think they are strong enough."

"Good to know," Tom said.

I sucked harder. My tongue working the underside of his shaft. Tasting him. Feeling him throb. Getting him closer.

Wayan's hips lifted. Pushing into my mouth. His control slipping.

"Stand up, Rachel," Tom said. Not a request.

I pulled off Wayan's cock. Stood slowly. My dress clinging to my damp skin. My fat nipples hard points pressing against the thin cotton.

Tom gestured with his whisky glass. "Take it off."

I pulled the dress over my head. Let it fall to the deck. Stood naked in the garden lights. My heavy tits swaying. My pussy wet and ready between my strong thighs.

Wayan's eyes devoured me. His thick cock still pointing at the sky. Glistening from my mouth. He'd seen me naked dozens of times now but he still looked at me like it was the first time. Like I was something incredible.

"Sit on him," Tom said. His hand on his whisky glass. His other hand adjusting himself through his pants. Getting hard watching us.

I straddled Wayan. The deck chair creaking beneath our combined weight. Positioned myself above his cock. His weathered hands gripped my strong ass. Pulled me down.

I sank onto him. Slow. Inch by inch. The thickness still a shock every time. Stretching me. Filling me completely. So much bigger than my husband.

We both groaned. The sensation overwhelming even though we'd done this so many times now.

Tom sat three feet away. Watching. Sipping whisky. His eyes dark with arousal. Hungry. This was what he loved. Watching me take another man. Seeing my pleasure. Knowing I'd come back to him afterward and tell him everything.

I started riding Wayan. My hands on his shoulders for leverage. My heavy tits bouncing with each movement. His thick cock pushing deep. Hitting places Tom couldn't reach.

The stars wheeled overhead. Southern constellations I'd learned to recognize now. The garden alive with sounds. Our sounds joining them. My moans. Wayan's groans. The creak of the chair. The wet sounds of his cock moving in and out of my soaking pussy.

Wayan's mouth found my heavy tit. Sucked my fat nipple hard. His teeth grazing. The pleasure shot straight to my pussy.

"Fuck," I gasped. "Right there."

His hands on my strong ass. Guiding my rhythm. Pulling me down harder onto his massive cock. His hips thrusting up to meet me.

Tom's voice carried across the deck. "Does he feel good?"

"Yes," I moaned. Louder. Not caring who heard. "So thick. So deep. So fucking good."

Wayan groaned against my skin. His hips thrusting up harder. The chair rocking with our movement.

My orgasm built fast. The angle perfect. His cock hitting that spot deep inside me. His mouth on my tit. His rough hands spreading my ass cheeks.

"I'm close," I gasped.

"Come for him," Tom said. Voice rough. "Let us both hear you."

I came. My pussy clenching Wayan's thick cock. My back arching. My heavy tits pressing into his face. I screamed. Loud enough for the neighbors. Loud enough for the whole street. Not caring. Not hiding.

Wayan kept moving. Kept fucking up into me. Drawing out my orgasm. Making it last.

When I could breathe again, I was trembling. Boneless. But Wayan wasn't done. His hands shifted. Gripped my waist. He stood. Strong despite being in his fifties. Lifted me with him. My legs wrapped around him. His cock still buried inside me.

He walked us to the villa wall. Pressed my back against it. Started fucking me standing. Hard strokes. Deep. His thick cock pounding into me.

Tom moved his chair. Better view. His hand now openly rubbing the front of his pants.

"Look at you," Tom said. Voice rough. "Taking his cock like that. So beautiful."

Wayan's mouth found my neck. Biting. Marking me. His weathered hands under my strong ass. Supporting my weight easily.

Each thrust drove me higher. Built another orgasm. Fast on the heels of the first.

"Again," Wayan groaned against my skin. "Come again for me, Rachel."

I did. Harder this time. My whole body shaking. My pussy milking his thick cock. My moans mixing with the night sounds around us.

Wayan followed. His rhythm becoming erratic. His grip tightening. He buried himself deep. Held there. His cock pulsing inside me.

I felt his cum. Hot. Thick. Flooding my pussy. Filling me completely. No condom. Not anymore. I'd stopped caring about that weeks ago. Just wanted to feel all of him. Everything.

We stayed pressed against the wall. Both panting. Both trembling. His softening cock still inside me. His cum already starting to leak out around his shaft.

Tom stood. Walked over. Handed Wayan his beer.

"Drink," Tom said. Smiling. Completely at ease.

Wayan laughed. Breathless. Disbelieving. He pulled out of me carefully. Set me down gently. My legs unsteady. I felt his cum drip down my inner thighs. Hot. Obscene.

Tom handed me my beer too. His other hand cupping my face. He kissed me. Deep. Claiming. His tongue in my mouth. He could probably taste Wayan on me.

The three of us stood on the deck. Wayan half-dressed. Me completely naked and marked, cum running down my legs. Tom fully clothed and hard.

"Come on," Tom said, gesturing to the chairs. "Sit. Finish your drinks."

We did. I didn't reach for my dress. Just sat between them. Buck naked. Wayan's cum still leaking from my used pussy. His hand found my thigh again. Tom's arm across the back of my chair.

Just three people. Comfortable together. Sharing something most people would never understand.

I sat on Wayan's lap afterward. Just sank down onto his thighs like it was the most natural thing in the world. His arms came around me immediately. Possessive. Comfortable. Like we'd done this a hundred times before.

His hand found my heavy tit. Not sexual exactly. Just there. Playing absently. His thumb circling my fat nipple. Making it hard again even though my body was still trembling from coming.

Tom watched from his chair. Sipped his whisky. Smiled.

"Your family is good?" I asked Wayan. My voice still breathless.

"Yes. My son, he starts new job next week. At hotel in Seminyak." Pride in his voice. His weathered hand still on my breast. His other arm around my waist. "Good money. Better than his old work."

"That's wonderful." I turned slightly. Kissed him. Slow. Deep. Like lovers do. Not frantic like before. Just comfortable. Familiar.

His tongue found mine. Tasted me. His hand tightened on my heavy tit. Squeezed.

When we pulled apart, Tom was watching. His eyes dark. Aroused. No jealousy there. Just hunger. This was what he loved. Seeing me like this. Seeing us like this.

"My daughter," Wayan continued, like we hadn't just been kissing. "She asks about you. About the nice lady at the villa."

"What do you tell her?" I leaned my head against his shoulder. His cum still leaking from my pussy. Dripping onto his thigh. Neither of us caring.

"I tell her you are very kind. Very beautiful." His lips found my neck. Kissed there gently. "I do not tell her everything."

Tom laughed. Refilled his whisky. "Probably wise."

We sat like that for a while. Talking about nothing important. Wayan's work schedule. Tom's lectures. The weather. Normal conversation. Except I was naked on another man's lap. His hands on my body. His cum inside me.

The intimacy between us felt different now. Not just sex. Something more. Affection. Connection. This was more than just physical.

Wayan's hand moved down. Found my pussy. Still wet. Still open from his cock. His finger slid inside easily. I gasped.

"You are ready again already?" His voice amused. Disbelieving.

"Always." I shifted on his lap. Spread my legs wider. Gave him better access.

His finger moved inside me. Slow circles. Finding that spot. I moaned. Soft. Not hiding it.

Tom's hand moved to the front of his pants. Watching. Waiting.

"I want you again," I said to Wayan. Not asking. Stating.

"Then you should have me." He pulled his finger out. Stood. Lifted me easily. My legs wrapped around him.

I looked at Tom. He nodded. Go.

"Come on." I took Wayan's hand. Led him inside. Through the living area. Up the stairs. To the bedroom I shared with my husband.

Tom stayed on the deck. I heard the clink of ice in his glass. The creak of his chair. He wasn't following.

Not yet.

The bedroom was dark except for light filtering through from the garden below. I pulled Wayan to the bed. Pushed him down onto it.

He fell back. His cock already hardening again. Ready.

I crawled over him. Kissed him. Deep. Hungry. This was different from out on the deck. More private. More intimate. This was our bedroom. Mine and Tom's. And I was bringing another man into it.

The transgression made my pussy clench.

"Rachel." Wayan said my name like a prayer. His weathered hands cupped my face. "You are so beautiful."

"I want you inside me again." I straddled him. Positioned myself above his thick cock. "I want to feel you."

I sank down onto him. Slow. The stretch still overwhelming even though he'd already fucked me twice tonight. So much bigger than Tom. So thick.

We both groaned.

I started riding him. Slow rolls of my hips. Taking him deep. My heavy tits swaying. His hands found them immediately. Squeezed. Worshipped.

"You like my tits, don't you?" I leaned forward. Let them hang in his face.

"I love them." His mouth found my fat nipple. Sucked hard. "So heavy. So perfect."

I rode him harder. Faster. The bed creaking beneath us. The headboard starting to tap against the wall.

Outside on the deck, Tom would hear everything. Every moan. Every creak. Every sound of Wayan's cock sliding in and out of my soaking pussy.

The thought made me wetter.

"Fuck me harder," I gasped. "I want Tom to hear how good you fuck me."

Wayan's hips started thrusting up. Meeting my rhythm. Driving deeper. His weathered hands gripped my strong ass. Pulled me down harder onto his massive cock.

I moaned louder. Not holding back. Wanting Tom to hear. Wanting him to know exactly what was happening in our bed.

"Yes," I gasped. "Just like that. Don't stop."

The bed was really moving now. Rocking. The headboard hitting the wall with each thrust. The sounds filling the bedroom. Spilling out through the open window.

Wayan's mouth moved to my neck. Biting. Marking me. His hands everywhere. My tits. My ass. Between us, finding my clit.

His thumb circled. Pressed. The dual sensation overwhelming. His thick cock inside me. His thumb on my clit. His mouth on my neck.

"I'm close," I whimpered. "So fucking close."

"Cum for me," he groaned. "Let your husband hear you cum on my cock."

I came. Screaming. My pussy clenching him. My back arching. My heavy tits pressing into his face.

The orgasm ripped through me. Wave after wave. Longer than before. Harder than before.

Wayan kept moving. Kept fucking me through it. Drawing out every second.

When I could breathe again, he rolled us over. Suddenly I was on my back. Him on top. His cock still inside me.

He started fucking me with intensity. Hard strokes. Deep. The bed shaking beneath us.

"Yes," I moaned. "Fuck me. Use me."

His weathered hands pushed my legs back. Folded me nearly in half. Changed the angle. His cock hit deeper. Hit places that made me see stars.

I was screaming again. Not caring who heard. Not caring about anything except the pleasure consuming me.

Wayan's rhythm changed. Getting erratic. Getting desperate. He was close.

"Cum inside me," I gasped. "Fill me."

He buried himself deep. Held there. His cock pulsing. I felt his cum. Hot. Thick. Flooding my pussy for the second time tonight.

We stayed like that. Both trembling. Both gasping. His weight on me. His cock still inside me. His cum leaking out around his shaft.

After a long moment, he pulled out. Rolled to his side. Both of us breathing hard.

Through the open window, I heard movement on the deck below. Tom shifting in his chair. The clink of ice in his glass.

He'd heard everything.

Wayan dressed slowly. Still breathing hard. His weathered face flushed. Satisfied.

"I should go back down," he said quietly. "Talk with Tom."

"Go." I stayed on the bed. Naked. Marked. Thoroughly fucked. "I'll be down in a minute."

He kissed me one more time. Soft. Tender. Then left.

I lay there alone. Tom and Wayan's voices drifted up from the deck. Low. Comfortable. The sound of old friends talking.

My body ached in the best way. My pussy swollen. Tender. Filled with Wayan's cum.

I smiled. Closed my eyes. Let myself feel everything.

This was working. All three of us. Finding something most people would never understand.

After a few minutes, I stood. Pulled on a thin robe. Didn't bother tying it closed. My heavy tits visible. My body on display.

I walked downstairs. Back to the deck. Back to my husband and my lover.

Both of them looked up as I appeared. Tom's eyes traveled over my body. Taking in the flush of my skin. The marks on my neck. The way I moved slightly differently. Like someone who'd been thoroughly used.

His smile was proud. Possessive. Aroused.

I sat between them. Wayan's hand found my thigh. Tom's arm across the back of my chair.

Just the three of us. Comfortable together. The arrangement working perfectly.

I sat between them. Buck naked. Wayan's cum still leaking from my pussy. Dripping onto the deck chair beneath me. The night air felt good on my marked skin.

Tom handed me a fresh beer. His fingers brushed mine. Possessive. Claiming me even though I'd just been thoroughly fucked by another man.

Wayan took a long drink. His eyes kept moving to my heavy tits. My fat nipples still hard. He couldn't help himself. Even after everything we'd just done.

"How is the garden at your house coming?" Tom said to Wayan.

Just like that. Normal conversation. Like I wasn't sitting naked between them covered in sweat and cum.

Wayan answered. His voice easier now. More relaxed. He talked about planting vegetables. About his wife helping with the watering. About his son wanting to learn gardening too.

Tom listened. Asked questions. Genuine interest. Not performative.

I watched them talk. These two men who'd become such important parts of my life. My husband who gave me freedom. My lover who gave me pleasure. Both of them comfortable with what we'd created.

"You are very good to Rachel," Wayan said quietly. Looking at Tom. "Most husbands would not... understand."

"Most husbands don't love their wives the way I love mine." Tom's hand found my thigh. Squeezed. "I want her happy. Whatever that looks like."

Wayan nodded slowly. Processing. "In Bali, this is not common. But I think maybe it is good thing. Honest thing."

"It is honest," I said. My voice still breathless from being fucked. "No secrets. No lies. Just... this."

The three of us sat in comfortable silence. Drinking. The night sounds around us. Frogs. Insects. Distant motorbikes. The smell of frangipani thick in the humid air.

I felt Wayan's cum leak from me. Hot. Obscene. Dripping down onto the chair. My pussy still swollen. Still tender from his thick cock.

Tom's eyes moved to my thighs. He could see it. The evidence. His hand tightened on my leg.

"Do you need release?" I turned to him. My voice soft.

His grin was immediate. Hungry. "Always."

I shifted. Moved to kneel between Tom's legs. The same position I'd been in with Wayan an hour ago. The deck hard beneath my knees. Wayan's cum still dripping from me.

Tom spread his legs. His hand moved to my hair. Gentle. Familiar. Different from Wayan's rougher touch.

I unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his pants. Freed his cock. Already hard. Ready for me.

Smaller than Wayan's. I couldn't help the comparison. But this was my husband's cock. The one I'd known for twenty-three years. The one that belonged to me.

I took him in my mouth. Easier than Wayan. Less stretch. More familiar.

Tom groaned. His hand in my hair tightened.

From the chair beside us, Wayan watched. His eyes dark. Interested. No shame. No discomfort. Just appreciation.

"She is very good at that," Wayan said. His voice matter-of-fact. Approving.

Tom laughed. Breathless. "Yes. She really is."

I worked Tom with my mouth. Slow. Deliberate. Taking him deep. My tongue working the underside of his shaft. My hand stroking what my mouth couldn't reach.

Above me, Tom and Wayan talked. About the weather. About Tom's lecture schedule. About whether the frangipani needed pruning.

Casual conversation while I sucked my husband's cock. While another man watched. While his cum still leaked from my used pussy.

The surreal nature of it made me wetter.

Tom's breathing changed. Getting rougher. Faster. His hips started moving. Pushing into my mouth.

"Close," he gasped.

I sucked harder. Faster. My hand stroking him in rhythm with my mouth. Wanting to taste him. Wanting him to cum in my mouth while Wayan watched.

Tom came with a groan. His cock pulsing. His cum hot and thick on my tongue. Familiar taste. Different from Wayan's. Saltier. Thinner.

I swallowed. Cleaned him. Made sure I got every drop.

When I pulled off, both men were watching me. Tom with satisfied possessiveness. Wayan with something like awe.

I sat back on my heels. Wiped my mouth. Smiled up at them.

"Perfect," Tom said. His hand cupping my face. "Absolutely perfect."

Wayan stood. Pulled up his loose cotton shorts. Tied the drawstring. The movement slow. Reluctant. Like leaving was physically painful.

"I should go," he said quietly. "My wife will wonder."

The reminder landed heavy. He had another life. Another home. A wife waiting for him who didn't know what he'd been doing here.

Tom stood too. Extended his hand. Wayan took it. They shook. Like old friends. Like brothers.

"Same time next week?" Tom asked.

Wayan looked at me. His eyes soft. Grateful. "If Rachel wants."

"I want," I said. Simple. True.

"Then yes," Wayan said. "Next week."

He moved toward the gate. Stopped. Turned back. "Thank you. Both of you. For... this."

"Thank you," Tom said. His arm coming around my waist. "For making her happy."

Wayan smiled. Nodded. Then left through the gate. We heard his motorbike start. The engine fading down the street into the Bali night.

Tom and I stood alone on the deck. I was still naked. Still covered in the evidence of both men. Still marked. Still satisfied.

Tom turned me to face him. His hands on my waist. His eyes searching mine.

"This is perfect, isn't it?" I said.

"It really is." He pulled me close. Kissed me. Deep. Claiming. "You're perfect."

I rested my head against his chest. Felt his heartbeat. Steady. Sure. Unchanged by everything that had just happened.

This arrangement worked. All three of us getting what we needed. Tom getting to watch me explored. Wayan getting access to something he'd only dreamed about. Me getting pleasures I'd denied myself for too long.

No jealousy. No resentment. Just comfort. Just ease. Just this perfect balance we'd somehow found.

"Come on," Tom said. His hand finding mine. "Let's shower. Then bed."

"Together?" I smiled up at him.

"Always together." He kissed my forehead. "No matter who else touches you. We always come back to this."

We walked inside. Through the villa to the outdoor shower. The water warm on my marked skin. Tom's hands washing away Wayan's sweat. His cum. The evidence of what I'd done.

But not the memory. Not the satisfaction. Not the certainty that this was exactly who I was supposed to be.

We dried off. Crawled into bed. Tangled together in the darkness. The ceiling fan turning overhead. The sounds of Bali settling around us.

"I love you," I whispered.

"I love you too." His arms tightened. "My beautiful, brave wife."

I fell asleep like that. Safe. Satisfied. Completely at peace with everything I'd become.
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