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Foreword

I wanted this book to follow on from ‘Stacy: Three’s A Crowd’ in the Spring, but so many different writing opportunities came up this year, from the two ACHE collaborations (The Hotwife Key Party and The Hotwife Games) to my two-book series with GK Grayson, ‘The Wishing Faery Chronicles’ that ‘Gemma’ kept getting pushed back.

I didn’t want to rush this book (it’s the longest Holiday Hotwives book, with possibly the most complex premise) so I took the decision to wait until I had a decent enough gap in my writing schedule to do it and justice and I think that I did. I certainly had fun writing this one and I hope you enjoy it too.

You don’t have to have read the first three Holiday Hotwives books to pick this one up, but if you read them in order, you’ll have a better understanding of the Dennis Webb storyline, something that will continue in books five (and probably six.)

Right. Enough of my drivel. You want to get into the fifth Holiday Hotwives book, right? Have fun with Gemma and I’ll catch up with you in the afterword.
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The Onyx Vista

Asmall plane flew low over the sparkling turquoise Caribbean, landing with a small spray of water as the two floats beneath it skimmed along the water’s surface.

“Wow,” breathed Gemma as we watched it continue to coast along until it reached a long wooden jetty that stretched out from the beautiful white-gold beach in front of us. “This place is stunning.”

“It is,” I agreed with my wife, gazing at the gorgeous panorama before us. We’d landed just that morning in Montego Bay, Jamaica and after breakfast in a palm-tree-shaded restaurant right next to the airport, we were waiting for our transport to the hotel while enjoying the brilliant morning sun.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Lauren promised. She was Gemma’s work colleague and best friend and the person who had talked us into sharing a vacation here, along with her long-term boyfriend, Max.

“Wait until you see Montego Bay itself and then the hotel,” Max added, pulling his cap down lower over his bearded face to block out the sun. “It’s amazing.”

“I’m excited.” Gemma squeezed my hand and grinned at me. Her large, round sunglasses covered her dark brown eyes from view but I could tell she was happy. That made me happy too. She was my everything. We’d been married for seven years and this was the first overseas trip we’d made since our honeymoon in Vegas. Money had been tight at first after we bought our first home and then just as things were improving, the pandemic hit and sent us back to square one.

So, when Max and Lauren told us of a special package deal that they’d been offered for a group of four in Jamaica, that basically amounted to costing almost nothing for us - as they’d be happy to pay the bulk of it - we jumped at the chance.

They travelled here last summer and enjoyed it and as I looked out over the crystal clear Caribbean sea washing into the pure sand, I started to understand why. It was the very image of paradise.

“Hello?” came a distinctly Jamaican-sounding voice from behind us and I turned to see a black fellow smartly dressed in a white shirt and khaki shorts. “Are you Max’s group?”

“That would be us,” Max replied. Looking out over the sea view, we hadn’t heard the small yellow and green minibus park up a short distance away.

“Please, this way,” the man nodded towards the brightly coloured vehicle. “I will take you to the Onyx Vista Hotel. My name is Calvin.”

Calvin was an impressive specimen of a man. He easily lifted two of our suitcases with one hand and then the third in the other hand before casually heading over to the bus. One suitcase in particular - Gemma’s, of course - was so heavy I’d had to pay extra luggage costs on the plane. And yet Calvin lifted it as though it was empty.

“As soon as we get to the hotel, we’re on the rum.” Max put his arm around me as we followed the girls to the minibus. He’d wanted me to have a drink with him earlier but I wasn’t one to drink during the day. I always got an early evening hangover and those weren’t fun.

The minibus ride to the Onyx Vista Hotel was a mix of vibrant landscapes and lively conversation. As we traversed the Jamaican coast, the scenery transformed into a kaleidoscope of colour – lush greenery, vibrant flowers, and glimpses of local life passing by. Calvin’s occasional insights and friendly banter added a touch of authenticity to our journey, explaining some of the history of the island.

Upon arriving at the hotel, we were welcomed by the sight of a magnificent resort nestled against the backdrop of Montego Bay’s pristine shoreline. The Onyx Vista Hotel exuded luxury, with its elegant Georgian architecture seamlessly blending with the natural beauty around it.

The air was alive with a gentle breeze that carried the faint scent of saltwater and tropical blooms. As we got out of the bus, the sunlight painted everything in a warm, golden hue, casting a soft glow over the scene before us as we drove towards our destination. Gemma’s hand was nestled in mine, our fingers interlaced as we walked alongside Max and Lauren. The four of us shared excited smiles, anticipation of our vacation swirling in the air as we approached the entrance of the Onyx Vista Hotel.

The gardens that surrounded us were a symphony of vibrant colours and lush greenery. Tropical flowers of every hue adorned the landscape, their petals catching the sunlight and creating a dazzling display. Palm trees swayed gently in the breeze, their fronds whispering in the wind. The path beneath our feet was adorned with smooth stones, leading us towards the grand entrance.

Stepping inside the hotel was like entering a different era; of luxury and elegance. The lobby was a masterpiece of design, with its soaring ceilings and classy decor. The air was infused with a delicate fragrance, a blend of ocean breeze and the subtle scent of mangos and other tropical scents. Sunlight streamed through the large front windows, bathing the lobby in light.

As we walked towards the reception area, Gemma and I couldn’t stop looking around. Elegant furnishings adorned the lobby and a stunning chandelier hung from the ceiling, its light combining with the sunlight to skitter off the shiny marble floors. The soft sound of a cascading water feature added a soothing undertone, somehow giving the busy hotel a tranquil atmosphere.

As we approached the polished dark wood reception desk, Gemma pushed her sunglasses to the top of her head and her large brown eyes sparkled with excitement as she grinned excitedly at me. Max and Lauren saw her smile and exchanged knowing glances, obviously pleased that we were so impressed.

“Good morning!” a cheerful voice greeted us and our attention turned to a petite, good-looking brunette, perhaps in her forties, her warm smile radiating genuine hospitality. She walked across the lobby’s spotless floor to take her place behind the check-in desk and extended her hand in a friendly gesture. “I’m Donna Webb, the proprietor of the Onyx Vista Hotel. Welcome to our little piece of paradise.”

I shook her hand, impressed by the strength of her grip for such a diminutive woman. “Paul, and this is Gemma, my wife. We’re here to check in.”

Donna’s gaze shifted to Gemma, her eyes sparkling as she took in the two of us. “Lovely to meet you both. We’re thrilled to have you as our guests. I hope your stay with us will be nothing short of magical.”

“This place is definitely magical, what we’ve seen of it so far,” Gemma chimed in, her voice tinged with excitement.

“We’re here to check in too,” Max said as he and Lauren joined us at the desk. “We were here last year if you remember us? Max and Lauren.”

“I think I do.” The hotel owner nodded and then gave him a strange smile and quickly looked down at the PC monitor as if trying to stop herself from speaking further. What was that about?

Donna’s enthusiasm was infectious as she efficiently handled our check-in process; her attention to detail and professionalism on show. As she handed us the key cards to our rooms, her gaze twinkled mischievously. “I’m sure you’ll enjoy the breathtaking view from your suite. We hope you fall under the Onyx Vista’s spell while you’re here.”

“Thank you,” I replied, a genuine smile tugging at my lips. I couldn’t help but love Donna’s passion for her hotel. If anything, it added an extra layer of anticipation to everything I was already feeling.

Just as we were about to head to our suite, Donna’s attention shifted to a figure who had joined her at the reception. A large black man, impeccably dressed, stood beside her, exuding an air of quiet confidence.

“Allow me to introduce you to my fiancé, Johannes,” Donna said, pride evident in her voice. “He’s co-owner of the hotel, and his expertise has been invaluable in creating the unique experience we offer here.”

Johannes extended his hand to first me and then Gemma, his grip firm yet welcoming. “Nice to meet you. Max and Lauren spoke highly of you, so we’re delighted to have you here.”

Gemma and I exchanged glances. Obviously, we knew Max and Lauren had been here before, but we didn’t know they’d spoken to the hotel’s owners about us until now.

After we completed our check-in, Johannes exchanged friendly banter with the bearded Max and fiery redhead Lauren, their exchange full of warmth and camaraderie, so he clearly remembered them well. As they chatted, talking about how good their previous vacation was, I couldn’t help but notice a fleeting glance that Johannes cast in Gemma’s direction. His eyes lingered for a moment longer than necessary, a hint of obvious interest in his gaze.

Donna appeared unfazed by her fiancé’s less-than-subtle look, her confidence and poise unwavering. Her attention remained focused on the check-out process as another couple arrived behind us. The dynamic between Donna and Johannes was intriguing – they were an odd couple. He was so much bigger than her physically but that wasn’t it. Donna was very formal, poised and controlled. Johannes was the opposite, quietly confident and yet relaxed and casual but as his gaze grazed Gemma again and then shifted to Lauren, a twinge of discomfort flickered within me. A sense of protectiveness came over me, so I subtly tightened my grip on my wife’s hand, and she looked at me for a moment, perhaps sensing my disquiet and smiled reassuringly.

“We hope you’ll make the most of your time here,” Johannes said, his gaze shifting towards the vast expanse of the Caribbean beyond the reception’s windows. “What Donna would say is, ‘Explore the beauty of Jamaica, savour the flavours of our cuisine, and let the rhythm of the island capture your heart’. But I’ll just say ‘Have a good time’.”

“Thank you for your warm welcome,” Gemma replied, her dark eyes still twinkling with excitement. “We’ll try to make the most of it.”

As we finally made our way to our suite, alongside Max and Lauren now they’d also checked in, I shared her enthusiasm for the days ahead. We’d only been here a short time but the hotel already felt like it had a unique charm and it just felt… right, somehow.

“Room 22,” Gemma pointed towards the door labelled with the number matching our key card. “This is us.”

“We’re next door,” Lauren said, indicating at the door a little further down the narrow corridor. “We’ll see you in an hour. Give you time to unpack, then we’ll meet in the lobby for dinner?”

“That sounds like a plan,” I smiled and then followed Gemma into our room as she swiped the key card through the slot on the golden door handle.

The suite was as extraordinary as the rest of the hotel. Decorated beautifully, the pale colours and dark wood fittings exuded sophistication and the balcony offered a sweeping view of the turquoise waters. Gemma’s delighted gasp mirrored mine as we took in the breathtaking panorama. It was as stunning as Donna had promised. The scent of the ocean breeze wafted past us and through the room, a gentle reminder that we were indeed in paradise.

I looked around, my gaze settling on the enormous king-sized bed that dominated the bedroom.

“That looks comfortable,” I noted, then grinned at my wife. “I can’t wait to get you in it later.”

“Cheeky.” Gemma giggled. “But yes, I think I’m looking forward to testing it out too.”

We had a quick shower and changed out of the clothes we’d travelled in, into something more comfortable, a pair of shorts and a light T-shirt for me and a pale blue, thin cotton dress that suited Gemma’s fuller figure and after finishing unpacking, we explored the hotel’s amenities.

Meeting up with Max and Lauren, we first lounged by the large pool and then savoured some delicious Jamaican cuisine at the poolside restaurant. Laughter and camaraderie between the four of us flowed effortlessly, making me realise just how close we’d become over the past few years. This vacation would hopefully make us even tighter.

Our first evening was a mixture of a vibrant sunset and lively entertainment at the Onyx Vista’s music lounge, where we watched and listened to a handsome young vocalist perform the hits of Bob Marley. As night descended, Max and Lauren retired to their room and Gemma and I found ourselves on our balcony, the stars casting their soft glow upon us. The gentle lapping of waves only added to the romantic surroundings.

“Paul,” Gemma began, her voice a whisper, “I know it’s only the first day but this is everything I hoped for and more. I’m so glad Max and Lauren invited us, aren’t you?”

“And they say there’s much more to the hotel than meets the eye,” I added. “Yes, I’m glad we’re here and as you say, today is just the first day. There’s much more in store, I’m sure.”

“I hope so. I love it,” she replied. “And I… four letter word you.”

“Very funny,” I shook my head. “Just say it.”

“Nope,” Gemma refused with a giggle. This was our little in-joke. It had taken me years to say the word, ‘love,’ back when we were first dating. I don’t know why I’d had trouble saying it. It just seemed like such a big step. So now, instead of saying ‘I love you,’ Gemma would tease me by saying “I ‘four letter word’ you.” An in-joke which she kept up all the way through to today.

I turned to her, my heart swelling with affection and my cock stiffening at the sight of my gorgeous, curvy wife as she leaned over the balcony, her 36DD breasts swinging pleasantly in the loose dress. Her long, wavy, brunette hair fluttered in the gentle breeze.

“It’s all about making memories, right?” Our eyes locked, and in that fleeting instant, words seemed unnecessary. I didn’t care if we were outside, on a balcony and potentially in view of other people. I stepped towards her and our bodies crashed together, our lips seeking each other urgently.

We kissed passionately before tumbling back inside the suite, falling onto the bed as the backs of Gemma’s legs hit the side of it. I tugged down the front of her dress, releasing her soft breasts and gorged on one of her large, pink nipples, sucking hungrily on it while lifting her skirt and yanking down her panties.

“I’m so fucking horny,” Gemma breathed, spreading her curvy thighs to give me better access to her pussy. I ran my hand through the trimmed triangle of fine black hair that covered her mound and sank a finger into her wet hole. “Don’t finger me. Just fuck me, Paul.”

I dropped my shorts and got between her legs, as desperate for release as she was. Today had been so intoxicating that spontaneous sex would be the icing on the cake, but it had also been a long and tiring day, so the quicker the sex, the better.

The head of my cock found her soft pussy lips and pushed against them, sinking into her and bringing a moan from my wife’s mouth.

“Yes,” she sighed. “Fuck me.”

I rammed myself deep into her, enjoying the feeling of her tightness. Gemma and I had been married for seven years but I never tired of her body; her womanly curves and the way her soft skin yielded as I pressed against her.

A few passionate minutes later, I let myself explode inside her and felt guilty that I’d climaxed first, but Gemma didn’t mind. She kissed me and tucked herself into my arms, curling against me and closing her eyes contentedly.

This was going to be the vacation of a lifetime. I knew that already.

What I didn’t know at that moment was why. The Onyx Vista Hotel and its warm, friendly owners did indeed have more in store for us and if I’d known what those secrets were at that particular moment, I’d have checked us out the following morning and headed home without looking back.
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A Surprise Sight

The next morning, sunlight streamed into our suite, stirring us awake.

“Good morning,” Gemma murmured softly, giving me a light kiss on the lips before sliding out of bed and wandering out onto the balcony. I rubbed my eyes, pushed back the covers and joined her, savouring the aroma of fresh coffee wafting up from the kitchen while admiring the shimmering turquoise waters before us.

“What a gorgeous day,” I smiled. “Are you hungry? Shall we go for something to eat?”

We’d decided to spend the day exploring Montego Bay, so after getting dressed and enjoying a tropical fruit breakfast in the restaurant downstairs, we made our way to the entrance to meet up with Max and Lauren, who had texted us earlier to say they were having a lie-in. As we entered the grand lobby, we were greeted by another friendly face.

“Good morning! My name is Fleur, I’m the concierge here at the Onyx Vista,” said a tall, slender black woman with short black hair, warm hazel eyes and a bright smile. “I’ll be assisting you during your stay, so please let me know if you need any recommendations or help planning activities.”

“Hi,” I replied, taking the woman’s offered hand and shaking it. “I’m Paul and this is my wife, Gemma. We’re just waiting for our friends and then we’re going to head out to explore Montego Bay.”

Fleur’s pretty hazel eyes lit up. “Wonderful! Let me give you some tips.”

For the next fifteen minutes, Fleur highlighted must-see attractions like Doctor’s Cave Beach, the historic architecture of Sam Sharpe Square, and of course, sampling jerk chicken from one of the local roadside grills. Her enthusiasm was contagious, she sold it so well that I couldn’t wait to explore Jamaica’s most famous town.

“Where are Max and Lauren?” Gemma asked, looking at her watch once Fleur had left us to talk to some of the other new arrivals leaving the breakfast restaurant.

“Hi,” Lauren’s familiar voice rang out from behind us and I turned to see the slim redhead and her shaven-headed, bearded boyfriend strolling across the lobby towards us. “I’m sorry we’re late. We got… um, caught up with something.”

Max chuckled and winked at me and from Lauren’s suddenly-red face, it didn’t take much guessing what they’d been doing all morning.

“We’ve already had breakfast,” I told them, changing the subject to save Gemma’s friend’s blushes. “Aren’t you guys going to get hungry before lunch?”

“I’ve already eaten well,” Max laughed before Lauren elbowed him in the ribs to silence him.

“We had breakfast delivered to the room,” she obviously lied. “So we’ll be fine. Let’s go. There’s a shuttle bus from the hotel into the town. We don’t want to miss it.”

We caught the bus in time and set off for a day of adventure. The sights and sounds of Montego Bay enveloped us as we took in the sights, shopped for souvenirs and tapped our feet to the island rhythms at a local bar.

By late afternoon, we were happily exhausted. The day was a hot one, so I was only too happy for the four of us to have a lazy evening enjoying cocktails by the poolside bar when we got back to the Onyx Vista.

Fleur stopped by to check on us. “How was your first day exploring Montego Bay?”

“It was incredible,” I replied. “You gave us great tips - we especially loved the jerk chicken.”

“And the people here are so friendly,” Gemma added warmly.

“That warms my heart to hear,” Fleur said. “We have a pool party coming up this Friday evening with live music and dancing. It’s one of our most popular events. You’re all invited.”

“Sounds great,” Max said, looking over at me and I nodded.

“Sign us up,” I told the concierge.

After confirming our attendance at the pool party on the tablet in her hand, Fleur added, “We’re also hosting a ladies’ night earlier in the week. It will be a fun evening. We have a drag comedy act and our two resident male exotic dancers… just for our female guests, of course.”

“Exotic dancers?” I questioned. “Do you mean strippers?”

“Exotic dancers,” the short-haired black concierge repeated, but with a smile that suggested I was right.

Lauren’s face lit up at this. Turning to Gemma, she said “Oh, we have to go to that! A girls’ night out sounds amazing.”

Gemma laughed and nodded. “That does sound fun. I’m in.”

“Wonderful!” Fleur smiled and made a note on her tablet. “I’ll go ahead and book you both in. It’s going to be a great night.”

The woman gave the two girls a knowing grin and I saw them exchange a look that suggested they knew exactly what they were letting themselves in for. Oh well, we were on vacation. What harm could it do for the women let their hair down a little?

“I guess we’ll have to have a boys’ night out too, right?” I suggested to Max and my shaven-headed friend replied with an enthusiastic nod.

“Definitely.” He finished his cocktail, a Mai Tai - too sweet for me - and placed the glass down on the floor by his lounger. “I’m always down for a boys’ night. You know me.”

I downed the rest of my cocktail - a Jamaican Mule, similar to a Moscow Mule but with ginger beer and rum to give it that tropical flavour. “I’m looking forward to it but right now, I think I’ll retire to our room. I’m tired. Aren’t you?”

I directed the question to Gemma and she smiled and nodded. “Exhausted, actually.”

Leaving Max and Lauren at the poolside bar, we made our way back up to our room.

“Today was awesome,” I sighed, contentedly, flopping onto the bed once we were inside our cool, air-conditioned bedroom. Gemma stretched out beside me, her fingers lightly tracing patterns on my arm. “It was absolutely fantastic,” she murmured, her large brown eyes reflecting her happiness.

I nodded in agreement, “It was. Montego Bay is even more beautiful than I imagined. And the people, the food, the music… everything was perfect.”

She sighed, “I know, but right now, I feel so sticky and sweaty from all the walking and the heat.” She glanced down at her clothes, a thin dress which clung to her from the humidity. “I think I’m going to take a quick shower.”

I smiled, “Go ahead. I’ll relax on the balcony for a bit. Maybe have a nap.”

She gave me a quick peck on the cheek and headed for the bathroom. I slid open the balcony door, letting the gentle sea breeze wash over me. The view was breathtaking with the sun beginning its descent, casting a golden hue over the mountains behind us. I settled into one of the chairs, letting the sounds of the distant waves lull me into a light doze.

A while later, I was roused by Gemma’s voice. “Paul?” she called softly.

I turned to see her standing at the entrance to the balcony, her hair damp and a towel wrapped around her. The sight of her, confident and glowing in her own skin, made my heart swell and then when she took a step back and accidentally let the towel drop, I felt my cock swell too. Gemma had always been self-conscious about her full curves, but to me, she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

She smiled, noticing my gaze. “Stop staring,” she teased.

I chuckled, “Can’t help it. You look amazing. And you dropped the towel on purpose, I know you.”

She blushed slightly, then giggled. “You like what you see?”

She shook her breasts, making them swing and bounce, tempting me out of my chair to walk over to her but she backed away, raising her eyebrows seductively.

“You’re so naughty,” I chastised her. “You do know what I’ll do if I catch you, right?”

“Oh, yeah?” She kept walking backwards, just out of my arms’ reach. “What’s that?”

“I’ll bend you over that bed,” I pointed towards the four-poster at the far side of the room. “And spank you until you can’t sit down.”

“Oooh, that sounds like fun,” she giggled, darting out of my reach as I swiped my arms playfully to catch her.

“You won’t be saying that when your butt cheeks are bright red,” I warned her with a grin.

“You know, I was just thinking about the ladies’ night and the pool party,” Gemma changed the subject while still avoiding my attempts to grab her. “It’s going to be so much fun. I can’t wait.”

I nodded, sighing and giving up on trying to corner her. “A ladies’ night though. Seriously? I didn’t have you down as someone to enjoy watching male strippers get their dicks out.”

Gemma reached the spot where she’d dropped her towel and stopped. “Well, perhaps you don’t know me as well as you think. And what’s up, anyway? Are you jealous of me seeing some hunky guys with big ones?”

“I’m not jealous,” I shrugged, walking back over to the balcony as she picked up the damp towel and wrapped it back around her. “Maybe Max and I will find a pole dancing bar downtown while you’re having your bonding time with Lauren.”

She grinned, “Absolutely, you should. We’re on vacation. When else can you let your hair down?” Then with a light giggle, she turned to head back to the bathroom to get dressed so we could down for dinner.

I got dressed too but just as I was settling back into my chair on the balcony to wait for Gemma to get ready, there was a knock on the door. I got up and opened it to find Max standing there, a grin on his face.

“Hey, Paul,” he greeted, holding up a familiar red faux leather purse. “Is Gemma missing this?”

“Oh shit, yeah. Thanks.”

“She left it by the pool and Lauren-,” he started, then stopped, his eyes widening as he looked over my shoulder. I turned to see what had startled him and saw Gemma back in the room, completely naked. She was completely oblivious to Max and I just stood there in shock, not knowing whether to slam the door on my friend or say something to my wife to cover herself. I didn’t want to embarrass her so I turned to Max and smiled uncomfortably, mouthing the word, ‘Sorry’ while starting to close the door.

“Oh, my God!” I heard Gemma exclaim and turned to see her covering her large breasts with her hands. Then she seemed to realise that the small black tangle of pubic hair between her thighs was visible and she struggled to cover that with one hand while hiding her breasts with her other hand and forearm.

“I’m sorry,” Max apologised over my shoulder but when I looked at him, he was wearing a grin that spread from ear to ear. “Sorry, Gemma. I’ll see you downstairs for dinner. Don’t worry, I won’t mention this to Lauren. Or anyone. Ever. I promise.”

He gave me another smug grin, turned and left, leaving me standing there with the purse. I closed the door and turned back to my wife who was blushing furiously.

“You could have told me he was there!” she hissed at me.

“You forgot your purse,” I explained, waving it at her. “Lauren picked it up. Max was just returning it. I didn’t know you were going to walk out of the bathroom naked, did I?”

“God, he saw everything,” Gemma lamented, covering her face with both hands and sitting down on the edge of the bed. “How embarrassing.”

“Ah, well, shit happens. I’m sure he’ll forget what he saw,” I comforted her, then added a tease to make her laugh, “Eventually.”

“Stop it.” Gemma punched me in the shoulder as I sat next to her. “He might jerk off or something later. Urgh.”

“Nah, he’ll be too busy screwing Lauren,” I shook my head. “They were at it like rabbits this morning. They must have been, to miss breakfast.”

“You’re right.” Gemma got some clean underwear from the drawers, beginning to get dressed. “I’m just going to pretend that it never happened and hopefully he’ll do the same.”

“That’s the spirit,” I grinned, enjoying the sight of her nakedness until she’d put on her panties and bra and then pulled her dress over her head. “Let’s head down and have dinner. I’m sure he won’t mention it.”

For some reason, the knowledge that Max had just seen my wife naked and that she was mortified by the fact was not only amusing but also slightly arousing. I suppressed the urge to drag her to the bed for some spontaneous sex and we headed down for dinner, Gemma repeating a mantra under her breath the whole way.

“Max did not just see me naked,” she murmured to herself, over and over before eventually giving herself a little shake and giggling at me about how silly she was being.

What we didn’t realise at that point was that just that small thing - Max seeing her naked - was about to spark a series of events that neither of us ever expected to happen.
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Unexpected Attention

During the meal - which was delicious - Gemma did her best to pretend that Max hadn’t seen her naked. I thought she’d avoid his gaze but she didn’t. She did blush, the first two times their eyes met, which, fortunately, Lauren didn’t question, but she managed to brave it. Max was a gentleman, keeping his promise and not mentioning it, not even when he and I were alone getting drinks after we’d finished eating.

“Do you fancy somewhere a bit more lively?” he suggested, gazing around the bar area where we were standing. “Somewhere with a bit of music, maybe?”

“It is quiet in here tonight,” I observed. There were numerous couples in the hotel venue with us, but they were in groups, talking quietly, some of them chatting with the various staff, mostly local Jamaican men tonight. “We should ask the girls.”

Gemma and Lauren replied that they’d enjoy going somewhere they could dance, so we headed to a late bar that we’d seen the day before, next to the Onyx Vista. The place pulsated with music and its large dancefloor opened up directly onto the pale sands, lit golden by the glow of the setting sun. The atmosphere was electric, the dance floor alive with people moving to the beat of reggae and dancehall tunes. Gemma, her earlier embarrassment forgotten, was radiant as she danced with Lauren, the dancefloor lights casting a glow on her face as the sun slowly descended.

As the night progressed, we encountered a group of local musicians who had just finished a gig nearby. They were a lively bunch, full of jokes and laughter, and they quickly merged with our group. The musicians, with their easy charm and infectious energy, added a new dynamic to our evening.

Gemma, in her flowing summer dress, became the centre of attention. Her laughter rang out over the music, and I could see she was thoroughly enjoying herself. The musicians, particularly a tall, charismatic singer and drummer named Andre, seemed quite taken with her. They joked and danced, and I noticed Andre’s eyes lingering on her more than once.

At one point, as I returned from the bar with a round of drinks, I overheard a snippet of conversation between Andre and one of his bandmates. “She’s stunning, man,” Andre said, nodding towards Gemma. “And that dress… it leaves little to the imagination.”

Her dress did show off a healthy amount of cleavage and was short enough to show her curvy thighs, especially as she danced with Lauren, spinning around and making her dress flick up pleasantly from time to time.

I felt a twinge of something unexpected at the overheard comment – not jealousy, but rather a sense of pride and excitement. I’d always found Gemma stunning, and the attention she was receiving seemed to only enhance her beauty and confidence.

As the night wore on, our group grew larger, with more locals and tourists joining in. The club was a kaleidoscope of colours and sounds, and the energy was infectious. Gemma managed to coax me to the dancefloor and we danced together, lost in the music and each other. Max and Lauren danced too and we even swapped partners for a little while, something which I’d never imagined doing before but we were having such a good time that it happened naturally.

It was well past midnight when we decided to head back to the hotel. As we left the club, I overheard Andre talking to one of his friends. “That woman, Gemma, she’s something else. What I’d give for a night with her.”

I didn’t say anything. He didn’t mean any disrespect. He didn’t realise I was walking by when he said it, so I kept my mouth shut, taking it as a compliment. The comment stayed with me as we walked back, Gemma’s hand in mine.

As we reached our room, Gemma flopped onto the bed, her laughter filling the space. “What a night, huh?” she said, kicking off her shoes.

I sat next to her, my mind replaying Andre’s words. “I had a great time but I have to say, you were the star of the evening,” I said, reaching out to tuck a stray strand of wavy brown hair behind her ear.

She blushed, a smile playing on her lips. “Oh, stop it. I was just having fun.”

“But you were,” I insisted. “Some of the guys couldn’t take their eyes off you. Especially that Andre guy.”

Gemma’s eyes widened slightly. “Really? I didn’t notice.”

I laughed softly. “Come on, you must have. He was quite smitten with you. I overheard him saying he wished you weren’t married because he’d love a night with you.”

I was elaborating slightly, but she didn’t know that. I thought the comment might give her a confidence boost, maybe even get her slightly excited and in the mood, now we were back in our room alone.

She sat up, facing me. “Really? He said that?”

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, enjoying the sight of her cheeks flushing.

“And… are you okay with that? I mean, the guys giving me attention and with him… saying that?”

I took her hands in mine. “Honestly? It’s a bit strange, but… it’s also kind of exciting. Seeing you so vibrant, so alive. It makes me happy. I just took what he said as a compliment. Other guys are going to find you hot… because you are.”

Gemma leaned in, her forehead against mine. “I four letter word you, Paul. You know that, right?”

“I do. I love you too. More than anything, my sexy wife.”

We sat in silence for a moment, the sounds of the night drifting in through the open window. Then, Gemma’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. She reached over to check it, her expression changing as she read the message.

“It’s from Andre,” she said, her voice tinged with surprise. “He’s asking if we want to join them tomorrow for a beach party.”

“You gave him your number?”

“When I was at the bar, he came over,” my wife explained, her cheeks flushing again. “I didn’t read anything into it. He just said he wanted to let us know when his band was playing, so we could check them out.”

“But this is a beach party?” I raised an eyebrow. “What do you think?”

She bit her lip, considering. “It could be fun. But only if you’re okay with it.”

I nodded, feeling a mix of apprehension and excitement. “Let’s do it. It’s just a party. We came here to party. Have they invited Max and Lauren too?”

Gemma smiled, her eyes sparkling. “I’ll double-check but I’m sure they will have. There was a guy called Fred, the bassist. He had eyes for Lauren all night.”

“Lauren’s pretty. She’s going to get guys checking her out but they know she’s married. Just the same with you. They enjoyed watching you dance but they know you’re with me, so it’s fine.”

Gemma shifted closer to me, her expression thoughtful. “But what would you have done if one of those guys had made a move on me tonight? I mean, really made a move?”

I paused, considering her question. The thought had crossed my mind during the evening, watching her laugh and dance, the centre of attention. “Honestly, Gemma, I’m not sure,” I replied, my voice tinged with uncertainty. “I trust you completely, and I know you wouldn’t do anything… but I guess I’d have to see how I felt in the moment.”

She nodded, seemingly satisfied with my answer. “Good answer. I don’t know what I’d do either.” She giggled. “But I’d never do anything to hurt you. You know that, right?”

“Of course I do,” I said, pulling her close, and then our conversation faded as we lay there, the sounds of the night outside our window drifting in, along with a warm breeze. I leaned in, kissing her gently, feeling her respond with equal tenderness. For some reason, the thought of the black guys hitting on her was exciting, risky and daring and I liked it. Perhaps Gemma did too, because our kiss deepened, and soon we were lost in each other, the rest of the world fading away. She slid her dress over her head and as she took off her black bra, I slid down her panties, pressing my mouth against her wetness, her small tangle of fine black hair ticking my nose as I let my tongue explore her.

While I licked her, I took off my own clothes, then moved my body over hers, shoving my hard cock into her as she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me against her. We fucked passionately, her moans turning me on until I exploded inside her just a few minutes later.

Afterwards, we lay in each other’s arms, the gentle rhythm of our breathing syncing in the quiet of the night. Gemma’s head rested on my chest, the lemony fragrance of her hair in my nose. I stroked her back gently, feeling the warmth of her body against mine.

“Today was incredible,” she murmured sleepily.

“It was,” I agreed, my voice soft. “And tomorrow’s going to be just as good, I have a feeling.”

With that, we drifted off to sleep, the excitement of the upcoming beach party with Andre and his band, and the unknown possibilities it held.

* * *

The next day, Gemma and I spent the morning lounging by the pool, soaking up the Jamaican sun. We lay on sunbeds, side by side, the sound of gentle waves in the background creating a serene atmosphere. Every now and then, Gemma would dip into the pool to cool off, her laughter light and carefree, despite some of last night’s confidence disappearing when she initially felt self-conscious of her curves in the tight bathing suit she wore.

As the day turned into evening, we found ourselves at the hotel’s open-air restaurant area for dinner. The place was buzzing with guests, the air filled with the aroma of grilled seafood and spices.

While waiting for our food, I noticed a couple at a nearby table that I hadn’t seen before. The man was tall and slim, with greying hair and pale blue eyes that seemed to observe everything with a quiet intensity. His partner, a mature black woman, was strikingly good-looking, her poise and elegance unmistakable. Their British accents were distinct as they conversed softly with each other.

At one point, the man’s gaze drifted over to our table, and he offered Gemma a friendly smile, which she returned politely before turning her attention back to me.

Just then, Max and Lauren joined us, their arrival breaking the brief moment of observation. “Hey, you two,” Lauren greeted us with her usual bubbly enthusiasm. “Ready for the beach party tonight?”

“You got invited too?” Gemma asked, her eyes sparkling. Then when the redhead nodded, “Definitely. It’s going to be fun.”

Max chuckled, taking a seat. “I bet. After last night, I’m sure the band can’t wait to see Gemma again.”

Lauren playfully nudged Gemma across the table. “You were quite the hit with them, weren’t you?”

Gemma blushed slightly but laughed it off. “Oh, stop it. We were all just having a good time.”

I joined in the light-hearted banter. “Yeah, I agree though. Gemma might have a few secret admirers in that band.”

Gemma playfully swatted my arm. “You’re just as bad as these two,” she said, but her smile showed she was enjoying the teasing.

As we chatted and laughed, the couple I had noticed earlier seemed to be enjoying their own quiet conversation, occasionally glancing around the restaurant, taking in the lively atmosphere. Donna and Johannes, the hotel owners appeared, going over to talk briefly to the newcomers and I got the impression they knew each other as they talked. There was a stiffness to all four of their postures that suggested they weren’t comfortable but before I could wonder about it further, Gemma distracted me by unbuttoning her blouse.

“It’s so hot,” she complained, wafting her hand like a fan, trying to cool her face. I saw Max’s eyes drift to the cleavage on show then quickly pulling his eyes away before Lauren could see. I imagined he was picturing what he’d seen last night when he caught Gemma stepping out of the shower.

Our dinner arrived, and the conversation shifted to the various activities we had all enjoyed during the day. The mood was light and cheerful, the anticipation for the evening’s beach party growing with each passing moment and as we finished our meal, the sky painted in hues of orange and pink, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement about what the night would bring. The beach party, the music, the laughter – it all promised to be another unforgettable experience at the Only Vista Hotel.
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The Beach Party

We spent some time in the hotel bar, partly from my curiosity about the tension between the new couple and the hotel owners, and partly from the atmosphere being fun. Max and Lauren said that it didn’t matter if we hit the beach party a bit later and I agreed with them. Part of me felt slightly tense about tonight for some reason, possibly at the thought of Gemma being the centre of attention of the band again. Last night, I’d found it curiously satisfying but tonight I felt slightly nervous about it for some reason.

When we did eventually take the short walk to the beach, the party was in full swing and we were surprised to learn that the band were playing, the air pulsating with the rhythm of reggae beats. The sand under our feet was warm, and the night sky was a blanket of stars, the moon casting a silvery glow over the sea. We found a spot near the edge of the crowd, where we could enjoy the music and still talk.

As the band wrapped up their last song, the crowd erupted in cheers and applause. The energy was infectious, and even though we’d just arrived, I could feel the energy of the party coursing through me.

Gemma was swaying to the music, her eyes closed, completely lost in the moment. Max and Lauren were chatting, their laughter mingling with the sounds of the party. Then, as the band members began to disperse, Andre, the drummer we’d met the night before, made his way through the crowd towards us. His presence was commanding, and as he approached, his dark brown eyes locked onto Gemma, a warm smile spreading across his face.

“Hey, you made it!” Andre greeted us, his voice carrying over the quieter music of the DJ taking over from the band.

Gemma opened her eyes as she stopped dancing and smiled back. “We wouldn’t miss it for the world,” she replied, her tone playful.

Max extended his hand. “Great set, man. You guys really know how to get a crowd going.”

Andre shook my bald but bearded friend’s hand, then turned to Lauren. “Glad you could join us too. Hope you’re ready to party, Jamaican style.”

Lauren laughed, shyly fiddling with a lock of her fiery hair. “We’ve been looking forward to this all day.”

I stepped forward, offering my hand. “Thanks for inviting us, Andre. You guys put on a good show.”

Andre clasped my hand firmly, his large black hand dwarfing mine. “No problem. It’s always good to have new faces in the crowd. Makes the night more interesting.”

As we chatted, I couldn’t help but notice the way Andre’s gaze occasionally drifted back to Gemma and they talked, there was an undeniable chemistry between them, something that had been evident since the first night we met him. Gemma seemed at ease around him, her laughter genuine and her demeanour relaxed, and I found myself relaxing once I got used to it. Andre knew we were married, so he was just being friendly and welcoming, even though I knew by his own admission that he was attracted to her.

As the party continued, the crowd seemed to swell, moving in waves to the rhythm of the music that now came from the DJ set up near the bar. Gemma and Lauren, caught up in the energy, were soon pulled away by the band and their friends who invited them to dance.

Max and I found ourselves at the edge of the crowd, a bit separated from the girls. There were several other women in the group, so I didn’t mind my wife going off with them. We grabbed a couple of beers from the bar, the cool bottles a welcome respite from the warmth of the night. Max took a long sip of his beer, his eyes scanning the crowd. There was a moment of silence between us before he spoke.

“Paul, about the other day… when I walked in on Gemma…”

I felt a knot in my stomach, knowing this conversation was inevitable. “Yeah, I remember,” I said, trying to keep my tone neutral.

Max ran a hand through his hair, looking slightly sheepish but then his expression changed to one of candidness. “I gotta say, mate, you’re a lucky guy. Gemma’s got a really sexy body. I hope you don’t mind me saying that.”

I was taken aback by his bluntness, but I appreciated his honesty. “Thanks, Max. I know I’m lucky. Gemma doesn’t think so. She wishes she was skinny, no matter how many times I tell her I love her curves.”

He nodded, looking relieved that I hadn’t taken his comment the wrong way. “I didn’t mean to make it weird. It’s just… well, you know, I thought it better to be honest.”

I chuckled, trying to ease the tension. “It’s fine, Max. I get it. And thanks for the compliment. Gemma would be flattered.”

“Her tits are a lot bigger than Lauren’s,” he said with an envious grin, then his gaze shifted back to the crowd, searching her out. “Looks like our girls are having the time of their lives out there.”

I followed his gaze, spotting Gemma and Lauren in the midst of the group, their dancing carefree as they had fun. “They sure are. It’s good to see Gemma so happy. Thanks for bringing us out here. It’s been a blast so far.”

“Yeah,” Max agreed, taking another sip of his beer. “We needed this vacation, Lauren and I. It’ll be good for all of us, I think. A chance to let loose a bit.”

The music shifted, a more upbeat tune sending a fresh wave of energy through the crowd. Max and I continued to talk, the conversation now more relaxed and easy-going. But in the back of my mind, I was aware of a new sense of camaraderie between us, something that had formed in the wake of his cheeky compliment about Gemma.

“Lauren’s hot too,” I commented, looking at his red-haired girlfriend as she danced opposite Gemma. “She might not be as busty, but she’s in shape.”

“You want to see her naked, huh?” Max raised an eyebrow, regarding me over the top of his beer. “It’s only fair, I guess.”

Before I could stop him, he fished his phone from his pocket and scanned through his camera roll, then held up his phone where only I could see it. I knew I shouldn’t look, but I couldn’t help myself. There was Lauren, standing naked on a balcony, her small but pert breasts jutting out in front of her. A small tuft of reddish hair sneaked out between her thighs.

“Was that-”

“Taken last night,” Max nodded. “You like?”

“She’s gorgeous,” I nodded, feeling my cock stiffen slightly in my pants. “You’re a lucky guy too.”

“She’s only a 34B,” Max added, sliding his phone back into his pocket. “But I like her small boobs. Gemma must be a… what… 36D?”

“Double D,” I corrected him. “Sometimes even bigger if she puts a little weight on. You know how she struggles with her weight sometimes. Lately, she’s been in the gym a lot and she’s much happier about her curves now but I know she’d love to be as slim as Lauren.”

“I don’t know,” Max sighed. “From what I saw, she’s sexy as hell. Her curves… Wow.”

I laughed again, even though his continuing compliments were beginning to make me feel awkward, so I steered the conversation towards something else for a while.

A little later, Max and I realised that we’d been away from the girls for longer than intended, so weaved through the crowd, towards where we’d last seen them. I quickened my pace when they weren’t there, scanning the crowd for her or Lauren. The vibrant beats of the music seemed to echo my growing urgency. Finally, I spotted my wife, her brunette hair catching the moonlight, her curves making her easy to recognize but just as I was about to reach her, Andre, the charismatic singer-drummer, appeared beside her. With a smooth gesture and a wide smile, he said something into her ear. Gemma looked surprised but delighted, and she was quickly swept away dancing to the rhythm of the music with Andre once again.

I paused, feeling a bit adrift. Somehow, I’d lost Max so I looked around for him and Lauren but couldn’t spot them in the sea of dancing bodies. The atmosphere was electric, yet I suddenly felt disconnected, standing alone amidst the revelry.

As I was contemplating my next move, Fleur, the pretty hotel concierge, appeared beside me. Her presence was a welcome sight in the midst of my sudden solitude.

“Hey, Paul,” she greeted me with her warm smile. Her hazel eyes glowed as she looked me up and down. “You look a bit lost. Everything okay?”

I returned her smile, grateful for the company. “Yeah, I’m fine. I just got separated from Max and Lauren. Gemma’s dancing with Andre from the band.”

Fleur’s eyes followed my gaze to where Gemma and Andre were dancing and she idly stroked her short, dark hair in thought when she saw them. “Ah, Andre has a way of charming everyone. But don’t worry, it’s all in good fun. This is what beach parties are all about – letting go and enjoying the moment.”

I nodded, feeling reassured by her words. “I know, you’re right. It’s just a bit odd being on my own suddenly.”

“Why don’t you join in the dancing with Andre and your wife? Or I can keep you company until your friends reappear,” the tall black woman offered, her tone friendly and inviting.

I considered her suggestion. “I’m not really a dancer,” I smiled sheepishly. “But I’ll be fine. I’ll find Max and Lauren. They’ve got to be here somewhere. Thank you, Fleur.”

The young concierge laughed lightly. “It’s part of the job, but I also enjoy making sure everyone has a good time. Go on, find your friends but then dance! Let loose a bit. I’ll be around if you need anything.”

Encouraged by her words, I thanked her and made my way across the dance floor again, searching for my friend. The music was infectious, and I couldn’t help but dance a little when an attractive blonde grabbed me with a smile, asking me to dance with her. I spent a few minutes with her and moving to the rhythm, I felt the earlier awkwardness fade away. The night was still young, and there was plenty of time to enjoy it. With each step, I felt more immersed in the party, the music, and the vibrant energy of the beach but I needed to find Max or Gemma. She’d disappeared again. Maybe looking for me.

As I navigated through the pulsating crowd, my eyes scanned for my wife, but instead, I caught sight of Lauren. She was on the edge of the crowd, her red hair standing out, illuminated by the flashing disco lights. I started towards her, intending to ask if she’d seen Gemma, but as I approached, I stopped abruptly. A guy I recognised as Fred, the bassist from the band, a tall, lean black man with a short beard, leaned in and kissed Lauren. To my shock, she didn’t pull away; instead, she kissed him back, her arms wrapping around his neck.

I stood there, frozen, unsure of what to do. My first instinct was to intervene, but then I saw Max. He was standing not too far from them, his eyes fixed on the scene. His expression was unreadable, a mix of resignation and something else I couldn’t quite place.

I hesitated, torn between going to Max and confronting the situation. But before I could decide, Max turned and walked away, his head down, blending into the crowd. It was clear he had chosen not to react, at least not publicly.

“Shit,” I cursed under my breath. What did I do? When I turned back to see Lauren, she was staring in the direction that Max had left in. Did she know he’d seen her?

I didn’t know whether I should go after Max or give Lauren a telling-off, but instead, feeling like an intruder, I stepped back, giving them their space. My mind was racing with questions and concerns, but I knew this wasn’t the time or place to address them. I needed to find Gemma first, make sure she was okay and then ask her what we should do.

The festive atmosphere of the party suddenly felt heavy as I went in search of my wife, the music and laughter around me a stark contrast to the complex emotions churning inside. Navigating through the lively crowd, I finally spotted Gemma. She was laughing and dancing with a new group of people, both men and women. Relief washed over me as I approached her. Andre was nowhere to be seen.

“Hey,” I said, touching her arm gently to get her attention.

Gemma turned, her smile widening as she saw me. “Paul! There you are. I was wondering where you’d gone off to.”

“Are you okay?” I asked, my concern evident in my voice.

She nodded enthusiastically. “I’m having a wonderful time. I’ve made some friends. Let me introduce you.”

I let her do so, shaking the hands of the guys and receiving several cheek kisses from the ladies, one of whom was the blonde who had managed to get me dancing with her. Then, I hesitated for a moment before asking, “Has anyone been giving you trouble? You know, guys hitting on you or anything?”

Gemma laughed lightly. “A few tried, but I rebuffed them all. It’s flattering, though, to get that kind of attention.”

I nodded, feeling a mix of relief that she was okay but uneasy at the fact that guys had been hitting on my wife. “I’m glad you’re okay. I’ve been looking for Max and Lauren. I’m a bit concerned about them.”

Gemma’s expression softened. “What’s wrong? Did something happen?”

I paused, not wanting to alarm her with what I saw. I’d initially planned to tell her but now I didn’t know if it was a good idea. “I just haven’t seen them for a while. I want to make sure they’re okay.”

Gemma reached out, her hand brushing against mine. “Max and Lauren are adults. They can look after themselves. Don’t worry about them.”

“I guess you’re right,” I admitted but couldn’t help but look through the crowd for my friend one more time.

Her touch on my hand was gentle, yet there was a hint of seduction in her voice. “Come on, let’s go back to the hotel. I’m feeling… inspired, by tonight.”

“Inspired?” I frowned, then smiled, realising what she meant.

“Horny,” she whispered into my ear. “All these hot guys want your wife. Why don’t you show them who she belongs to and take me back to our room?”

I hesitated, torn between my concern for our friends and the desire ignited by Gemma’s suggestion. “Are you sure? Maybe we should just check on Max and Lauren quickly.”

Gemma stepped closer, her body pressing lightly against mine. “They’ll be fine. Right now, I want you. All of you.”

Her words, her closeness, the way she looked at me – it was impossible to resist. The concern for Max and Lauren lingered, but Gemma’s allure was overwhelming.

“Okay,” I finally agreed, my voice barely above a whisper. “Let’s go.”

Gemma smiled, a mischievous glint in her eyes. She took my hand, leading me away from the party and towards the hotel. The sounds of the beach party faded behind us, replaced by the anticipation of what awaited us.


5

Risks and Revelations

As we walked, I couldn’t help but feel excitement at Gemma’s horniness but also concern for Max and Lauren. This could be the end of their marriage. What implications would that have for the rest of our vacation?

However, as we walked across the courtyard, passing the empty swimming pool, my attention was turned back to Gemma when she stopped, looking over her shoulders.

“I can’t wait,” she murmured, lifting her summer dress and dropping her panties to the floor.

“What are you doing?” I hissed, gazing around but there wasn’t anyone in sight.

“Come on,” my wife giggled, pulling down the front of her dress so that her large breasts spilled free, her nipples instantly stiffening in the cool night air.

I stepped forward, to hide her from anyone that might be looking. “Let’s go to our room.”

“Don’t be a bore,” Gemma pouted, picking up her panties and putting them into her clutch bag before taking my hand and leading me to a waist-high stone wall nearby. “I four letter word you.”

“I love you too,” I replied but her hands were already at my waistband, tugging my shorts down, then she crouched down and took me in her mouth.

I let her suck me for a moment. It felt good. I couldn’t deny that. I kept looking around and couldn’t see anyone, so I enjoyed the blowjob while keeping watch for anyone heading this way.

“I’m sorry,” Gemma apologised softly, taking a breather. “It’s just… all these hot guys wanting to dance with me, the warm sun, the sand, the romance of this place. It’s got me horny.”

I stared at her. “All the hot guys?” I repeated. “I didn’t know you liked black guys.”

“Maybe there’s a few things you don’t know about me,” Gemma teased, then turned around, lifted her skirt and bent over the wall invitingly.

“Fuck, this is crazy,” I said, but gave in, shoving my erect cock into her hard from behind and started to pound her. Hopefully, this wouldn’t take long but after just a few strokes, I stopped, staring into the darkness when I saw movement.

“What’s wrong?” Gemma asked, then she laughed. “Oh, shit. We’ve been spotted.”

She was right. A man was heading towards us and as he stepped under a nearby lamp post, I recognised him as Calvin, the man who had picked us up from the airport.

“We were just-” Gemma said, grinning while brushing her skirt down. She’d put her breasts away but he must have seen them as he walked towards us.

“I know what you were doing,” Calvin smiled back, his teeth white. “You really shouldn’t be doing that out here. Anyone could see you.”

“Luckily, it’s you and you won’t tell anyone, right?” Gemma slid her arm through mine once I’d finished straightening myself up. “We wouldn’t want to get in any trouble with the management.”

“Your secret is safe with me,” the handsome Calvin chuckled and shook his head. “Now I suggest you go finish whatever you started back in the privacy of your room.”

With that, he walked past us, towards the hotel foyer.

“Whoops,” Gemma laughed softly, once he was far enough away. “I’m sorry. I really didn’t think anyone would be walking around here at this time of night.”

I looked at my watch. It was well past midnight and I began to wonder where Max and Lauren were and what had happened since we’d left.

“Let’s head back to the room,” I suggested. “As Calvin said, so we can finish what we started.”

“That’s the spirit,” Gemma giggled, tugging me after her as she walked quickly in the direction of the hotel’s front entrance.

* * *

“Max told me he thought you were hot,” I confessed, letting my hands explore her body, cupping a breast before lowering my mouth to suck her soft nipple. We’d only been in our room a few minutes but we were both naked already, lying on the bed.

“He did not,” Gemma murmured, her hand finding my dick and stroking it.

“He talked about when he saw you naked,” I continued, moving my body over hers. “He brought it up tonight and said he thinks your body is sexy.”

“Shut up and fuck me,” my wife sighed into my ear.

“I bet Calvin enjoyed seeing your tits too,” I teased, enjoying the way she reacted as she sighed loudly, reaching down and trying to manoeuvre my cock inside her.

“He probably didn’t see anything,” she replied, then moaned as I let her slide my dick into her. “It was too dark.”

“He definitely saw,” I insisted and then we went quiet as I thrust into her, fucking her until I came inside.

As we lay together in the aftermath, our breathing slowly returning to normal, Gemma nestled against me, her head on my chest. The room was quiet except for the distant sound of waves crashing against the shore outside.

“You know,” Gemma said softly, breaking the silence, “What I said earlier, about… liking black men.”

I looked down at her, curious. “Yeah?”

She hesitated for a moment, then continued, “I was just saying it because I was horny.”

“Really?”

“Well, kind of. I guess I’ve always found them attractive. There’s something about them… But I only said it to tease you.”

I processed her words, feeling a mix of emotions. “It’s okay to find other people attractive. I guess it’s just part of being human. I mean… Fleur is kind of hot.”

“I saw her on the dance floor, talking to you.” Gemma smiled, relieved. “I’m glad you understand. Okay, then. Well, it’s just a fantasy, nothing more.”

We lay in silence for a few moments before I decided it was time to tell her about what I’d seen. “I think I need to tell you something I saw at the party. It’s about Lauren and Fred, the bassist from the band.”

Gemma propped herself up on her elbow, looking concerned. “What about them?”

I took a deep breath. “I saw them kissing. And Max saw it too. He just walked away.”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “Oh my God. Are you serious? That’s… that’s huge, Paul. Poor Max.”

“Yeah, I’m worried about him,” I admitted. “I don’t know what this means for their marriage.”

Gemma lay back down, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “This could change everything. I mean, they’re our friends. We can’t just ignore it.”

“I know,” I agreed. “But what can we do? It’s their relationship, their issue to deal with.”

“Lauren’s always been…” Gemma paused, a thoughtful look on her face. “You know… She had a lot of boyfriends in the past, before meeting Max.”

“Unlike you,” I teased, trying to lighten the mood. “You only had… what? Two?”

“You know about that,” Lauren replied. “Brad and Jon, but this isn’t about me. It’s about Lauren. I thought she and Max were serious. I know they’re not married but they’ve been together a long time now.”

“Maybe she was just drunk,” I shrugged. “Things happen. We should let them work it out but that’s why I was reluctant to leave when you dragged me away for sex.”

“I guess,” Gemma nodded, her dark eyes gazing into the distance for a moment. “You’re right. But we should be there for them, especially Max. He might need someone to talk to.”

“Yeah, we’ll be there for them,” I said, pulling her close. “For now, let’s try to get some sleep. We can figure out what to do in the morning.”

Gemma snuggled against me, her body warm and comforting. As I lay there, holding her, I pondered on her confession to finding black guys attractive. Why shouldn’t she? I found black women attractive too. Skin colour didn’t mean anything to me. If someone was attractive, they were attractive. It was as simple as that but hearing Gemma say it had been a surprise. As I drifted off to sleep, I thought less about that, my mind filled with concern for our friends and the uncertain future that lay ahead. For now, all I could do was be ready to support Max and Lauren in whatever way they needed and be prepared for whatever twists and turns this vacation threw at us next.

* * *

The next day, under the bright Jamaican sun, Gemma and I made our way to the hotel pool. The air was filled with the scent of sunscreen and the distant sound of calypso music. We found a couple of sun loungers and settled in, the events of the previous night still on my mind.

Max and Lauren approached soon after, their manner casual but with an undercurrent of something I couldn’t quite place. “Hey,” I greeted them. “Beautiful day, isn’t it?”

Max nodded, “Yeah, it’s perfect. Are we okay to chill with you guys around the pool for a while?”

Gemma, as if sensing something was off, asked, “Is everything okay? Last night was crazy. I lost you in the crowd and couldn’t find you before we left.”

Lauren gave a wide smile, pushing her red hair over her shoulder as she sat down. “We’re fine, just a little hungover. I drank way too much.”

“It was a fun night though,” Max added, taking some sunscreen from their bag and proceeding to apply it to his girlfriend’s shoulders.

I exchanged a look with Gemma. Both of us knew there was more to the story but we’d have to wait for an explanation. “It was a lot of fun,” I agreed.

As Max continued to rub lotion into his girlfriend’s skin, I remembered the picture he’d shown me last night. Today, Lauren was wearing a gauzy wrap around her waist and a small yellow bikini top, which barely hid her modest breasts. I enjoyed the sight of her for a moment longer than I should, remembering how her small, pink nipples looked on the screen of Max’s phone yesterday until Gemma gave me a gentle nudge.

“Instead of eyeing up your wife’s best friend, why don’t you go get us drinks?”

“Sorry,” I apologised with a wry grin but as I spoke, I saw that Max was looking at Gemma in the same way I’d been looking at Lauren. Gemma was wearing a black bikini top that was more conservative than what her best friend wore but still showed an ample amount of cleavage.

When I headed to the poolside bar, I was presented with an opportunity to speak with Max alone. He walked over to join me, clapping me on the shoulder.

“I’ll take a beer but Lauren wants an orange juice,” he grinned. “She’s got a sore head. You get this round, I’ll get the next one.”

“Sure,” I started, feeling a bit awkward. “No worries. Listen. About last night… I saw Lauren with Fred. I hope I’m not overstepping a line but it seemed like you were upset. I just wanted to check that you’re okay.”

“Ah.” Max hesitated, his expression guarded. “It’s not what you think, Paul.”

I waited, giving him space to continue while the barman prepared our drinks.

He took a deep breath, rubbing a hand over his shaved head before stroking his dark beard. “Lauren and I… we have an arrangement. It’s only on vacations, a kind of… open situation. But it’s consensual, and it works for us.”

My mind reeled at the unexpected revelation but I tried to keep my reaction neutral. “I see. Wow.”

“I know,” Max puffed out his cheeks, his face reddening slightly. “It’s a lot to take in. I didn’t mean for you to see us, so I’m sorry to drop this on you.”

“It’s cool.” I waved the apology away. “So, this… arrangement, it’s something you’re both comfortable with?”

Max nodded slowly. “Yes, but it’s not something we advertise. It’s private, just between us. Something we wanted to try …and we liked it.”

I could feel the trust he was placing in me by sharing this. “Of course, your secret’s safe with me. But, just out of curiosity, was this the case on your vacation last year too?”

Max gave a small, almost imperceptible nod. “Yeah, it was. But please, Paul, don’t mention this to anyone else. Not even Gemma, at least not yet.”

“You have my word, Max. I won’t say a thing,” I assured him. “That’s why you were keen to come back… Lauren likes the guys here?”

It was a guess but Max nodded. “Look… It’s kind of embarrassing to talk about right now. Maybe we can talk more later after I’ve had a few more beers.”

“Cool.” I didn’t want to make him feel awkward. I felt better now, knowing that what I’d seen last night wasn’t cheating exactly, but the newfound knowledge that Max and Lauren had some sort of open relationship was a lot to take in.

We rejoined our partners, the atmosphere now a little lighter for me, knowing that my friends were on the same page but what that meant for the rest of our vacation, I was still unsure.
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About Last Night

The afternoon sun hung low in the sky, casting long, palm-tree-shaped shadows around the hotel pool where we lounged. The day had been good, filled with laughter and casual conversation. Max, Lauren, Gemma, and I had managed to avoid any mention of the previous night’s events, focusing instead on enjoying the afternoon with a few drinks - with the exception of Lauren, who stayed on the soft drinks for now.

As the day waned, Calvin appeared, chatting amiably with a young blonde woman near the pool. After a brief exchange, she left with a smile, and Calvin turned his attention to us. He approached with his characteristic easygoing charm and took a seat nearby.

“Hey, folks,” he greeted us, his eyes twinkling with a friendly warmth. “Enjoying the sun?”

“We are,” Gemma replied, her tone light. “It’s been a good day for sunbathing.”

Calvin’s gaze lingered on Gemma for a moment longer than necessary. I hoped he wasn’t about to mention catching us having sex last night. “It’s always a good day for sunbathing this time of year in Jamaica. The sun suits you. Your skin is glowing. You look absolutely radiant, Gemma.”

My wife blushed slightly but smiled. “Thank you, Calvin. That’s very kind of you to say. I do tan quite easily. My Mediterranean blood, perhaps.”

Gemma’s grandmother was Italian, but she’d never referred to herself as having Mediterranean blood before.

I watched the exchange as Calvin and Gemma continued to talk about her family, sensing the flirtatious undertone in Calvin’s words but choosing not to intervene. Gemma seemed to be enjoying the attention, and I trusted her completely.

Max chimed in, “Lauren doesn’t tan quite as easily, being a redhead, do you, baby?”

Was he jealous that Gemma was getting Calvin’s attention?

“I burn really easily,” his girlfriend complained. Her pale skin was beginning to freckle but I quite liked that. “Hey, Calvin, you seem to know everyone around here. Any insider tips on what to do tonight?”

Calvin leaned back, considering. “Well, there’s not much happening tonight unless you go into Montego Bay. There’s some events here in the hotel over the next few nights though.”

Lauren perked up. “Like what?”

“There’s the ladies night,” the black hotel worker replied. “And the pool party after that. Both are always great events.”

Max nodded. “The ladies night sounds like a plan for you two,” he said, looking at Gemma and Lauren before turning to me. “But what about us guys?”

“I’m sure you’ll find something to occupy your time,” Calvin replied, giving Max a long look. What was that about?

But before I could ask, Calvin’s eyes met Gemma’s again. “You should definitely go to the ladies night. You’ll enjoy it. And I help to organise the pool party, so I hope to see you there. It’s always more lively with beautiful people around.”

Gemma laughed, the sound light and carefree. “Well, in that case, we can’t miss it.”

As the golden hue of the setting sun bathed the pool area, I noticed Andre and Fred from the band at the bar, each nursing a drink.

Lauren’s eyes followed my gaze, and after a moment’s hesitation, she stood up. “I’m going to grab a drink,” she announced casually, making her way towards the bar.

I watched as she approached Fred, striking up a conversation with an ease that spoke of their familiarity from the night before. Max, who had been lounging beside Lauren, caught my glance and gave me a knowing look, a slight nod confirming his comfort with the situation.

Meanwhile, Andre spotted us and raised his hand in greeting, a wide smile on his face. Gemma, noticing him, returned the wave with a friendly gesture. The ease of their interaction reminded me of the previous night’s events and the newfound understanding of Max and Lauren’s relationship dynamics.

Max leaned over to me, his voice low. “Don’t worry about Lauren. We’re good, remember?”

I nodded, reassured by his calmness. “Right. Thanks for the reminder.”

Gemma, who had been watching the exchange at the bar, turned to me. “Seems like everyone’s making friends around here.”

I chuckled. “Seems so. It’s quite the social hub.”

The atmosphere around the pool was a mix of relaxation and subtle excitement for the days and nights ahead. As Lauren returned with a drink in her hand, chatting animatedly about the band’s plans to play at the pool party, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation for what the next few nights would bring.

As the conversation continued, I noticed Calvin’s subtle but persistent attention towards Gemma. He complimented her laugh, her smile, and even the way she tied her wavy brunette hair up to avoid the heat. Gemma, for her part, seemed flattered but not overly responsive, maintaining a friendly but appropriate distance.

I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of something – not quite jealousy, but an awareness of the chemistry between them. Yet, I also felt a sense of pride in Gemma’s allure and the way she handled the attention with grace. I was grateful too, that Calvin hadn’t said anything to embarrass us about what he saw, when he caught Gemma and I having sex by the low wall, not far from where we were all sitting.

As the sun began to set over the mountains, Max and Lauren decided to head up to their room for a nap while Gemma continued to talk to her new best friend, Calvin, until he eventually excused himself with a promise to see us soon, at the pool party if not before.

“Seems like you’ve made quite the impression,” I teased Gemma gently once Calvin was out of earshot.

She nudged me playfully. “Oh, stop it. He’s just being friendly.”

“Do you like him?” I asked, remembering what she’d said about finding black men attractive last night but before she could answer, a man walked over and sat next to us.

“Hello,” he introduced himself and I recognised him as the older gentleman with the British accent that we’d seen in the restaurant yesterday. “I couldn’t help but overhear you talking. You’re English?”

“Yes, we are,” I replied, extending a hand. “I’m Paul, and this is my wife, Gemma.”

“Pleased to meet you. I’m Dennis Webb,” he said with a warm handshake. Beside him, the attractive black woman smiled politely.

“And I’m Viola,” she added.

“It’s our first time in the Caribbean,” Gemma said, her tone friendly. “You seem to have been here before. I noticed you talking to the owners before.”

Dennis nodded, his gaze thoughtful. “Ah, a holiday in the Caribbean, especially Jamaica, is always a delight. Yes, we’ve been here many times.”

“Are you staying here at the Onyx Vista on a standard package, or did you opt for something a bit more… exclusive?” asked Viola with an inquisitive smile.

His question caught me off guard, but Gemma answered smoothly, “Just the standard package for us, I think. We’re here to enjoy the sun and the beaches. I didn’t even know there was a more exclusive offer.”

“The VIP experience here is quite something,” Dennis said as he and Viola exchanged a quick, almost imperceptible glance. “The Onyx Vista is known for its excellent service and amenities. I’m sure you’ll have a memorable stay.”

“We certainly hope so,” I added, curious about the nature of his questions but deciding not to probe further.

Dennis continued, steering the conversation towards more general topics. His hand touched his temple, brushing the distinguished grey hair there behind his ears. “I own a hotel myself, in Italy. The Azure View. It’s similar to the Onyx Vista in many ways.”

“That sounds lovely,” Gemma remarked. “Italy is beautiful.”

“Yes, it is,” Dennis agreed. “And like here, we cater to a variety of guests, ensuring everyone has the experience they’re looking for.”

“Did I overhear you say that you’re part Italian?” Viola asked my wife, sitting down next to her.

Gemma nodded and from there, the conversation flowed naturally, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that Dennis was carefully assessing our reactions, as if trying to work something out. Was he at the beach party last night? Had he seen Lauren’s indiscretion with Fred, or had he perhaps seen Gemma and I having sex? There was definitely something amiss but I couldn’t put my finger on what it was.

After a while, Dennis and Viola excused themselves, with Dennis mentioning, “If you ever find yourselves in Italy, do consider staying at the Azure View. We’d be delighted to have you.”

“We’ll keep that in mind,” Gemma replied with a smile.

Then, just as they were about to leave, Dennis paused and turned back to us. His tone was casual, but there was a hint of seriousness in his eyes. “Oh, and one more thing,” he said. “Be careful around here. Not everyone is as innocent as they seem, especially some of the men, when they’re around pretty and sexy women like yourself, Gemma.”

His words caught us off guard, and I saw Gemma’s eyebrows rise slightly in surprise. Was that why he was so curious about us? Did he fancy my curvy wife too?

Then Dennis continued, his voice low and earnest. “It’s always good to be aware, especially with some of the staff. People like Calvin, for instance. Charming, yes, but it’s wise to be cautious.”

We both nodded, taking in his words. “Thank you for the advice, Dennis,” I said, a new sense of wariness settling in.

Viola gave us a reassuring smile. “Dennis just likes looking out for fellow travellers. Enjoy the rest of your evening. If you see us at dinner, don’t be strangers. Feel free to say hello.”

With that, Dennis and Viola walked away, leaving us to ponder his warning. I turned to Gemma, who seemed deep in thought.

“What was that? A warning about Calvin?” I asked.

Gemma nodded slowly. “Yes, it definitely sounded like a warning. But why? What’s he implying?”

I shrugged, feeling a mix of confusion and concern. “I’m not sure, but it seems like there’s more going on here than we realized.”

“Or maybe he’s just a crazy old man.” Gemma leaned back in her chair, her expression thoughtful. “Perhaps we should be a bit more careful. Just in case.”

“Well, it’s obvious that Calvin likes you,” I surmised, finishing off my beer. The sky was turning a beautiful shade of indigo as the sun lowered towards the horizon. “But I’m not sure that warrants a warning Maybe he’s jealous?”

“Jealous of what?” Gemma frowned.

“Maybe he fancies you too.” I shrugged. “Since we got here, it seems like everyone has eyes for my wife. Andre. Calvin. Now Dennis.”

“Oh, stop it,” Gemma laughed.

“He did say you were pretty and sexy,” I quoted the older man’s words from earlier.

“You’re obsessed,” my wife giggled, tucking a lock of her wavy brunette hair out of her eyes. “No one fancies me. They’re just being friendly. Good hosts. Whatever you want to call it.”

“I’m pretty sure it’s more than that,” I insisted.

Then Gemma’s laughter faded into a more serious tone. “Actually, while you and Max were at the bar earlier, I had a chat with Lauren about what happened with Fred. I’ve been waiting until we were alone to tell you.”

I leaned forward, intrigued. “And? What did she say?”

“She was pretty open about it,” Gemma began, over the sound of crickets singing at the fall of the sun. “She said that she and Max have… an understanding. She’s allowed to fool around sometimes. It’s something they both enjoy, and it’s all consensual.”

I nodded, processing this information. “Max told me the same thing. He said it’s just something they do on vacation, and he seemed okay with it. He asked me to keep it a secret.”

“Lauren said the same.” Gemma looked thoughtful as she wrapped her thin shawl around her shoulders. The temperature had dropped somewhat with the setting of the sun. “It’s a bit strange… certainly different, but if they’re both happy and it works for them, who are we to judge?”

“Exactly,” I agreed. “As long as everyone’s on the same page and it’s consensual, it’s their business.”

The conversation shifted back to Dennis’s warning about Calvin as Gemma finished sipping her latest martini from the bar. “Do you think we should be more cautious around him?” Gemma asked.

“I think so,” I replied. “Dennis’s warning might be overcautious, but it doesn’t hurt to be aware. Besides, we’re here to enjoy our vacation together, not to get caught up in whatever games others might be playing.”

Gemma nodded in agreement. “You’re right. We don’t want Calvin to think that I’m… That we’re… into the same thing as Max and Lauren. Let’s just enjoy our time here and not worry too much about what others are doing.”

As the sky turned a deeper shade of purple, we decided to head back to our room to freshen up for dinner. The evening promised more relaxation and perhaps a chance to see Dennis and Viola again and catch up with Max and Lauren. But for now, our focus was on each other, enjoying the beautiful Jamaican night and trying not to think about the strange turn our vacation had taken.
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Behind Closed Doors

As I sat there at the breakfast table, sipping my coffee, I couldn’t help but notice the absence of Max and Lauren. It was a couple of days since the beach party and besides sharing an afternoon of sunbathing with them, we’d not seen much of our friends. The morning sun cast a warm glow over the Onyx Vista’s outdoor dining area, and the sound of the waves provided a soothing backdrop. “Looks like Max and Lauren are making the most of their vacation on their own,” I remarked, trying to sound casual while wondering if broaching the subject of Lauren’s indiscretions with Max had been a mistake.

Gemma glanced around, her eyes lingering on a passing group of guests. “Seems like it. Good for them, I guess,” she replied, her tone light but thoughtful. “I hope they don’t feel awkward around us now that we know about their little secret.”

“I was thinking the same,” I replied. Gemma looked gorgeous today in a flowery pink top and a set of matching shorts that showed off her curvy legs.

Our peaceful morning was soon joined by Donna, the owner of the hotel, and Johannes, her dark and sultry partner. “Good morning, Paul, Gemma. Are you enjoying your stay?” the slim brunette asked with her usual warm hospitality.

“Absolutely. It’s been wonderful,” Gemma responded, her smile genuine.

Johannes, always more reserved, chimed in. “I hope you’re finding everything to your liking. The ladies’ night tomorrow should be quite the event.”

My curiosity was piqued at the mention of the ladies’ night. “Ah, yes,” I commented. “Gemma is looking forward to it, aren’t you?”

“I am, as long as my friend, Lauren, is still going.” Gemma looked at the short but good-looking brunette hotel owner. “We haven’t seen much of her yesterday or this morning.”

“Lauren.” Donna tapped her lip in thought. “I believe she spent yesterday in the spa and the salon, getting her nails done in the evening.”

“She didn’t tell me,” Gemma said, glancing at me with a light frown.

“Her partner - Max, is it?” Johannes said, smiling when I nodded, “He was playing tennis with Calvin.”

“He knows I don’t like tennis,” I mused. I wasn’t the sporty type, like him. “That’s probably why he didn’t ask me.”

“If Lauren isn’t going to the ladies’ night for any reason, which I’m sure she is,” Donna reassured Gemma, “Don’t worry. Fleur will be there and will look after you.”

“I’m sure we’ll catch up with Lauren,” I told Gemma. “If it’s a ladies-only event, I’ll need some company, so I’ll find Max later and we’ll work it all out. I still don’t quite completely know what this ladies’ night is all about though.”

Donna’s chuckle was light and knowing. “It’s a special evening we organise and always provides a lot of fun for our female guests.”

“Hopefully it has strippers,” Gemma whispered into my ear and Donna overheard.

“It does,” she whispered back. “You don’t want to miss it.”

With that, Donna and Johannes left us, attending to the other guests enjoying their breakfast and making sure everyone was happy.

“I’m disappointed Lauren didn’t invite me to the spa,” Gemma said after they’d gone. “Do you think we’ve offended them or something?”

“Maybe she’s just busy with Fred,” I shrugged, which made my wife laugh.

“Could be,” she admitted.

After breakfast, Gemma and I took a leisurely stroll through the hotel grounds, bumping into a new staff member, busy fixing a light fixture. His stepladders were blocking the path towards where we wanted to go and when he saw us, awkwardly trying to manoeuvre around them, his friendly greeting broke the morning calm. “Morning! Hope I’m not causing any inconvenience here.”

“Not at all. It’s impressive how well everything is maintained,” Gemma complimented, her tone friendly.

The tall, young, black man’s laugh was easy and carefree as he wiped his hands on a cloth. “Part of the job. Keeping the Onyx Vista beautiful for our guests. My name is Jason. I’ve seen you around a few times. I hope you’re enjoying your stay so far.”

“We certainly are,” Gemma replied, not giving me a chance to speak. “I think I’ve seen you too, but I can’t remember where. Did I dance with you at the beach party the other night?”

“I tried to get you to dance,” Jason replied, jumping to the floor and moving the stepladders for us. “But you were too busy with Andre.”

“Really?” Gemma was playing with a lock of her dark hair, something she did when she felt self-conscious. “I’m sorry. I was having too much of a good time.”

“Hey, it’s fine. Maybe we can dance another time, in the bar perhaps. Or at the ladies’ night, if you’re attending?”

“I definitely am,” my wife answered quickly. A little too quickly. “Wait… How will you be at the ladies’ night?”

“Ah,” the black man said, picking up his ladders and tools. “You’ll have to wait and see, won’t you?”

As he walked away with a mysterious smile, I noticed Gemma’s eyes following him, even stealing a glance back at him as we continued our walk around the hotel grounds.

“He seems nice. And quite handsome, don’t you think?” she mused, a hint of something new in her voice.

I looked at her, noting the spark of interest in her eyes. “He’s just another guy with an eye for my wife,” I smiled. “I’m losing count now. It’s going to be hard, keeping tabs on all these men around my wife.”

I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was shifting in Gemma. Her casual interest in Jason was more than just politeness. It was a sign of her growing curiosity, which both excited and unnerved me. As we continued our walk, I found myself caught between happiness for her newfound confidence and a slight unease about where it might lead.

When we got back to the hotel, it was almost time for our evening meal.

“I was thinking of catching the football game in the bar later,” I mentioned, trying to sound casual as we walked towards the restaurant. “There’s a match I’ve been wanting to see.”

Gemma gave me a sideways glance, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “Football, huh? Your beloved United, I’m guessing. Sorry, but I think I’ll pass on that. Maybe I’ll visit the spa instead. A massage sounds perfect right now, and some time in the sauna.”

“That sounds like a plan,” I said, genuinely pleased. The thought of some ‘me’ time watching football was appealing. “You deserve some pampering, especially seeing as Lauren didn’t invite you yesterday.”

She stopped and turned to face me, her large brown eyes searching mine. “Are you sure you don’t mind? I don’t want to leave you alone. It’s not that.”

I smiled. “Of course not. Really, it’s fine. I’ll appreciate some alone time and I’m sure you will too. Enjoy yourself. We’re here to relax and do what makes us happy, right?”

“Right,” she agreed, leaning in for a quick kiss. “Let’s eat first and then we can each have our ‘us’ time.”

We had dinner, alone again as there was still no sign of Max or Lauren. They must be avoiding us, we decided and then after a couple of drinks and the first sign of the football starting on the big screen, Gemma stood and stretched, making her curvy boobs strain against the thin flowery top.

“I’ll see you after the game then,” she said, walking around the table to kiss me on the cheek. “I four letter word you.”

“I love you too,” I smiled.

As she walked away, her steps light and carefree, I watched her go, feeling a strange sense of pleasant solitude wash over me. The idea of her alone at the spa, potentially with some of the handsome staff here, lingered in my mind but I let it go. I trusted Gemma and was enjoying the more confident, flirtatious side of her that the Onyx Vista had brought to the fore.

I headed to the bar, finding a comfortable spot to watch the game. The excitement of the match couldn’t fully distract me, though. My thoughts kept drifting back to Gemma throughout – her laughter, smile, and how she looked at Jason. Was she really as attracted to these black guys as it appeared? Or was she merely enjoying herself on vacation by exaggerating how much she liked them, simply to tease me?

“All alone?”

I turned to see Dennis, dressed smartly in a designer polo shirt and shorts and his dark hair perfectly styled, the grey wings at his temples giving him a distinguished look.

“Gemma wasn’t excited about watching the football with me,” I explained. “So she’s gone for a spa session.”

“A girly thing?” Dennis asked, sitting down next to me, a tall glass of bubbly in his hand. “With the lovely redhead? What’s her name?”

“Lauren,” I replied. “No. I don’t know where Lauren is. Gemma’s gone on her own. She liked the idea of some relaxing time to herself.”

“I know,” Dennis nodded, his pale blue eyes wrinkling at the edges as he smiled. “I was just checking that you knew.”

“You know? You know… what?” I asked, frowning at the older man. What was he talking about?”

“I think your friends are being a little unfair to you,” Dennis replied.

“Why would you think that?” I countered, keeping one eye on the screen as a scoring opportunity came and passed without a goal.

“They didn’t tell you everything about the Onyx Vista, did they?” Dennis took a sip from the tall glass in his hand. “As I mentioned, I run a hotel that has much in common with this one.”

“In Italy, yes, you told me.” I studied the man in front of me. “What’s your agenda here, Dennis? First, you give us some sort of veiled warning about Calvin and now you’re hinting at the hotel having, what… some sort of secret?”

“Goal!” Dennis shouted instead of answering, making me turn to the screen to see that my team were now a goal behind. “Sorry. Not your team?”

“Shit,” I muttered. “No. I support United, the team in red and white.”

“Ah,” Dennis grimaced. “Ten minutes left. They might turn it around.”

“I hope so,” I grumbled. “Anyway. I asked you a question. If there’s something I should know; something you want to tell me, just out with it.”

“Okay,” the Brit replied, steepling his fingers together in front of him as he thought for a moment. “Finish your drink. Once the game is over, I’m going to take you for a walk.”

“We can talk here?” I insisted. “Gemma needs to know where to find me and I told her I’d be in the bar.”

“If she’s having the full spa and sauna session, she’ll be quite some time yet,” Dennis raised his eyebrows. “I want to show you something. We’ll talk on the way.”

When I began to shake my head, he raised his fine, thin eyebrows, his forehead furrowing. “It’ll be worth it,” he promised.

The final whistle blew, signalling a loss for my team. I felt a twinge of disappointment, but it was quickly overshadowed by curiosity about what Dennis wanted to show me.

“Let’s get this out of the way.” I downed the last of my drink and stood up, ready to follow him.

Dennis finished his drink and led the way through the hotel, his stride confident and purposeful. We walked down a beautifully adorned corridor, the walls lined with vibrant paintings and lush plants that gave the space a luxurious yet tropical feel. The hotel’s elegance was evident in every detail, from the polished marble floors to the intricate light fixtures.

Turning a corner, Dennis guided me through a door marked ‘Maintenance.’ The atmosphere changed as we entered a darker, narrower corridor. The hum of the hotel’s lively ambiance faded, replaced by a quiet that felt almost secretive.

“I don’t think we should be in here,” I murmured.

“You’re right, we shouldn’t,” the older man replied, turning a corner and passing by some machinery that looked like the air-conditioning controls.

As we walked, Dennis spoke again, his voice low. “I overheard Max and Lauren talking yesterday morning,” he began, his tone serious. “Lauren mentioned something about Gemma’s love for black men resurfacing. She seemed quite confident that Gemma would… loosen up during this stay.”

I felt a jolt of surprise at his words. “Loosen up? What does that mean?”

“If you’re close friends, you must know about their special arrangement,” Dennis said, stopping for a moment, then lowering his voice further. “Don’t you?”

“Yes,” I confessed. “I only found out the other day though. I saw Lauren kissing… Wait, how do you know?”

“I’ve met enough people like Max and Lauren to know,” Dennis continued enigmatically. “Max also mentioned that he could tell you were loosening up too. He’s confident that the Onyx Vista’s … magic, will open you both up to the possibilities that the hotel offers.”

“Magic?” I echoed, my confusion growing. “What kind of magic? And what possibilities?”

“Do I need to spell it out?” the distinguished hotel owner asked, striding forward until we arrived at another door. He opened it, leading me into a darkened room. As my eyes adjusted to the dim light, I realized we were in some sort of viewing room, with one-way glass windows overlooking various parts of the hotel.

“Instead of me telling you, let me show you,” Dennis said, gesturing towards the windows.

I stepped closer, peering through the glass. My heart raced as I began to understand what Dennis meant by the Onyx Vista’s ‘magic.’ The room offered a hidden view into three different areas, one on each side of the room. On the left, it looked out onto the pool area, right where Gemma and I had briefly had sex the other night.

Dennis’s voice was a low murmur beside me. “This is part of what the Onyx Vista offers to certain guests. It’s a world of exploration, of hidden desires. But much like my own hotel, it’s not something they openly advertise. Discretion is key.”

I stood there, stunned, trying to process what I was seeing and what it meant. The revelation of the hotel’s secret nature, combined with what Dennis had said about Max and Lauren’s conversation, sent my mind reeling.

“It’s a hotel for swingers?” I asked.

“Not only swingers. Be quiet,” the man warned, putting a finger to his lips and moving towards the window on the right.

As I turned to face Dennis, a million questions raced through my mind. What did all this mean for Gemma and me? Were we unwittingly part of something we didn’t fully understand?

“Here is what I want you to see,” Dennis whispered, pointing and I walked over to see what he was showing me. The scene beyond the glass was a dungeon. A sex dungeon and in there were two men and a woman.

One of the men was Fred, the bassist from the band.

The other two people I was staring at in shock, were Lauren and Max.
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A Secret Revealed

“What am I seeing?” I whispered, rubbing my eyes in disbelief. “I can’t believe this.”

Dennis didn’t say anything. He folded his arms in front of him and watched as Lauren - as naked as the day she was born - clambered onto a padded, red leather bench and bent over, exposing her ass and shaved pussy lips towards the window.

“Does they know we’re watching?” I breathed. Dennis shook his head and went back to watching as Fred, also fully unclothed, reached out and touched her backside, gently stroking before raising his hand and slapping her ass cheek hard, leaving a rosy pink mark behind.

“Oh, fuck,” Lauren cried out, audible through the glass. “Please, fuck me, Fred. I need you now.”

“Yeah, fuck her,” Max told the black bass player. Lauren’s boyfriend was the only person wearing any clothing out of the three of them and he encouraged the black man further. “She wants your big black cock.”

“In just one second,” Fred replied in his thick Jamaican accent. “First, we need to make sure she is ready.” I expected him to finger her to get her ready for his huge cock that dangled down between his legs, semi-erect, but he didn’t. Rather, he stepped forward, fastening her wrists to the bench with the leather restraints that were attached to it. Then he did the same with her knees, spreading them apart so that we could see her pussy fully exposed, shaved around her lips but with a small tuft of ginger hair on her mound.

“Don’t torment me any further,” Lauren pleaded. “Please, just fuck me.”

“I think he’s been teasing and spanking her for a while,” Dennis explained quietly so they wouldn’t hear. “He’s got her so close she’s desperate to be fucked.”

I swallowed hard. This was insane. I had no idea that Lauren and Max were into this kind of thing. As we watched the scene unfold before us, Dennis began to explain more about the Onyx Vista’s dual nature. “This hotel serves two purposes,” he said, his voice low and steady. “For guests like you and Gemma, it’s simply a luxurious vacation spot. But there’s another side to it, a more… discreet service.”

I watched, transfixed, as the scene in the dungeon continued. Lauren’s cries as Fred finally shoved his enormous dick inside her and Max’s encouragement to fuck her hard filled the room, creating a surreal backdrop to Dennis’s revelations.

“This other service,” Dennis continued, “caters to couples who are looking for something different. It’s for men who want to see their wives or partners seduced by someone else, be it men or women.”

I turned to him, tearing my eyes from the sight of Lauren’s tiny pussy being stretched by Fred’s huge girth, my mind struggling to grasp the concept of what Dennis was telling me. “Why would anyone want that?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Dennis gave me a knowing look. “It’s about the thrill, the excitement. Some men are cuckolds by nature. They find pleasure in seeing their women with other men. It’s a complex dynamic, but it’s more common than you might think.”

The idea was foreign to me, yet the evidence was right before my eyes. Max had his dick out of his zipper, jerking off while watching his long-time girlfriend being ruthlessly pounded from behind. “So, this hotel… it facilitates that? It helps these men achieve their fantasies?”

“Exactly,” Dennis nodded. “The Onyx Vista offers everything one could need for their wife to be seduced, should she be inclined to cheat or try a new lover. It’s all about providing a safe, controlled environment for these fantasies to play out.”

I watched as Fred continued to drill Lauren so hard that she orgasmed, her legs quivering, the scene intensifying before us. My mind was a whirlwind of emotions – shock, disbelief, and an inexplicable intrigue.

“This is insane,” I muttered. “I had no idea this kind of thing even existed.”

Dennis placed a hand on my shoulder. “Besides this place and the Azure View, it doesn’t. It’s a hidden world, one that operates under the radar. But for those who are part of it, it’s very real and very fulfilling.”

“Lauren and Max came here last year,” I whispered, “I’m guessing Max brought her here to be seduced and it worked. So they came back for more.”

“And they brought you and Gemma with them,” Dennis added. Max was in front of his girlfriend now and she took his average-sized cock in her mouth as Fred continued to fuck her with wild abandon. “Why do you think they did that?”

“Because…” I paused, a realisation flooding through me. My blood ran cold.

“They want Gemma to be seduced,” Dennis finished for me, reaching the same conclusion I had. “If what I heard Lauren say is true then before you, Gemma had a liking for black men. I think they brought her here to encourage her to explore it.”

“That’s… awful,” I said softly. A feeling of betrayal washed over me, its sting making my knees go weak. “Why would they do that to me? Max is my friend.”

“I don’t know and I don’t like it,” Dennis said, putting a hand on my shoulder to steady me, reading the powerful, conflicting emotions that were raging inside me. “The way I run my business, my hotel, is that everything must be consensual. We don’t negatively encourage cheating. We want to inspire couples’ sex lives. We want to invite them to explore their desires. That’s all. No one is ever compelled, forced or talked into doing anything they don’t want to.”

“So this is why you’re telling me,” I whispered, suddenly grateful to the stranger standing beside me, still watching Lauren get the fuck of her life, her small tits swinging beneath her as Fred rammed his dick in and out of her.

“Showing you,” Dennis corrected. “This isn’t the only viewing room. There are several. All the rooms have cameras too. If you choose to activate them, you can then watch the view from one of the three monitor rooms.”

“No way,” I breathed, my mind reeling from the revelation. The idea that our private moments could be observed was unsettling, to say the least.

Dennis nodded solemnly. “It’s all part of the discreet service we offer. But let me be clear, Paul. The cameras are only activated upon a guest’s request, for their own room. Privacy is paramount here unless consent is given for observation.”

I struggled to process this information. “So, Max and Lauren… they knew about this? They’ve been part of it?”

“It seems so,” Dennis replied. “And they likely believed that bringing you and Gemma here might open you up to similar experiences.”

I felt a mix of anger and betrayal. The thought that Max and Lauren might have had ulterior motives for inviting us was disturbing. “But Gemma and I… we’re not like that. We didn’t come here for… for this.”

Dennis’s expression softened. “I understand. And that’s why I felt it was important to show you this. You and Gemma should have the full picture of what this place offers and decide for yourselves what you want from your stay.”

I watched the scene before me, my thoughts a whirlwind. Lauren, Max, and Fred were still wrapped up in their own world, oblivious to our observation. She was sucking the black man’s flaccid cock now. Had he cum? When my eyes searched the room, a splatter of sticky white sperm on the seat gave me my answer. She was trying to get him hard for a second time, it appeared, and the whole while, Max watched, seeming to enjoy the sight of it all.

“Thank you for telling me,” I said finally, my voice barely above a whisper. “I need to think about all this. I need to talk to Gemma.”

“Of course,” Dennis replied. “And if you need anything, or if you have any questions, I’m here to help. But before you go…”

I paused, waiting for the hotelier to continue. “What?”

“The door at the end of this corridor is one of the monitor rooms,” Dennis whispered. “On the console… There will be a button marked ‘Spa,’ ‘Sauna,’ and ‘Treatment Room.’”

What was he telling me? Gemma was there, of course.

I nodded, still in a daze, and left the viewing room. The world felt like a blur. My mind was occupied with thoughts of Gemma, our relationship, and what this revelation meant for us. I knew a conversation was imminent, one that would potentially change the course of our vacation but first I had to take his unsaid suggestion.

I looked right when I stepped into the corridor and saw a door at the very end. Striding towards it, I pushed open the door and stepping into the dimly lit monitor room, I was greeted by a bank of screens and a control console in front of them. The room was silent except for the faint hum of electronic equipment. My heart pounded in my chest as I approached the console, my hands slightly trembling.

The console was labelled with various buttons, each corresponding to a different area of the hotel. My eyes scanned the labels until they landed on the one marked ‘Spa.’ Taking a deep breath, I pressed it, half-hoping, half-dreading what I might see.

The screens flickered to life, displaying various angles of the spa area. My eyes darted across the screens, searching. And then, there she was – Gemma. She was with Jason, the maintenance man that we’d met earlier - and they were laughing, their body language relaxed and comfortable. They were sitting close, perhaps too close, in the jacuzzi. My heart sank as I watched them, a mix of emotions swirling inside me – jealousy, confusion, and an unexpected sense of excitement, which I pushed aside. Being amused and happy at Gemma’s flirting was one thing, but this - this felt different now that I knew the truth about the Onyx Vista Hotel.

Jason said something that made Gemma laugh, her head thrown back in genuine amusement. He then reached out, his hand brushing her arm in a way that seemed more intimate than friendly. Gemma didn’t pull away; instead, she turned to face him, their conversation continuing. I realised then that I couldn’t see any straps on her shoulders. The bubbling water covered up her breasts, so I couldn’t see, but was she… topless? Naked, even?

I felt like an intruder, spying on this private moment, yet I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The realization that Gemma might be enjoying Jason’s company - possibly nude - hit me hard. Was this innocent flirting with her top merely hidden beneath the water’s surface or was it something more? Was this what Dennis and Max meant by the Onyx Vista’s ‘magic’?

I stood there, rooted to the spot, watching them. The longer I watched, the more I felt a growing unease. I’d encouraged Gemma to explore her newfound confidence, but I hadn’t anticipated this. The sight of her with another man, even in what might be an innocent setting, stirred feelings in me that I couldn’t quite understand.

After what felt like an eternity, I turned off the monitor, the screen going dark. The room felt colder now, the silence more profound. I needed to get Gemma out of there, away from Jason, to talk to her, to understand what was happening between us.

As I reached for the door to leave the monitor room, my hand paused on the handle when I heard raised voices in the corridor. Cautiously, I cracked the door open and saw Donna and Dennis in a heated argument.

“You don’t own this hotel, Dennis, and these back rooms are off-limits to you,” Donna said sternly, her voice laced with frustration.

Dennis, his expression a mix of defiance and irritation, shot back, “I may not own it, but I designed and paid for the plans. I have as much right to be here as anyone.”

He designed this place? That explained why he knew his way around so well.

Their argument escalated, and I hesitated, not wanting to interrupt or draw attention to myself. Donna’s next words caught my attention.

“Why are you even here, Dennis?” she demanded, her hands on her slender hips.

“You know why I’m here,” Dennis replied, his tone softening slightly. “We need to discuss the terms of our divorce.”

Donna let out a heavy sigh, her posture relaxing but her expression remaining firm. “I’m not going to negotiate with you, Dennis. I want the Azure View. It’s mine by right.”

The conversation was clearly deeply personal, and I felt like an intruder eavesdropping on their private matters. Dennis tried to reason with her, but Donna was resolute, her determination clear in her voice.

“We need to talk about it, Donna. You remember what happened. Ray left the hotel to me.”

“No. You stole it,” the brunette shouted into his face, then with a mix of anger and resignation on her face, she stormed away, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. Dennis followed her, his steps slower, as if weighed down by the gravity of their conversation.

Once they were out of sight, I slipped out of the monitor room, my mind racing with what I had just witnessed. The revelation about the hotel’s secret nature, my own turmoil about Gemma and Jason, and now this glimpse into Donna and Dennis’s strained relationship – it was overwhelming.

I needed to find my wife and rescue her from Jason and then we needed to talk. She needed to understand what was happening within the walls of the Onyx Vista. As I made my way through the hotel, the weight of everything I had learned bore down on me, setting the stage for a confrontation that could change everything.
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Confessions and Desires

As I approached the spa, my heart pounded with anticipation and apprehension. The air was filled with the scent of essential oils and the sound of tranquil music. I paused outside, taking a deep breath to steady myself but as I did, Jason, the maintenance man we’d met earlier, stepped out of the spa. He was wiping his hands with a towel, a relaxed smile on his face. His white shirt was stuck to his skin, damp still from the jacuzzi and his hair dripped water down the back of his neck.

I pressed myself against the wall, not wanting to be seen. Jason walked past, oblivious to my presence. I watched him go, my mind racing with questions. What had happened in there? Was Gemma still in there?

Moments later, she emerged, wrapped in a plush white bathrobe, her dark hair damp and her cheeks flushed with warmth. She looked relaxed and content. She fetched her clothes from a locker, still unaware of my watchful eyes.

I stepped forward, clearing my throat to announce my presence. “Hey, how was the spa?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

Gemma turned, her big brown eyes startled. “Oh, Paul! It was awesome. Relaxing. How was the football?”

I shrugged, keeping my tone light. “United lost, and it wasn’t even a good game but I had an okay time. Ready to head back to our room or do you want something to eat or drink first?”

“I, um…” Gemma looked around, her gaze resting on the changing area. Then she shook her head. “No, I’m fine. Let’s go to our room and chill out.”

“Dressed like that?” I asked, looking at her fluffy bathrobe.

“Why not?” she giggled, then teased, “I’m topless underneath.”

“Ah,” I replied, licking my lips as I pictured what she looked like beneath the robe. Did this confirm that she’d been topless in the jacuzzi with Jason?

As we walked back to our room, I kept the conversation light, asking about her spa experience. Gemma chatted animatedly about the massage and the sauna, but she didn’t mention Jason. I didn’t bring him up either, not yet. I acted as if I knew nothing about their encounter.

“Here we go,” I said when we finally got through the door. “Home, sweet home,.”

“Yes,” Gemma sighed, “So, now I can do this.”

With that, she slid the bathrobe from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor around her feet. She was only wearing a pair of bikini bottoms and her skin gleamed in the low light streaming in through the windows. The sight of her large breasts made me instantly wonder how much Jason had seen of them tonight.

I flipped the switch on the wall and the sudden light made Gemma frown. “Paul,” she complained, “Turn the lights off and come to bed. The sauna has me all relaxed and in the mood.”

“I want to talk first,” I replied, causing her to pick up the robe and throw it around her shoulders again in an impatient huff, before sitting on the bed and turning to face me.

“Talk about what?”

Where did I start? Did I bring up Jason? The rumour I’d heard about her dating a black guy in the past? Or did I tell her what I’d seen happening in the dungeon? I made a decision and brought up what Dennis had told me.

“Dennis - you know, the old guy that owns the hotel in Italy? He was at the bar with me to watch the game. I mentioned that I hadn’t seen much of Max and Lauren the past day or two and he said he’d seen them hanging out with Fred. Then he mentioned something else. Something he overheard Lauren say about you.”

“About me?” My wife shrugged. “Like what?”

“Something about you once dating a black guy. Is that true?”

Gemma hesitated for a moment before nodding. “Um… Yes, it’s true. I did date someone. He was… well, he turned out to be an asshole.”

“And you’ve never told me before, because…”

“He was my first boyfriend. Brad. I met him in the final year of school and we dated for a year. I told you about him.”

“Brad was black?” I shook my head. “You never told me he was black?”

“What’s the colour of his skin got to do with anything?” Gemma replied innocently, but her cheeks were flushed.

“Wait…” I said, my mind working through what she’d told me about him. “You said the sex was good but that was all that kept you together-”

“Because he was an asshole,” Gemma nodded.

“With a big dick,” I recalled.

“That cheated on me with my best friend,” she reminded me.

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t believe this. Brad was black?

“What does it have to do with anything?” Gemma leaned forward, reaching for my hand and taking it. “I’m sorry if you feel like I’ve kept a secret from you. I just didn’t think it mattered.”

“It doesn’t,” I sighed, sitting next to her on the edge of the bed. “It’s just…”

“I told you the other day that I like black guys,” Gemma said quietly. “I don’t know why it’s such a shock to you.”

“I guess it makes sense now,” I nodded. “And you seem to find a lot of the guys here attractive.”

“Well… they are.” My wife shrugged, making the front of the robe gape open enough for me to see the curve of one of her breasts. “I’m not going to lie, but I four letter word you, Paul. Just because we’re married doesn’t make me find other people less attractive. It means I’m not going to do anything about the fact.”

It was time for the next question. I took a deep breath, deciding to confront the issue head-on. “I saw Jason leaving the spa just before you. Is there something I should know?”

Gemma looked at me, her expression serious. “ The jacuzzi broke down, and he came to fix it. He stayed, talking to me for a while, then he left, right before I did. Then I saw you, waiting for me.”

I tilted my head, studying her. “The jacuzzi broke down?”

Gemma nodded. “Well, the spa lost power. One minute it was working and the next, it stopped bubbling. The light went out too. I called out and the masseuse - she was female, by the way - told me to wait for a moment. Then Jason came in.”

“And he fixed it?” I asked. “Then left?”

“What is this?” She fiddled with her earlobe, something she did when she was tense. I couldn’t tell her that I’d seen him in there - that I’d spied through a secret camera - but I did have a way of knowing that he’d been in there.

“His hair was wet,” I told her. “And his shirt too, like he’d been in the jacuzzi too.”

“He changed a fuse,” Gemma said, slowly, licking her lips nervously. “Then, as I said, he talked to me a bit. He asked if I’d mind him joining me and I thought it would be rude to say no.”

“I see,” I said, my pulse quickening.

“Nothing happened,” my wife insisted. She was still holding my hand and she squeezed it firmly. “We just talked, I promise.”

“You’re topless under the robe,” I pointed out.

“Shit,” Gemma swallowed deeply. “Yes, I was topless in the jacuzzi with Jason, but the water is deep. It was up to my chin almost.”

“What about him? Did he strip off?”

“Down to his shorts,” Gemma nodded. “I still had my bottoms on.”

“So he didn’t see your boobs?” I asked bluntly. I needed to know and I told her. “Just tell me, if he did. I’d have tried to look if I was him.”

“Are you angry at me?” My wife let go of my hand, her face showing concern and I suddenly felt bad. Had I raised my voice?

“I’m not angry,” I reassured her. “I’m just… jealous, maybe.”

“Nothing happened,” she repeated. “If you want me to be honest, then yes, he saw me, and I saw… well, he was clearly aroused, when he got out. But that’s all.”

My heart skipped a beat at her admission. “Aroused?”

“He had a hard-on.” Gemma let out a short giggle. “He was kind of embarrassed when he saw me looking.”

“He saw you looking?” I was aware that I was just repeating what she was saying but I didn’t know what else to say. This was hard to hear and yet, weirdly exciting.

“He apologised,” Gemma explained. “He said he thought I was beautiful and he couldn’t help himself.”

“And?” I prompted her to continue.

“And that’s it,” Gemma replied, her beautiful brown eyes gazing into mine. “I told you, nothing happened. We talked a bit more, and then he left. I got out of the jacuzzi and that was that.”

“What else did you talk about?”

Gemma sighed, then reluctantly replied, “He told me he’s going to be one of the strippers on Ladies Night. He said I’d see more of him if I go.”

“More of him. As in, his cock? Wow,” I breathed. “The guys here are very forward, aren’t they?”

“I won’t go to the Ladies Night if it bothers you,” Gemma said, pulling her robe shut so that I couldn’t see her cleavage.

“Don’t,” I said, reaching out and easing her clenched hand from the white fluffy robe. “I don’t want us to fall out over this. I’m sorry. I’m just jealous. And this place… It’s more than just a hotel.”

That comment caught Gemma’s interest and I immediately regretted saying it. I wasn’t ready to tell her everything I knew just yet. It would complicate what I’d just told her if I told her about the monitor room. So, I backtracked a little.

“This place, it’s romantic, it’s seductive. It makes people loosen up, and do things they wouldn’t normally do. You must have noticed, we’ve been having sex every night. Spontaneous sex. We even did outside the other night. It’s this place, it’s got a certain… magic, I guess you could call it.”

“I know what you mean. I have been horny a lot,” Gemma said after a long moment during which she let me move her hand so that her top gaped open again. The air between us was suddenly charged with a strange energy. The revelations of the day, the honesty, and the underlying excitement culminated in a moment of intense passion. I leaned forward and our lips met. I yanked her robe away, sliding it from her shoulders and bent my neck to kiss her breasts, my mouth finding one of her large pink nipples and sucking it as I eased her to the bed.

“Stop,” Gemma said, just as I was about to slide my hand into her panties.

“Stop? Why?” I asked, breathless and horny, my dick pressing against the inside of my shorts.

“What’s happening?” Gemma asked. “I don’t understand. Why are you suddenly kissing me?”

“I don’t know,” I replied honestly.

“When Jason got an erection from seeing my boobs,” my wife said slowly, “It turned me on if I’m honest. But it made you jealous, right? So, is this… you claiming me as your property?”

“Do we need to understand it right now?” I asked impatiently, sliding my hand between her thighs, and rubbing her mound through the thin material of her panties.

“I’m just curious,” she replied, her hand at my waist, pulling down my shorts and taking hold of my throbbing cock.

“Do you want to go to the Ladies Night?” I found myself asking as she stroked me. “To see Jason’s cock properly?”

“I guess I’m curious about it,” she smiled, seeming to relax a little from seeing me aroused rather than upset. “Maybe… Okay, yes. If you’re sure you’re okay with it.”

I decided it was time to share what I had stumbled upon earlier. “Okay. Also, you won’t believe what I saw today,” I began, my voice tinged with a mix of disbelief and arousal as she played with my cock while I pulled down her panties and began to tease her pussy, not surprised to find her sopping wet.

“What happened?” she asked, moaning softly as my finger brushed her clit.

“Dennis and I accidentally walked in on something unexpected. Dennis said he’d show me some of the hotel’s secrets. He helped design the place. Anyway, we stumbled into a hidden room, some sort of sex dungeon.”

“No way?” Gemma’s hand froze on my cock. “Go on… Don’t tell me there was someone in there?”

“It was Lauren and Max,” I nodded, sliding my finger inside her and enjoying the moan she made. “They were… well, with Fred.”

Gemma’s eyes widened. “Really?”

“He was fucking her.”

“Wow,” my wife gasped. “She went the whole way with him?”

“Yes,” I nodded.

“And you saw…“

“I saw everything,” I confessed.

“And… was it a turn-on?” Gemma’s hand started pumping my cock again as I fingered her, fucking her hole with two fingers.

“Maybe a little,” I admitted, watching her reaction closely. “It was kind of exciting, I guess. They didn’t see me, though. I left before they noticed.”

“Fuck me.” Gemma pulled me by the dick, dragging me on top of her and guiding my cock inside her. “You can tell me more after.”

I rammed into her as our lips met, kissing urgently and then we fucked passionately until we were both spent, the events of tonight spurring us both into fucking like we hadn’t fucked each other in years.
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A Fork In The Road

The morning of the day that would lead into the ladies’ night was the hottest yet. The sun cast a warm, golden glow that glimmered through the windows of the breakfast area of the Onyx Vista. The sound of a gentle breeze outside and the distant chatter of guests created a serene backdrop as Gemma and I approached the table where Max and Lauren were already seated, not avoiding us as they had previously. I felt a knot of apprehension in my stomach as we sat down.

“Good morning,” I greeted them, trying to sound casual despite the tension that lingered in the air.

“Morning, you guys,” Max replied with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. Lauren echoed his greeting, her tone equally strained.

We settled into our seats, the usual ease of our gatherings noticeably absent. After a few moments of awkward silence, Max cleared his throat. “We thought you two might need some time to process everything,” he said, glancing at Lauren.

Lauren nodded, her gaze meeting mine briefly. “We didn’t want to overwhelm you,” she added.

Gemma, who had been quietly stirring her coffee, looked up. “Overwhelm us? With what?”

The conversation at breakfast began tentatively, with each of us tiptoeing around the deeper issues that hung heavily in the air. We chatted about the hotel’s amenities, the perfect weather, and our plans for the day, but it was clear that there was more on everyone’s mind until Max broke the ice, his voice cutting through the superficial chatter. “Look, I know the past few days have been… a lot,” he started, glancing at Lauren before turning to us. “Especially after what you’ve probably seen and heard.”

“What do you mean?” Gemma asked, playing innocent perfectly.

Lauren chimed in, her tone earnest. “We didn’t mean to put you in an awkward position. Max told me you saw me with Fred and that he told you about our arrangement. I told Gemma about it. Afterwards, we felt maybe we shouldn’t have told you, so, we’ve been giving you space to process it all.”

Gemma looked at them, her expression a mix of curiosity and apprehension. “Paul and I have talked about it. I guess it’s a lot to take in,” she admitted. “Your… arrangement, but if it works for you then we’re cool with it. We don’t judge.”

I nodded in agreement, feeling a knot in my stomach. “It’s not something we were expecting. I mean, we knew you two were more adventurous than us, but…”

“We’re adventurous too,” Gemma elbowed me, giving me a look. “Just… not in the same way you guys are. We’re not boring, Paul.”

Max leaned forward, his hands clasped together. “We should have been more upfront with you both. Our relationship has… evolved over the years. We enjoy a certain openness and the last couple of days, we thought it might be best to do that without disturbing you.”

Lauren’s green-eyed gaze met mine, searching for understanding. “It’s about trust and exploring our desires. It’s not for everyone, but it works for us.”

Gemma’s eyes flickered between Max and Lauren. “So, all this time, you’ve been…?”

“Exploring,” Max finished her sentence. “With others, yes. But always together, always in agreement.”

“I slept with Fred,” Lauren said bluntly, seeming to lose patience with the slow approach, her pale, freckled cheeks blushing. “So, there you go. Cards on the table. Do you think I’m a slut?”

The revelation hung in the air, a new understanding dawning between us. I found my voice, still grappling with the concept, Gemma saying the same word as me at almost the exact same time. “No,” we both said, our eyes meeting at the synchronicity. “Of course not.”

“Can I ask,” Gemma continued, lowering her voice and looking around to make sure no one was listening. “You brought us here, to the Onyx Vista, because…”

“We love this place,” Lauren said quickly. “It’s not just about the other side of it. We genuinely enjoy the atmosphere and the people. We didn’t bring you here to push you into anything.”

Max added, “We thought you might enjoy the hotel for what it is. Any other… aspects of it that might happen were secondary.”

Gemma and I exchanged glances, a silent communication passing between us. “Any other aspects?” I asked.

“You used to like black guys,” Lauren shrugged, blushing again and avoiding my gaze as I stared at her.

“We appreciate your honesty,” Gemma said finally as silence hung over the table for a long moment. “It’s just a lot to process but trust me, we’re not judging you at all. We’re still best friends, right? No matter what.”

“Best friends,” Lauren replied, reaching across the table to squeeze Gemma’s hand. “And I’m glad you understand. It’s just a bit of fun. Crazy vacation stuff, right?”

“Right,” Max added. “What happens in Jamaica, stays in Jamaica.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that and the sound broke the tension. Gemma joined in laughing and then so did Max and Lauren. Our breakfast was served shortly afterwards and for a while, the conversation gradually lightened, moving back to safer topics. But the revelation of Max and Lauren’s open relationship lingered, a new layer added to our friendship and our understanding of each other. As breakfast concluded, we all stood up, the air feeling a little less heavy than before.

“Let’s just enjoy the day,” Max suggested, a hopeful note in his voice. “It’s the ladies’ night later. I thought we could have a few drinks, just us two guys, while the girls are off enjoying themselves.”

“Sure,” I nodded, although I worried about Gemma enjoying herself too much at the strip event.

After breakfast, we headed to the pool to sunbathe and relax but as I went to get drinks from the poolside bar, Max followed me. “Can we talk?” he asked, his expression serious.

I nodded, and we found a quiet spot near the bar. The moment we were alone, Max brought up the topic I had been dreading. “You don’t think badly about Lauren, do you?”

“Not at all,” I reassured him. “What you two get up to in the privacy of your own time, is up to you, Max. Chill. We’re good.”

“It’s really hot, you know,” he continued. “Seeing her with someone else. You might think it’s weird, but I find it insanely hot.”

“It is kind of weird,” I chuckled. “But Lauren’s a good-looking woman with a gorgeous body. I mean… I should know. You showed me that photo the other night.”

I grinned at him, trying to lighten the moment and Max seemed to enjoy my comment. “Thanks. I’ve been thinking about what I saw… Gemma, after her shower.”

I tensed, the memory of that conversation still fresh. “Yeah, about that—”

Max held up a hand. “I just wanted to say, I understand if you’re uncomfortable. It was an accident, and I respect your privacy. Gemma knows I saw her, right?”

“She was embarrassed,” I nodded. “I appreciate you not teasing her about it.”

“I hope you don’t mind me saying so, but I’d love to see her again. Properly. I only got a glimpse at those big tits of hers.” He paused. “I’m overstepping, aren’t I?”

I didn’t want him to feel awkward. “I think we’re past overstepping, Max. Everything that’s happened the last few days, I guess we can talk to each other about anything now.”

“Cool,” he nodded. We walked over to the bar, finally ordering drinks. “So… If you ever manage to get Gemma to let you take some nude photos, you’d treat me to a look, right?”

I stared at him coolly, then smiled, trying to put him at ease while not getting his hopes up falsely. “She’s really not the type to take nude photos. However, between you and I, you’re not the only one to see her naked this vacation.”

“Huh?” Max’s eyes widened. “Tell me more.”

I told him about Jason sharing the jacuzzi with her and about him seeing her breasts and getting an erection.

“It’s understandable,” he nodded, taking a sip of his beer. “Gemma does have fantastic tits. I’d have tried to get a feel if it was me. Maybe he did.”

“Maybe he did,” I nodded. “But Gemma tells me nothing happened.”

“Of course she’d say that,” Max sighed. “Well, he’s a lucky guy either way. Getting to see them up close like that.”

He had a point about her telling me that nothing happened, and I tried to change the subject. “So… Lauren and Fred. They went all the way and you’re okay with that?”

He nodded. “It’s something that’s hard to understand until you’ve tried it. But yeah, it’s part of our arrangement, that she can sleep with other guys, as long as I get to watch.”

“And that does it for you?”

Max rubbed a hand over his bald head, obviously finding it tough to talk about when going into the deeper, emotional side of it. The conversation shifted to our respective relationships and the complexities within them. As we talked, I realized how much I still had to learn about the dynamics of open relationships.

“Anyhow,” Max said after we’d finished our beer and ordered two more. “I should let you spend some time with your wife. I’m sure you’ll probably want to talk about everything we’ve been discussing. And I should check in with Lauren and make sure she’s okay.”

“True,” I agreed, looking over at where the two women were lying on the sunloungers talking while sipping cocktails. “One more thing though. You didn’t bring us here to tempt us into joining the same lifestyle as you and Lauren?”

Max rubbed his bearded chin, screwing up his mouth as he pondered how to answer. “Lauren told me that Gemma used to fancy black guys and her first proper boyfriend - the guy she lost her V-card to was a black guy, so… yeah, she thought Gemma might enjoy it here. But, please, don’t think we brought you here with anything sinister in mind. It wasn’t like that.”

I nodded, appreciating the honest answer. “Let’s go see what our girls are talking about.”

When we returned to our partners, Gemma’s expression was thoughtful. As I sat next to her, she leaned in close.“Lauren’s been telling me what Fred was like,” she told me.

“Oh yeah?” I replied, feeling intrigued. “I’m guessing he was good?”

“She said he was big… you know, well-endowed.”

I glanced at my wife, noting that she blushing and arched an eyebrow. “What’s wrong?” I asked. “Are you jealous?”

“Size isn’t important,” she replied quickly. A little too quickly. “It’s what you do with it-”

“-That counts,” I finished the sentence for her with a dry chuckle. “Yeah, yeah. Whatever.”

“She’s got eyes on a couple of other guys too,” Gemma ignored my teasing, speaking in a hushed tone so Lauren wouldn’t hear.

“What?” That surprised me. “One guy isn’t enough for her, huh? And what about you?” I asked. “Did Lauren ask if you fancied anyone here?”

Gemma hesitated before answering. “She did. And I told her the truth. I find some of the men here attractive.”

Her honesty was both unsettling and strangely liberating. We were entering new territory in our relationship, one that required openness and trust.

“Like Jason?” I asked, a touch too loud because Lauren overheard.

“And Calvin,” the redhead added, loud enough for me to hear and winking at me. “And Andre.”

“Gemma told me that she thought they were good-looking,” I explained, not wanting Max and Lauren to think that my wife had kept anything from me.

The conversation continued, with Max and Lauren subtly steering it towards more adventurous topics again. Max leaned back, a mischievous glint in his eye. “You know, this hotel has a certain magic. It’s not just the scenery; it’s the atmosphere, the people. It encourages you to explore, to try new things.”

Lauren nodded in agreement, her gaze flitting between Gemma and me. “It’s true. There’s something about being here that makes you want to push your boundaries, even if just a little.”

Gemma sat back, which made her breasts wobble pleasantly in the black bikini that barely contained them. “Are you going to push your boundaries further than you already have?”

“Well,” Lauren began, her voice lowering conspiratorially, “We do have the ladies’ night to look forward to. Who knows what’ll happen?”

“I’m beginning to wonder if I should be letting my wife go to this ladies’ night,” I murmured, noticing Max’s eyes roam across Gemma’s cleavage.

“I’ll be fine,” Gemma waved my concern away.

“She wants to see Jason’s dick,” Lauren giggled. “You know, you guys should push your boundaries a little. Life’s too short to let yourselves get in a rut.”

“Who says we’re in a rut?” Gemma objected.

“No one,” Lauren adjusted her peach-coloured bikini top, drawing my attention to her small but perfectly shaped breasts. “I’m just suggesting exploring any fantasies you might have. Maybe letting someone you find attractive seduce you.”

I felt a twinge of discomfort at her suggestion, but Gemma seemed intrigued. “You mean like… flirting? Or more?”

Max chimed in, his tone encouraging. “More, if you’re up for it. The hotel is a safe space for that. Everyone here is open-minded, and it’s all about consensual fun.”

“You know we’re not as adventurous as you,” I interjected but our friends ignored me for now, their attention on my wife.

Lauren’s eyes locked with Gemma’s. “Think about it. Haven’t you ever wondered what it would be like to be with someone else, just for the thrill of it? Someone like Jason or Calvin?”

Gemma bit her lip, considering. “Everyone has fantasies. I… I don’t know. It’s a big step. Too big.”

I interrupted again, feeling a need to protect our relationship. “We’re happy with each other. We don’t need anyone else to spice things up.”

Max raised his hands in a placating gesture. “Of course, and that’s totally fine. We’re just saying, if you ever wanted to experiment, this would be the place to do it. No judgments, no strings attached.”

The conversation took a turn towards the more philosophical, discussing the nature of desire and the concept of monogamy. Max and Lauren shared their experiences and how their open relationship had strengthened their bond and then, as the discussion wound down, Lauren leaned closer to Gemma. “Just think about it. There’s no pressure. But if you ever want to talk about it, or if you’re curious about anything, I’m here.”

Gemma nodded, a thoughtful expression on her face. “Thanks, Lauren. I’ll keep that in mind.”

The afternoon ended with us agreeing to meet later before the girls went to the ladies’ night. As Gemma and I walked back to our room, I couldn’t help but wonder about the conversation. It was clear that Max and Lauren were trying to tempt us into exploring a lifestyle similar to theirs. But was it something we were ready for, or even interested in?

“You weren’t serious, were you?” I asked as we stepped into our room. “About what Lauren said. You said you’d keep it in mind.”

“No,” Gemma laughed, stripping the bikini top off to head into the shower. “I was just placating Lauren. I might think some of the guys here are hot. I might have had a little fantasy about Jason and his big dick. I might have enjoyed listening to Lauren give me all the dirty details about her and Fred. But I’m yours, Paul. Okay?”

I nodded and watched Gemma disappear into the bathroom, the sound of the shower starting up filling the room. Her words echoed in my mind, reassuring yet tinged with an undercurrent of something unspoken. I trusted her, yet the environment of the Onyx Vista, with its seductive atmosphere and open-minded guests, left me feeling unsettled.

As I sat there, lost in thought, my gaze drifted to the window, the view of the ocean both calming and vast. The possibilities of what could happen at a place like this seemed endless, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were standing at the edge of something unknown.

The sound of the shower stopped, and Gemma emerged, wrapped in a towel, her hair damp and her skin glistening. She caught me staring out the window, a look of concern crossing her face.

“Paul, are you okay?” she asked, sitting beside me on the bed.

I turned to her, forcing a smile. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just thinking.”

Gemma studied me for a moment, her hand reaching out to touch mine. “If you’re worried about tonight, about the ladies’ night, you don’t have to be. It’s just a bit of fun, nothing more.”

I nodded, but my mind was racing. The idea of Gemma at the ladies’ night, surrounded by men like Jason, stirred a mix of emotions within me. “I know,” I replied. “It’s just all new to me, this kind of thing. Our marriage has always been… conventional.”

Gemma leaned in, kissing me gently. “I four letter word you, Paul. Remember that.”

As she stood up to get dressed, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of apprehension. The evening loomed ahead, filled with unknowns. It felt almost like a fork in the road. What would happen at the ladies’ night? Would Gemma be tempted? And what about me, left to my own devices while she was away?
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Every Little Detail

The evening air at the Onyx Vista was alive with a palpable mix of excitement and tension. Gemma and I strolled towards the grand ballroom, the glimmering chandeliers casting a warm, amber glow around us. The palm trees outside the windows swayed in a stiff breeze that had grown stronger since this afternoon.

“Are you really okay with this?” Gemma’s voice broke the evening’s calm as we neared the ballroom entrance, her eyes searching mine for any sign of doubt.

I looked at her, taking in her nervous expression, and nodded. “It’s just a bit of fun, right? Besides, you deserve a night to let your hair down,” I said, trying to infuse my voice with more confidence than I actually felt.

As we reached the entrance, Max and Lauren were already there, waiting. Lauren looked as stunning as Gemma did, adding an extra layer of glamour to the night. They were both wearing their best dresses, Lauren’s a shade of emerald that complimented her hair. Gemma’s dress was navy blue with a low-cut top that showed just the right amount of her cleavage and a skirt that finished just above the knee, displaying her shapely legs and expensive, matching high-heeled shoes.

“Hey, you two ready for a wild night?” Max joked. Unlike me, his smile seemed natural. Mine was an attempt to hide the undercurrent of unease and the look of concern that crossed his face briefly indicated that I wasn’t convincing anyone.

Gemma and Lauren laughed, but my wife’s was a bit forced.

“As ready as we’ll ever be,” Max’s girlfriend replied, looking her friend up and down. “How about you, Gemma? Excited? You look great.”

Gemma gave a small, nervous chuckle. “I guess so. It’s not every day you get to attend a ladies’ night in Jamaica, right?”

I leaned in and kissed my wife, feeling her lips linger against mine, her rich red lipstick still slightly sticky. “Have fun,” I whispered as we pulled apart.

Max and Lauren shared a similar moment, their embrace speaking volumes of the trust and understanding they shared. “Remember, it’s all harmless fun,” Max said to Gemma, turning to her and smiling reassuringly.

My wife nodded, her brown eyes briefly meeting mine.

“We’ll see you guys later. Don’t get into too much trouble while we’re gone,” Lauren said with a playful wink.

Gemma took a deep breath and smiled at her friend. “Alright, let’s do this.”

As they disappeared into the ballroom, the sound of music and laughter spilling out briefly, I felt a strange mix of relief and apprehension. The night was just beginning, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that it would be one to remember.

After watching the girls disappear into the ballroom, Max clapped me on the back, pulling me from my thoughts. “Come on, mate. Let’s find a way to keep ourselves occupied,” he said, a mischievous glint in his eye.

I followed him, feeling a bit adrift. “Where are we headed?” I asked as we veered away from the usual path to the bar.

“To the spa,” Max replied. “Thought we could use a bit of relaxation, you know? Plus, it’s a bit quieter. Good place to talk.”

The spa’s tranquil ambiance was a stark contrast to the lively energy emanating from the ballroom. The sound of water gently cascading down a stone wall and the soft lighting created a peaceful retreat.

Max led the way, approaching a willowy young woman standing behind the desk and glanced at me with a hint of mischief in his eyes. “I’ve arranged something special for us,” he said, a knowing smile playing on his lips.

“Oh? What’s that?” I asked, curious about what he had in mind.

“A massage. With a couple of the most beautiful masseuses you’ve ever seen,” he replied, his eyes twinkling. “Thought it might help take our minds off what the ladies are up to.”

As the woman behind the desk took our names, two stunning dark-skinned, young masseuses greeted us with warm smiles, their beauty striking.

Max winked at me. “Enjoy, mate.”

First, we had to undress into our robes, like what Gemma had worn the other night and in the changing room, Max surprised me again by choosing the locker right next to mine, so that we were inadvertently exposed to each other for a moment. An awkward silence hung in the air for a moment before Max broke it with a chuckle. “Well, this is a bit different from the locker room back home, eh?”

I laughed, the tension easing. “Yeah, you could say that.”

Max, tying his robe, glanced over with a half-smirk. “You know, Paul, it’s funny how guys never talk about this stuff.”

I raised an eyebrow, wrapping my towel around my waist. “What stuff?”

“Body image, man. Like, you know… down there.” He gestured vaguely towards his lower half. “Everyone’s always wondering if they measure up.”

I chuckled, feeling a bit awkward. “Yeah, I guess it’s not your usual locker room talk.”

Max leaned against the locker, looking surprisingly contemplative. “I mean, I’m pretty average, I think. Never had any complaints,” he said with a shrug.

I found myself nodding, though a part of me felt a bit self-conscious because I was an inch or so smaller than Max, slightly less than average statistically. “Yeah, me neither.”

Max looked over, his expression earnest. “Hey, man, it’s not about size, right? It’s about how you use it. And from what I can tell, Gemma’s a happy woman.”

I laughed, feeling the tension ease. “True. I guess it’s more about confidence, isn’t it?”

“Exactly,” Max agreed, pulling on his shirt. “Besides, every guy wonders about it at some point. It’s normal.”

Led by the two beautiful masseuses, Max and I were guided to adjacent massage tables. The soft, ambient music and dim, pink lighting set a relaxing tone as we settled in. We discarded our robes, covering ourselves with towels as we stretched out on the tables and the masseuses began their work, their skilled hands easing the tension from our muscles.

Max, lying on the table next to me, let out a contented sigh. “This is just what we needed, eh?” he said, his voice relaxed.

I nodded, feeling the masseuse’s hands work out a knot in my shoulder. “Definitely beats worrying about what’s happening at the ladies’ night,” I replied, trying to sound as relaxed as Max.

As the massage progressed, our conversation flowed more freely. The proximity allowed us to talk while still enjoying the experience. “You know, I’ve been thinking,” Max started, his voice low, “What we talked about the other day. About Lauren and her… interests.”

I turned my head slightly to look at him. “Yeah?”

Max’s eyes were closed, but he continued speaking. “I want her to have fun, you know? That’s all it is.”

“You don’t have to explain,” I told him then sighed as the hands on my back finally worked out the knot. I felt myself instantly relax and then she told me to turn over.

“Tonight, I told her she can really let loose if she wants to.” Max rolled over too, holding his towel over his groin as I did. “And don’t take this the wrong way but don’t you think it would be interesting if she talked Gemma into trying something new? Nothing crazy, just… a bit of fun.”

“A bit of fun?” The masseuse working on me moved to my thighs, her touch firm yet soothing. “I don’t think Gemma would go for that,” I replied, the idea both intriguing and unsettling.

Max chuckled softly. “Who knows? But it’s exciting to think about, isn’t it?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. He was fine with the thought of Lauren and other men but the notion of Gemma with someone else was complex, a tangle of emotions I hadn’t fully unravelled yet.

Our conversation shifted then to lighter topics, the ease of the massage helping to keep the mood relaxed. We talked about sports, our jobs back home, and the usual things friends discuss when they’re not navigating the complexities of their partners potentially exploring their wild sides.

As the massage neared its end, I felt a sense of rejuvenation, not just physically but mentally as well. The spa had provided a much-needed respite, a moment to just be and not worry about the what-ifs and maybes.

Max and I sat up, the masseuses stepping back to give us a moment. “Thanks for this, Max,” I said, genuinely grateful for the distraction and also happy that the massage hadn’t degenerated into anything sexual.

“Anytime, mate,” he replied, a wide smile on his face. “Now, let’s hit the sauna.”

We entered the hot steam room, disrobing and covering our groins with towels and had just sat down to relax when the door opened and Dennis joined us, the older man’s arrival catching me by surprise. “Evening, gentlemen,” he greeted us with a nod. “Enjoying the spa?”

“Definitely,” Max replied. “Just what we needed.”

Dennis took a seat nearby, discarding his robe to reveal a surprisingly well-toned body. He moved with casual elegance covering his flaccid manhood with a towel. “Viola’s at the ladies’ night, keeping an eye on things. Particularly Gemma,” he said, directing his gaze at me.

I felt a twinge of gratitude mixed with unease. “Thanks, Dennis. That’s reassuring, I guess.”

Max raised an eyebrow. “Keeping an eye on her? Is there something we should be worried about?”

Dennis shook his head. “No, no. Just a precaution. These events can get quite lively. I know all about the Onyx Vista’s secret, Max. And about you and Lauren. You don’t need to pretend around me.”

“He runs a hotel similar to this one,” I explained to my friend, watching the sweat dripping from his beard as he stroked his chin.

Max looked at Dennis, a mix of surprise and curiosity in his eyes. “You know about us? How?”

Dennis leaned back against the wooden bench, the steam swirling around us. “Let’s just say, I have a knack for understanding the unique dynamics of certain relationships. Plus, I’ve seen enough to put two and two together.”

“So, you’re saying your hotel operates on a similar principle to this one?” Max asked.

“Exactly,” Dennis replied, his gaze shifting between Max and me. “The Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa, in Positano. Yes, what these hotels offer is a niche market, but there’s a demand for it. Couples looking for something more adventurous.”

Max nodded slowly, his expression thoughtful. “I’ve heard of the Azure View.” He glanced at me, then back at Dennis. “We checked it out online but came here because Lauren prefers black guys. I guess our kink is more common than we thought, huh?”

Dennis chuckled softly. “You’d be surprised. It’s all about exploring desires within a safe and consensual environment. Something I believe is important.”

The conversation was interrupted by the door opening again. This time, Johannes stepped in, the heat of the sauna accentuating his already imposing presence. He discarded his robe, joining us in the steamy room. His dick was long, swinging between his legs until he wrapped his towel around his waist.

“Gentlemen,” Johannes greeted, his deep voice resonating in the small space. “I hope I’m not intruding.”

“Not at all,” Max said, shifting slightly to make room. “We were just discussing the… unique aspects of hotels like this.”

Johannes settled onto the bench, a knowing smile on his face. “Ah, the hidden pleasures of the hospitality industry.”

“But I guess you’re looking for me?” Dennis said, shifting on the wooden bench to face the tall black man.

“Yes, but not about what we talked about before,” Johannes replied, looking pointedly at Max and me.

“It’s okay,” Dennis told him. “Say what you have to say. Max and Paul aren’t the type to cause trouble.”

“Very well. What are your intentions with my sister?” Johannes asked, seemingly satisfied with Dennis’s reassurance about us being party to the conversation,

“Viola is my right-hand-woman,” Dennis answered. “And my best friend. She came with me because she’s just as invested in the future of the Azure View as I am.”

“And she thought she could soften me up,” Johannes added with a wry smile. “You know she’s in love with you, Dennis. She always has been. It’s why she left with you in the first place.”

“She simply wants what’s best for the hotel.” The older man shook his head in denial. “She cares for me, and I her, but that’s all it is. And she left because you stole Donna from me.”

“I did not steal her,” Johannes sighed, a deep, rumbling sound. “We began as lovers but fell in love. You can’t deny the heart what it wants.”

“Wait,” Max interjected, obviously he’d been listening to the conversation just as I had. “I’m not following this. You were with Donna? Viola is Johannes’s sister?”

“I was - still am, technically, married to Donna,” the old man replied, his watery blue eyes distant. “Johannes was her lover. I enjoyed watching them together, but unlike her other lovers, Donna got too close to Johannes and ended up leaving me for him.”

“You never loved Donna. You were always obsessed with your dead wife. She never had a chance,” Johannes interjected but Dennis waved his words away. Dead wife?

“You ruined my marriage, Johannes. You know you did.”

“So you stole the Azure View from us and took my sister too,” the big man countered.

“That’s not how it is and you know it,” Dennis replied, then took a pause, drawing a deep breath before continuing. “Look. We’re never going to agree on this. We both did wrong. Emotions were high. But we are where we are. Donna never wanted a divorce until now, and she only wants it so she can try to get her hands on my hotel. I came here to work something out, Johannes. Not to argue.”

“Then let’s do that,” the tall, imposing Johannes stood. “I’ll talk to her, Dennis. I’ll try to convince her into having dinner, and a proper conversation with no arguing.”

“I’d appreciate that,” Dennis replied.

“You know,” Johannes began, leaning back against the sauna wall and sighing loudly again. “Max and Paul, I have to say, your women are both very beautiful. Lauren’s red hair and slim, tight body. And Gemma… well, I’ve always had an appreciation for women with more… curvy figures. There’s something incredibly alluring about a fuller form.”

Max nodded, a knowing smile on his face. “Thanks, Johannes.”

“I hope they’re both having a good time so far,” the tall man replied.

“They are,” my friend replied. “Lauren maybe more than Gemma, if you know what I mean.”

“Well, if either of them wants the company of a real man,” Johannes laughed, his laugh echoing in the steamy room, “Rather than the boys that Donna likes to employ, you know where I am. I would enjoy entertaining them both.”

Dennis chuckled softly. “Johannes has always been one to speak his mind. But it’s true, Gemma is a beautiful woman. You’re a lucky man, Paul. And Lauren too, she’s quite the woman.”

We relaxed, the conversation quietening until the sauna session came to an end and then we all stood, wrapping our towels around ourselves. The air outside the sauna felt cool and refreshing after the intense heat as we stepped out.

After leaving the sauna, we all headed to the showers. The hot water felt refreshing, washing away the sweat and steam. We didn’t talk much; the earlier conversation had given all of us a lot to think about. Dennis and Johannes went their separate ways once we were dressed, while we made our way to the hotel bar. The atmosphere there was relaxed, a stark contrast to the charged energy emanating from the ballroom where the ladies’ night was still in full swing. We ordered a couple of beers and found a quiet corner.

“So, what do you think Gemma and Lauren are up to right now?” Max asked, taking a sip of his beer.

I shrugged, trying to appear nonchalant. “Probably just enjoying the show, having a few drinks.”

“Enjoying looking at the strippers’ dicks,” Max nodded with a wicked grin, then checked his phone and I did the same.

“Oh,” I couldn’t help but stare at the message on my screen.

“What?” Max asked, looking over my shoulder and then reading it out loud.

“Jason’s dick is even bigger than I thought it would be,” he said, then laughed loudly. “I told you they’d be enjoying looking at some dick.”

I couldn’t believe Gemma had typed that but there it was, in black and white on my phone. While we waited for the night to finish, I tried to talk about mundane things, avoiding the topic of our wives and their evening activities but we kept coming back to the same subject, of what Lauren and Gemma might be up to. Time seemed to crawl by, each minute stretching longer than the last until, finally, the ballroom doors opened, and a stream of women began to exit, their laughter and chatter filling the air. Among them were Gemma and Lauren, both looking happily inebriated and buzzing with excitement. Gemma, in particular, seemed a bit sheepish as she approached.

“Hey, you two,” Lauren greeted us, her voice slightly slurred. “You missed a hell of a show!”

Max stood up, giving Lauren a quick kiss. “Looks like you had fun.”

Gemma sat down next to me, her cheeks flushed. “It was… interesting,” she said, avoiding my gaze.

I could tell something was on her mind, something more than just the effects of alcohol. “Did you enjoy yourself?” I asked, trying to gauge her mood.

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “Yeah, it was fun. A bit wild, but fun.”

Lauren leaned in closer, her voice a playful whisper. “Oh, Gemma definitely enjoyed herself tonight, didn’t you?”

Gemma’s cheeks turned a deeper shade of red, and she shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “It was just a bit of fun,” she murmured, her eyes darting between me and the floor.

Max chuckled, nudging Lauren playfully. “Sounds like you ladies had quite the adventure. We’ll have to get the full story later.”

Lauren winked at him. “Oh, I’ll tell you everything. Every little detail.”

I turned to Gemma, sensing there was more to her experience than she was letting on. “Do we need to talk?” I asked gently, reaching for her hand.

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded slowly. “Yes, I think we do.”

Max stood up, stretching his arms. “Well, we’ll leave you two to it,” he said, a wry grin growing on his face. “Don’t stay up too late chatting.”

Lauren, still grinning, followed Max. “Remember, Gemma, sharing is caring,” she called out over her shoulder as they walked away.

Once they were gone, the atmosphere around us shifted. The playful banter was replaced by a palpable tension. Gemma took a deep breath, her eyes meeting mine.

“Paul, there’s something I need to tell you about tonight,” she began, her voice trembling slightly. “About what happened at the ladies’ night… and some other things.”

I braced myself, unsure of what to expect but knowing that whatever Gemma was about to reveal, it was going to be significant. The night had taken an unexpected turn, and I had a feeling that our conversation was about to change everything.
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Caught Up In The Moment

As Gemma and I made our way back to our room, the tension between us was palpable, a silent undercurrent that seemed to echo with each step we took.

Once inside, Gemma headed straight for the balcony, the moon casting a soft glow over her face. I followed, feeling the cool wind whip around us, adding an almost tangible intensity to the moment.

“Paul,” she began, her voice barely above the wind, “I four letter word you.”

“I love you too.” I leaned against the balcony railing, bracing myself against the gusts of wind. “I’m listening, if you want to talk,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Gemma took a deep breath, her eyes flickering in the moonlight. “At the ladies’ night, things got… a bit out of hand. It wasn’t just watching the strippers. I… I did something more.”

The wind seemed to carry her words away, making them sound distant and surreal. “What do you mean?” I asked, my heart starting to race.

She hesitated, then continued, “I… touched one of them. Earl, one of the strippers. Lauren didn’t even encourage me. I was drunk. I felt his dick. And then… with Jason…”

The confession hung in the air, mingling with the cool breeze. I felt a knot form in my stomach, a mix of emotions swirling within me.

“Jason?” I echoed, the name cutting through me sharper than the wind.

Gemma nodded, her eyes downcast. “YNot just tonight. When we were in the jacuzzi before, and… and then tonight, I… I let things go too far.”

She wasn’t making much sense. The wind howled around us as if mirroring the turmoil inside me. “Gemma, what are you saying?”

She looked up, her brown eyes meeting mine. “I let him… I let Jason…” Her voice trailed off for a moment, then she cleared her throat. “In the jacuzzi, I let him feel my boobs. We kissed. But I stopped it, instantly. I knew it was wrong. I’m sorry.”

I turned away, staring out into the night, the wind whipping around us. The revelation hit me like a physical blow, a storm of confusion, hurt, and disbelief raging inside me.

“Paul, I’m so sorry,” Gemma’s voice was barely audible over the wind. “I don’t know what came over me. It’s this place, it’s… it’s made me feel things I never thought I would.”

I remained silent, trying to process her words, the wind carrying away the remnants of the trust and understanding I thought we had. The night, once warm and inviting, now felt cold and unforgiving, a reflection of the distance that had suddenly formed between us.

Gemma’s voice trembled as she continued. “At the ladies’ night, with Jason… I didn’t just touch him. I… I went further. I…”

I turned to face her, my heart pounding in my chest. “What did you do, Gemma?”

She swallowed hard, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “I… I sucked him, Paul. It just… happened. He took me backstage afterwards and asked me if I wanted to. Lauren was there. She did the same to Earl, starting it off and I just followed along. I don’t know why I did it. I just got carried away. I was drunk… and horny.”

“Did you…” I wanted to ask if she made him cum but I couldn’t find the strength.

“And… there’s more,” Gemma added, her voice barely a whisper. “At the beach party, with Andre… I let him touch me. After dancing, he took me to one side, kissed me and felt my boobs and ass. And I… I touched him too, through his trousers. Again, I stopped it straight away but I feel bad that it even happened. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’m so sorry.”

I felt numb, the revelations piling up like layers of a storm, each one hitting harder than the last.

“Why, Gemma? Why did you do all this?” I managed to ask, my voice strained.

“I don’t know,” she replied, her voice breaking. “That first night, I just got caught up in everything. I saw Lauren with Fred, before you did I think… and I was jealous. Jealous of Lauren. She seemed so free, so confident with what she and Max have. I wanted to feel that too, to feel desired, to feel… alive.”

The wind whipped around us as if mirroring the chaos of our emotions. I stood there, on the balcony, feeling lost and betrayed. The woman I loved, the woman I trusted, had crossed lines I never imagined she would.

“Paul, please say something,” Gemma pleaded, her voice desperate.

I looked at her, seeing her in a new light, one that was both painful and revealing.

“I don’t know what to say, Gemma,” I finally said, my voice hollow. “I need… I need some time to think.”

With that, I turned and walked back into the room, leaving Gemma on the balcony, the wind whipping her dark hair behind her.

“Don’t be like this,” my wife said, her voice breaking, the sound a half-sob. “Please. Talk to me.”

I shook my head, sat on the bed and looked down at my feet, trying to calm my thundering heartbeat and still my whirling emotions. Then I noticed Gemma’s dress fall to the floor, followed by her lacy bra and panties. Naked, my wife walked towards me, lifting my chin and kissing me passionately on the mouth. I returned the kiss, a sudden urge to reclaim her overwhelming me until I tasted a tang of salt on her lips and then I broke away.

“Did he cum?” I asked.

“What?”

“Did you make Jason cum?” I asked.

“Yes,” Gemma nodded, silencing me by pressing her lips to mine but again, I pulled away, realising that it was the taste of Jason’s sperm in her mouth that made her kiss salty.

“I watched Earl fuck Lauren,” she breathed into the darkness of the room. “It was… an eye opener. He bent her over and just gave it to her. Hard. Raw. I’d never seen someone else have sex before. It was exciting, Paul. So, I went back to sucking Jason and made him cum in my mouth. He wanted to fuck me, but I said no.”

“Wow,” I breathed at the bluntness of her confession.

“Please, don’t be like this,” she whispered, her voice breaking again. “I promise I didn’t fuck him.”

“We’re married, Gemma. You’ve just sucked another man’s dick and you want me to be ‘not like this?’ How do you want me to be? Like Max? Do you want me to be turned on? To encourage you to go further next time?”

Gemma’s hand slid down between my legs, feeling my cock.

“You’re hard,” she commented, tugging at my shorts, trying to pull them down but I pushed her hands away, suddenly feeling ashamed. I was indeed hard - almost painfully so - and I didn’t know why. Her touch lingered, her eyes searching mine for understanding. “Paul, I’m sorry. I never meant to hurt you. I got caught up in the moment, the excitement. It was wrong, I know, but I can’t change what happened.”

I looked at her, suddenly reminded that she was naked, her large breasts hanging directly in front of me. Torn between my feelings of betrayal and the undeniable arousal coursing through me, I shook my head. “Gemma, I don’t understand any of this. How could this happen to us? We’re not Max and Lauren.”

She moved closer, her nakedness a stark reminder of her confession. “I don’t know, Paul. I just… I felt desired, wanted. It was a thrill, something I hadn’t felt in a long time. But it doesn’t change how I feel about you.”

“I know,” I muttered bitterly. “You four letter word me.”

“Oh,” was all she said to that.

Her words, her vulnerability, struck a chord. Despite everything, I still loved her, and wanted her. The conflicting emotions battled within me and I reached out taking her hand, pulling her towards me.

Encouraged by my touch, she gently pushed me back onto the bed, straddling me.

“Let me make it up to you,” she whispered, her lips finding mine again. This time, I didn’t pull away. Her kiss was desperate, seeking forgiveness, and I found myself responding with equal fervour.

The passion between us ignited, raw and intense. I flipped her onto her back, my movements rough, driven by a need to reclaim her. She moaned beneath me, her hands gripping my back as I pulled down my shorts and thrust into her deep. I fucked her hard and rough, each movement a mix of anger, hurt, and desire, a turbulent storm that we both rode.

“Yes,” Gemma moaned, pushing her pussy back against me, the hairs around my cock slick with her juices as they mingled with the neat, trimmed, dark hair surrounding her slit. “Fuck me hard.”

Her tits and soft curves rocked violently as I thrust into her even harder. I wanted to make her complain that I was being too rough but she seemed to simply enjoy it even more. For a moment, I imagined Earl fucking Lauren while my wife watched and the thought spurred me on even more as it reminded me of when I watched Fred fuck the redhead a few days before.

As I neared my climax, I pulled out, positioning myself over her face. “Like he did?” I asked, my voice rough.

“Yes,” she breathed, her eyes locked on mine and she opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue, ready for my cum.

I jerked off rapidly, putting the tip of my cock close to her mouth, watching a thick stream of hot cum shoot out, covering her tongue, some hitting her chin and neck. Then I watched her lick her lips before swallowing and a primal satisfaction coursed through me. It was a reclaiming, a marking of what was mine, even as the realization that her actions with Jason had fueled my desire settled uncomfortably within me. When I stepped back, I saw Gemma’s finger working her clit until she found her orgasm, her lower back arching from the bed in ecstasy. Her thighs quivered and she moaned loudly, thrusting her fingers into her hole before collapsing on the bed, sweat running between her breasts, just as it was tricking down my own chest. What had she been thinking about, I wondered, to make herself cum so hard? Was it the rough sex we’d just enjoyed or was it the thought of Jason’s cock in her mouth? Or the sight of Earl screwing her best friend?

Afterwards, we lay there in silence, the tension slowly dissipating. I turned to her, my voice soft but firm. “Gemma, this… what happened tonight, it’s messed up. But I can’t deny it turned me on. I don’t understand why, and it scares me. We’re playing with fire.”

Gemma nestled closer, her head on my chest. “I know, Paul. It’s confusing and scary for me too. But maybe… maybe it’s something we can explore together? Not like this, not with secrets, but openly, honestly.”

“Like Max and Lauren?” I whispered into the cool air of the bedroom. The balcony door was still open and the curtains fluttered noisily in the breeze.

“Maybe,” she sighed, pressing her curvy body against mine.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “Max and Lauren seem to make it work but other couples… It doesn’t always work out.”

“How do you know?”

“I know someone else that it happened to,” I said, thinking about what Dennis had said about Donna leaving him for her lover, the tall and imposing Johannes.

“Who?” Gemma asked, her voice sleepy.

“It doesn’t matter,” I replied. “I just need to think okay?”

But she was already asleep, her breathing slow against my chest. I wrapped my arm around her, the night’s revelations still swirling in my mind. The thought of her with another man was both a torment and a thrill, a paradox I couldn’t yet reconcile. But one thing was clear: our relationship had crossed into uncharted territory, and there was no turning back.
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A Mix of Emotions

The morning after was filled with an awkward silence that seemed to stretch and fill every corner of our room. Gemma and I moved around each other with a cautiousness that was new and unsettling. The events of last night hung heavily between us, an unspoken tension that neither of us seemed ready to address just yet.

At breakfast, the air was still thick with the remnants of last night’s revelations. We chose a table, and I poured coffee for both of us, the clinking of the cups sounding unusually loud in the quiet morning. Gemma picked at her food, her usual appetite absent.

Max and Lauren joined us shortly after, their arrival breaking the uneasy quiet. They both looked surprisingly fresh and energetic, a stark contrast to the heavy atmosphere surrounding Gemma and me.

“Morning!” Max greeted us with his usual enthusiasm. “How was your night after we left?”

I exchanged a glance with Gemma, who offered a small, forced smile. “It was… good,” I replied, not quite meeting his eyes.

Lauren leaned in, pushing her red hair behind her ears, her voice filled with excitement. “The ladies’ night was something else. The drag act was hilarious and we enjoyed the strip show, didn’t we, Gemma?”

Gemma nodded, a faint blush colouring her cheeks.

Max chuckled, taking a sip of his coffee. “Sounds like you ladies had more fun than us. We just ended up in the sauna, talking about life and stuff.”

Lauren’s green eyes sparkled with mischief. “Oh, just life and stuff? That sounds… thrilling.”

I forced a laugh, feeling Gemma’s hand gently squeeze mine under the table. The gesture was small but significant, a silent acknowledgement of the tough moment we were navigating together.

“I’m glad you had a good time,” I said, trying to steer the conversation away from last night. “We’re thinking of having a quiet day today for Gemma to recover before the pool party tomorrow.”

Lauren, with her characteristic flair for storytelling, leaned forward, her eyes alight with the excitement of the previous night. “I’m not surprised she needs a day to rest. It was crazy. There was this one guy, Earl, built like a Greek god. And then there was Jason, you remember him, right? He was… well, let’s just say ‘impressive.’”

Gemma shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her focus remaining on her barely touched breakfast. I could sense her unease, a stark contrast to Lauren’s animated recounting.

“The crowd was wild,” Lauren continued, her voice rising with enthusiasm. “Women were cheering, some even got up to dance with them. Not us, of course. We have more class than that - or we did until we went backstage.”

Max chuckled, nudging Lauren playfully. “Paul might not want to hear about your little adventure.”

Lauren turned to Gemma, her expression teasing. “Gemma, did you tell Paul? Or should I?”

Gemma’s cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red, and she glanced at me briefly before nodding. “I… I told Paul about it. Not just you. I told him about me and Jason too.”

Lauren’s eyes sparkled mischievously. “Oh, did you now? Did you tell him how you got a little hands-on? And mouth-on, too.”

Gemma’s discomfort was palpable, and I felt a twinge of protectiveness. “Lauren, maybe we should—”

But Lauren was on a roll. “Oh, come on, it was just a bit of harmless fun. We were both drunk. She let her hair down and had a good time, didn’t you?”

Gemma looked down, her voice barely audible. “Yes, I did.”

“I’m sorry,” Lauren sat back in her chair, finally noticing Gemma’s reluctance to talk about it. “I don’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable.”

“It was just a blow job,” Max shrugged as if it was nothing. ”Lauren told me. She went all the way with the other guy.”

“Yes, smile!” Lauren continued, reaching out to put a hand on Gemma’s arm. “It was just a bit of naughty fun. You got caught up in the moment. And you didn’t go as far as me, so that’s okay. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. Right, Paul?”

“Absolutely,” I agreed, squeezing Gemma’s hand again under the table, causing her to turn to me and smile gratefully. “The thing is - what Gemma did - it might be a small thing to you guys because you’re used to it. But for Gemma and I, what happened last night was a huge deal. She’s never done anything like that before.”

“I had a good time,” my wife finally found her voice, “I’m not saying I didn’t but we need some time to get our head around it, you know?”

“Totally,” Lauren nodded, pushing her red hair behind her ear again and smiling at us both empathetically. “Max and I felt like that, the first time I fooled around with someone. Your marriage is strong, right? You’ll be okay. I promise. We’re on vacation. Crazy things happen when you’re on vacation.”

“I just wish I’d been there to watch,” Max grinned, rubbing his bearded chin ruefully. “Lauren getting down and dirty with a professional male stripper and Gemma giving head to a sexy, well-hung guy. Wow. It must have looked so damn sexy.”

I stared at him, stunned by his brashness but then Gemma let go of my hand and began to eat her food next to me, apparently feeling a little better about things.

“Oh well,” she shrugged when she saw me watching her eat. “At least things are out in the open. What happened, happened. Lauren’s right. It seems we all know everything now, so we might as well get on with it and try to enjoy the rest of our vacation.”

It was quite a turnaround from my wife but she was right. It was going to take a little time for me to reconcile what happened, but we only had a few days left in this beautiful place, so we may as well try to make the most of it.

Max and Lauren, relieved that they no longer had to hide their open relationship from us, seemed more relaxed too. After our breakfast, they accepted that Gemma and I needed some time alone to talk things through, so while we took a walk to the beautiful golden beach, they stayed around the Onyx Vista’s pool.

We wandered along the golden stretch hand-in-hand, enjoying the feeling of the warm sand beneath our feet until we found a secluded spot where the sound of the waves provided a soothing backdrop for our conversation.

As we laid out our sun loungers and got comfortable, Gemma turned to me, her expression much more relaxed and content. “I’m happy that we’re on our own now.”

“Max and Lauren can be a bit much,” I nodded, looking up at the seagulls cartwheeling around in the bright blue sky.

“So… about last night, Paul… I need to tell you something.”

I nodded, encouraging her to continue.

“I’ve always been attracted to black guys,” she confessed, her gaze meeting mine. “Ever since Brad, my first boyfriend, even though he was a cheating asshole, I’ve always found them… sexy.”

I listened, trying to process her words. “You’ve already told me this. It’s okay, I get it. Brad had a big dick and was good in bed, you told me. So, that’s why you flirted with the men here?”

“Yes,” she admitted. “You didn’t seem to mind the flirting, so I thought it was okay to continue. I’m sorry if I misunderstood.”

I took a deep breath, the sound of the waves helping to calm my racing thoughts. “Seeing you flirt, seeing you happy, it made me happy too. I didn’t realize it would go this far, but…”

“But?” Gemma prompted, her eyes searching mine for understanding.

“But it did and we can’t change that now. You enjoyed it at the time,” I continued, feeling a strange mix of emotions. “And, I guess, last night, in bed, after you told me what happened with Jason… it was intense. The sex was amazing too.”

Gemma reached for my hand, her touch gentle. “I didn’t want to hurt you, Paul. I four letter word you,” she giggled at our little in-joke. “But this… this curiosity and attraction, it’s a part of me, I guess. And it’s just become stronger since learning what we have about Max and Lauren.”

I squeezed her hand, feeling a sense of resolve building within me. “I love you too, Gemma. More than anything. And if exploring this side of you makes you happy, then… then I don’t want to stand in your way.”

“What?” she asked, her voice laced with concern. “You want me to… what, explore it?”

“We’re here for a couple more days. We have the pool party tomorrow,” I explained, working through the mixed emotions conflicting within me. “Let’s just go with the flow and see what happens.”

“Paul, this isn’t something to be joked about or discussed lightly,” Gemma said quietly, her eyes hidden behind the oversized sunglasses she was wearing now. “Are you sure about this? About what you’re suggesting?”

I nodded, the decision felt right despite the complexity of emotions it brought. “Yes, I’m sure. But we need to set some boundaries. And we need to be open and honest with each other, always.”

Gemma leaned in, kissing me softly. “Thank you, Paul. For understanding, for being open-minded. You do know where this could lead, right?”

“Yes,” I nodded, gazing at a beautiful white yacht as it traversed the pale blue horizon. “I know we’re talking about your potentially doing more than just giving a blow job to someone.”

“We’ll see,” Gemma replied quietly, leaning in and kissing me again, this time more passionately. I felt my cock growing hard in my shorts but ignored it. “Since Brad, I’ve always fantasized about revisiting sex with a bigger, well-hung, black guy. But… if we do go there, we’ll do it together, at a pace we’re both comfortable with.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked softly. “To fuck a black guy again?”

“Maybe,” she said, equally quietly. “Would you be okay if I did?”

“If it’s what you really want,” I said, my voice breaking with how difficult it was to utter those words. “Then, yes. I think.”

“I would like to try it again,” Gemma said, breathing out slowly, releasing the tension which must have built up inside her. “Just one really exciting, naughty, sexual experience with a hot guy. What woman doesn’t want that, if she’s brutally honest with herself?”

Hearing those words spill from her mouth was difficult but as we sat there, the sun warming our skin, I felt a sense of peace mixed with anticipation. Giving Gemma the freedom to explore her sexuality was a big step, one that scared and excited me in equal measure.

A relaxing afternoon passed and as the sun dipped lower in the sky, casting a warm, orange hue over the beach, Calvin strolled past us. His confident stride and casual manner made him stand out against the backdrop of the setting sun. He paused when he saw us, a charming smile playing on his lips.

“Hey, Paul, Gemma,” he greeted us, his dark eyes sparkling as they met Gemma’s. “You two look nice and chilled. Enjoying the Jamaican sun?”

“We are, thanks,” I replied, trying to sound casual despite the undercurrent of emotions swirling within me at the sight of one of the men that Gemma had flirted with earlier in the week. Especially after the talk we’d just had.

Gemma smiled up at him, pushing her sunglasses to the top of her head, her eyes meeting his with a playful glint. “Just topping up our tans,” she said, her tone light yet inviting. She adjusted the front of her grey bikini top, drawing his attention to her cleavage.

Calvin nodded, his gaze fixed on the twin curves of Gemma’s breasts. “I’m glad to hear it. You’ll be at the pool party tomorrow, right? Andre’s band is playing, and I’ll be there too.”

“We wouldn’t miss it,” Gemma replied, her voice tinged with a hint of flirtation. “Especially if you’re going to be there.”

Calvin’s smile widened, and he leaned in slightly closer, his eyes still enjoying the sight of Gemma’s body stretched out on the sun lounger.. “I’ll be looking forward to seeing you there. You have a way of making every party more fun, or so I’m told.”

Gemma laughed, her voice rich and full of a newfound confidence that I enjoyed hearing. “I’ll take that as a compliment, Calvin. Maybe you can show me some of your dance moves.”

“I’d be more than happy to,” Calvin replied, his voice low and suggestive. “A dance with you would be the highlight of my evening.”

As the black chauffeur walked away, his confident stride taking him down the beach towards the hotel, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of unease. His interaction with Gemma had been more than just friendly – it was openly flirtatious, and Gemma had responded in kind.

“Calvin seems quite taken with you,” I remarked, trying to keep my tone neutral.

Gemma turned to me, a teasing smile on her face. “He was enjoying looking at my boobs. Maybe I should have decided to sunbathe topless?”

“Don’t let me stop you,” I grinned back. There wasn’t anyone close enough to see and I was always happy to see my wife’s breasts. She looked around, making sure as I had, that there wasn’t anyone too close, then she undid the knot behind her neck and let her boobs fall free.

“There you go,” she giggled. “There’s only you here to enjoy them. Which is a shame.”

“Mmmmm,” I moaned, reaching out and cupping one, enjoying the firm heaviness of it until she slapped my wrist and pushed my hand away. “What do you think about what Calvin said, something about you making every party more fun. Do you think Lauren might have mentioned something to him about you and Jason at the ladies’ night?”

Gemma shrugged, her gaze drifting back to the ocean. “Maybe. Or perhaps Jason told him, but it doesn’t matter. I’m allowed to flirt, right? We agreed on that.”

“Yes, we did,” I said, the reality of our new understanding settling in. “It’s just a bit surprising to see you in action so quickly, I guess.”

Gemma reached for my hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “I’m exploring, Paul, just like we talked about. And Calvin… he’s cute. I’m curious about him.”

“Curious?”

Gemma pushed her sunglasses back over her eyes.” Yes. You know… curious about what he’s like in bed. How big he is. All that sort of thing. Don’t tell me you look at women and don’t picture them naked or imagine what they’re like during sex.”

“That’s fair,” I laughed and squeezed her hand before she let go to lie down, a complex mix of feelings swirling inside me. The idea of Gemma exploring her curiosity was one thing in theory, but seeing it unfold was another.

As the sky turned a deeper shade of red and purple, signalling the end of another day at the Onyx Vista, I realized that I had to get used to this more adventurous Gemma. If the encounter with Calvin was anything to go by, the upcoming pool party tomorrow was going to be a whirlwind of excitement and temptation. The thought both thrilled and unnerved me. The prospect of Gemma, vibrant and alive in the midst of it all, was an image that both captivated and challenged me. As the last rays of the sun dipped below the horizon, I knew that we were stepping into uncharted waters, where the lines between fantasy and reality could blur in the most unexpected ways.
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The Pool Party

The vibrant energy of the pool party at the Onyx Vista enveloped us as soon as Gemma and I arrived. The late afternoon sun cast a warm, golden hue over the resort, illuminating the lively crowd that had gathered around the pool. The air was filled with the rhythmic beats of reggae music, the scent of tropical cocktails, and the sound of laughter and chatter.

After our heartfelt conversation on the beach yesterday, Gemma and I had returned to the Onyx Vista for dinner, then relaxed on the balcony of our room, the weight of our revelations still fresh in our minds. We talked late into the night, discussing our feelings, fears, and desires. When we went to bed, we surprisingly didn’t make love. It had been an emotionally tiring couple of days and we fell asleep in each other’s arms, a sense of peace enveloping us despite the emotional couple of days that we’d battled through.

Today had been a blend of relaxation and anticipation. We spent the morning lounging by the pool, occasionally dipping into the water to cool off from the Jamaican sun. Our conversations were lighter, filled with laughter and playful teasing, a stark contrast to the intensity of yesterday. Lunch was a casual affair at the hotel’s open-air restaurant, where we enjoyed the local cuisine and the sea breeze, returned to its usual gentleness after the stormy wind of the other night.

In the afternoon, we took a leisurely walk around the resort, enjoying the lush tropical gardens and the vibrant colours of the flowers in bloom but as the day turned into evening, Gemma’s obvious excitement for the pool party grew. We returned to our room to get ready and Gemma looked stunning in a flowing white summer dress that accentuated her curves, her hair styled in loose, dark brown waves shot through with natural highlights from the sun. I opted for a light linen shirt and shorts, perfect for the warm Caribbean night.

Gemma squeezed my hand, her eyes wide with a mix of excitement and apprehension as she gazed around the pool area packed with revellers. “It looks like it’s going to be quite a night,” she commented, her voice barely audible over the music.

I nodded, feeling a similar blend of anticipation and nervousness. “Let’s find Max and Lauren,” I suggested.

We spotted our friends near the poolside bar, already immersed in the festivities. Lauren, with her fiery red hair and vibrant energy, was laughing at something Max had said, her green eyes sparkling in the evening light.

“Hey, you two!” Max called out as we approached, raising his glass in greeting. “Glad you could make it! We hadn’t seen you today and wondered if you’d chickened out.”

“Not at all,” my wife replied with a shake of her head and an enthusiastic smile.

The atmosphere was electric, with guests mingling, dancing, and enjoying the night. The band, led by Andre, was playing a lively set, their music adding to the pulsating energy of the party.

Gemma’s gaze drifted to the stage, where Andre was commanding the crowd with his charismatic presence. I could sense her anticipation building as she watched him, her body swaying slightly to the music.

“Looks like the band’s really getting everyone in the mood,” I remarked, trying to sound casual despite the knot forming in my stomach.

“Yeah, they’re good,” Gemma agreed, her eyes still fixed on Andre. “He’s really something, isn’t he?”

I forced a smile, feeling a twinge of jealousy but also a strange sense of pride. “He’s definitely got stage presence,” I conceded.

As the evening progressed, the party seemed to take on a life of its own. Gemma, encouraged by Lauren and with my supportive presence, began to mingle more openly. She laughed and danced, her inhibitions slowly melting away under the starlit sky once the sun dipped behind the mountains that surrounded the bay and as the evening wore on, the pool area became a kaleidoscope of colours and sounds.

I noticed familiar faces among the crowd: Jason, his smile as captivating as ever; Fred, moving through the crowd with an easy confidence; and Calvin, whose eyes occasionally met Gemma’s, sparking an unspoken connection. The pretty hotel concierge, Fleur, moved constantly, greeting each guest as they arrived and checking in with as many people as she could to ensure they were having a good time.

Johannes was there too, his towering presence unmistakable. He was engaged in a lively conversation with Dennis and Viola, who seemed to be enjoying the festivities as much as anyone else. Donna, elegant as always, was nearby, her gaze occasionally drifting towards Dennis and Johannes, a complex expression on her face.

Max nudged me, pointing towards a mixed-race man with a chiselled body who was laughing with a group of guests. “That’s Earl, the stripper Lauren was with,” he said, a hint of pride in his voice. “Quite the specimen, huh?”

I nodded, taking in Earl’s impressive physique. “He’s built,” I replied, trying to keep my tone neutral even though my mind immediately pictured Lauren being fucked by him as my wife and Jason watched.

Gemma, meanwhile, seemed to be in her element. She danced with a freedom and joy that was infectious, her laughter ringing out over the music at times. I watched her, a mix of emotions swirling within me. There was happiness at her confidence and pride at her curvaceous beauty, but also a growing sense of unease about what the night might bring.

As the band took a break, Andre made his way through the crowd, his eyes locking with Gemma’s. There was an undeniable chemistry between them, I could see that from afar and the moment they began talking, I watched her allow him to get close, closer than was really appropriate for a married woman. Jason and Calvin were also nearby, their attention subtly focused on Gemma when they weren’t eyeing up some of the other good-looking girls at the party.

I walked over to join my wife, just as Lauren, ever the instigator, emerged from the crowd in front of me and leaned in close to Gemma. “Looks like you’ve got quite the fan club,” she teased, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she glanced at Andre and the two other men standing nearby.

Gemma blushed but laughed it off. “We’re just enjoying the party,” she informed her friend, though her gaze lingered on Andre for a moment longer than necessary.

Max appeared then and clapped me on the back, bringing me back to the moment. “Looks like it’s going to be an interesting night,” he said, a knowing look in his eyes as Andre said something to my wife to make her blush and lick her lips nervously.

I nodded, feeling a strange mix of excitement and apprehension. The night was still young, and the air was charged with possibilities. As I watched Gemma, surrounded by admirers yet always glancing back at me, I was glad that I was here to make sure she was okay, whatever she chose to do.

The music shifted, the band returning with a more sultry, rhythmic tune that seemed to pulse through the crowd. Gemma moved with the music, her body swaying sexily. Andre was close, his hands occasionally brushing against her as they danced, their movements a silent conversation that everyone could see.

Lauren, with her usual flair for excitement, joined them, her movements bold and unrestrained. She laughed, throwing her head back, her red hair a fiery contrast against the night sky. Max, returning from the bar with a couple of beers, passed me one and gave me a smile at the sight of our partners enjoying themselves.

As the night deepened, the atmosphere grew more charged. Gemma, caught up in the moment, seemed to forget that I was even there, letting Andre touch her ass several times and even close-dancing to a slower song, their bodies pressed together as they swayed to the music.

Jason and Calvin, not to be outdone, joined the dance, their movements adding to the growing intensity. Gemma was in the centre of them, taking turns to dance with each one. I watched, torn between wanting to pull her away and wanting to see how far she would go.

Although she was next to my wife, Lauren had her own dance partners. Fred and the stripper, Earl and at one point, Johannes approached, his gaze fixed on Max’s girlfriend. He said something to her, his voice low and seductive and she danced closer to him, her movements bold and inviting.

Max leaned over to me, his voice barely audible over the music. “Looks like Gemma’s enjoying herself. You okay with this?” I returned my attention to my wife to see her sandwiched between both Andre and Jason, the three of them laughing as they ground their bodies together to the reggae tune that filled the air of the pool party.

I nodded, my throat tight. “Yeah, I’m okay. It’s just hard to get used to.”

“So what’s the plan?” he asked. “You’ve obviously talked and decided to let her enjoy herself.”

“We don’t have a plan,” I replied, taking a long pull from the ice-cold beer. “We just agreed that she could… explore things if she wants.”

“Right,” Max nodded, watching our partners as they continued to dance closer and closer with their admirers. “And what if she wants to do what she did with Jason again? Or if she wants to go even further? Is she going to? Are you going to let her?”

“We just said that we’d see what happens,” I explained, feeling my cheeks burning hot at the admission. “You and Lauren seem to make this work, so, perhaps I should indulge her. Let her get some things out of her system.”

Max wrapped his arm around me. “If she’s going to do it, tonight’s the night. I’ll be right by your side the whole time if that helps.”

I looked at my friend, grateful even though it was him and Lauren inviting us here that had brought Gemma and me to this fateful point in our relationship.

The party’s energy seemed to build to a crescendo as the night wore on. Gemma, now fully immersed in the revelry, danced with a freedom and abandon that I had never seen in her before. The way she moved with Andre, Jason, and Calvin was both captivating and unsettling. Their hands roamed freely over her body, feeling her ass and occasionally groping her tits through the thin summer dress, each touch eliciting laughter, a flirty smile or a playful swat from her, but she didn’t pull away. At one point, Calvin pulled down the front of her dress to admire her cleavage fully and she didn’t stop him.

Lauren, equally uninhibited, was a whirlwind of fiery energy. She danced with Fred, Earl, and even Johannes, her body language speaking of a familiarity and comfort with this wilder side of herself. Max watched her, his eyes giving away his arousal, occasionally glancing at me to gauge my reaction to Gemma’s behaviour.

During a well-timed break in the music, Gemma came over to me, her eyes shining with excitement and a hint of something else – perhaps anticipation or arousal “Are you having fun?” she asked, her voice loud over the music.

I nodded, trying to smile. “Yeah, it’s a great party. You’re enjoying yourself, by the looks of it. Is everything… you know… okay?”

She leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “I’m having the time of my life, Paul. I feel so free, so alive and so grateful to you for letting me play a little. Thank you for being okay with this.”

Andre approached us, putting his hand on Gemma’s shoulder and she exchanged a look with him and then turned back to me.

“Andre and I were thinking of going for a little walk. Somewhere a bit quieter. Is that okay?” The way my wife’s brown eyes gazed into mine, filled with a mix of desire and a question. I knew what she was asking, and at that moment, I made my decision and nodded, giving her the silent permission she was seeking. Her smile in response was one of pure joy and gratitude.

“I thought I could show her the walled garden,” Andre said over the shoulder. “She says she hasn’t seen the gardens properly.”

That was partially true. We’d seen a lot of the gardens, but not this walled garden that he spoke of, so I nodded and then watched them go, a complex mix of emotions churning inside me. Part of me was thrilled to see her so happy and uninhibited, but another part was scared of where this might lead.

I felt Max’s hand on my shoulder again. “This is it, mate,” he warned me. “They’re going to do it. Are you ready for this?”

I nodded, taking a sip of my drink, my eyes fixed on the direction Gemma and Andre had gone. “You think they’re going to do something?”

Max, standing beside me with a beer in hand, gave me a supportive pat on the back. “They’re going some more private. Of course they are. It’s all about trust and letting go. Lauren and I have been there. It gets easier.” Then he paused, rubbing his chin as he always did when he was thinking, his eyes searching the crowd. “Where is Lauren?”

I couldn’t see her either. Or Earl for that matter.

“Did she go with Gemma?” I wondered to Max, who nodded in reply.

“She could have,” he replied. “Where did Andre say he was taking Gemma?”

“The walled garden,” I replied. “I’m not sure. I was only half listening because it was such a surprise.”

“Let’s find out where this walled garden is,” Max suggested, determination in his voice and a half-smile forming on his lips. “I don’t know if Lauren is there but we know Gemma is.”

Max made his way through the crowd, searching for someone and I followed him until we found Dennis near the bar, deep in conversation with Viola. He looked up as we approached, a knowing look in his light blue eyes.

“Dennis, we need your help,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “Gemma and Andre, they’ve gone off to some walled garden. Do you know where that is?”

Dennis nodded, his expression serious. “Yes, I know the place. I helped design this hotel, remember? It’s a secluded spot, quite private. But I must warn you, if you’re thinking of following them, you won’t be able to see much. It’s designed for privacy from prying eyes.”

Max’s jaw tightened. “Is there any way we can… I don’t know, see what’s happening? For peace of mind?”

Dennis considered for a moment, then leaned in closer. I knew what he was going to say before he said it. “If you remember the way to the monitor room, there’s a camera that covers the walled garden. It’s not close-up, but you’ll be able to see enough to have a good view of what’s going on.”

I felt a mix of relief and apprehension at his words. The idea of watching Gemma with another man was both daunting and strangely compelling.

“Thanks, Dennis,” Max said, clapping him on the shoulder. “We appreciate it.”

Dennis gave us a nod, his eyes meeting mine with an understanding that went beyond words. “Have fun.”

With that, Max and I left the party, making our way through the hotel’s corridors, the sounds of the pool party fading behind us. I didn’t tell Max I’d been to the monitor room before. He must have been too, because he seemed to know the way.

The walk to the monitor room was a blur, my mind racing with a thousand different thoughts and emotions and as we entered the dimly lit room, the bank of screens greeted us, a silent witness to the hidden corners of the Onyx Vista. Max quickly located the camera feed for the walled garden and we stood there, staring at the screen, waiting for a glimpse of Gemma and Andre, and hopefully, Lauren and Earl.

The camera angle gave us a view of the garden’s entrance, a lush, verdant space surrounded by high walls. It was only a matter of time before we saw them, and the anticipation was almost unbearable.

Finally, Gemma and Andre appeared on the screen, their hands intertwined. Gemma, in her flowing white dress, looked gorgeous but nervousness was obvious on her face. Andre, confident and assured, had his hand gently resting on her lower back.

Moments later, Lauren and Earl appeared. Their body language was intimate, with Lauren’s laughter visible even in the silent footage. Her fiery red hair stood out vividly against the dark backdrop of the garden.

On the screen, the two couples exchanged a few words before splitting up. Gemma and Andre found an open area near the wall, clearly visible to the camera. Andre leaned in, his lips meeting Gemma’s in a deep, passionate kiss. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer, and my wife responded eagerly, her arms encircling his neck.

Beside me, Max exhaled softly, his gaze fixed on the screen. “Here we go,” he said, his voice a mix of awe and disbelief. I watched, transfixed, as Gemma and Andre’s embrace intensified, their bodies pressing together.

Lauren and Earl, slightly obscured by the garden’s foliage, were less visible but still discernible. The stripper took off his shirt, revealing his impressive physique to the full and Lauren responded by taking off her dress.

The screen offered a clear view of Gemma and Andre as they continued making out. Gemma’s dress began to slip from her shoulders under Andre’s caressing hands, revealing more of her in the moonlit garden, her large breasts, perfectly supported in her bra coming into view.

Max and I stood in silence, witnessing the unfolding scene. A complex mix of emotions churned within me. Part of me wanted to turn away, to escape the reality of what I was seeing. Yet, another part was unable to break away from the sight of Gemma with another man.

Andre unclasped her bra and tossed it to one side and then, with my wife topless, her dress around her waist, her large breasts hanging down in full sight of Andre along with Max and I watching on the screen, Andre pulled down his shorts, his long, semi-erect cock swinging free.

This was it. This was actually happening. Gemma was going to do something with another man and I was about to see it happen, too far away to be able to stop it.
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No Going Back

The scene unfolding on the monitor was both surreal and yet intensely real. On the screen, Gemma knelt before Andre, her movements tentative yet eager as she wrapped her fingers around his cock, while Lauren mirrored her actions with Earl, her confidence more pronounced.

Max and I stood side by side, our eyes fixed on the image. The silence between us was heavy, filled with unspoken thoughts and emotions. I felt a complex mix of feelings - a sense of being out of my depth, a pang of jealousy, but also an undeniable undercurrent of arousal.

“Paul, are you doing okay?” Max’s voice was low, almost a whisper.

I swallowed hard, my gaze still locked on the screen. “I don’t know, Max. I thought I was prepared for this, but seeing it… it’s different.”

Max nodded, his eyes not leaving the screen. “It’s always different when you actually see it. But you gave her the green light, right?”

“Yeah, I did,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “It’s just… seeing her like this, with another man. It’s… a lot.”

“Gemma looks so sexy,” Max sighed. “Her tits are phenomenal. You’re a lucky guy.”

We watched as Gemma wrapped her lips around the large tip of Andre’s cock, slowly sliding her head forward, taking more of him into her mouth.

“Fuck, yeah,” Max muttered. “She looks so good with a black cock in her mouth. I knew she would.”

I glanced at him, wondering if he was talking about my wife or Lauren but it was obvious from where he was looking that he was talking about Gemma.

“You know, I’ve fantasised about seeing her suck cock for ages,” Max continued. “She looks like she knows how to give a good blowjob too.”

We watched as our partners sucked the two men in the garden, drawing them both to full hardness. Earl’s cock was bigger and thicker than Andre’s but they both dwarfed my own modest size.

Then, on the screen, the scene shifted again. Gemma and Lauren stood up, their partners’ hands guiding them. The camera angle captured the moment as Gemma’s dress finally fell to the ground, leaving her in just her lacy white panties, her curvy body in full view of us all.

Lauren, equally undressed, moved with Earl, her body language at ease as Earl slipped her underwear down so that she was naked. I watched as Andre did the same to Gemma, my wife kicking her panties off her ankle so that she stood nude in front of the musician. This was it. There was no going back now, no doubt about what was to come.

Max’s hand found my shoulder, a gesture of solidarity. “Paul, remember, it’s about trust. Gemma loves you. This… this is just physical.”

I nodded, trying to process his words. The sight of Gemma with Andre, her body responding to his touch as he stroked the fine, dark hair on her mound with his fingers before sliding them inside her, was both painful and strangely compelling. Then he turned her around, bending her over as she faced the wall, her breasts hanging down beneath her and I watched as he positioned his stiff dick at the entrance to her pussy, then slid it in.

“He’s inside her,” Max said softly and I felt something change inside me as that fact sunk in. Gemma was no longer faithful to me. Our marriage would never be the same. That single fact hurt. I could actually feel my heart breaking but at the same time, my cock was painfully hard at the scene playing out in front of me.

They moved together, their bodies sliding apart and then together again, the camera capturing every moment, every thrust, every toss of Gemma’s head in pleasure as she pushed back against him. Lauren and Earl were fucking too, the redhead with her back against the wall, Earl between her thighs, facing her, his butt cheeks clenching as he thrust into Max’s wife fast and hard. Max and I stood in silence, watching our partners each with their lovers, surrendering to their desires, their bodies moving in unison with Andre and Earl. The scene was raw, primal, and utterly captivating.

Andre’s hand tangled in Gemma’s hair, pulling her head back as he started plunging his cock in and out of her pussy hard and fast, making her put the palms of her hands on the wall in front of her to steady herself. He fucked her savagely, mercilessly and I was shocked at how she was taking his cock so easily. I’d never fucked her like that but I wondered if this was what she’d experienced with Brad, making it easy to understand now why she craved this again.

At one point, Gemma’s legs buckled as she orgasmed but Andre pushed her forward, pinning her against the wall while continuing to take her hard from behind. It hurt to see my wife being used so roughly but I couldn’t stop it now. All I could do was watch and wait for them to finish.

As the couples reached their climax, the intensity on the screen was mirrored in the room. Max and I stood in silence, watching as Lauren jerked Earl off, his jets of cum visible to the camera lens as she milked him onto the floor of the garden. Gemma turned and knelt, taking Andre into her mouth, her hand wrapped around his shaft, squeezing him gently as he shot his load into her mouth. We saw her swallow, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand before standing up with a wide, triumphant grin on her mouth.

“We should head back to the party,” I said, as the two women on the screen began to get dressed. They were talking to each other animatedly while the men waited for them, making me wish the camera in the walled garden had audio.

As Max and I left the monitor room, the silence between us was heavy, filled with the weight of what we had just witnessed. We walked side by side, the sounds of the party growing louder as we approached the end of the corridor.

“That was… intense,” Max finally broke the silence, his voice a mix of awe and uncertainty. “Our women just got the hell fucked out of them.”

I nodded, still processing the images that were etched into my mind. “Yeah, they did. I never thought I’d see Gemma like that, with someone else. I imagined that she’d fool around with someone, but not… you know… go all the way.”

Max glanced at me, his expression sympathetic. “I’m just glad I got to see it. Seeing Gemma get pounded from behind by a big cock… Wow. I’ll be wanking off to that image forever. You saw my Lauren get fucked too. Did you enjoy seeing her?”

“I did. She’s got a great body, slimmer than Gemma, so it was… different, but to be honest, I couldn’t take my eyes off Gemma for most of it.” I sighed, searching for the right words. “I thought I was okay with her doing something with someone else, in theory. But seeing it happen, it’s different. To see her make love to someone is one thing but to see her get fucked… like that… I don’t know how I feel now.”

Max put a hand on my shoulder, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “It’s a big step, watching your partner with someone else. But remember, it’s just physical. It doesn’t change how Gemma feels about you.”

I looked at him, appreciating his attempt to comfort me. “I know. And I keep telling myself that. It’s just hard to shake these feelings, you know? I could never fuck her like that, like Andre did. It’s… intimidating.”

Max nodded. “I get it. The first time I saw Lauren with someone else like that, hard and raw, it hit me hard too. But it gets easier. And it can even bring you closer together, in a strange way.”

“I can’t believe it’s happened,” I said, as we reached the edge of the party, the music and laughter a stark contrast to the quiet intensity of the monitor room. “And that you saw too. You just watched my wife get fucked by another man. How weird is that?”

“We’ve got a bond now,” Max grinned, putting his arm around me again. “We’ve seen each other’s women being fucked. That makes us interracial cuckold brothers.”

“I guess it does,” I agreed. I didn’t know exactly what those words meant but I got the general idea.

As we stepped back into the crowd, I saw Gemma and Lauren rejoining the party, their laughter and smiles belying the intensity of their recent encounter. I felt a surge of mixed emotions – love, desire, confusion, and a hint of something new, a sudden hole in our relationship that I needed to fill somehow.

Max clapped me on the back, bringing me back to the moment. “Come on, let’s grab a drink. The night’s still young, and who knows what else it has in store for us. Let Gemma and Lauren come to us if they want to tell us what they’ve been up to.”

As Max and I reached the bar, restocking on beers, I noticed Dennis and Viola walking through the throng of people towards us. Dennis had a knowing look in his eye, while Viola’s expression was one of mild concern.

“Gentlemen,” Dennis greeted us, his voice carrying over the music. “Did you find the monitor room? Got what you were looking for?”

Max nodded, a wry smile on his face. “Yeah, we found it. Saw everything we needed to see.”

Viola’s gaze shifted between us, her dark hazel eyes reflecting a mix of curiosity and empathy. “I’m guessing they had sex. How do you feel about it?” she asked, her tone gentle.

I exchanged a glance with Max before answering. Before now, I wasn’t sure how much Viola - Johannes’s sister - knew about everything but it seemed she was as privy to the secrets of the Onyx Vista as Dennis was. “It was my first time, watching, that is. So, I’m a little… overwhelmed.”

Dennis nodded sagely. “So, Gemma’s joined our exclusive little club, has she?”

“You could say that,” Max answered for me, putting his arm around my shoulders as he kept doing. “Andre initiated her. But don’t worry. I’ll take care of Paul. He’s going to be fine.”

Viola placed a comforting hand on my arm. “Just remember, it’s about the experiences you share and the love you have for each other. Don’t lose sight of that.”

Max chimed in, his voice steady. “It’s all part of the adventure, right? We’re here to explore, to experience new things. It’s what makes life interesting.”

Dennis smiled, his gaze lingering on Viola for a moment before turning back to us. “Exactly. I’m glad you enjoyed yourselves. We’re leaving now. We’re finally having that crunch talk with Donna and Johannes now that the party is starting to wind down.”

The conversation was interrupted as Gemma and Lauren approached us, their laughter and bright smiles a stark contrast to the seriousness of our discussion. They seemed oblivious to the weight of the moment, caught up in the joy and freedom of the party.

“Hey, you four look serious,” Gemma said, her eyes sparkling. “Are we missing out on some deep philosophical discussion?”

“We were just discussing how this place changes people,” I said, causing Gemma to tilt her head and study me. “Did you have a nice walk with Andre?”

“Maybe we should go somewhere private, so I can tell you,” she smiled nervously.

Lauren looped her arm through Gemma’s, her grin infectious. “Nope. No talking. The night’s too beautiful to waste on heavy talks. Let’s all go and dance.”

We waved goodbye to Dennis and Viola as they left, then let the girls pull us towards the dance floor, I felt a sense of release, a letting go of the tension that had built up as we mingled among the crowd to dance to the last few tunes. The night was indeed beautiful, and whatever the future held, I knew that Gemma and I would face it together, exploring this new chapter of our lives with open hearts and minds but even though the party was nearing an end, it seemed that this night of exploration wasn’t.

We were dancing to a slow song, our bodies pressed together and my wife leaned in close, whispering into my ear.

“Me and Andre made love,” she said, her voice almost inaudible.

“Really?” I said, wanting to tell her that I’d seen her but I couldn’t. I didn’t want to. I wanted her to think that special moment was private to her. It certainly wasn’t making love, what I’d seen. “Okay. Was it… everything you wanted it to be?”

“Kind of,” she murmured, then surprised me with a kiss. Again, I tasted cum on her lips but this time I ignored it. When she broke the kiss, she pulled away a little, gazing into my eyes. “Are we okay?”

“Yes,” I answered her with a reassuring smile. “I’m surprised at myself, but yes, we are. We’re good.”

“I had another man inside me,” she whispered. “He made me orgasm and then I swallowed his cum. Are you sure that’s okay?”

“Yes,” I repeated, my heart heating hard in my chest.

I felt Gemma’s breath warm against my ear as she leaned in again and whispered, her voice tinged with excitement and a hint of mischief. “Good, because some of the guys have invited us to continue the party privately after this. It’s winding down here.”

I pulled back slightly to look at her, my eyebrows raised in question. “Who’s invited us?”

“Calvin, Jason, Andre, and Fred,” she replied, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. “Fleur is going too. They’ve invited Lauren and me, and they said you and Max are welcome to come along as well.”

The thought of continuing the party in a more private setting sent a rush of mixed emotions through me. The night had already been a whirlwind of new experiences and revelations. Part of me was curious about what might ensue at this private party, while another part was apprehensive about letting anything further happen.

Max broke away from dancing with Lauren and leaned in. “Has Gemma told you about the after-party? It sounds like it could be crazy. What do you think, Paul? You up for it?”

I hesitated for a moment, looking at Gemma. Her expression was one of excitement, but also understanding. She was giving me the choice, not pushing me into anything I wasn’t comfortable with.

“Okay,” I finally said, the word coming out unconvincing but I’d made my decision. We’d come this far. We might as well see tonight through. “Let’s see what this private party is all about.”

Gemma’s smile widened, and she gave me a quick, grateful kiss. “Yay. It’ll be fun, I promise. We’ll stick together. No more private walks.”

As the pool party began to disperse, our small group gathered together. Despite the smaller numbers, the atmosphere was charged with excitement, and for me, a hint of the unknown. We followed Calvin, who seemed to know where we were headed, through the dimly lit paths of the resort towards somewhere that he promised we’d love.

The night air was warm, filled with the sounds of the Caribbean night – distant music, the gentle rustle of palm leaves, chirping crickets and the soft murmur of the ocean. As we walked, I felt Gemma’s hand in mine, her grip firm and reassuring.

We arrived at a secluded building within the resort, on the edge of the beach, its privacy ensured by lush foliage around it. The door opened to reveal a luxurious interior, with soft lighting and plush furnishings.

“Welcome to the beach bungalow,” Calvin announced, his voice smooth and confident. “The night is still young, too early to let the party end. Make yourselves at home.”

The bungalow was spacious, with an open living area that led to a private patio and a small pool, illuminated by underwater lights. The mood was relaxed yet intimate, a stark contrast to the vibrant energy of the pool party we’d just come from.

Someone put some music on and as we settled in, drinks were poured, and the conversation flowed easily. The group dynamic was intriguing – a mix of flirtation, camaraderie, and an underlying current of sexual tension. Andre had just fucked my wife and Earl had done the same with Lauren and it seemed like it wasn’t a secret from any of the others here, even Fleur, from the way the pretty concierge kept glancing at me.

Gemma stayed close, her hand occasionally brushing against mine, a silent reassurance of our connection amidst the unfolding after-party. I watched as she interacted with the others, her laughter and easy manner a testament to her newfound confidence and openness.

Calvin, ever the charismatic host, raised his glass to get everyone’s attention. “I think it’s time to kick this party up a notch,” he announced, his voice smooth and inviting. “How about we all take a little dip in the pool? A skinny dip, to be precise.”

A chorus of laughter and cheers met his suggestion, and the group began to move towards the patio doors that led to the pool. The moonlight cast a soft glow over the water, making it shimmer invitingly.

Gemma turned to me, her brown eyes alight with a daring challenge. “Are we doing this?” she asked, a playful edge to her voice.

I hesitated, the reality of the situation suddenly hitting me. A skinny dip with this group was unlikely to be just a simple swim. It was a step towards something more, a crossing of a line that would change the dynamics of the night.

Before I could answer, Max chimed in, his voice filled with excitement. “Come on, Paul. When in Jamaica, right? Let’s enjoy the moment.”

I looked around at the group walking to the patio - Andre, Jason, Calvin, Fred, Earl, Lauren, and even Fleur, all seemed ready to embrace the spontaneity of the moment. The energy was infectious, a call to let go of inhibitions and embrace the unexpected.

Gemma, sensing my hesitation, gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. “It’s just a bit of fun, Paul. We don’t have to do anything we’re not comfortable with.”

With a deep breath, I made yet another bold decision. Tonight was one surprise after another. What would this next unexpected twist hold for Gemma and I?

“Okay,” I sighed, making Gemma’s face break out into a delighted grin. “Let’s party.”


16

Beneath The Surface

Ionly had one reservation about the skinny dip as the group gathered near the pool. I knew that Jason, Earl and Andre all had much bigger dicks than me. Calvin probably did too. Max was slightly bigger than me but I didn’t mind that, however the thought of anyone, especially Lauren, seeing my cock was suddenly nerve-wracking. Fleur too. She was pretty. I didn’t want her to see that I wasn’t as well-equipped as everyone else here.

The guests all began shedding their clothes as we walked through the patio doors onto the poolside area. I watched as Gemma bit her lip, a sign of excitement but also nervousness and I was reminded that she sometimes felt self-conscious about her curvier body.

As the others began to disrobe with a mix of laughter and playful banter, the air around the pool seemed to take on a sense of exhilarating freedom. One by one, they slipped out of their clothes, their inhibitions seemingly melting away with each garment shed. The moonlight danced on the water until it was broken by Andre diving into the water, shattering the reflection into a million pieces.

As Gemma and I hesitated, my gaze inadvertently drifted towards Fleur. She slipped off her slinky dress, revealing a slender, toned body. Her skin was a smooth caramel, her breasts modestly sized but perfectly shaped, sitting high and proud on her chest. Her waist tapered in, leading to hips that had a gentle, enticing sway to them and her pussy was completely bald. She paused at the edge of the pool, her silhouette a mesmerizing outline against the shimmering water. Then, with the grace of a diver, she leapt into the pool, her body slicing through the water with barely a splash.

Gemma glanced at me, her eyes conveying a cocktail of excitement and a hint of vulnerability. “Are we doing this?” she asked, her voice a soft whisper against the backdrop of splashes and laughter.

I nodded, feeling a surge of nervous energy. “Yeah, we are,” I replied, trying to sound more confident than I felt. I wanted to show a new, liberated side of me to my wife. I didn’t want her to think this was all her.

The thought of being naked in front of others, especially with men like Jason and Andre around, was daunting but seeing Gemma’s anticipation, her desire to embrace this new experience, I found a new sense of courage.

Slowly, we began to undress, each layer of clothing removed bringing a new level of reality to the situation. I watched as Gemma’s dress fell to the ground, followed by her bra and panties to reveal her beautiful, curvaceous body bathed in the soft moonlight. I became aware that everyone else was in the pool now and all the men, including Max, were watching her as she took a step towards the pool and then jumped in to a chorus of cheers.

As I finished shedding my own clothes, the feeling of vulnerability hit me. Standing there, exposed, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of self-consciousness about my size. But then Gemma reached out of the pool for my hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. Her touch was grounding, reminding me that this was about us, about our journey together, and then she pulled me, causing me to topple headfirst into the water.

Everyone was laughing good-naturedly as I resurfaced, shaking the water from my ears and sweeping the hair from my eyes to look around. The group was enjoying a mix of playful splashing and relaxed floating, the mood light and carefree. The water was warm, enveloping us in a comforting embrace and I felt Gemma’s naked body close to mine, her skin soft and inviting against the liquid warmth. We moved closer to the others, joining in the laughter and the shared experience of this uninhibited moment. We’d never done anything like this before and it felt… empowering.

Gemma moved through the water, swimming over to where Andre and Jason were, saying something that made both of them laugh. As I swam towards Max, I watched how she managed to keep her breasts submerged beneath the water but I also knew that because they were so close, both of the men could probably see everything.

I watched her, a strange sense of pride swelling in my chest. She was in her element, confident and beautiful, any self-consciousness about her curvaceous figure seemingly forgotten.

Max, floating nearby with two beers in hand, caught my eye as I approached, passing me one of the bottles. “To new experiences,” he said, clinking his drink against nine, and I couldn’t help but agree. This was indeed a new experience and I knew it wasn’t going to stop here with an innocent skinny dip between friends.

Lauren, ever the life of the party, initiated a game of water volleyball, rallying everyone to join as she climbed from the pool, returning with a beach ball that she’d spotted nearby. She had no qualms about everyone seeing her naked as she dashed out and back into the pool and I admired her confidence. The game itself was a playful chaos of splashing and laughter, with no real concern for rules or scores. It was just about having fun and I joined in, enjoying the sight of the three women’s breasts every time they had to leap up to hit the ball, including Gemma, who seemed to have relaxed entirely now, sharing her nudity with everyone.

As the game wound down, the group naturally split into smaller conversations, floating in different groups. Gemma was in the corner of the pool, talking to Calvin and Jason. Lauren was with Max, Earl and Fred, while Andre sat on the edge of the pool, seemingly relaxed about his dick on show, while Fleur floated in the pool below him, the pair talking about the band he was in.

As I floated in the pool, somewhat lost in thought, the pretty concierge caught my eye from where she was chatting with Andre. She beckoned me over with a playful smile, her eyes sparkling in the moonlight. I swam towards them, feeling a mix of curiosity and nervousness.

Fleur’s smile widened as I approached. “Paul, come join us,” she said, her voice light and inviting. Andre nodded in greeting, his smile genuine.

“I wanted to thank you, Paul,” he began, his tone sincere. “I had a great time with Gemma. She’s incredible. You’re a lucky man.”

I felt a flush of embarrassment at his words, but also a sense of pride. “Thanks, Andre. I appreciate that,” I managed to say, trying to sound more confident than I felt. Was I really thanking him for complimenting my wife on her sexual prowess?

“Her body is gorgeous,” he continued, glancing over to where she was still laughing and joking with Calvin and Jason, “Her curves are just-” he finished the sentence with a French kiss gesture.

Fleur, who had been swimming close by, moved even closer, her hand finding its way under the water and gently brushing against my thigh. Her touch was subtle but deliberate, sending a jolt of surprise through me. I glanced at her, and she gave me a mischievous wink.

Andre must have noticed or sensed it because he smiled at me, and then slid into the water. “I’ll speak to you in a while, Paul,” he said, swimming towards Lauren, who had her arms draped around Fred, openly kissing him while Earl grinned, watching them. Max, sitting on the edge of the pool, seemed completely at ease, his erection visible and unashamed.

My gaze then drifted to Gemma, who was in the corner of the pool with Calvin and Jason. They were taking turns brazenly kissing her, their movements fluid and coordinated. I couldn’t help but wonder what was happening beneath the water’s surface, my imagination running wild with possibilities.

Fleur’s hand continued to play under the water, her fingers now teasingly brushing against my dick. The sensation was unexpected but not unwelcome, adding to the surreal nature of the night. I felt a mix of arousal and confusion, unsure of how to react but unable to deny the physical response her touch elicited.

In the corner of the pool, Gemma, Calvin and Jason were quieter now, their bodies close. I couldn’t see what was happening under the water, but the implication was clear from the rhythmic movement of Calvin’s arm. The playful, innocent atmosphere of the pool party had evolved into something more sensual and charged.

Fleur’s movements became more deliberate, her fingers curling around my erection and skillfully stroking me under the water. The sensation was intense, heightened by the sight of Gemma with the other men. A part of me felt a pang of jealousy, but another part was captivated by the eroticism of the moment.

As Fleur continued, I was torn between the pleasure she was giving me and the complex emotions stirred by watching Gemma seemingly being finger-fucked. Yet, my eyes were drawn to the other side of the pool where Lauren, Andre, Earl and Fred were. The redhead’s uninhibited nature was on full display as she was sandwiched between Andre and Fred. The dummer’s hands were on her breasts, squeezing them as he kissed her neck from behind. Fred’s hands were beneath the water and whatever he was doing made her toss her head back and sigh in pleasure.

Max, sitting on the edge of the pool, watched with a mixture of fascination and arousal. His expression was one of a man who was both proud and excited by his partner’s carefree nature.

“Your wife seems to be having a good time,” Fleur whispered, those deep hazel eyes meeting mine as she kept stroking me beneath the surface. I turned to see Gemma, still in the corner with Calvin and Jason, appearing to be lost in the moment. The two men had her back pressed to the edge of the pool, Jason’s arm moving back and forth while Calvin seemed to be enjoying feeling her breasts beneath the water. Much like with Lauren, the water around them rippled with their movements, hinting at the intimate interactions happening beneath the surface.

Music still bled from the open patio doors of the bungalow but all I could hear were Gemma’s soft moans until eventually, Calvin spoke. “How about we take this party inside? The bedrooms offer a bit more privacy,” he suggested softly, his voice deep and laced with arousal. For a moment, Gemma’s eyes met mine and her cheeks flushed. She knew I’d been watching the two men play with her body.

The suggestion of heading inside was met with enthusiastic nods and murmurs of agreement, the group’s excitement evident as they began to climb out of the pool. One by one, everyone emerged from the water, their bodies glistening wetly under the moonlight’s soft blueish light. All of the men were erect and I wasn’t surprised to see that Calvin was sporting an erection as impressive as the other Onyx Vista staff members. Knowing the hotel’s secret, I guessed that being well-endowed was a prerequisite for employment there.

Towels were hastily grabbed, some wrapping them around their bodies, others carrying them with a casual nonchalance. Gemma covered her pussy but left her breasts bare, as did Lauren. The mood had shifted from playful to anticipatory, each of us aware that the night was about to take a more serious turn.

“Are you coming?” asked Fleur, sliding out of the pool and turning to face me. Water ran down her slim, lithe body, prickling her soft, caramel skin.

“I… guess so,” I replied, hoisting myself from the water and after picking up a towel and wrapping it around me, I followed her inside after the rest of the group. As we stepped beyond the patio doors, Gemma came over to me, her eyes shining with a mix of excitement and a hint of nervousness.

“Are you okay?” she asked, her voice low. I could see in her eyes that she was ready to explore further, yet she was also seeking my reassurance.

I nodded, feeling a complex mix of emotions. “We haven’t even had the chance to talk about what you did with Andre, but… yes, I think so. Just stay close, okay?” I replied, my voice betraying my feelings, of being out of my depth here.

Max and Lauren were already heading towards one of the bedrooms, their easy familiarity with this kind of situation evident in their confident strides. Andre, Earl, Jason, and Calvin followed, chatting and laughing amongst themselves, while Fleur lingered close to me and Gemma, her playful slap on my ass suggesting she was enjoying the unfolding events as much as anyone.

As we entered the bedroom, which took up half the floor space of the entire bungalow and featured two large beds at either side of the room, Gemma took my hand, leading me towards one of the beds. Soft, amber-coloured lighting and luxurious decor with dark wooden wall panels matched the impressive interior of the main hotel. The sound of soft music from the other room filled the air, and I heard Lauren laugh at something from the other bed, a reminder that Gemma and I were only one part of what was happening here.

As Calvin moved past me, taking my wife’s hand and guiding her forward, away from me, the reality of what was about to happen settled in. This was a step beyond anything either of us had experienced before but as I looked at Gemma, her excitement and trust in me clear, I knew that no matter what happened next, we were in this together.
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New Possibilities

The atmosphere in the bedroom was electric, pure erotic tension filling the air as the party transitioned from the playful innocence of the pool to the sexually charged arena of the bungalow’s bedroom. I stood there, somewhat dazed, realizing I was the only one still partially clothed, my towel wrapped awkwardly around my waist.

Fleur, standing beside me, her body glistening from the pool water, gave me a playful nudge. “You are going to join in, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice a teasing whisper.

I glanced over to where Calvin and Jason were leading Gemma onto the bed. They gently removed the towel from her waist, revealing her trimmed triangle of dark hair, still dripping water from outside. Gemma looked back at me, the deep brown pools of her eyes filled with a mix of excitement and a question, seeking my silent approval.

I nodded and turned away for a moment, gathering my thoughts. On the other bed, Max sat comfortably next to Lauren, both of them naked. Fred and Andre flanked her, their bodies radiating a confident ease with the situation. Earl hovered between the two beds, his eyes taking in both women in turn.

“You okay, Paul?” Max called out from across the room, his voice laced with a hint of concern and excitement.

“I… I’m good,” I replied, my voice slightly shaky. I tightened the towel around my waist, conscious that my cock was erect but Fleur grabbed at it, yanking it away and tossing it to the floor. The young concierge’s eyes roamed over me appreciatively, a small smile playing on her lips as she stared at my modest but stiff cock.

I moved away from Fleur for a moment, unsure of what the protocols were right now. I’d given Gemma permission to explore her sexuality but we hadn’t discussed me doing anything with anyone. As I stepped closer to the bed where Gemma was, Calvin and Jason were already caressing her, their hands exploring her body with a familiarity that was both unsettling and arousing. Gemma’s eyes met mine as she lay back on the soft white sheets, her gaze filled with a complex mix of emotions.

“Paul, come here,” Gemma beckoned, her voice soft yet firm. She seemed to be in control, despite the situation.

I moved closer, my heart pounding in my chest. The room was filled with the sounds of soft moans from Lauren already. I could hear Max’s whispered encouragements but I tried to focus on my wife.

As I reached the bed, Gemma reached out for me, pulling me down beside her. Calvin and Jason made room, their eyes never leaving her body. Gemma’s hand found mine, squeezing it gently.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked her, my voice barely above a whisper.

Gemma nodded, her eyes shining with a desire that I hadn’t seen before. “Yes, I’m sure.”

When I sensed Calvin and Jason behind me, I moved, standing up and moving away so they could get closer to Gemma again. My heart thumped noisily in my chest, watching the three of them join come together on the bed with an unspoken understanding of what was about to unfold.

Calvin, with a confident yet gentle touch, pushed Gemma’s legs open, revealing her pussy to everyone’s gaze. Her small, pink lips were moist and puffy and he lowered his head, his tongue tracing a path along her inner thigh before reaching her most intimate area. Gemma let out a soft moan as he teased her open with his black fingers, showing her pink, wet hole, her back arching slightly in response to his touch.

My cock was aching to be touched and as if reading my mind, Fleur’s hand found its way to my thigh, her touch light yet suggestive, sliding upwards to gently stroke my throbbing erection. She leaned closer. I could feel the heat of her skin against mine as she slowly played with me, a silent invitation to join in the sex that was happening.

Meanwhile, Jason positioned himself near Gemma’s head, his long erection prominent. Gemma turned towards him, her hand reaching out to grasp him gently before guiding his circumcised head to her lips. She took him into her mouth, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes occasionally meeting mine, filled with a mix of desire and a silent question for approval.

Calvin’s attentions between Gemma’s legs grew more intense, his tongue and lips working in unison to elicit soft cries of pleasure from her, muffled by the girthy cock in her mouth. The sight of her, so open and responsive to another man, was both jarring and incredibly arousing.

Then, with a fluid motion, Calvin moved, positioning himself between my wife’s thighs, his stiff dick pointing at Gemma’s entrance. He paused for a moment, looking at me as if seeking silent permission, and then when I didn’t object, he slowly pushed his cock into her. Gemma’s eyes closed, a soft sigh escaping her lips as he began to move, making love to her with a rhythm that was both tender and passionate.

Jason stepped aside, giving Calvin room to fuck her, his eyes fixed on where Calvin’s cock was penetrating her. The room was filled with the sounds of their union, the soft moans, and the rhythmic creak of the bed.

I glanced over to the others, noting that Fred was atop Lauren, his ass moving up and down between her thighs like Calvin’s were doing to Gemma. Fleur’s hand on my cock tightened, her gaze shifting between the two couples on the beds and me. I was acutely aware of her presence, her interest in me, but my focus returned to Gemma and Calvin, the sight of them kissing now as they made love, making me suddenly tremble, my knees going weak for some reason.

“Sit down,” urged Fleur, releasing me from her grip to slide a comfortable-looking leather chair nearer so I could take a break but I shook my head.

“I’m fine,” I reassured her but as Calvin and Gemma moved together quicker now, their bodies in perfect sync, I realized that this moment was another turning point, a second crossing of a threshold in our relationship. She’d already slept with Andre, her first post-marital lover but this was different again, she was with another stranger, another black man, and this time I was watching it happen in the flesh.

Then Gemma came, her moan muffled against Calvin’s mouth as their lips pressed together urgently. Her thighs quivered violently but Calvin kept fucking her, thrusting hard but slowly, drawing her climax out as long as he could manage. When she calmed down, Calvin lifted himself from the bed, giving me an easy grin as he stepped back to make room for Jason, who smoothly took over. He positioned himself behind Gemma, guiding her onto her hands and knees. The transition was seamless, a testament to my wife’s state of arousal that she didn’t question him. She just did as she was bid, offering her body to Jason in an unspoken understanding and then turned her attention back to Calvin, who took his turn to stand in front of her. She reached out, taking him into her mouth, her movements rhythmic while Jason aimed his stiff dick at her wet hole, then slid inside her slowly, causing her body to tense for a moment at the invasion of the slightly bigger cock.

The sight was mesmerizing and overwhelming. Gemma, caught between two men, moved with their thrusts at each end. Jason’s hands gripped her hips firmly, guiding her back onto him with each thrust. The sound of their bodies meeting, the soft moans and gasps from Gemma, filled the room, any noises from the other bed forgotten as I stared in amazement at the sight before me. I could see my wife’s pussy lips stretched out around Jason’s girth as he drove in and out of her in a steadily increasing rhythm.

I glanced over at the other bed, where Lauren was in a similar position. Fred was now behind her, his movements mirroring Jason’s, while Earl stood in front, receiving the same attention from Lauren as Calvin was from Gemma. Max, sitting at the edge of the bed next to Andre, watched intently, his hand pumping his erection, clearly aroused by the scene unfolding before him.

Fleur, still close by my side, pressed herself against me, whispering in my ear, “It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Watching people fuck.” Her hand found its way back to my erection, her touch gentle yet insistent.

I nodded, unable to find words. My attention was torn between the scene before me and the sensations Fleur was eliciting as I looked at my wife. The sight of Gemma, so completely immersed in being fucked by her two lovers, was both daunting and incredibly arousing. I felt a surge of emotions - jealousy, desire, admiration, and yet a deep, overwhelming love for her.

As the pace of both couples fucking quickened, the sounds of passion grew louder. Jason and Fred moved with a synchronized rhythm, their bodies driving into Gemma and Lauren with a primal urgency. The women responded in kind, their bodies moving in perfect harmony with their lovers, their groans echoing over the top of the distant music in the enclosed space of the bedroom.

The eroticism in the room was still growing, building to an almost tangible level. I watched, transfixed, as first Gemma then Lauren reached their peaks, their cries of pleasure echoing off the walls as they orgasmed within moments of each other. Jason and Fred were both thrusting into the two women fast now, deep and powerful.

Gemma reached back, pushing Jason away and collapsed onto the bed, her breathing heavy, a sheen of sweat on her skin. Lauren, similarly spent, lay beside Fred, her body still trembling from the intensity of her climax but the men weren’t done yet. Earl took his turn behind Lauren, sliding into her effortlessly and beginning to ram his big dick into her hard.

Calvin slid his body behind Gemma, rolling her to her side and lifting her leg so that I could see him slide his cock back into her but then Fleur pulled me by the shoulder, catching me by surprise and I fell backwards into the chair which she’d placed behind me.

“I want you,” she whispered and before I could object, she straddled me, grabbing my cock and guiding it into her shockingly wet pussy. Max, having reached his own climax, cum dripping from his hand, looked over at me with a mix of satisfaction and camaraderie. Fleur, sensing his attention, looked at him and smiled, then began to ride me in the chair.

As Fleur’s movements became more rhythmic and intense, I found myself caught in a whirlwind of sensations. Her body moved with a fluid grace atop me, each motion driving a mix of shock and pleasure through my being. The unexpected turn of events left me momentarily dazed, but the warmth and wetness of her enveloping me pulled me back to the present.

The room around us continued to pulse with the aftermath of passion. Gemma, now with Calvin, seemed to have found a second wind, her moans mingling with the sounds coming from the other bed, of Lauren riding Andre enthusiastically.

Fleur leaned down, her breath hot against my ear. “You feel so good,” she whispered. Her hands explored my chest, her nails lightly grazing my skin, sending shivers through me and as her pace quickened, I felt myself getting closer to the edge. Her pussy was tight, higher than Gemma’s, surprisingly. The room seemed to blur around me, the sounds and sights merging together in a haze.

With a final, intense surge, I reached my climax, the release overwhelming in its intensity. Fleur continued to move, riding the waves of pleasure with me until she too reached her peak, her body shuddering in response to the feeling of my cock shooting my seed deep inside her.

As we both caught our breath, the reality of what had just happened began to sink in. I had crossed a line I never thought I would, yet in the midst of it all, there was a sense of liberation, of having explored a part of myself that had remained hidden.

Fleur dismounted gracefully, giving me a soft, lingering kiss before standing up. She smiled at me, then leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips before retreating a few steps so I could stand up and continue watching my wife. I saw my cum trickle down her thighs as she walked.

I walked over to the bed, looking at Gemma, who was now lying in Calvin’s arms, a contented smile on her face. His cock was flaccid, sliding out of her in a pool of sticky white cum that oozed from her pussy. She’d seen me and Fleur fucking and I wondered how she’d react but as our eyes met, she giggled, sending a sense of relief through me.

I looked over my shoulder to see Lauren on her back on the other bed, the three black men standing over her, jerking their cocks and then I looked back at Gemma to see Jason doing the same, putting his cock over her face to cover him in his cum. My wife didn’t even close her eyes, she sat there with her mouth open and her tongue out, encouraging him to do it.

“Cum in my mouth,” she murmured sexily. “Give it to me.”

Max was standing next to me, watching my wife rather than his girlfriend as Jason shot his load, his cream splashing on Gemma’s face, coating her forehead and cheek before a second release landed on her tongue, which she swallowed eagerly. Then she took hold of his cock, licking and cleaning the tip and he ran a hand through her hair, shoving it in her mouth for a moment, holding it there and enjoying it as she gagged slightly, then he stepped back, finally spent.

As the intensity of the moment began to wane, the men gradually retreated from the bedroom, leaving a tangible sense of satisfaction and exhaustion in their wake. The air was thick with the heady scent of sex as Lauren rose from her bed, her movements languid and relaxed, and walked over to where Gemma lay.

“Did you have fun?” Lauren asked Gemma, her voice playful yet sincere. Gemma looked up with a smile that radiated contentment as the redhead joined her on the bed, their naked, cum and sweat-soaked bodies close.

“It was… amazing,” Gemma replied, her brown eyes sparkling with excitement.

Lauren chuckled softly, her gaze shifting to me. “And you, Paul? How was it watching your wife get fucked like that?”

I hesitated for a moment, searching for the right words. “It was… more intense than I expected. But seeing her so satisfied, it was worth it.”

Max, who had been quietly observing the exchange, spoke up. “Why don’t we all lie down together for a bit? Just to relax and enjoy the moment.”

We all agreed, and soon found ourselves on the large bed, the boundaries of our relationships blurred yet comforting. Gemma lay between me and Max, her body a bridge between our shared experiences. Max’s hand tentatively reached out, gently caressing Gemma’s side, his touch exploratory yet respectful and when she didn’t object, he slid it to her breast, feeling the size and weight of it, then dipped his head to take her nipple in his mouth.

Lauren, lying on my other side, turned to face me. Our eyes met, and without a word, we leaned in for a brief, tender kiss. Her lips were soft, and the kiss was filled with a sense of understanding and mutual respect. I let my hands roam her body as Max’s were doing to my wife, enjoying the softness of her skin, the firm mounds of her breasts and her nipples, stiff to my touch.

I let my hand move further down, sliding between Lauren’s thighs, feeling her wet heat of her pussy and I dared to slid a finger inside her, making her gasp and giggle. I heard the same sound from Gemma and looked up to see that my wife had spread her thighs, showing him her pussy properly and my friend responded by running his fingers through her fine, small patch of dark pubic hair before rubbing her clit gently with his fingers. Gemma shuddered, another small climax running through her before pushing his hand away.

As we lay there, the four of us intertwined in a quiet embrace, my fingers still exploring Lauren’s pussy, the possibility of exploring this further one day hung in the air until Lauren pulled away and sat up, joined by my wife who did the same, stretching her arms above her head.

“Well, this is unexpected,” Max chuckled.

“Perhaps it’s something we can finish when we get back home,” Lauren replied, her green eyes meeting mine. There was something between us - where it had come from, I didn’t know - but there was suddenly a connection that I’d never felt before. “What do you think?”

“Maybe,” Gemma replied. “I’m going to need a good rest tomorrow before we get on the plane. I have a feeling I’m going to be a little sore after tonight” She giggled and winked at me, finally closing her legs as Max got up from the bed.

The party was over, and everyone seemed satisfied and exhausted. The hour was so late that the horizon was beginning to glow softly with the light of the approaching sunrise. Everyone got dressed and as Gemma and I walked back to the hotel and our room, hand in hand, the events of the night replayed in my mind. It was a journey that had tested and strengthened our bond, opening doors to new possibilities and deeper connections. The vacation was nearing its end, but the memories and experiences we had shared would stay with us, a reminder of the passion and love that defined our relationship.

“You know,” my wife said as we finally walked through the door and into our room with its bed inviting us to lay down and sleep. “I think I four letter word Jason, Calvin and Andre.”

“What?” I frowned, hearing my heart start to thump in my chest again. “You love them? How is that possible?”

“Love isn’t the only four letter word,” Gemma chuckled, stripping off her white summer dress and lying down on the bed with a sigh. “Fuck. Lick. Suck. Dick. Cock. Also four letter words.”

“Right,” I laughed, joining her on the bed and pulling her into my arms.

“But the only one I love is you, Paul,” she murmured, easing herself further into my warm embrace.

“You said it,” I gasped. “You finally said the L word.”

“I did.” She lifted her head and kissed me on the lips. “I love you.”

She closed her eyes and at that moment, I saw the first glimmer of sunlight through the open window, the bleeding edge of the sun cutting the horizon over Montego Bay.

A new day lay ahead, and a new chapter of our marriage.

And I couldn’t wait.


Epilogue

The hum of the airplane’s engines provided a soothing backdrop as I gazed out of the window, watching the clouds drift lazily by. Beside me, Viola was absorbed in a book, her expression serene yet focused. The flight from Jamaica to Italy was a long one, but it gave me time to reflect on the events of the past few days and the deal I had struck with Donna.

“Are you okay, Dennis?” Viola asked, nudging me from my reverie.

“Sorry,” I apologised, breaking the silence between us. “I was just thinking. We’ve finally made some headway with Donna. She messaged me as we were boarding. Once her lawyers give the green light, she’ll visit us at the Azure View to finalize the divorce papers.”

Viola looked up from her book, her dark hazel eyes meeting mine. “That’s good news, Dennis. It’s been a long time coming.”

I nodded, feeling a sense of relief mixed with apprehension. “Yes, it has. But there’s something else on my mind.” I paused, recalling Johannes’s words. “Johannes mentioned something… about you. He thinks you’re in love with me.”

Viola’s cheeks flushed slightly, and she quickly looked down at her book. “Johannes always had a vivid imagination,” she said, her voice steady but not entirely convincing.

I smiled, knowing her well enough to sense the truth behind her words. “Viola, you know you can tell me anything. We’ve been through so much together.”

She met my gaze again, a hint of vulnerability in her eyes. “Dennis, you’re my best friend, my confidant. Let’s not complicate things.”

I decided not to press further, respecting her boundaries. We sat in comfortable silence for a while, each lost in our thoughts.

As the flight attendant passed by, I couldn’t help but notice her – young, blonde, pretty, with a friendly smile. She caught my eye and returned the smile, a subtle flirtation in the air. I flirted back, enjoying the brief interaction, but my mind was elsewhere.

I glanced at Viola, whose nose was buried in her book again, lost in reading. I wondered how long I could keep hidden the Azure View’s darkest secret, the one that only Viola and I shared. It was a secret that had bound us together, a secret that could unravel everything if it ever came to light.

And with Donna’s impending return to Italy, the risk of that secret being exposed loomed larger than ever. I leaned back in my seat, closing my eyes, the weight of that thought heavy on my mind.

As the plane soared over the vast expanse of ocean below, I couldn’t help but wonder what the future held for us all. The hotel awaited our return, its secrets nestled within its walls and later, as the plane touched down, I braced myself for what was to come, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead. The Azure View had been my life’s work, a sanctuary of secrets and desires. But every secret has its price, and I knew that the day of reckoning was drawing near.

* * *

Dennis, Viola, Donna and Johannes will return in ‘Sarah: Give Me Five,’ coming May 2024.

Gemma, Paul, Max and Lauren return in ‘Gemma: More Than Words,’ available now!


Afterword

This isn’t the last of the Holiday Hotwives series. I’m planning at least one, possibly two more books, with next volume, provisionally titled ‘Sarah: Give Me Five’ planned for May 2024.

Also, this is only the beginning of Paul and Gemma’s journey into the interracial hotwife lifestyle. I’ve enjoyed writing my latest couple so much that I wrote a spin-off for them. Check out ‘Gemma: More Than Words,’ available right now!

Finally, thanks for buying and reading my books, following me on social media or Patreon, or however you support me. It’s all very much appreciated.

Until next time, stay horny!

Paul


Gemma: More Than Words
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The spin-off story, Gemma: More Than Words, is out now on Amazon!

Get your copy today! https://geni.us/gemma2
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Paul Garland is an author of erotic novels and short stories, guaranteed to keep you turning the lust-filled pages until the early hours of the night. He lives with his wife and two children in a small house in the suburbs of Sheffield, England along with a lazy green budgerigar, an African Grey parrot that curses and a tubby tabby cat which would love to eat either. (Preferably the vulgar-tongued parrot.)

He has been writing since the turn of the millennium but only turned to the erotica genre in 2018 with his Cerulean Erotica Presents series and No Angels series of books which rapidly gained him a following. In 2020, he began ‘The Cuckold Collection,’ a brand new collection of cuckold-themed books and two new series of shorter stories: The No Angels Stories, The Sexy Season Stories and The Cerulean Archives. 2022 began two series, Holiday Hotwives and A Size Queen Story and 2023 introduced a new series, Improper Investigations and two ACHE collaborations. 2024 sees more in the Cerulean Archives, Holiday Hotwives, Improper Investigations, Size Queen Stories and the third ACHE collaboration.

You can connect with me on:
[image: ] http://www.paulgarland.net
[image: ] http://www.twitter.com/eroticapaul
[image: ] http://www.facebook.com/paulgarlanderotica
[image: ] http://www.instagram.com/paulgarland
[image: ] https://medium.com/@belgarionten
[image: ] https://www.patreon.com/paulgarland


Subscribe to my newsletter:
[image: ] https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/7375561e-1ec9-11eb-a48c-6f06a9bd6d9e
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