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Prologue

There’s an island out in the middle of the Caribbean Sea meant for a specific kind of person. You won’t find it on any maps - it’s so far removed from civilization, it doesn’t even have a name. Not officially anyway. We’re talking way, way out there.

You could say it’s one of those islands that cannot be found except by those who already know where it is kind of deals.

Those that know it, call it Heartbreak Cove. It’s a magical place where certain like-minded couples can come together and make their wildest fantasies come true while relaxing in five-star villas overlooking white sand beaches and crystal blue water. Water so clear, you can see straight to the bottom all the way out to the horizon.

When they aren’t busy exploring their wild sides, they can relax in the cool shade of the palms and sip a tropical drink or two.  

There’s no judgements. Few rules. And after the drinks start flowing, very little inhibition. The only real limits tend to be the extent of your imagination and your own self-consciousness.

Heartbreak Cove got its name not because people got hurt there, though that sometimes did happen, but rather because of the feeling people got when it was time to leave.

Couples who visited tended to be repeat guests and some even made the trip upwards of six or seven times a year. Which, when you consider the distance and the cost...well, it’s quite a commitment to the community and the lifestyle that Heartbreak Cove caters to.

The resort is a members-only, uber-exclusive club and couples can only gain access if they are invited by another couple who already belongs there. But once you’re in, you are a member for life if you find it suits you.

While there are some first-timers who decide Heartbreak Cove isn’t for them, most people find the private villas, five-star restaurants, state-of-the-art fitness studios, infinity pools, saunas, bottomless drinks, and night after night of Caribbean sunsets to be too good to pass up.

And the parties? Well, the parties get pretty wild. But we’ll get to that in a minute.

Some couples come with a tremendous amount of trepidation and unease and they can’t get past it. They don’t let their guard down. They just don’t have it in them to really go there.

But some couples, special ones, find a way to overcome their fears and break on through to the other side. They push the limits of human sexuality and take themselves right up to the edge of what it means to be in a relationship.

Those couples go home forever changed. Having formed an indelible bond that few people ever get to experience because they dared to trust each other and their instincts.

Have faith and ye shall be rewarded.

Noah and Amy Harrington were one of these couples. And what follows is the story of their first ever visit to Heartbreak Cove.


Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being cancelled.

Not by me, but by my wife when she found out that Claire and Liam had to cancel at the last minute.

I couldn’t believe it.

Not that I was mad at them. Claire’s mother was sick. Cancer. Life’s a bitch and I understood that all too well.

But now I was afraid Amy was going to back out too.

It took months of pleading and tactful negotiation to get her to even consider it and the fact that we would have Claire and Liam there as a safety net was what finally convinced her to commit to giving it a try.

Now it was just going to be the two of us and my stomach was in knots. There was almost zero chance Amy would still be up for the trip.

And it wasn’t the nearly ten-grand in non-refundable travel expenses that had me upset. Drop in the bucket for us.

No, this was like waking up on December 25th to find out Santa called in sick and Christmas was cancelled.

This was something I had been looking forward to for a long time. Amy was finally warming up to the idea, really getting into it.

This Claire and Liam bombshell I was about to drop on her was going to knock us back to square one, or worse.

In about twenty minutes I’d be home early from work, just as we’d planned.

Amy would be waiting in the lobby of our apartment building with our bags packed, ready to go.

Now I was going to have to tell her to head back upstairs and unpack. We would not be catching our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

Instead, we’d be searching for another way to spend the long holiday weekend that we suddenly had no plans for.

As I weaved in and out of traffic on my way through the Lincoln Tunnel, I held a tiny memorial service in my head for the epic trip that was now D.O.A.

I thought about the private villa overlooking the Caribbean that was waiting for us. The tropical drinks, the white sand, the clear blue water...the parties.

Claire and Liam had been going to Heartbreak Cove for a few years now and every time they came back they were glowing. Healthier. Younger looking even.

I envied them.

They’d spent most of the previous year convincing us to give it a try after extending an uber-exclusive invite to us to join The Club as they referred to it.

And now they were screwing me.

I thought about Amy lying naked on our bed on top of soft white sheets in a bright white room, her blonde hair falling down around her breasts and shimmering against her sun-kissed skin. I pictured the curve of her hip as she lay facing me, our eyes locked in a passionate gaze as she smiled at me and opened herself up for...someone else…

My pants tightened around my crotch as I found myself stiffer than I’d been the first time I stole my dad’s raunchy Beer-Calendar collection back in the seventh grade.

I soon found myself in Midtown, a few blocks from our building. Hard on still raging. I could see the valet standing outside in his red coat and white gloves.

I thought about the Mets and their prospects for the upcoming summer and I went from midnight back down to six in the blink of an eye.


Chapter 2 
(Amy)

I couldn’t believe we were actually going to go through with it. I was excited, nervous, and more than a little unsure.

But our friends asked us to go and after a little coaxing from my husband, we said yes. We made a commitment.

Noah made all the arrangements, booked the necessary accommodations, and there was no backing out now.

Thankfully, our friends Claire and Liam would be with us every step of the way.

Noah would arrive in twenty minutes and soon after we’d be in a cab on our way to catch our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

I stood in the lobby of our apartment building, bags packed and ready to go. A nervous anticipation flowed through me.

There was a pit the size of Texas in my stomach and more than once I thought I might vomit. At one point I even took my phone out to call Noah and tell him I couldn’t go through with it.

I knew he’d be upset - not because of the money, we could afford it - but because he was just so excited. This trip was going to be a dream come true for him.

For me? Well, I wasn’t sure.

I found the idea both incredibly exciting and incredibly nerve-racking.

What if something went wrong? What if we did something we couldn’t come back from? What if our relationship couldn’t handle it? What if…?

But then I reminded myself what Noah told me. That I didn’t have to do anything if I didn’t feel comfortable. We could just go and enjoy the beach and soak up some sun. Just because we were going didn’t mean I had to...

My mind drifted off...it was around Christmas, about two years ago. I guess you could say it was the catalyst. The event, if you will, that took us down this path.

We were at Noah’s company Holiday Party and it turned into a wild night for the two of us.

After the party we went out for a few more drinks, as if the open bar at Le Fin wasn’t enough.

Eventually we ended up in a limo Noah had hired for the night and to take us to our beach house in the Hampton’s for the remainder of the weekend.

More drinks followed in the limo. I’d packed a few airplane bottles in my purse in case of emergency and we decided to crack them open and enjoy the ride.

We weren’t exactly wasted, we knew how to enjoy ourselves responsibly. But we were definitely feeling loose.

I remember as soon as we got in the door, Noah was unzipping the sexy little black dress I’d bought just for the occasion and before I knew it we were on the hardwood floor in the foyer and his rock hard cock was inside me and I was running my fingers through his dark hair as he sucked hard on my neck. I knew he was going to leave a mark but it felt so good that I didn’t care.

I could feel his chiseled abs and rock hard chest pressing down on me as he ravaged my body.

We always had good sex. But the sex we had we when were a little drunk was always just...well, Noah had a tendency to get more aggressive and quite a bit kinkier.

Only this time, he said something that took me by surprise.

“You know what would be so hot?” he whispered in my ear. “If we had a threesome.”

Okay, obviously a threesome is not all that surprising coming from a man. It probably tops every male sexual fantasy list out there.

But, I enjoy dirty talk so I decided to play along.

“Oh yeah? You think you could handle me and another girl at the same time?”

He thrusted himself deeper into me and I felt myself edging closer to climax as I clenched myself around his dick.

“No, no. Not that kind of threesome,” he said, almost out of breath. “I want to see you with two dicks. Me and another guy…” his voice trailed off as he pummeled me harder and harder.

“I want to watch you get fucked by someone else,” he said as he nibbled on my ear.

I came immediately and he came shortly thereafter. I’d never considered having sex with someone else, let alone doing it in front of my husband or with my husband. But I have to admit, even then, I did find the idea very arousing.

The problem was, it also made me feel guilty once things cooled down a bit.

After that, Noah collapsed on the floor beside me and we each lay there in total silence as we tried to catch our breath.

I can’t speak for Noah, but I know what was on my mind right then: the thought of another dick inside me. A dick that wasn’t my husband’s.

I felt myself getting wet and horny again and immediately felt bad. I pushed the thought away and stood up to get some water and change into my pajamas.

Neither of us said another word about it that night and we eventually went to bed and drifted off to sleep.

I awoke the next morning to a dripping wet pussy as Noah gently slid two fingers in and out, caressing the walls of my vagina ever so softly to coax me awake.

It was a nice way to wake up.

Before I knew it he was back on top and inside me again. He was even harder than the night before and I felt like I was going to come immediately.

Then he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Remember what we talked about last night?” I felt his warm, stale breath tickle my ear and broke out in gooseflesh.

Yes, I remembered.

I was instantly wetter and began to breathe harder and faster.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“What did we talk about?” he asked with a devilish grin on his face as we locked eyes.

“Having a threesome…” I said, gasping for air, “me with two dicks…”

He thrusted harder.

“You watching me. Watching me get fucked…”

As soon as I said fucked I could feel him emptying his load inside me. A warm, full feeling washed over me and I came harder than I’d ever come in my life.

He collapsed back next to me on his side of the bed gasping for air, totally spent.

The lobby door swung open and in walked Noah, snapping me out of my trip down memory lane.

“Hey baby, all set?” Noah said as he approached me.

“Hey sweetie,” I said, “Yep, all set.”

Looking back, I should have known something was wrong by the way he was carrying himself. But for some reason, I didn’t pick up on it. My radar was being jammed and I didn’t have a clue.

Maybe it was willful ignorance on the part of my subconscious. Maybe, deep down, a secret part of me was just dying to go on this trip.

When I think back on it, I’m almost positive that’s what it was.

Funny how that works, isn’t it?

And I’m glad it worked out that way because as I would come to find out, Claire and Liam were really onto something.

Getting railed by a random dick while your husband watches, as he stares deeply into your eyes and tells you how much he loves you as you moan and shake and writhe on another man’s giant cock...well, it’s the best drug there is and while it almost didn’t happen, when it did, I was a junkie right from the start.

“Heard from Claire and Liam?” I asked.

“Hmm?” Noah said, pretending he didn’t catch the question.

“Have you heard from Claire and Liam,” I repeated.

“Listen…” he said, a pregnant pause hung in the air.


Chapter 3
(Noah)

“...Uhh yeah. There’s been a change of plans.”

Alright, don’t judge me. It was a split second decision. I had to make a call and I went with my gut. I figured she might be a little mad but eventually, she’d forgive and forget and the whole incident would be something we’d look back on and laugh about.

And selfishly, I just couldn’t bear to let this one go. I was afraid that by next year the window would be closed.

Amy could’ve been pregnant by then.

We weren’t exactly trying but we weren’t not trying either.

In my mind, I viewed this trip as my one shot.

So, I lied.

“They had to check in on Claire’s mom’s first so they’re going to meet us there,” I said, trying to play it cool.

“Oh, is she still not feeling well?” Amy asked with genuine concern.

It felt like a punch in the gut.

“Yeah, I think so. I’m not sure, we didn’t chat too long,” I said, looking around nervously despite my desire to play it cool. “Should we hail a cab?”

“Sure,” Amy said, and with that we grabbed our bags and headed out to the street to flag down a cab and head to the airport.

. . .

I felt guilty the whole ride. We barely spoke. Amy kept asking nervous questions and I brushed her off gruffly with my responses and buried my head in my phone, pretending to fire off some last minute work emails in the hope that she would get the hint and leave me alone.

We arrived late at the airport and security was an absolute mess.

I told a few more small lies as we weaved in and out of pedestrian traffic in the airport, checked our bags, and pushed our way through security.

“Claire and Liam already boarded,” I said, holding up my phone as if I’d gotten a text.

“Well, we better hurry up then,” Amy said and picked up the pace.

We made it to the gate just as they were making a last call for passengers. We boarded and took our seats and that’s when everything unravelled.

Amy looked across the aisle and saw two empty seats where Clair and Liam should have been and I had no choice but to come clean.

After I told her, well, I ended up being wrong about her only being a little mad. She totally lost it.

If I had to guess, we were probably only seconds away from having the air marshals escort us off the plane.

Eventually, the flight attendant was able to convince my wife there was no way for her to lawfully exit the plane as the gate was already closed and to attempt to do so now would end up with her spending the night in jail.

That and a tall glass of vodka was enough to convince her to be seated and buckle her seatbelt.

Eventually, we took off and were on our way to the Caribbean.

I’ll spare you the rest of the boring travel details, plus technically I was sworn to secrecy, but when we landed we drove by private car to a nearby port and with a smattering of other couples, boarded a fancy yacht and sailed several miles into the open ocean and within a few hours disembarked on the private island that was home to the legendary Heartbreak Cove.


Chapter 4
(Amy)

Endless white sand beaches, the bluest water you’ve ever seen, magnificent, tall palm trees and stunning villas lining the shore.

It was the most beautiful place I’d ever been in my life and I was in the foulest mood I can ever recall.

I couldn’t believe what Noah had pulled. He never lied to me.

What happened to not doing anything I didn’t want to?

I didn’t even get the chance to object.

Claire’s mom was still sick alright. Stage four-fucking-cancer.

I was livid.

The trip, as far as I was concerned, was irrevocably ruined.

I didn’t say one word to him the entire journey. And it was a journey let me tell you.

In retrospect, I suppose that should’ve helped me see just how badly he thought he wanted this to happen and I should have taken pity on him.

But I was seeing red and in no mood for trying to see things from his perspective.

I’d also been drinking the entire trip to take the edge off and I was feeling combative, vindictive, and...horny as hell.

While Noah handled check-in for us, I sat on a chair in the bright white lobby and took in the clientele.

Most of them were older and frankly, unattractive. But there were a few couples our age and some of the husbands were decently attractive.

But I found myself drawn to one of the bartenders at the lobby bar. He was tall, dark, and handsome. And so buff.

I watched him wipe down the bar with a rag, his biceps bulging from beneath his golf-shirt with each motion.

I felt myself getting flush and a little turned on.

That’s when Noah arrived with our room keys and snapped me out of my lustful day dream.

“Still mad at me?” he said.

I crossed my arms and looked back at the bartender. I think Noah caught me looking but I wasn’t sure.

He handed me a room key.

“Our room is ready,” he said.

He offered me his hand to help me get up. I swatted him away and stood up on my own.

We silently walked across the lobby and down the left wing of the main building to find our private villa on the beach.

The views were incredible as we entered an open-air hallway that led us along the beach, but all I could think about was my husband and how pissed I was.

Mainly, I thought about how I was going to get back at him and make him pay for his deceit.


Chapter 5
(Noah)

As soon as I closed the door Amy unleashed a torrent of obscenities on me that had me worried we’d soon be kicked out or arrested in some kind of domestic disturbance scenario.

It was as though she’d saved it all up the entire trip and was now coming down on me with the wrath of a thousand suns.

And, in truth, I deserved it.

But that didn’t make it sting any less.

To make matters worse, she was a little drunk and she reached for some fairly sharp knives. Metaphorically speaking of course.

“Babe, please just try to lighten up a little. I think if you…”

She scoffed in my face.

“Lighten up?! Are you fucking kidding me Noah? You lied to me!” she roared.

“Please, I’m sorry can we just sit and talk about this,” I reached for her hand to try to pull her onto the bed next to me and just as she had in the lobby, she swatted my hand away.

This time much harder and it actually hurt a little.

She brushed past me and went into the bathroom, which was gorgeous by the way, and slammed the door in my face as I raced over to her.

I heard the click of the lock and sat down on the bed.

After several minutes it became clear she wasn’t going to the bathroom nor was she freshening herself up and trying to put on a good face.

She was holing up in there to get back at me.

I pounded on the door several times, begged and pleaded. Apologized and groveled.

“Go fuck yourself,” was the common refrain I received for my efforts.

After a while, I gave up and decided to get some air.

“Alright fine, I get it. I’m sorry. I think we should both just cool off and talk about this in a little while,” I paused and was met with silence.

“Ok, well. I guess I’ll head to the bar and grab a drink. Do you want me to bring you back anything, food...bottle of wine?”

Nothing.

So, I threw my hands up in the air and left the room.

I can’t be absolutely sure, but I swore I heard another, muffled “go fuck yourself” as I turned and headed back towards the lobby.


Chapter 6
(Amy)

As I heard the door to our villa slam shut I managed to get out one last, “go fuck yourself.” I never asked him, but at the time I really hoped he heard me.

I waited a few moments and then unlocked the bathroom door and quietly, cautiously emerged from the bathroom to make sure Noah wouldn’t hear anything and get the idea to come back and check on me.

Once I felt the coast was clear, I tiptoed over to the door and flipped the heavy, metal latch lock across the door so that even with his keycard, Noah wouldn’t be able to get in if I decided I didn’t want him to.

I finally exhaled, relaxed a little. Honestly happy to be rid of my husband.

But then I realized my buzz was fading and I was starting to feel a little hungover after all the in-flight drinks and free shots on the yacht ride over.

This made me angry all over again and I decided to raid the bar area of our room and milk it for all it was worth.

It was an all-inclusive afterall.

I happily accepted the challenge.

First I downed a shot of expensive tequila and then popped a bottle of champagne.

I chased two healthy glasses of the bubbly with another shot of tequila and was suddenly feeling loose and like I could take on the world.

But then I thought of Noah.

How was I going to get back at him? I wondered.

I cracked a beer and took a healthy swig, contemplating my options.

Alright, fine. He wants to play it this way? I guess I’ll just give him what he wants. I’ll play along. Let’s see how he likes his fantasy when he isn’t the one in control.

I chugged the rest of the beer, crushed the can, let out a manly belch for good measure and tossed it in the waste bin next to the television set.

Let’s go find that sexy bartender, I thought to myself as I put on my sexiest one-piece and slipped a cover-all over top.

I put on my floppy beach hat and straightened it in the mirror.

Most girls are modest about their looks, but I’m not. I’ve always been keenly aware of how hot I am and I never hesitated to use it to my advantage.

So, yeah. I looked good.

And if I wanted to get some random dick to stick it to my lying husband, well, I wasn’t going to have any problem at all pulling that off.

I grabbed my sunglasses and headed out the door.

It was payback time.


Chapter 7
(Noah)

I stewed in my guilt at the lobby bar, gazing out at the tiny waves crashing on the beach a few hundred yards away. We were in paradise alright, but I was starting to think Amy might never forgive me.

“What’ll it be?”

Startled from my stupor, I looked up to see the bartender, hands pressed firmly on the bar in front of me, eager to take my order.

It was the large, dark skinned man I’d caught my wife checking out as she pretended to ignore my existence while I checked us in for the weekend.

“A cold beer would be nice, lager please,” I said.

The man gave a nod and pulled a pint glass out from beneath the bar and walked over to the tap to fill it. He slid it across the bar to my outstretched hand.

“Here you go, Mr. Harrington,” he said with a smile. He motioned to the empty seat next to me.

“And will Mrs. Harrington be joining us?”

“No, she’s uh...taking a nap,” I said.

Then it dawned on me.

“How do you know who we are?” I asked.

He laughed to himself.

“We make it a point to know all of our guests here at Heartbreak Cove, even the newest ones. You’re invitees of the Coopers, right?”

I took a large gulp from my beer, my eyes welled with tears from the cold sting and carbonation.

“Mmm, Claire and Liam, yes that’s right. Actually, they’re supposed to be here with us, but uhh, they had to cancel last minute.”

“That’s a shame,” he said, “really like those two, that Mrs. Cooper, she’s a real firecracker.”

I smiled to myself, not surprised. I slapped my hand on the bar and stood up, tossing a twenty dollar bill on the bar.

“Thank you very much Mr. Harrington,” he said as he reached out and casually took the twenty into his massive, powerful hand and placed it in his pocket.

“My name is Lenny, if there’s anything you need, anything at all, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

I nodded and smiled, hoping to end the conversation and enjoy my beer in peace and quiet.

“Seriously, anything at all he said. The staff here, I’m sure you’ve noticed - well, we’re more than just servers and waiters…” he said directing my attention to the bar area and surrounding restaurants.

Every last one was a man. Tall, jacked, and objectively beautiful.

I looked back at Lenny and he raised an eyebrow.

“We’ve all been hand-selected based on a set of strict criteria.”

“The criteria being?”

“Objective beauty, face symmetry, height, athleticism, body fat percentage and…” his voice trailed off, but I could tell he was only doing it for effect. He leaned closer and whispered to me.

“Package size.”

That last one almost made me spit out my beer.

“Sorry, package size?”

He nodded as he wiped down an empty pint glass and placed it on the rack over the bar.

“We’re all at least nine inches...at least,” he said, heavy emphasis on the at least the second time around.

That made me full-on choke on my beer.

“I’m sorry, but why would they -”

“We understand that oftentimes the clientele that shows up well, they aren’t always the most desirable men. Some women don’t mind. As long as the man has a decent sized hog and knows how to use it, they’re happy to be fucking someone who isn’t their husband for a change.”

I couldn’t believe my ears.

Hired guns.

“Other women have a more discerning eye,” he said.

“They’re picky?” I offered.

“You could say that,” he said before continuing on.

“And some women have more specific tastes, a type...or a kink you might say.”

“For instance?” I asked, egging him on. The beer was starting to loosen me up a bit and I was both fascinated and a little creeped out to hear what the deal was here.

“Like, let’s just say some women really like to have their chocolate cake and eat it too if you know what I mean.”

“That must work out nicely for you,” I said.

He winked and nodded.

I finished my beer, contemplating what Lenny had just shared with me.

This was a spicy little detail that Clair and Liam had forgotten to mention. Or perhaps it was supposed to be a surprise.

Then I thought about Lenny, specifically Lenny slapping his at least nine-inch long, black cock on the creamy skin of my wife’s pilates-toned tummy as he prepared to enter her and rearrange her guts and I felt a gush of blood rushing into my cock.

I stood up abruptly.

“Well, I better get back to the room and check on my wife,” I said.

I suddenly found myself talking just a little too loud. Not quite a yell, but awkwardly close.

Lenny chuckled. Then he flashed his friendly smile once more and produced a chilled bottle of white wine and handed it to me.

“Don’t want to return empty handed,” he said and pointed his index finger to his temple to indicate he was doing my thinking for me.

“Good call, Lenny. Thanks. I owe ya,” I said.

Then I turned and headed back in the direction of our villa.

“Oh and Mr. Harrington,” he called out, “please join us on the terrace this evening at 10:00pm, I’ll be uh, serving up there all night, I’d love to meet the Mrs.”

I gave a wave with my hand to acknowledge the suggestion and was off to try to make amends with my angry wife.

Maybe, eventually that was indeed something Lenny would be able to assist me with.


Chapter 8
(Amy)

My legs felt a little wobbly from all the booze and lack of food I’d put in my stomach. But nonetheless I found myself gliding with an air of confidence and determination that I seldom possessed as a civilian back in the Big Apple.

No one at Heartbreak Cove knew who I was and that kind of anonymity can be priceless, and quite liberating.

I was also, as I would soon find out, dead wrong about no one knowing who I was.

I don’t really recall how I ended up on the third floor of the main lobby building. Parts of that first afternoon at Heartbreak Cove are still more than a little fuzzy to me.

But one way or another I got turned around on my way to the bar to find that sexy bartender and I got lost.

After wandering around in a booze-fueled haze, I stumbled into what appeared to be an empty banquet room.

Fed up and exhausted, the beer tears well-up inside and I sat down to cry.

Thankfully, before the waterworks began, I noticed that I was not in fact alone. A tall, tan skinned man was breaking down tables and cleaning up the room.

“You’re a little late. Missed a hell of a party last night,” he flashed a smile at me and looked at his watch. “It only ended a few hours ago. So close,” he said, snapping his fingers.

“Wait, the party from last night only ended a few hours ago?”

“Don’t worry,” he said, “there’s another one tonight. And the night after that.”

“What about the night after that?” I teased.

He shook his head solemnly. Then laughed.

“Just kidding, of course. It’s nonstop, 24/7 around here,” he paused for a moment. “Is there something I can help you with, Mrs. Harrington?”

He knew my name. Needless to say that caught me a little off guard.

“How do you know who I am?”

“We make it our business to know who all of our guests are, Mrs. Harrington. Even the new, prospective ones.”

I laughed nervously.

“Please, call me Amy.”

“Ok, Amy. So, is there something I can help you with?”

He was suddenly standing over me and offering a massive hand out to help me up off the cold tiled floor.

I took it without thinking and with his massive, tree branch arms he swiftly pulled me onto my feet just inches away from his chiseled chest and etched-in-stone jaw line.

For a second, my breath caught in my throat and I felt flustered.

Then, I had an idea. It was wrong, I knew that. But in the moment, I didn’t give a fuck.

Noah wanted to play games, I thought, then let’s play.

“As a matter of fact, there is something you can help me with, Brad,” I said looking at his name tag. “You see, I got a little lost and I could really use someone to walk me back to my room and help me get my bearings. This place is just so...big, you know?”

“Believe me,” Brad said, flashing a mischievous smile that indicated he was picking up whatever it was I was putting down. “I totally understand, Mrs - Amy. But I think you’ll find, once you loosen up a bit, that there’s a lot of big things about Heartbreak Cove besides the size of the buildings...if you know what I mean?”

“Oh, I know exactly what you mean,” I said, “And I am so, so ready to be loosened up.”

It was at that exact moment he pulled me into his chest and wrapped me up tightly in his arms.

Suddenly, without warning, or without any fanfare really, someone who wasn’t my husband was kissing my lips ever so gently and then he pulled away.

“Let’s go get you loosened up then,” he said and led me out of the room.


Chapter 9
(Noah)

As I walked back to our villa, chilled bottle of white wine in hand, courtesy of the guy who my wife had definitely been checking out, I couldn’t escape this sense of impending doom. This sense that while our trip may have been wholly and irrevocably ruined, that the worst was yet to come.

I stopped outside the entrance to our suite and smoothed my hair over with my free hand and took a deep breath, put on my best puppy dog face, and prepared to give a faithful and honest act of contrition and throw myself at the mercy of my wife, who I hoped at this point had at least cooled off from an 11 to like a 7 or a 7.5.

I took my key card out of my pocket and swiped it across the card reader above the door handle.

The lock chirped and the small LED light embedded in the plastic reader flashed green.

I heard the electrical whirring of the lock unlocking itself and the final click that let me know I could enter the thunderdome. I think I secretly wished she’d asked the front desk to void my card so that I wouldn’t be able to get in.

For a brief second, I fantasized about finding a place on the beach to crash for the night before trying again in the softer light of a new day.

But alas, no such luck.

I pressed down on the handle and shifted my weight forward to open the heavy metal door and braced myself to absorb another torrent of obscenities and verbal abuse.

But the room was empty.

“Amy?” I called out even though I knew I wouldn’t receive a reply.

The room was immaculate save for the area by the mini bar which looked like a hurricane had hit it.

Empty liquor bottles. A half finished bottle of champagne, and a crushed beer can were littered about.

It appeared Amy had a little party without me. And by the looks of things she had gotten pretty damn wild.

My stomach dropped when the realization hit me that my boozed up wife was off galavanting about the grounds of an adults-only lifestyle resort completely unsupervised with her inhibitions lowered and a score to settle.

I pictured her at the pool, talking and flirting with some buff guy, her bikini top already removed, she was fitting right in.

The sense of impending doom and dread only intensified in that moment when I thought of all the things she might be doing to get back at me. All the ways she might be able to make me sorry I hadn’t heeded the old folk wisdom: be careful what you wish for, because you just might get it.

The only thing I couldn’t understand was this: if I was so worried and upset that my wife might be off flirting with another guy - or worse - why was my dick so fucking hard?

I tucked my raging hard on up into the waistband of my trunks and turned to go find my wife. I wasn’t sure what I hoped to find when I did, but the situation below the belt was certainly pointing hard in a very wicked and devious direction.


Chapter 10
(Amy)

Brad guided me down the third floor corridor and into the adjacent stairwell where he pinned me up against the wall and kissed me again.

This time hard and fast and deep.

I felt a tingle in my tummy but pulled away from him this time.

“Wait,” I said. “Let’s wait until we get back to my room,” I said in a hushed tone.

“It’s ok, we can have sex anywhere you like. This is that kind of a place,” he said.

The thought of being dicked down by some random stranger I’d only just met in an abandoned stairwell at a plush, uber-exclusive swingers resort on a private tropical island drove me insane, but I had to control myself.

I had a plan.

“No, I know but...my husband,” I stammered.

“Oh, your one of those couples?” he said with a smirk.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know, where the husband likes to watch.”

“No, well…” I stopped myself mid sentence and decided to just run with it. I smiled. “Yes, yes exactly. We’re one of those couples.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I couldn’t believe I was going to do this. What had gotten into me? I wasn’t even sure if I was still mad at Noah.

In fact, I think I was just using that as an excuse. I wanted to be bad. I wanted to cheat on my husband. For him.

Because being so naughty, all of a sudden just felt so damn good.

And Brad was so hot, I wondered how big he was as my hand drifted down to feel his crotch, almost as if it had a mind of its own.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

It was huge.

“You like it?” he asked with a smirk.

I bit my bottom lip and nodded, still rubbing my hand over the outside of his pants.

He was at least twice the size of Noah and trust me when I tell you, my husband wasn’t necessarily small by any means.

It’s just, as I would come to find out there’s dick and then there’s big dick. And there’s a big difference.

My breath was quickening and I could feel myself getting so wet and turned on at the thought of dropping to my knees, whipping his cock out, and taking him into my mouth right then and there.

But I stopped myself.

I didn’t want to be that bad.

Something like that would really be cheating after all, wouldn’t it?

But, if I took Brad back to our room as a surprise for Noah, well...I mean he asked for it right? This whole thing was his idea.

He couldn’t get mad at me for making his wildest fantasy come true could he?

Just then Brad leaned in and kissed me hard again, this time with lots and lots of tongue. It made me weak in the knees.

After a few seconds I broke it off and lightly pushed him away.

“Wait, just wait. Let’s go. Let’s go to my room, I can’t wait to see that thing,” I said.

I grabbed Brad’s hand and led him down the stairs to the main lobby. It was all coming back to me.

Suddenly, I knew exactly how to get back to our villa.

Funny how that works.

My heart was racing and I couldn’t wait to see the look on Noah’s face.


Chapter 11
(Noah)

I was distraught.

I wandered the resort grounds aimlessly and with a serious, serious case of buyer’s remorse. I’d searched everywhere. High and low. Called her phone a whopping twenty-seven times. Each time went straight to voicemail.

I even stopped back at the bar and asked Lenny if he’d seen Amy.

He hadn’t and I think he could tell I was worried. He promised to keep an eye out and phone the room if she stopped by the bar.

He assured me she was probably fine. Even hinted that perhaps she was already enjoying the amenities, but I knew what he meant.

He was suggesting that she’d found a horse-cocked stud and was already letting loose. Letting loose without me.

Cheating on me.

This idea, despite the erection raging in my pants, did not sit well with me.

Out of options and nowhere else to go, I decided to head back to the room and hope Amy was either already back, or that she’d come to her senses and return soon.

I couldn’t help but feel this was the biggest mistake I’d ever made in my life.

I’d miscalculated badly and now, somehow, thanks to my own stupidity and hubris, my perfect, amazing marriage seemed like it might legitimately be in jeopardy.

Who in their right mind would want to offer their wife up like a piece of meat to be enjoyed by some other man?

Well, apparently I did and apparently I wasn’t as sound of mind as I’d allowed myself to believe.

I just wanted Amy back. I wanted her to not be mad at me any more. And quite frankly, I wanted to go home and pretend this never happened.

I really, really wished in that moment that I could take everything back.

As I approached the door to our villa and took the keycard out of my pocket, I stopped.

I could hear Amy’s muffled voice on the other side.

The sense of relief was hard to describe. But then I wondered, who was she talking to?

Probably, I decided, she was talking to Claire. Or more likely ranting to Claire. Filling her in on all the gory details of my big deception.

I took a deep breath, steadied myself and prepared to beg forgiveness and to offer to leave the resort that very instant if that’s what Amy wanted.

I didn’t care if we spent another minute there. I didn’t care how difficult it was to arrange travel back at such an irregular hour.

Didn’t matter much it cost.

I was ready to move mountains to get back in Amy’s good graces and put this whole thing behind us.

I swiped the card across the card reader, waited for the green light and mechanical whirring of the lock to commence and then I pressed down on the door handle and entered the suite.

“Amy, look. I’m sorry,” I started to say but stopped short.

Everything I’d just been prepared to say and do was suddenly out the window. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Yes, my wife was back. But there was another man in the room. A big, hulking mass of a man who was naked from the waist down.

And Amy, in nothing but her bikini bottoms, was on her knees in front of him, reaching out to wrap her tiny hands around his big, thick cock.

She turned to face me as I entered the room, lips curling into a wicked smile.

“Hey baby,” she said, “You’re just in time for the show. Thank god you showed up because, well...I wanted to wait for you but I don’t know how much longer I was going to be able to resist this thing,” she said.

Without breaking eye contact with me, she wrapped her knuckles around his shaft and began gently stroking him to life.

“Looks like you’re going to get exactly what you wanted after all,” she said.

I watched as her wedding ring danced and sparkled in the afternoon sunlight that was pouring in from the west side of our villa.

My stomach dropped. My heart went up into my throat.

I couldn’t move.

“Sit down on the bed, Noah,” she said. “I’m about to make your wildest fantasies come true.”

And with that, she turned from me, opened her mouth, and took his throbbing, fleshy member into her mouth and began slurping and sucking with an enthusiasm I’d never seen before.

I was stunned.


Chapter 12
(Amy)

Noah walking in at that exact moment - the moment where I was about to say fuck it and throw caution to the wind and just let Brad fuck my brains out without my husband’s blessing - that was a sign...I think.

It made me feel like what I was doing would be ok, that Noah would love it. It sounds silly I know, but that’s what I felt in the moment.

So, I just went with it.

He seemed in a trance from the moment I wrapped my tiny little hands around Brad’s massive cock. He simply stared and obeyed when I told him to sit down on the bed.

He didn’t even say anything.

Not so much as whimper.

He just walked over to the bed, sat down and stared at me.

That’s when I turned away and started giving Brad head. I don’t know how to explain it but, normally I don’t really care for sucking dick.

Some girls love it I guess but for me, it was more of a necessary duty than something I really enjoyed doing.

But now I realize it was because I’d never sucked a cock that big before and something about just felt so slutty and good, it was such a turn on.

Having Brad fill up my mouth in a way that Noah never could...well, it just felt so wrong that it was so...right.

I was instantly drenched and surrendered to the moment. I could feel Noah’s eyes on me as I worked my way up and down another man’s shaft.

I was sopping, dripping, soaked - pick your favorite.

So wet, I could feel my own juices trickling down the inside of my thighs. I reached down and felt myself and began fingering my wet pussy while I sucked off Brad.

There would be time to sort out what this all meant later. I had a huge, gorgeous cock all to myself and I was going to get dicked down in front of my husband...for my husband in fact.

It was in that moment of clarity that I lost all control and transformed into a true slutwife for the very first time.

And it felt so fucking good.


Chapter 13
(Noah)

I wanted to move, but I couldn’t. I was paralyzed on the bed. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t do that either. It was like an invisible set of hands had gripped the sides of my skull and kept it pointed firmly in one direction: the direction where I had a perfect view of Amy, down on her knees sucking another man’s cock.

To this day, it still feels like a dream.

I was scared and overwhelmed. Conflicted ten ways to Sunday.

But I kept looking down at my crotch. I was harder than I’d ever remembered being in my life and that said something. Didn’t it?

I mean this was the whole reason we came, the whole reason I planned this trip, the whole reason I lied to Amy just to get there.

But this wasn’t how I imagined it going down either. I always imagined that I’d be in control, that I’d have to coax my wife into it, nudge her along.

I didn’t think she’d be the one taking charge out of revenge. The more I thought about it, the more wrong it felt. The more I felt we shouldn’t be doing this...not in this way.

The problem was the more I convinced myself of how wrong the situation indeed was, the harder and harder my dick got.

The adrenaline and dopamine in my system increased. The butterflies in my stomach were having a rave and I was practically drooling after my wife with the intense jealousy and lust I felt watching her give herself over to another man, cheating on me to even the score.

Fuck, it was so hot.

So, I decided...what else could I do? It was happening, I might as well go with it and enjoy the ride.

We could sort out what it all meant for us, for our future, for our marriage...all of that stuff, we could sort it out later.

I gave into that primal craving for instant gratification and reward, consequences be damned, and just lived for the moment.

I took my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking myself, very slowly. The rustling noises coming from where I was sitting broke Amy from her trance long enough for her to turn around and see me jerking off on the bed.

She looked deeply into my eyes, so deep that she was in fact peering into my soul.

And I don’t mean that hyperbolically, I literally believe she could see into my depths in that moment. She smiled, Brad’s cock still in her mouth, and I’d never seen her look more beautiful than in that moment.

We were on fire with the power that lit the stars strewn across the universe in their multitudes and experiencing something on a completely different plane of existence.

Something only a lucky few ever get to experience in their lifetimes.

I can’t explain it, you just have to feel it for yourself.

I took deep breaths, steadying myself. I didn’t want to cum too quickly and ruin the fun. I knew Amy was just getting herself warmed up for one hell of a show.

Soon, she stood up and pressed her petite frame up against Brad’s massive abs and pecs, making out hard and furiously rubbing his cock. She pressed it up against his pelvis so that it was pointed straight at the ceiling and nearly touching the top of his six-pack as she rubbed it from tip to balls, ever so gently.

Amy stopped kissing him and looked down to marvel at his magnificent package a bit more, then she looked at me.

“Oh my god, look at how big he is, baby…” she looked back at Brad’s dick, then over at me, or more specifically at mine.

“He’s like, two or three times your size, fuck. I don’t know if this is going to fit.”

If it was possible, even more blood flooded into my shaft, engorging my dick to the point of pain when I heard Amy compare his cock to mine.

That’s when Brad took control.

He grabbed Amy and respectfully, but forcefully led her over to the bed area so she’d be closer to me. He bent her over so that she was resting her arms on my legs, her hands gripping the tops of my knees.

“Oh, we’re gonna make it fit,” he said, rubbing the head of his cock up and down, against the entrance to her pussy, driving her wild. “And you’re gonna love taking every inch of it.”

Just then, Brad thrust his hips forward hard and fast. I watched Amy’s eyes go wide and I could see in them that she was experiencing a pain that hurt so, so good. Brad was inside her now, going deeper and deeper, to places I’d never be able to reach. Not in a million years.

Amy reached to my side and took my hand in hers and leaned forward to kiss me.

There was no turning back now, no undoing what was already done.

We’d crossed the first threshold and were now approaching the inmost cave. The only question was what monsters, if any, were waiting for us there.

But again, we could face them later. For now, we were only living for the present.

I pulled back from our kiss and whispered in her ear, “I love you.”

But she was gone. She was biting her bottom lip, eyes shut tight, feeling every inch of Brad’s thick cock plunging her depths.

She couldn’t hear me.

“I love you,” I whispered, harder this time and with more force. “I love you so much.”

But she couldn’t hear me because right then, she started coming harder than I’d ever seen a woman come before in my life.

And in that moment, a great fear took hold of me.

What had I done?


Chapter 14
(Amy)

All sounds faded into one. Or nothing. I can’t be sure. All I remember was the physical sensation that was unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

I think Noah was talking. Saying something to me even. But I didn’t care. Not right then.

My ears were shut tighter than my eyes in some strange way as the thick, bulbous head of Brad’s giant pink cock spread my pussy lips wider than they’d ever been spread before and took my breath away.

Literally, I sucked in a whoosh of air and for a moment I was afraid to exhale as I felt all of his dick pressing up into my stomach so far that I thought it might come out my throat.

Then Brad pulled back and stopped so that just the tip was still inside me and gave me a chance to catch my breath.

“Holy shit,” I whispered. I have a vague recollection of holding a fistful of white linen in my left hand while I dug my nails so hard into the flesh of Noah’s pale thigh skin that I’m surprised I didn’t draw blood.

Who knows though, maybe I did. Details like that from that fateful day are hard to come by. What I remember most are the sensations I felt so deeply inside myself.

That feeling of awakening to an intense pleasure that I never knew existed.

Seriously, I never knew a person could feel such euphoric, physical pleasure across every square inch of their body.

But then again, this was my first truly big cock. And boy, I had so much to learn...and in that moment I remember thinking too, ‘I have so much lost time to make up for.’

That was when Brad made me come for the first time. I screamed so hard I think I scared the living daylights out of Noah.

Before I could gather my wits, Brad was plumbing my depths once again and I was gone.

I don’t recall how long it lasted but it seemed to stretch on forever and yet felt like it went way too fast at the same time. Eventually, Brad busted a fat load all over my tits and it was over. I remember playing with the creamy, white goo a little with my fingers, rubbing it into my skin a little before sticking my index finger into my mouth to taste his sweetness.

I don’t know how to explain it but I guess it was like I said before: getting railed by some random dick while my husband watched, string deeply into my eyes and telling me how much he loves me while I basically ignored him, moaning, shaking, and writhing on another man’s giant cock...well, it was the best drug I’d ever taken in my life and I was a junkie right from the start.

I don’t think Noah felt the same way, at least not at first. He took some warming up to the idea. Which, was a funny role reversal if you ask me.

But he could probably explain it better than me.

When we finished, Brad quickly cleaned himself up, got dressed and left without much fuss or fanfare.

I collapsed onto the bed, totally naked, my tits still glistening with Brad’s hot, sticky cum. I put my hands behind my head and exhaled deeply, staring up at the ceiling.

That was when Noah attacked me. Without a word of warning. He was on top of me, a crazed look in his eye that I’d never seen before.

And then I felt him inside me and I was coming so hard all over again.


Chapter 15
(Noah)

I don’t know what came over me. I was like a man possessed by two different demons, both with their own nefarious agendas.

On the one hand, a part of me didn’t even want to be around Amy in that moment, let alone look at her.

But another part, a bigger, louder part you might say, wanted to ravage and reclaim her freshly defiled body as my own. I wanted to plant my seed deep inside her belly and let her know who she really belonged to.

Not in a patriarchal, possessive sense mind you, but in a primal, lustful, competitive kind of way. I was in competition with Brad and what I could not make up for in size, I was determined to make up for it with sheer, raw passion and enthusiasm.

I practically lunged at her and was kissing her deeply and passionately. I tasted the stale, bitter notes of Brad’s cock on her breath and for some reason got turned on even more.

I looked down to see his drying come splattered across her breasts and was lost in lust. Head over heels I went into my carnal desires. I took my hard cock in my hand and guided it towards her pussy which eagerly and easily accepted me inside without any protest.

She was wet and wide, well-used from the pounding Brad had given her and I simply loved it.

I went to town, thrusting away at her insides as if I was trying to carve out my own place inside her, separate and distinct from the one Brad had carved.

Soon, Amy was coming again harder and louder than she ever had before...with me. But it was still nothing compared to what Brad had made her do.

That realization both saddened and frightened me a little but I could no longer exercise control over my own body.

My breathing had increased rapidly, my pulse was skyrocketing and soon I was in the throes of a toes curling orgasm myself as I unleashed a torrent of hot come deep inside of Amy.

She ran her fingers through my hair, breathless and panting.

“Oh Noah, oh Noah, oh baby,” she whispered over and over again.

I collapsed in a heap next to her on the bed and we locked together in a loving embrace and without even bothering to pull on the covers, we fell asleep in each other’s arms and slept for what felt like days.

. . .

When I awoke, it was mid-morning the following day. We’d been asleep for nearly fifteen hours. Amy was still sleeping soundly on the bed next to me and as I watched her, the memories of the previous day came flooding back and a feeling of dread and horror washed over me.

I thought of how hard I’d made her come right before we drifted off to sleep. And I was temporarily relieved, blood rushed into to fill my shaft and I a feeling of lustful pride washed over me.

That is until I then recalled how much harder Brad had made her come. Then I felt myself withering just as quickly.

It was in that moment that I fully and totally, with utter and complete comprehension, understood the meaning of be careful what you wish for.

Some fantasies should stay just that: fantasies.

As in not manifested in the real, physical world we call reality where real people have real feelings and insecurities that can totally ruin their relationships if they are preyed upon the right aways.

What had we done?

That was the question I kept asking myself over and over again.

What had she done?

What had we done?

What had I done?

When Amy finally stirred she smiled at me. Her eyes were narrow slits and so she couldn’t tell but I was staring daggers at her.

“We need to talk. Get up,” I said.

I was mad.

I was hurt.

I was scared.

So, I lashed out.


Chapter 16
(Amy)

Waking up was not as magical as falling asleep was.

I had dreams that night, but I could hardly remember them.

The juxtaposition of the most restful, peaceful sleep with the look on Noah’s face when I woke up was quite jarring.

I had a small hangover, but nothing major and I remembered everything from the night before.

Uh oh.

I remembered everything from the night before...in one quick highlight reel and then Noah said those four dreaded words.

We. Need. To. Talk.

I guess this was later. I guess this was when we would sort out what “it” all meant.

Now was the time to pay the piper and figure out what went down and what it meant for us and our marriage.

I felt a pit in my stomach, I was nervous.

I was scared.

But do you want to know the truth? I didn’t have any regrets.

In fact, for a brief moment, I felt myself getting wet all over again thinking about how hot it all was.

Besides, it was what Noah wanted and he lied to me, manipulated me to get me here and now what? He was going to make me feel bad about it?

I didn’t think so. But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t afraid of losing him, of losing us.

So, I did my best to hear him out and be civil. Let him have his turn to freak out a bit you might say.

Only, it didn’t go so well.


Chapter 17
(Noah)

Amy sat up in bed, an innocent almost quizzical look on her face.

It was as if she was expecting something else. Maybe another round of sex?

Only I wasn’t in the mood all of a sudden.

“What’s wrong,” she asked.

I launched into my tirade with the same gusto as I’d attacked Amy with the night before after Brad had rearranged her insides right in front of me.  

“What’s wrong? Seriously? Do you remember what happened last night?”

She stared back at me and opened her mouth to speak but I cut her off.

“Or were you too drunk?”

“I wasn’t that drunk,” she said, which drew an involuntary scoff from me.

“Really? Our demolished minibar begs to differ.”

She folded her arms, the innocent look from her face was gone. She was suddenly indignant and ready to spar. Her lips pulled into a thin smile.

And in that moment I knew I was wrong, about everything. I had no right to be mad. Not after what I pulled to get her there and not after I enjoyed the show and stayed for an encore after that.

I was being unfair to her. I was attacking her for no good reason other than as a way to cover up my own pathetic insecurities.

But I couldn’t help myself.

I was spiraling.  

“Well, I remember everything.” And she said it just like that, enunciating every syllable just so. Everything.

Boy, that stung.

And you know how pain when you’re already angry can make you ten times as angry? Yeah, well.

I unleashed a hurtful, spiteful torrent of obscenities of my own, careful not to degrade her or her character, but I reached for some decently sharp knives as well so to speak.

And then, before she could say anything in response, I grabbed my wallet and phone and slammed the door shut in her face.

The only proud moment for me in that whole ordeal was that although I badly wanted to tell her to her to go fuck herself in the same manner she’d done to me the day before, I refrained.

I managed to show a modicum of restraint and looking back, perhaps that was a bigger deal than I realized at the time.

I walked away from our villa towards the main hotel lobby, I had only one destination and one activity in mind and even though it was well before noon.

The bar.

Drinking alcohol to drown my sorrows and figure out what was next.


Chapter 18
(Amy)

When Noah slammed the door, it shook the very foundation of the villa and rattled the glass in the window panes.

I wasn’t sure exactly what time it was, but it was surely too early for a commotion like that in a place like this. For a few minutes, I worried that someone would call to complain or that we’d be kicked out for disturbing the peaceful, serene setting that so many had come to for tranquility and fun.

But after a while I put that worry aside and got around to worrying about the real issue: why was Noah so mad?

I gave him exactly what he asked for…and then some. How in the world was this reaction fair to me?

Instead of taking pity on him and feeling sorry, I felt myself getting made at him all over again. Even madder than I was at him for lying to get me there, this was worse.

This was a betrayal in some deeper sense.

How could he hold this against me when it was his desire, his fantasy, his obsession?

The best thing to do, I figured, was to get dressed and go find Noah.

I stood up, Brad’s dried come was still covering my tits and Noah’s hot, sticky load had oozed out of me little by little through the night and had caked itself onto my inner thighs.

What a little slut, I thought to myself and I felt myself getting wet all over again.

I went over to the bathroom for a quick shower, but I just couldn’t help myself.

Thinking of Brad’s giant cock destroying my insides while Noah watched, a rush of adrenaline flooded my nervous system and I just had to get myself off.

I used the pulsing shower head to stimulate my clit while I slipped three fingers inside myself and fantasized about taking another giant cock in front of my husband.

Only in my fantasy, it wasn’t Brad this time. It was that sexy, black bartender from the day before.

I imagined what his cock must look like, I wondered if it was as big as Brad’s. I thought about the contrast of our skin.

And I started coming so, so hard all over again.

When I finished, I washed myself off in the shower, got dressed and ready and went out to find Noah.

It was then that I started feeling guilty. I wasn’t blameless in this.

If I didn’t cheat on my husband, I had flirted with a very fine line. I was operating in the greyest of areas and what I needed - what we needed was clarification and reconciliation.

We needed to hit reset and start over.

I decided I didn’t care what I had to do.

I loved my husband and I loved our life.

We could get through this, even if it meant swallowing my pride and apologizing to him.

I knew there was a path back.


Chapter 19
(Noah)

I bellied up to an empty, quiet bar at around 10:30 in the morning and was greeted by a familiar face.

“Mr. Harrington, good morning. What can I get for you to start off this fine day?”

It was Lenny and he was smiling ear to ear, full of energy and vigor.

“Please, call me Noah. And a vodka soda with lime sounds just about right, thanks.”

He flashed his infectious smile at me and went to work making my drink order. When he was finished, he slid the already sweating glass across the bar to me.

“There you go, Noah.”

“Thanks, Lenny.”

I raised my glass to him in salute.

“Missed a hell of a party last night,” he said as he turned on the TV above the bar to some lackluster Premier League match.

“Excuse me?”

“On the terrace, last night. Remember, I told you there was a party? I’d hope to see you and Mrs. Harrington there, but you never showed.”

He seemed truly disappointed.

“Amy,” I said. The whole Mr. and Mrs. thing made me a little uncomfortable.

He gave a nod to indicate he’d absorbed the information.

“Either way, you missed one hell of a time. Lucky for you, we’re having another one tonight. Same time, same place.”

“Woopee,” I said with all the sarcasm in the world.

Lenny stood up straight and studied my face with genuine concern for my well-being, then leaned forward on the bar.

“Talk to me, my man. What’s got you down?”

I hesitated, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to divulge in any kind of great detail what had happened the night before but something about the way he was staring at me made me feel like he might already know - the gist of it anyway.

So, I took a deep breath and I told him what happened. When I first started, I intended to keep it brief, a high-level summary, just the broad strokes.

But I spilled my guts.

It felt like confession. Insert the old bartender-priest equivalency cliche here, please.

Sure, it may have been silly, but Lenny really seemed like he was listening. Like he felt for me. There was a catharsis in unburdening all the hurt and insecure feelings to someone who didn’t really know me, someone who, even if they were judging me, I didn’t really care what they thought of me or my life.

There was clarity in that.

Then, when I was finished, Lenny crushed me.

“Ok, so what?”

“So, what?” I began to recite bits of the story again.

“I know, I know, you already told me that. Again I say, so what? You asked for this, my man. Far as I can tell your wife gave you everything you ever wanted and then some. And it sounds like you enjoyed the hell out of it. Now you want to be a big, insecure baby about it and crush her for being vulnerable and accommodating to your sick fantasy?”

I opened my mouth to speak but the words wouldn’t come.

“Tell me something,” he said, “do you think your wife ever seriously entertained the idea of fucking someone else before you put it in her head?”

He had a point.

“Before yesterday, did you have any doubt that she loved you, did you ever have any doubt that she loved fucking you? Do you really think she’s the one to blame here?”

I was starting to feel really lousy.

“Look, I know what goes on here. Hell, I am a willing and able facilitator of controlled adultery for those who wish to partake. I’ve seen this story play out here many times before.”

“You have?”

He nodded, his face turning very serious.

“Husbands come down here with this fantasy in their heads and the second their wife even so much as touches another guy, they get all insecure and go to pieces. I never know what happens when they return to their real lives - wherever they may be - but dollars to donuts I bet nine out of every ten, never recovers.”

“Divorce?”

Lenny nodded again.

That sent a shiver down my spine.

“Like Mike Tyson said, everybody’s got a plan until they get punched in the mouth,” Lenny said. “For a lot of guys, seeing their wife with someone else was always part of their plan, problem is they didn’t realize what it would actually feel like. They get punched in the mouth so to speak and after that, well…”

“What?”

“That’s when you find out what kind of man you are. What kind of marriage you have. Do you have the guts to see this through, wherever it leads, go the distance - to use another boxing cliche - or will you fold up like a cheap suit and go home a loser?”

I finished my drink and nodded for another. Lenny went to work whipping me up another vodka-soda with lime and kept schooling me.

“Now, let me ask you this. Did you enjoy yourself last night?”

I nodded. I had to concede I did.

“More than enjoyed it,” I chuckled.

“Right. And so what exactly made it turn sour for you?”

I thought long and hard. It was...Brad.

“It was just that afterwards, when she was with him he made her...you know. And then with me, I mean she did then too, just not as…”

“Hard?” he said, a knowing tone in his voice.

“Yeah.”

“And then she spent the night with Brad and woke up in his arms?”

I blinked. Shook my head. Was this guy listening to me?

“What? No, I told you. We made love and then fell asleep in eachothers arms, and then…”

He was smiling.

“And then you woke up on a beautiful Caribbean morning after the most intense, powerful, magical sexual experience of your life - which you got to have with your beautiful wife and your best friend in the world, which by the way, not many people can claim - and you decided to what?”

I hung my head lower than my shoulders.

“I decided to yell at her and try to make her feel bad...I made us fight about it.”

“Mmhmm, and how do you think that made her feel? First, you lie to get her here. Then she decides to play ball, and okay, maybe she was outside the base path a little bit, but she laces ‘em up and decides to take a swing and you crush her for it?”

Now Lenny was shaking his head at me.

“How do you think all that is going to make her feel about you? You’re her husband, my man. I don’t know you, but you seem alright to me. Like a pretty good guy. You’re supposed to be in this together.”

I downed the rest of my drink.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Lenny took my empty glass without offering to make me another drink.

“Yeah, fuck.” He said. “But here’s the good news: there’s a path back.”

“There is?”

“Yes, you go back. You apologize. You make amends. You both fucked up: you didn’t communicate. Sure, she could have handled it better but this all starts with you my man.”

“You’re right...but what about -”

He held up his hand and cut me off.

“Forget all that. Just go back, get on the same page. Talk it out. Make a plan, a real one and then move forward. Remember, you tried it out. Maybe it’s not for you guys. That’s ok. Enjoy the beach. Enjoy each other. Relax.”

I left a tip on the bar and shook his hand.

“You’re right. Thanks, Lenny.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” he said, “well, and my uh,” he glanced down at his crotch and gave a hearty chuckle.

As I turned to leave, he called after me.

“Good luck, Noah! And things go well and you two decide to, well...I hope to see you at the party tonight at ten, but no pressure.”

I turned and waved and made my way back to our villa. Amy and I had quite a bit of talking to do, but mostly, I needed to apologize and beg forgiveness. I needed to do that which I’d intended to yesterday afternoon, but for now I owed double or triple the groveling just to get back to even.

I could only hope that I wasn’t too late.


Chapter 20
(Amy)

I found Noah pretty easily.  He went straight to the lobby bar and sat down for a drink. I was going to sidle up to him at the bar, order a drink and try to make peace.

But something stopped me.

Instead I watched him for a little bit from across the lobby, safely out of sight.

More than just him, I watched that sexy bartender that I just could not get my mind off of.

He and my husband appeared to be fairly familiar with each other, which was a surprise to me.

They also appeared to be having quite the deep conversation.

Sure, Noah was the only person at the bar, but the bartender seemed to take a keen interest in him. Almost like he was giving him advice.

I tried to get closer so I could hear what they were saying without giving myself away.

Thanks to the cover of some fortuitously placed plants and palm trees in the open-air lobby, I managed to get within earshot.

And while I couldn’t quite make out every word, I was able to get the gist of it and it sent my heart soaring.

It seemed as though this bartender guy was helping Noah...helping us.

Why? I couldn’t say.

I smiled.

There was a path back, I knew it.

And more than just a path back for us. A path back to that rush, that high I’d experienced the night before with Brad.

Remember I said I was a junkie right from the start.

So I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t on my mind. I didn’t want to just get my relationship back on track.

I wanted to get it back on track and heading back in the direction that would allow me to get some more big, random dick.

Noah’s barstool scraping on the hard floor of the bar, signaling he was getting up to leave, snapped me out of my stupor just in time to scamper ahead of him and back to our villa in plenty of time to be ready and waiting for us to have “the talk.”

I was nervous, excited, and more than a little wet.


Chapter 21
(Noah)

So there I was, once again taking that old, familiar walk from the bar back to our villa to try to talk to Amy.

That was when it hit me, for nearly thrity-six hours we’d barely spoken a word to each other that wasn’t related to one of two things: fighting or sex.

Here we were, a long weekend in paradise and we hadn’t taken the time to talk. To love each other. To connect and enjoy our time together.

That made me feel really lousy.

It was a short walk, but it was long enough for me to decide something. Enough was enough. This was silly. I was wrong to lie to her. I was wrong to get mad and try to make her feel bad for doing something that I told her I desperately wanted. Something I wanted so desperately that I manipulated and deceived her in my attempts to get it.

And now what? Like a petulant child, things didn’t go exactly how I’d envisioned so I was going to throw a tantrum?

Just who did I think I was?

I hardly recognized myself.

I resolved to do better. And to apologize and to do whatever it took to smooth our relationship over and back on track.

And maybe more than that, back on the track that would allow us to actually explore what we came here to explore in the first place.

Together. As one.

I took a deep breath, swiped the card key one more time, and entered our suite.

. . .

Amy was sitting on the bed, a vision of pure and perfect beauty. She’d showered and changed and curled her luscious blonde hair ever so slightly, just the way I liked it.

She was looking down at the floor, her soft gaze lost in thought. When she heard me come in, she slowly lifted her chin towards me, her eyes clear and bright, and she smiled at me.

I melted.

“Amy, I’m so sorry,” I started to say, but she held up a hand to cut me off.

She stood quickly and met me halfway in a charged and loving embrace that made my stomach do the same backflips it had done when we’d first met all those many years ago.

“I’m sorry too,” she whispered.

We kissed. It was deep and passionate and slow. Wet and sensual. It was like we were two estranged lovers rediscovering each other for the first time in a while.

It was nice.

Then, we let each other go and each of us, at the exact same time said the same exact thing: we should talk.

It appeared we were back on the same page already, and after our nervous laughter subsided we sat down on the bed and hashed it out. Like adults. Like a couple.

Like people who really loved and cared about each other.

And we got to the bottom of it.

I told her everything, my reservations, insecurities, what made me mad and what made me horny with lust. And she explained herself to me, I listened intently and apologized even more so.

In the end, we both agreed we feared the same thing: losing each other.

“It was just when I thought about how you were with Brad versus how you were with me, it made me worried that you’d...I don’t know…”

“What? Not enjoy you anymore?”

“Yeah,” I said, it sounded silly when spoken aloud like that.

She put her hands on my shoulders.

“Noah, honey, I could never not enjoy you. I love you and you’re the man I’ve chosen above everyone else. Pardon my directness, but that’s something that dick size just can’t make up for. You understand that right?”

I shook my head. What a fool I’d been.

“Yeah, yeah. I know. You’re right.”

We hugged tightly again, wiped the mist from our eyes, and looked around the stunning villa with sweeping views of the most beautiful beaches in the world.

“So, what do we do now?” Amy asked.

I took a deep breath.

“We wipe the slate clean. This is our first day and we’ll come into this as we intended. We’ll explore together and we’ll see how it feels. We don’t have to do anything we don’t want to do. No pressure.”

She nodded.

“And if we do find something - someone - we want to do?”

When she said someone, my mind reflexively went to Lenny, again him slapping his big, dark cock against my wife’s milky white belly as I watched him prepare to enter her.

My dick got rock hard and I swallowed a gulp down my throat.

“We’ll communicate and respect each other.”

She put her hand on mine and smiled.

“Good. Now, let’s get something to eat, I’m starving,” she said.


Chapter 22
(Amy)

“Wait, there’s someone I want you to meet,” Noah said as we made our way across the lobby to one of the amazing restaurants on the premises that we had yet to take advantage of, among other things at Heartbreak Cove.

He pulled me in the direction of the bar, the one I’d seen him at earlier. The one with the handsome and oh-so sexy black man who I kept fantasizing about.

I felt my heart fluttering in my chest as the man at the bar looked up, locked eyes with me and smiled the most gorgeous smile I’d ever seen - besides Noah’s, of course.

I walked with Noah - no, more like floated - over to the bar and before I knew it the bartender was taking my tiny hand in his and shaking it with a firm-but-not-too-firm grip that made me go weak in the knees.

“Lenny, this is my wife - Mrs. Harrington, a.k.a, Amy,” Noah said, “Amy, this is Lenny. He’s uhh, been a friendly ear for me I guess you could say. And he’s been dying to meet you.”

He had been?

I giggled like an idiot.

“Nice to meet you, Lenny,” I said.

“It’s a real pleasure,” he said, taking my hand and raising it to his beautiful, full lips and kissing it ever so gently.

Swoon.

“You’ve got a real good one here,” he said, pointing to my husband who I had almost, once again, forgotten was standing there right next to me.

“Yeah, yeah I do,” I said.

“Can I get you guys something to drink?” he asked.

“Oh no, we’re just on our way to grab a little lunch,” Noah said. “But since we’ve been uh, you know, I figured I’d stop by and introduce Amy here,” he said, motioning towards me.

“Of course, do enjoy,” Lenny said, flashing his million dollar smile once again.

“Thanks, will do,” Noah said.

“So nice to meet you Amy.”

To which I could only respond with another dumb school girl giggle. Boy was I infatuated and lusting after Lenny.

“And don’t forget, Noah,” he called after us, “tonight, 10:00 PM. Terrace. Gonna be a hell of a party. I’d hate for you both to miss it.”

I turned and looked at Lenny, who winked at me.

“I’m counting on you, Amy!” he yelled across the lobby.

“Ok!” I yelled back, again like a love-drunk idiot. Or was it lust-drunk?

Either way, I had no idea what he was talking about, but I knew he would be there and that thought alone had me very horny and very, very wet.


Chapter 23
(Noah)

The sexual tension and chemistry between Lenny and my wife was hard to miss. And I think part of me was hoping that was what would happen when I introduced the two of them.

In fact, now that I think back on it, I’m sure that’s what it was.

Had to be.

Why else?

And to be honest, I enjoyed it. This was more my speed.

I felt more in control now that Amy and I had talked it out and come to a mutual understanding.

My mind was at ease and back in the state it had been when we first started our journey to get here.

I was excited, nervous, and really turned on by everything. My mind kept flashing to that image that made me instantly hard, short of breath, and flooded with adrenaline and dopamine and whatever other feel-good, intense chemicals the body produces.

That image of Lenny, standing over my wife, his huge, black shaft making an audible slapping noise on my wife’s trimmed and toned tummy as she worked herself up in a frenzy of lust, begging him to stick it inside her.

Gulp.

We took our seats at a table in the back of the restaurant and ordered food, I don’t even remember what.

Not that it wasn’t good, I’m sure it was delicious, it’s just that we never got around to eating it.

We started talking and well, one thing led to another, and before I knew it, we were running out of the restaurant in a mad dash for our room like a couple of horny teenagers who’d just discovered sex for the first time.

“My god, you look beautiful,” I said.

She blushed and smiled and pretended to look at her menu.

“So, what did you think of Lenny?” I asked, probing for information. I knew she was checking him out yesterday when we were checking in and any doubts I may have had about her being attracted to him were certainly put to rest after that flirtatious, flustered interaction at the bar.

She cleared her throat.

“He seemed nice,” she said.

I made a show of rolling my eyes.

“What?” she asked.

I raised my eyebrows, trying to prod her into saying more without putting words in her mouth.

“Why are you doing that? What?” she asked again.

This wasn’t working, so I decided to just cut to the chase and be direct.

“Well, I mean...I caught you checking him out, hard, yesterday and after that little interaction back there, well...”

My voice trailed off. Her face turned a light shade of red and she laughed like she was nervous.

“What little interaction?” she protested.

“You giggling like a school girl meeting her celebrity crush or something,” I said. “It’s fine too, I’m totally cool with it. I just wanted to, you know...communicate. Like we said we would.”

She folded her arms and bit her lip.

“Ok, fair enough. You win,” she said. “Yes.”

“Yes what?” I asked playfully.

“Yes, I think he’s attractive.”

I made a face that said, I thought so, picked up my menu and pretended to read it over.

“Good,” I said without looking up.

“Why’s that?” she asked.

“Because…” I said, then dropped my voice to a whisper, “I can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to watch you fuck him.”

There.

It was out in the open.

I said it. I was running with it.

And this time, I was more than sure I’d be okay with watching it all go down.

She stared deeply at me, again into the depths of my soul just like she had with Brad and I was transported back to that place.

Only this time, I wasn’t scared. I was ready to go there, with her, with us. With everything.

“We need to go back to the room, now,” Amy said.

We both stood up at the same time, eyes locked and again on fire with the power that lit the stars and all that, and go we did.


Chapter 24
(Amy)

Everything had gone way better than I could have imagined. It felt like we were us again. Sure, a slightly different, more uninhibited version of us. But still us nonetheless.

And it felt good.

I’d never been more attracted to Noah than in that moment.

We didn’t even stay long enough to see what our food looked like, let alone eat it.

As soon as I heard Noah say he couldn’t stop thinking about watching me fuck Lenny, I felt a current of electricity and excitement flowing through my body, super charging it with lust and sexual energy.

We had to leave that very second.

“We need to go back to the room,” I said.

I had to fuck.

“Now.”

We had to fuck.

I remember we practically ran back across the lobby and back down the hall over to our villa. We were like two teenagers in love and in lust and it felt so good.

We burst through the door and had each other’s clothes off and on the ground, it seemed, before the door could even click shut.  

Noah’s hands were exploring every inch of my body as if for the very first time. He ran his fingers through my hair and stared deeply into my eyes.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you too,” I whispered back.

We fell into bed and made hard, passionate love for what felt like hours with hardly a word spoken between us.

It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, pure animalistic lust. I came so hard, over and over again, even harder than I did with Brad.

The vulnerability, the intimacy of what we were doing together now was such a powerful aphrodisiac. It heightened my senses and made every tiny sensation and pleasure feel ten times better.

Once again, we collapsed into each other’s arms in a heap on the bed.

But this time, we didn’t fall asleep. It was still the afternoon and I only had one thing on my mind.

We had to talk. More than talk.

We had to make a plan. I needed it.

I didn’t want to keep fantasizing about it and talking. I wanted to make it happen, for real.

So, I took the plunge.

“About that party tonight?” I said, drawing a circle with the manicured nail of my index finger on Noah’s chiseled chest.

He smiled slyly at me.

“What about it?”

“Well, I was thinking we could maybe go,” I said.

“Oh yeah?”

“And I was also thinking, maybe…”

“Maybe what?”

“I was thinking maybe if things went well,” I moved my mouth to his ear and gently nibbled on the lobe and then whispered, “we could come back here and you could watch Lenny slide his big, black cock inside this tight, married pussy.”

I ran my hand down from his chest to his dick and felt the blood surging to refill his shaft as I whispered my dirty thoughts into his ear, feeding his mind with its own deepest, darkest desires.

He swallowed hard and exhaled deeply as his erection returned.

“Would you like that?” I asked, still whispering.

“Fuck yes,” he said, closing his eyes while I began to slowly stroke his hard cock. Noah began kissing my neck while I watched my hand jerking him up and down.

I loved the sight of it and I thought about how much I was going to love the sight of my hand doing the exact same thing to Lenny’s huge, dark pole just hours later.

Soon, Noah was coming again and I simply continued to jerk him to completion as the come oozed out of his tip and all over my hand. Coating my wedding ring in a sticky web of white seed.

“Mmm, fuck that’s hot,” I said, licking his juices from my fingers.

Noah looked at the bedside clock and sat up straight. Kissed me hard on the lips without a care that I’d just swallowed his load (so hot) and said, “we should get ready, we have a big night ahead of us and we haven’t eaten anything yet.”

I laughed out loud. It was true. We’d gone out to eat and got ourselves so worked up that we didn’t even end up taking one bite of food.

Suddenly, I had a huge appetite and was dying for some food. Plus, if tonight was going to be the sexual marathon I suspected it would be, we were going to need our strength.


Chapter 25
(Noah)

That feeling, the one where you wake up on December 25th only to find that Santa Clause called out sick? What’s the opposite of that?

Because that’s what I was feeling all of a sudden. That joy, that spark, that excitement between me and Amy, it was back tenfold.

The experience we had when we got back to the room, well, I’ll spare you all the details for the sake of brevity but let’s just say it was magical.

And while I never asked, I’m pretty sure I took her to a place that Brad didn’t even approach the previous day.

Was it because she was thinking of Brad the whole time, or Lenny? I can’t be sure, but something tells me that’s not what it was.

I think finally talking it out, being vulnerable and intimate with each other on such a deep level that we’d never gone to before, of doing this thing the right way - together - I don’t know, I think that opened us up for a more powerful sexual experience than any random stud could provide, no matter how big his dick was.

Maybe that’s wishful thinking on my part, but it’s my story and I’m sticking to it.

Anyway, it was high time we got some food into our bellies as it was approaching five o’clock and neither of us had eaten anything all day.

If the night was going to go the way I suspected it was going to play out, we’d both need some fuel to keep that fire burning deep into the early hours of the following morning.

We had some trouble keeping our hands off each other and having a go at another romp in the sheets, but we managed to do it and get ourselves out the door in a somewhat timely manner.

By the time we both showered and got dressed it was nearly six o’clock.

Which was perfect, we could head out to dinner, enjoy ourselves. Maybe have some after dinner drinks and then head to the terrace around ten to see what this party was all about.

Amy had put on a stunning, jaw-dropping, low-cut black dress that perfectly accentuated her cleavage. The end of the dress barely covered her supple ass and she was wearing my favorite pair of heels - I hadn’t even known she packed them - and once again had her hair slightly curled just the way I liked it.

She was breathtaking. And it warmed my heart and made me feel like the luckiest man in the world to know, without a doubt, she was dressing to impress me and turn me on. Didn’t matter who else might have her later, she was dressed for me.

“My god, you’re beautiful,” I said, marveling at her as I took her by the hand and twirled her around for a full 360 degree view.

She laughed and kissed me on the cheek.

“I thought you might like it.” she said. “You know, you’re not half bad yourself.”

As we crossed the threshold out of our villa and into the evening air, I felt ready. Prepared to experience this adventure with my wife at my side, my best friend in the whole world.

I felt at peace with everything.

And more than that, I felt honry as all get out. I wanted to hit fast forward and jump to ten o’clock and just get on with it.


Chapter 26
(Amy)

Dinner was lovely. Romantic and delicious. The perfect way to set the table for the night that lay ahead of us (pun intended).

We shared two bottles of wine, talked and laughed the whole time. It was kind of like we were back to when we first started dating. Everything was funny, everything was great. I adored Noah and I could tell he was feeling the same way about me.

It felt like life before we’d come here and it was nice to have a little piece of that back even though both of us knew we could never go back there.

Not after what we’d done and certainly not after what we were about to do.

And that was ok. It might sound strange to an outsider but this ordeal we’d thrust ourselves into, this adventure and all its challenges and ups and downs, it was actually making us stronger. Better. Closer. More in love than ever before.

That didn’t mean we didn’t still have to be careful. It just meant we were growing and we were up to the task.

When we finished dinner, we still had about an hour or so to kill before this so-called party on the terrace at ten o’clock.

So, we did what any self-respecting, fun-loving couple would do. We found a bar and kept on drinking.

I think that was probably what we needed, for the both of us to cut loose a little and relax. Take the edge off and lower our inhibitions a bit.


Chapter 27
(Noah)

I don’t remember how many shots of tequila we toasted over that hour and change leading up to the party on the terrace.

To be honest, between the hours of about 8:45 and 10:45 PM, my memory is a little fuzzy.

Which is fine, because all the good stuff - the best stuff, happened after that anyway.

We arrived at the party a little early. Well, right on time technically but apparently it was customary to show up fashionably late and so when we arrived, from what I recall, there were only two other couples there along with the “staff.”

It was a lavish, classy affair.

Plenty to drink, plenty to eat.

An infinity pool on the far side of the terrace level spilled over into the horizon as the whitecaps of the Caribbean sea danced and sparkled across the shoreline, shimmering in the silver moonlight of a warm and breezy night.

“I didn’t bring my bathing suit,” Amy whispered as she grabbed my arm for balance.

I looked over to the far corner of the pool and saw a woman, perhaps late fifties and a tall, tan man with bulging muscles making out in the water.

Neither of them appeared to be wearing a damn thing.

The woman was fairly attractive for her age, but a little saggy in some areas and seemed to be quite an odd pairing for the much younger, tighter looking man.

“Well, if you want to go for a dip, I don’t think you’ll need one.”

“Oh my god,” Amy said. “Is that, Brad?”

I did a double take and sure enough, it was. I’d just taken a sip of my champagne and nearly spit it out.  

When I turned back to Amy I could see she was a little, I don’t know mad?

“Oh, you’re not jealous are you?”

“What?” she said, raising her voice just a little too much.

“You are, aren’t you? It’s ok. I don’t mind.”

She stared at the two of them making out.

“I just can’t believe he’s with, her.”

“Well, you do know that’s why he’s here, right? To service you ladies with his giant, uh, package. You knew that right?”

She didn't, it turned out. She had no idea. So, I filled her in on everything Lenny had told me.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe it. I mean I can, it makes sense. It’s just...wow.”

“But Amy, let’s be honest,” I said, “you’re not the type of woman who needs a hired gun. If you and Brad had been in an office building in Manhattan the whole thing still would’ve happened if you decided you wanted it to. You know that too, right?”

She raised an eyebrow and then her glass. We clinked glasses.

She did know it. She always knew how hot she was.

“That’s ok,” she said, waving to Brad as he turned and recognized them from the water, “I’m craving some chocolate tonight anyway,” she said with a wink.

“Speaking of which,” I said, looking around. “Have you seen Lenny anywhere?”

“Not yet,” she said, scanning the scene, “but it’s still early.”


Chapter 28
(Amy)

I felt a tingle between my legs when I finally spotted him. I think it was around 10:45 or so when Lenny walked into the party. It was like the Mayor had just arrived, he was shaking hands with every guy and hugging every woman, kissing her on the cheek or hand like a perfect gentleman.

By that time, the party had filled in and it was quite crowded.

Lenny was speaking with Brad and the older hag he’d been servicing in the pool earlier when he finally noticed me.

As he was kissing her hand, he looked up, cutting his gaze across the party and fixing it right on me.

I felt like the only person in the world at that moment and felt my breath catch in my chest.

He smiled, finished his exchange with Brad and his cougar pal and made a bee line right towards me and Noah.

“Noah,” he said with a nod and a quick, firm handshake. Then he turned to me and took my tiny little hand in his massive paw and gently brought it to his lips and kissed it with his big, luscious lips.

“Amy,” he said, raking his eyes over my body. I could feel the intensity of his stare as he brought his gaze up to meet mine. “Looking beautiful. So happy you could make it.”

“Lenny, I don’t understand,” Noah said, cutting in.

“What’s that?”

“The other night you said you’d be serving at the party, but tonight…”

“I’m off tonight. From serving.”

“And you still wanted to come here on your night off?” I asked.

He turned back towards me and smiled.

“But of course, I came because, well I hope I’m not being too forward here,” he said, winking at Noah, “but I came for you, Amy. I hoped you guys would show tonight and now, here we all are.”

My heart melted.

I felt like the most special girl in the whole wide world. It sounds corny I know, but there you have it.

“Yes, here we all are indeed,” Noah said. Thankfully he spoke up because all I could manage was that stupid, girly giggle again.

“Why don’t we all head to the bar and get a drink?” Lenny offered.

“Yes, let’s,” I said, finally managing to break out of my nervous stupor.

. . .

“To new friends, and new adventures,” Noah said as the three of us raised our shots of tequila and clinked glasses.

“Well said, my friend,” Lenny said as he collected oru glasses and placed them back on the bar.

I looked around the party and realized for the first time that things were getting pretty wild. People were naked. People were making out. People we’re fucking in little alcoves and corners and in the pool there seemed to be a kind of blowjob party going on.

I’m not sure how else to describe it.

In the shallow end of the pool, five beefy, big-cocked men were sitting along the edge so their legs were in the water.

Each one of them had a half-naked woman, waist-deep in the water in front of them, eagerly slurping and sucking on their pole as people watched and cheered.

I started breathing hard, scanning the erotic, carnal scene that was turning into one big orgy it seemed.

I felt myself getting hot and flustered and to my surprise, wanting to join in the fun.

I thought about how nasty and dirty it would be to perform sexual acts not just in front of my husband and for my husband, but also in front of a crowd of curious onlookers and other deviants who were doing the exact same thing.

At that exact moment, I felt a hand slide up my back side and cup my ass cheek. Noah was getting frisky, I thought, warming me up for the night ahead.

And I loved it.

He slid a finger down my crack and between my legs, sending a chill down my spine as he slowly spread my lips apart and slipped a finger, then two into my soaking, wet cunt.

“Is this turning you on,” a voice whispered in my ear and I turned to see Lenny standing next to me, with his hand between my legs and I went weak in the knees.

I looked over to see Noah, sipping on a cocktail, watching us intently.

He nodded firmly at me to encourage me to keep going.

That’s when I turned and kissed Lenny hard and deep while he continued to finger me next to the bar.

I wasn’t sure if anyone was watching us yet, but I was going to make sure people started to pay attention.

I grabbed at Lenny’s cock from outside his pants and closed my eyes.

He was huge.

Bigger than Brad even.

And I couldn’t wait to see it.


Chapter 29
(Noah)

Watching Amy finally start to get down with Lenny, watching him finger her right in front of me, watching her turn to me to make sure I was watching before she kissed him hard and deep - all of it - had my senses in complete and total overdrive.

I had to work to steady my breathing. I took deep breaths slowly in through my nose and exhaled in long, measured intervals to keep my heart rate steady.

For a brief moment, I looked around the party (which was now quite crowded) and found that we were basically in the midst of an all out orgy.

People were sucking, fucking, licking, kissing, and moaning all over the place.

So this is what Clair and Liam were always going on about. The “parties.”

I felt the corners of my lips curl into a smile.

I had to admit, it was pretty hot.

But nothing was a substitute for watching my own wife and suddenly I found myself wondering if Amy and Lenny planned on joining in with the rest of the group.

Amy planted a hard, wet kiss on my lips and pulled me out of my daze.

“Come on,” she said. Lenny was holding her left hand, pulling her towards the other side of the terrace, towards the pool. She reached out with her right and grabbed me by the hand and the three of us, linked inexorably in lust and in hand, walked over to a more secluded area with plush outdoor furniture amidst a more cozy, intimate setting in which to begin our little adventure.

I could tell Amy was riled up and ready to go. Lenny was more calm, cool, collected and for that I was thankful. Because I was barely holding it together.

On more than one occasion, I felt my hard shaft brush against the inside of my pants and thought I might come right there on the spot.

That would’ve been a disaster indeed, but part of me also wasn’t too worried.

The anticipation of what was to surely unfold in short order was so tantalizingly hot and debaucherous that I just knew my refractory period would be condensed and I would be able to get hard again within a matter of minutes.

Amy sat down on one of the sofas and Lenny stood next to her. She began to unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants when she paused and looked at me.

I nodded for her to continue. I couldn’t wait to see her take Lenny’s giant cock into her hand so she could jerk and suck it right in front of me.

But when I nodded to her, she smiled and with her index finger beckoned me to come closer.

“Mmmm, I want both of you,” she said.

Gulp.

Yes ma’am.

I did as I was told and stood to her left, opposite of Lenny.

Amy began to unbuckle and unzip my pants in muh the same way. She reached into my briefs and pulled out my pulsating, pink, fleshy member. Making a small claw with her fingertips she tickled and teased the head of my dick with her nails sending shivers down my spine.

“Are you ready for this baby?” she said, staring up at me from her position on the sofa.

I nodded vigorously.

“Should I take Lenny’s cock out too?”

Lenny looked at me and winked.

It was weird, but he made me feel comfortable.

He was totally unthreatening.

We all knew what we were here for and what was about to go down and there was a calm clarity to that feeling that just wasn’t present the other day with Brad.

I winked back at Lenny and looked down at my wife.

“Yes, baby. I think you should take his cock out and see how you like it.”

Without letting go of my dick, she reached into Lenny’s trousers and pulled out a dark, black cock that had to be approaching twelve inches in length and several inches in girth.

Her mouth practically fell to the floor and she let go of my cock and wrapped both of her petite hands around his half-hard shaft. It was like his cock was a magnet that pulled her away from me and into its field.

“Oh my god, baby look at him,” she said as she turned back towards me to see if I was seeing the same thing she was seeing.

“You like it?” I asked, smiling.

“God, I love it,” she said, stroking up and down, making Lenny’s dick grow harder and harder. “I love it, this big, beautiful, black cock. Oh my god.”

Lenny just smiled and admired my wife’s hands on his shaft.

Again, Amy used her index finger to beckon me closer.

“Come here…” she said. “I want to compare them. Is that ok?”

I shrugged and moved closer to Amy and Lenny. Sure, why not? What did I care? I wasn’t embarrassed in the slightest. In fact, her suggestion turned me on even more.

She turned her palms face up towards the sky and took each of our dicks into one, letting them rest softly in her hands and held them up to each other so our tips were almost touching.

“Holy shit,” she said with tons of excitement and wonder, “he’s like two or three times as big as you.”

Then she started jerking us both off at the same time.

“God, I love having two hard dicks to play with,” she said.

I looked down and watched her hands working our shafts and again tried to focus on my breathing so that I didn’t come too early. I wanted to savor this.

Amy then looked up at Lenny and asked in her sweetest voice, “can I suck it?”

“Of course you can,” Lenny said.

And with that, Amy practically unhinged her jaw to accommodate his size and took Lenny’s massive pole into her mouth and began to suck.

I watched her, mesmerized by her graceful movements on his shaft, and slowly stroked myself. Just enough to feel pleasure, but not enough to work myself up to the point of orgasm.

After a while, she popped her mouth off Lenny’s cock and turned towards me.

“Your turn,” she said. And took me into her mouth. She was able to take my dick all the way down so that her nose was pressed firmly against my pelvis and she held it there for a few seconds before pulling back to gasp for air.

She spit some saliva into both her hands and used it to lube up each of our cocks and began stroking us in unison once again.

Then she went back and forth, back and forth for a while. Sucking Lenny for a bit, then sucking me some.

Oh, have I mentioned that it was so, so fucking hot?

Because I can’t overstate that enough.

To be honest, I hadn’t expected to be included in the festivities and it was quite a pleasant surprise.

I’d also gotten so lost in the moment and wrapped up in what was happening, that I didn’t realize we’d attracted a small crowd of spectators who seemed very interested and turned on by the three of us.

Then something else totally unexpected happened.

“I want both of you in my mouth at the same time,” Amy said.

It caught me a bit off guard, but I looked at Lenny who looked at me and we both just kind of shrugged and went with it.

Try anything once, they say. So, I figured what the hell.

We both stepped closer to her mouth and she opened wide while grabbing each of us at the base of the shaft. She carefully put us both into her mouth at the same time and I nearly lost all control.

Visually, it was stunning seeing my wife with both my fleshy, pink cock in her mouth and a large black one at the same time. But also the wet warm feeling of her mouth, coupled with, I’ll just say it, the feeling of my cock rubbing up against Lenny’s flesh, well...it was nearly orgasmic.

So much so that within a few moments, I found I had to pull myself away or I was likely to bust in her mouth right then and there and really and truly ruin the moment.

As I took a small breather, Amy was back to sucking off Lenny and I looked around at the crowd which was now nearly a dozen people.

I found myself getting slightly uncomfortable. While it was hot to have people watching and getting turned on by watching us, this was also supposed to be a special moment between my wife and I.

Well, my wife and I and Lenny.

That’s why when Amy popped her mouth off Lenny’s cock once more and said, “I need to get fucked,” I decided to step in. She was getting ready to pull down her dress and let us have at her.

But I pulled her close to me and kissed her hard.

“You are so fucking sexy right now, do you know that?” I said.

She smiled and bit her bottom lip. I leaned in and whispered into her ear.

“Why don’t we head back to the room? I want this to be special, just for us.”

I could tell she was a little hesitant, she was in heat and ready to go. I feared I may be ruining the moment. But I felt it was the right call.

I looked at Lenny, and he nodded, signaling to me that understood.

“Please, babe? We can save the public fucking for our next visit, huh?”

Her face lit up at the sound of next visit and she nodded vigorously and kissed me on the lips.

To think, she was hesitant to go in the beginning, I had to lie to get her there, and now she was eagerly anticipating another visit.

What a world.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s go.”

And with that, Lenny and I pulled up our pants and allowed Amy to take us each by the hand and lead us in the direction of the exit and down the steps, across the lobby, and in the direction of our private villa where the real show would soon begin.


Chapter 30
(Amy)

I was on fire.

Having both their cocks in my mouth at the same time was mind-blowing.

And the vulnerability and secureness in himself that Noah had shown by agreeing to it, well, it was the sexiest thing a man had ever done for me.

I practically floated down the steps and across the lobby to our villa.

When the three of us were safely inside, we decided to hit pause for a few moments while Noah made the three of us a drink.

I sat down on the bed and Lenny sat across from me in one of the plush, leather chairs that adorned the living area.

Noah made us all an Old Fashioned and we toasted to the night.

Honestly, at that point, I think I was stone cold sober and the Old Fashioned really helped to steady my nerves from the rush of all the adrenaline that was coursing through my body after what took place back at the party.

I took a long hard pull on my drink and exhaled, letting the alcohol wash over and into my system and both simultaneously warm me up and calm me down.

“Better?” Noah said with a laugh.

“How’s your drink, Lenny?” I asked, trying to make small talk.

“You know, normally I’m not an Old Fashioned kind of guy, but I gotta say Noah, you make a mean one. You want to fill in for me tomorrow? I can fill in for you here with your wife, if you want.”

Under ordinary circumstances Lenny’s comments may have been awkward, maybe even hurtful but I could tell Noah took no offense and realized it was just a little playful teasing.

We all laughed and continued to drink as a moment of slight awkwardness punctuated the air in the room.

I wanted to break the ice but didn’t know what to do to get the fire started again.

Luckily, Lenny did.

He put down his drink and stood up. He walked over to me and sat down on the bed. He took my chin in his hand and pulled my lips towards his and just started kissing me soft and sensually without a word spoke.

I lapped at his tongue, slow at first and then faster, tasting and savoring his saliva. I could feel him reaching into his pants and pulling out his cock.

He guided my hand down to his crotch and I wrapped my fingers around his dick once again and I could feel Noah’s eyes watching us intently and soon I felt that current of electricity running down my spine again.

I turned away from Lenny’s lips and offered him my neck to nibble on while I stroked his cock and stared at Noah.

I stared unblinking into my husband’s eyes while I stroked Lenny’s big, black dick right in front of him and I could tell Noah was in heaven. As he watched, he slowly sat down in the chair adjacent to us and took out his hard dick.

I felt myself getting wetter and wetter as I watched my husband stroking his cock to what I was doing with another man right in front of him. It was the best drug in the world.

Again, I took my index finger and beckoned for him to come over. But this time he shook me off.

“No baby, I want you two to have fun. I just want to watch for a bit,” he said.

Boy, did that turn me on even more.

So, I turned away and lowered my mouth down onto Lenny’s cock and started blowing him again, slurping and sucking like a greedy little slut.

Lenny reached down and brushed my blonde locks from my face so that Noah could see everything clearly.

Such a gentleman.

After a while I stood up and Lenny removed my dress with graceful skill and efficiency.

He wrapped me in his massive arms and began to lick and suck on my nipples which drove me wild.

I leaned in and while nibbling on his ear, I whispered, “I want you inside me. I want that big, fat cock deep in this wet, married pussy.”

Lenny smiled and stood up.

“Lay down on the bed,” he said as he gently, but with some force manhandled me to the bed and spread my legs wide as he stood between them and prepared to enter me with Noah mere feet away.


Chapter 31
(Noah)

I couldn’t believe my eyes. My vision, my dream, my fantasy - whatever you want to call it - was coming to life right in front of me.

I got up out of my chair to get a better view as Lenny positioned himself at the foot of the bed between my wife’s legs as he prepared to enter her.

There came a soft slapping almost a thud, thud, thudding as Lenny slapped his big, dark cock against the milky, sun-kissed skin of my wife’s tummy.

Amy giggled.

“Oh my god, it’s heavy,” she said, reaching out to stroke it a little more as she lay waiting in anticipation of the giant pole entering her and taking her to a place I never could. “You’re going to have to go slow, I’m still a little sore from -”

But her thought was cut short as Lenny pressed the head of his cock against the entrance to her vagina and eventually, force won out and her lips parted and walls stretched as Lenny plunged the first few inches of his cock into her.

I could hear the wet, sloshing sounds as he pressed deeper and deeper and took my wife’s breath away.

He was being slow and respectful but he wasn’t going to stop until he bottomed out inside her.

“How’s that feel,” he whispered.

“Really fucking good,” Amy said, almost out of breath.

I watched the two of them lock eyes and share a moment. She’d forgotten me in that instant but it didn’t matter this time. It was what I wanted. She would be mine again soon enough.

But for right now, she belonged to Lenny. And that was turning me on more than I could have ever imagined it would.

He began to speed up his thrusts now, moving his hips in rhythm with my wife as he leaned in and kissed her while he fucked her brains out.

She was moaning loudly now and within a minute or two, she was screaming and shaking from yet another earth-shattering orgasm that appeared to have her entire body writhing and convulsing from what could almost be called, too much pleasure...almost.

Amy looked over at me as Lenny gathered himself and went to work on providing her with another mind-bending orgasm.

“God, baby. He’s so deep,” she reached out for my hand and gripped it tightly. “I love you,” she said. “I love you so much, ohhh fuck, oh my goddd!”

“I love you too,” I whispered back, but she was lost again in the throes of another intense climax. This time the sheer magnitude of her orgasm forced Lenny’s cock out as she squirted all over the bed from the intense pleasure he’d given her.

I’d never seen Amy squirt before and I almost blew my load, once again, but managed to keep myself in check.

Miracles do happen from time to time.

Amy was laughing and moaning and shaking and panting from the intense sensations she must have been feeling. She got up on all fours and stuck her ass in the air in Lenny’s direction and instructed him to, “pound me from behind, I want it doggy.”

And Lenny happily obliged.

At some point, I lost count of how many times he made her come. I can’t be sure, but over the couple hour session (of course, there were plenty of breaks) but I wouldn’t be surprised if the number approached double digits.

Honest to god.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” I heard Lenny say suddenly as my wife was in the midst of bouncing her perfect, round ass up and down on his big, fat dick.

It was a feeling I knew all too well. She had an ability to really move that part of her body, and only that part of her body. She didn’t just hope up and down on the dick, she rode it. And it was so sexy to watch - in fact, dare I say, it was even sexier than being the one who she was riding.

Amy hopped off quickly and got down on her knees in front of Lenny to accept his load. She stuck out her tongue and moaned as he unleashed his seed into her eager, slutty mouth.

His white cream filled up her mouth and was soon overflowing onto her lips, dripping across her rosy cheeks and down her chin onto her tits and tummy below.

Fuck, it was so hot.

She swallowed it up and pushed the remainder into her mouth and Lenny tried to jerk every last drop out of his shaft for her.

“Mmm, you taste so good,” Amy said.

“Mmm, thank you Amy,” Lenny said, “and thank you, my friend,” he said to me. “I hope you enjoyed. That was a lot of fun for me.”

Lenny began to clean himself up and get dressed while Amy still knelt on the floor, playing with his cum, rubbing it onto her tits and licking her fingers.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her and she seemed locked onto me.

Suddenly, it was like we were the only two people in the room and Lenny was the odd man out. But he seemed to understand, in fact he seemed happy about it.

“Perfect,” I heard him whisper. “Until next time, my friends. Until next time.”

And with that, he quietly let himself out the door and we were alone. Together.

I suddenly had the urge to kiss her. I wanted to stick my tongue in her mouth and taste all the nastiness of the night in one big sip. The thought of another man’s come on her breath was driving me wild with jealousy and lust.

I pulled her up from the floor and kissed her hard. It was bitter and acrid. But it made me harder than I’d been all night, which was saying something.

“You’ve been a filthy little slut, haven’t you?” I said.

“Mmm, yes I have. You gonna punish me, daddy?” she said, and bent over to offer her slutty little hole to me.

“You gonna reclaim this pussy? Feel how stretched out I am from that big, thick cock?”

And with that, I pounced on her and we had the best sex of our lives for the second time that day.


Chapter 32
(Amy)

Noah reclaimed me over and over again that night. Each time was better than the last. We fucked until the sun came up and then fucked some more, each time replaying highlights from the party and the night before.

We were both so turned on by it, we couldn’t wait to try it again.

Like I said, I was a junkie right from the start and now it was clear, Noah was joining the ranks.

We made a plan to find Lenny again that afternoon, as it was our last full day before we’d be traveling back to our normal lives in New York City.

But with all the excitement and adrenaline eventually wearing off around 10:00 AM, we were both finally exhausted and spent and fell into a deep sleep and didn’t wake up until the sun was setting over another gorgeous Caribbean day.

I was a little sad we’d slept through our last day there but it had all been worth it.

We went to the pool for a bit and just enjoyed each other’s company.

Then we had a late dinner and went looking for Lenny, but one of the bartenders at the lobby bar informed us he’d taken an extra day off and wouldn’t be in until the next morning.

So, we had a few drinks and then went back to our room to fuck, once again, like jack rabbits and talk dirty to each other about our debaucherous naughty adventures that weekend and the ones that were sure to follow.

The next day, as we were leaving, I would come to truly know why they called it Heartbreak Cove. I was indeed heartbroken to be leaving. And even though the excitement and potential of another visit softened the blow a bit, it took me a few weeks to get over the sting of leaving once we got back to Manhattan.

In the end, I’m glad Noah lied to me. I’m glad we fought. I’m glad - sorry, but glad - I found Brad and forced the issue and I’m especially glad my husband found Lenny and we got to experience the resort the way we did.

It made us stronger, more in love than ever before, and forged a deeper bond than I ever thought possible.

As soon as we got home, I knew I’d be calling Claire to plan a trip, one where we could both go this time, and I was intent on scheduling it as soon as humanly possible.

I was already missing those big, studly dicks and I knew, soon, I’d be going through withdrawal :)


Chapter 33
(Noah)

Early the next morning, while Amy was still asleep, I quietly got up and snuck off to the lobby bar for some breakfast and a mid-morning cocktail.

This afforded me the chance to see Lenny once more and thank him for all the help, both the practical spiritual guidance and well, to put it bluntly, for fucking my wife so damn well.

It might sound funny, but I felt a pretty tight bond between us and he assured me he would be ready and waiting to embark on some new adventures with us on our next visit.

“Make sure it’s soon, my friend. And give my regards to Amy. She was lovely.”

I told him I would and sauntered back off to our villa to wake up Amy and pack for the return journey home.

And the return journey home was when we’d both learn, the painful and hard way exactly why it was called Heartbreak Cove.

I had the post-vacation blues for a solid month and half upon returning to our swanky Manhattan apartment.

All the money in the world couldn’t replace that feeling of connectedness and deep, deep love we’d experienced that weekend.

In the end, the only cure was going to be another trip to the club, this time hopefully with Claire and Liam.

Amy and I had agreed we’d be staying, members for life I think we said. We even toasted to the idea at dinner on our last night there.

The only thing I was excited about when we got home was to call Liam and tell him all about it. Well, maybe not all about it. But the broad strokes.

And so we could plan our return trip.

THE END
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