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CHAPTER ONE

Despite all the mind-blowing moments I had looked forward to and experienced over the last couple of months, I had never looked forward to anything quite as much as this.

A late notice vacation. Elizabeth and me. A Caribbean resort. No one else and nothing else.

It had been a difficult time, though that wasn’t telling the whole story. It had been exciting too, in a depraved kind of way. Really, it had been downright weird, but I wouldn’t have changed a thing.

Somehow, ever since my wife essentially told me that only her boyfriend would get to have sex with her for the foreseeable future, I had honored the arrangement. I hadn’t tried to persuade her otherwise, even in my weaker moments, and even when she had dialed up the taunting and the flaunting right in my face.

Like the time I had come back late from work and walked in on them fucking on our couch.

Or the time she had called me on the phone under the pretense of reminding me about a delivery, only for it to become immediately apparent that he was fucking her.

Or the date night when he had just so happened to turn up at our table—and then took her to the men’s bathroom. I had been left alone with our drinks while he apparently nailed her in a cubicle.

Which made the conversation on the flight out make me all the more excited to have her to myself.

“It’s been a crazy time, hasn’t it,” she sighed, after we had taken our glasses of champagne from the steward.

“That’s one way of putting it.”

She pressed her palm to my cheek and kissed me with surprising tenderness.

“You know it’s all part of the game, right?”

“I wasn’t aware we were playing a game.”

“You know what I mean, James. That little… rule… that we’ve been sticking to—it isn’t permanent.”

“It isn’t?” I replied, with one eyebrow raised. Of course it wasn’t, but it was a rare moment of sincerity after weeks of teasing, and it was time I pressed the matter a little.

“No,” she smiled, taking a sip. “Taking me on vacation just might have sped up the timeline on that.”

“Oh?”

“My lips are sealed.” After a brief pause, she continued, “Except for one other thing. I wanted to make the most of it, so… after you added me to the booking, I may have made a teeny tiny upgrade to our room.”

I should have known then that I would have more to worry about than just a bigger bill for some extra square footage.

As we walked along the hallway looking for our room, I got a creeping sense that the doors were growing further apart. I had already sprung for a pretty good suite, but nearing the end of the uppermost floor of the building, I started to worry just how much more this week was going to set me back.

It turned out it wasn’t too much of an upgrade—Elizabeth had bumped us up from a junior suite to a standard, meaning we had a small dedicated living space outside the bedroom area.

My sense of relief was brief, though. Something felt off. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

As Elizabeth ditched her suitcase and went to the floor-to-ceiling windows to admire the view, I looked around and took in our accommodation, trying to figure out what my gut was telling me.

And then I saw it.

A lone used glass, sitting on the kitchen counter.

In the seconds that I pieced everything together and turned to my wife, opening my mouth to speak, I heard a click. The door of the bedroom area had opened.

And walking out of it was Anthony, my wife’s lover, wearing one of the hotel robes.

“You’re already here!” Elizabeth said, after a dramatic gasp and a clutch of her chest. She dashed across the room and flung herself over him, a playful greeting that quickly turned to a passionate kiss.

“You’re… here,” I mustered.

She broke off from the kiss and spun around to face me. “Surprise! This is a quiet week for Anthony, so I suggested he come along.”

That wasn’t a coincidence. She had shifted the vacation a week forward from my original proposal, evidently to accommodate him.

“It’s a surprise, for sure.”

“Thanks for this, man,” he said, clapping me appreciatively on the shoulder, his other arm still wrapped around my wife. “This is a nice place. I took the morning flight so I had a little time to look around.”

“We should all go and explore,” Elizabeth said.

“Sure. But there’s something I have to do first.”

And then with one arm he lifted my wife over his shoulder, gripping her in a fireman lift while she scream-giggled and kicked her feet, and then he returned to the bedroom area and closed the door behind them.


CHAPTER TWO

Here I was on this expensive vacation, mere moments after thinking I would have my wife to myself for a week, now listening to her squeals and then her gasps as another man ripped off her tee and her little athletic shorts, threw her onto the bed, and climbed on top of her.

I stared out of the window at the sunbathers and swimmers scattered across the beach, the surf gently breaking against the sand, the gleam of the sun against the distant ocean. I felt numb, trapped; my attempt at even a brief, temporary escape from this surreal arrangement had been thwarted. I fell into a kind of trance.

That was until I heard the first moan escape Elizabeth’s lips, and I was instantly awash with that fraught, restless arousal that she could so easily inflict upon me now—before, after, and during any time she spent with Anthony, at any mention of it, at any reference to the fact that he had taken my greatest indulgence as her husband for himself.

It was addictive, exhilarating, despite being tied up in so much shame. This had been an artificial scenario at first, until she and Anthony had kept seeing each other, and the exact nature of the situation was made clear to me when he had visited our home. The chemistry between them was so real, so strong, and though I knew there was no more feeling between them than that—no interest in having anything more with each other than what they already had—it was still a bond, and that was more than I had expected.

So now I couldn’t quite tell if the near constant shame that I felt was really just that same artificial high that I had chased from her and her lover, or whether it too was now real—whether I really had been supplanted by a better man, a man who now had the sole privilege of sleeping with my wife.

It sure felt real now. The bed thudded with the force of him driving his cock into her, and there was even a slight tremble through the walls, making the framed painting next to me quiver. She cried out in unintelligible bliss, louder and louder, until a stream of words came out all too clearly.

“Oh God, that feels good,” she whined.

“Tell him how it feels, baby.”

“It feels amazing,” she called out to me.

“What feels amazing?” he grunted.

“Anthony’s cock! It’s the best I’ve ever felt…”

“And why’s that?”

“Because it’s so fucking big!”

Her words were turning from a shout to a gasp. I was hard as a rock listening to it—as much as it was a knife in the gut, nothing made me as horny as when they hit me with this kind of talk.

“I’m gonna come,” she spluttered.

The thudding intensified, and so did her moans. When my wife’s voice suddenly dropped out of the commotion, I knew the moment had come.

“Oh my God! Oh, fuck!” she cried out a few moments later, as the relief washed through her.

Along with her moans of pleasure, Anthony kept pounding her hard. It was a frantic pace, and with such power, that I wouldn’t have believed it was sustainable had I not already witnessed their lovemaking, or simply seen the size and strength of the man. Though his fitness could sustain it, no man could keep going like that without soon relenting, and he was no exception.

“Fuck,” he boomed.

“Yes, do it. Fill me with your come, baby,” my wife called out.

“Fuck, fuck, yes,” he gasped, spurred on by her sensuous, coaxing moans.

I sat helplessly outside as the banging slowed and eventually stopped. All I could hear now was heavy breathing alternating with sloppy tongue kisses.

“James?” she called out.

“Yes?” My heart thumped faster in my chest now—was this the moment? Would I be rewarded for enduring this shock with the chance to finally reclaim her?

“I’m gonna stay here with Anthony for another round. Or two.”

“Uh… okay.”

“You should go enjoy the beach. I’ll catch up with you later!”

Then he said something to her in a low voice, there was a slapping sound, and she squealed and laughed.

I looked over at my suitcase, and then at the clock. There would only be another hour or two of sun on the beach. I figured I’d better make the most of it.

So I hastily changed, grabbed some headphones and a towel, and left the suite for Elizabeth and her surprise guest to enjoy.


CHAPTER THREE

Some sun on my skin and a gentle sea breeze did me a world of good. I took deep breaths and tried to relax—I was on vacation after all, and this place was beautiful. I hadn’t planned to be out here alone, but if there was ever a time for making lemonade out of lemons, this was it.

I hadn’t bothered to bring a book down with me, because I knew there was no way I’d be able to concentrate. Instead I simply listened to a playlist I’d downloaded and stared out at the waves, processing this development, and trying to plot out how to make this week work—if it was even mine to plot out anymore.

How would meals at the restaurant work? We’d all sit there in a group of three, slowly inviting stares as other guests tried to make sense of us? And how would it work if we hung out at the beach and Anthony insisted on coming along? Because if he started giving her any ‘PDA’, or vice versa, I would be far too self-conscious to try to mark my territory by doing the same thing. And both of them probably knew that.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized I was going to have to surrender control even more than I already had. We weren’t at home anymore, with our work, neighbors, and friends—Elizabeth and Anthony wouldn’t care about discretion now. I was going to have to go with the flow here.

As I accepted that with both a gnawing pain in my stomach and an excited throb through my crotch, I realized something else.

We only had one bed. And he had claimed it.

She had upgraded us so that I could sleep outside on the couch.

When the sun began to dip and the air on the beach quickly cooled, most of the sunbathers packed up and headed back to the hotel, but I stayed a little longer. I wanted to make the most of this while I still could—the sunset, the view across the horizon, simply the peace and quiet. I knew this might be the only thing close to true relaxation that I would get all week.

Eventually it got a little too cool for comfort, and I trudged back through the sand, across the empty pool area, past the restaurant slowly filling with guests, and back into the building. I was so apprehensive about the rest of the evening that I was in a kind of daze, unable to look anyone in the eye as I passed, mumbling an incoherent thank you when someone held open a door.

But when I got to the room, it was empty. The door to the bedroom had been left ajar, and I looked inside to see they had already destroyed the place. Most of the bedding was on the floor and the bottom sheet was twisted out of shape, with a tell-tale imprint in the middle where my wife had been pounded against the mattress. The bittersweet smell of their lovemaking was in the air, the familiar scent of Elizabeth mixed with the still alien tang of Anthony’s sweat.

My phone chimed and I looked down to see a text from her.

We’ve gone to the restaurant for dinner. We got a table for three on the veranda, in case you want to join us. If not, see you later x

I stumbled over to the window—that veranda was in view of the room.

There they were, right in the middle of the row of tables overlooking the beach, surrounded by other diners and on display to those quickly filling the tables indoors. They sat side by side, enjoying the view with their hands casually resting on one another’s bodies, with a third place setting waiting in front of them. While I watched them, Elizabeth turned and gave him a long, lingering kiss.

I couldn’t do it. Not there, not with all those people nearby. I quickly hammered out a text and put my phone down.

Go ahead without me, I’m gonna take a shower and unpack. Have fun x

‘Have fun’?! For fuck’s sake, man.

I beat myself off, and then after looking out again to see them chatting flirtatiously over their dinner, I did it again in the hope of calming down. I showered, shoved the contents of my suitcase into the drawers of the TV stand, ate a sandwich from room service, and then lay on the couch while I watched a movie.

From time to time I would get up to take another look at them. It was nothing new for them—they had gone on plenty of dates together before—but seeing it for myself was still new to me. It was a bizarre, disconcerting thing to see, even though I’d watched them fuck several times. It was somehow worse when there was none of the flirting or kissing, when it looked commonplace to them.

Eventually I looked down and saw they had left the table. After a quick scan of the courtyard I saw them making their way to the separate bar, where I had earlier seen a sign advertising nightly live music and dancing.

I was a little relieved that they were staying out longer, though not that he was accompanying her all over the hotel and in front of so many people while so brazenly holding and kissing her. The rest of the week was looking like even more of a challenge than I had anticipated.

I made an effort to fall asleep. I didn’t want to be awake when they got back. And it worked, though I was in too light a sleep not to register when they clattered into the room later that night.

I peered through one eye and watched through the darkness as Elizabeth dragged him by the hand towards the bedroom, shushing him.

“Let him sleep,” she whispered.

“Okay. For now.” I could hear the smug grin in his voice.

I quickly closed my eyes before they passed, and the door quietly clicked shut.

I lay there completely still, unwilling to move and give myself away, as they cavorted on the bed once again. The muted, more natural gasps of my wife actually brought greater pain and greater thrill than the earlier, more exuberant performance; especially when I heard the unmistakable sound of her whimpering in orgasmic bliss with her hand over her mouth.

Only when they were done—from what I could tell, they had gone down on each other this time—could I finally calm down enough to sleep. But not before whisking a Kleenex off the coffee table and finally releasing the load that had been building ever since they came back to the room.

I woke to a far less stealthy session taking place beyond the door, my ears filled with the sounds of both the bedframe and my wife being bombarded.

“Wake him up,” Anthony grunted. “Louder.”

“Fuck me,” she cried out. “Fuck my married pussy.”

“Tell me who owns your married pussy.”

“You do, Anthony. It’s all yours.”

“And?”

“It will always be yours,” she shouted. “No matter what.”

“Now tell him what’s happening.”

“James?” she called, and then she waited for a response while he continued pounding her.

In the last few moments I had sat up, pulled down my boxers, and started jerking off. I stopped, feeling like I’d been caught, and not knowing what the hell to say.

“Yes?”

“Anthony is holding one of my legs all the way up and fucking me. He’s so deep.”

I tried to imagine what she was describing. It was hard to picture—she was easily flexible enough to pull it off, but that just wasn’t something I would ever think to do to her in bed.

No wonder she had just said all that stuff about her pussy belonging to him.

“Keep going,” he grunted, the bedframe squeaking beneath his hard thrusts.

“He’s going to come in me again,” she called out. “I can feel it.”

I took hold of my cock and waited for more.

“That’s it, baby,” she shouted. “I can feel you swelling up inside me. Do it. Come inside me.”

“Fuck, yeah.” The thrusts became harder, faster. “Keep going.”

“It’s happening, James,” she yelled. “He’s so hard, he’s so… Fuck, yes… James, he’s filling up my pussy. There’s so much come…” Her voice began to crack, and she trailed off.

The pounding kept going. The floor was quaking.

“Oh, oh… oh!” She moaned and panted, and her words came out in a meek, trembling voice. “I’m coming, James! I’m coming!”

I yanked out another Kleenex just in time to catch the first blast, the come flying out with more force than ever before. I would have probably covered the ceiling if I hadn’t.

I quietly pumped the tissue full of hot goop while my wife’s cries of pleasure filled the suite.


CHAPTER FOUR

We had been at the hotel for nearly twenty-four hours, but this was the first time that I actually spent with my wife. Of course, we weren’t alone.

We sat on the balcony with our coffees and the breakfast that we’d ordered to the room. While I was dressed in a T-shirt and swimming trunks, ready for the day, Elizabeth wore a hotel robe, and on the other side of her Anthony simply sat in his boxers. It was undoubtedly a deliberate ploy to flaunt his physique in front of me, to stamp his authority all over this suite.

“So,” Elizabeth sighed, taking the last bite of her bagel and slapping her knee. “What shall we do today?”

Anthony pointed down at the beach as he finished chewing a mouthful. “What else?”

“Of course,” she said brightly. “But should we take James with us?”

She was really fucking with me now. I turned to her in disbelief, but she was still looking at him and feigning an innocent smile.

“Don’t see why not,” he said nonchalantly, wiping his chin with a napkin and then finishing his coffee. “He’s footing the bill, after all.”

“Do you wanna join us?” she asked, spinning to me with a mock carefree smile.

“Sure,” I said slowly.

“Great! Anthony, let’s go get ready. Seeing as you’re all set, James, could you go grab us some loungers?”

I gathered up my things and headed out the door just as they slipped back into the bedroom, and I overheard more giggling from Elizabeth. And then I knew I was going to be waiting on the beach for a while.

I was there for over an hour.

By the time they finally emerged on the sand and she spotted me waving like an idiot next to the two empty loungers, the beach was otherwise full. We were surrounded by the other hotel guests, in a scenario at least as bad as the one I had avoided in the restaurant the previous night.

A day at the beach with my wife, her boyfriend, and their new, more liberal attitude towards how they conducted themselves in public. I waited with both terror and anticipation to see how this was going to go. During the long wait for them to join me, I had the time to mentally prepare myself for this and, ultimately, to let go.

There was nothing I could do about it now, and this was a vacation, around people we would never see again. So I figured I might as well lean into it.

Elizabeth dropped her bag onto the middle lounger and ran a hand through her hair, smiling down at me through her shades.

“Sorry. I was a little, um, distracted,” she said, laughing, while Anthony adjusted the far lounger.

“Hey, I wanted to come to the beach,” he said. “You were the one who wanted to—”

“Shush, Anthony,! We’re in public.”

“That hasn’t stopped you before,” he smirked, plunking himself down onto the lounger.

My mind immediately went back to that incident at the bar, my wife letting Anthony take her to the restroom.

She laughed and shook her head, taking out her bottle of sunscreen as she sat and faced me. “Just do my back.”

He swiveled around and sat up behind her, taking the bottle. For a moment I didn’t know where to look, but feeling her staring down at me, I took the bait and watched.

His huge hands rubbed the sunscreen across her shoulders, and then slowly drew strokes up and down her back, lingering each time he reached the area just above her bikini bottoms.

“Tease,” she smirked over her shoulder.

“Haven’t you had enough for one morning?”

“No comment.”

As he rubbed her back, she stretched out her legs parallel to the ground, placed one over the other, and inspected them as she rested the heels of her feet upon the armrest of my lounger.

She looked so damn good. I missed her body like crazy.

“I tried a new razor this morning,” she said. “At the end of ou— my shower.”

The images that her very deliberate wording instantly conjured up in my mind were almost enough to make me run back to the room to beat off again.

“I wanted to try it for this trip. Apparently, it gives the closest possible shave. What do you think?”

She cocked one leg and displayed it right beneath my gaze, wiggling her toes for effect. I was going crazy here.

“It looks…really good.”

“And it feels even better,” Anthony said.

He finished up and closed the bottle of sunscreen, and then gave her ass a playful slap that made her giggle and respond with a playful whack to his arm. He stood up, walked to the foot of our loungers, and then stretched for effect as he surveyed the beach.

“I’m going in.”

He stooped down, pressed a slow kiss to my wife’s lips that she returned hungrily, and then peeled away, leaving her with a breathless smile. He strode down towards the surf, and I could sense eyes across the sand watching him. I couldn’t blame them—his was by far the best body of any man on this beach, and he wasn’t exactly taking great pains to keep to himself.

Watching him step into the shallows, Elizabeth flopped back in her lounger.

“I’m sorry I sprung this on you. The idea was just too tempting… I figured it could really spice things up.”

“Because we haven’t spiced things up enough already,” I said, smirking to take the edge off my words, though I was only half joking.

“Sure, but it’s exciting to see how far we can take it, isn’t it?” She gave me a mischievous smile and waited for me to answer.

I wasn’t sure who exactly she was referring to as ‘we’. I could have happily stopped all this and spent the whole week catching up on two sexless months, if she’d have agreed.

But she wasn’t wrong. She was constantly making me guess her next move, and this vacation had turned that up a notch or two. It seemed like she felt no limitations here, no need for restraint, and I was secretly eager to see where that would lead. After all, she had just kissed him right next to me in the middle of a beach full of people. Here, she just didn’t care anymore.

“I guess it is.”

“Then let’s find out,” she smiled, patting me on the knee and standing up. “I’m gonna go and join him.”

He was still standing with the water up to his waist, and when he saw her approaching he fell back and immersed himself all the way, grinning as he waited for her. She entered the shallows and flinched performatively, making a show of the water being too cold. They were talking, though I couldn’t hear anything they were saying; I could just tell that he was coaxing her in, and she was pretending to resist.

He drew closer as they talked, and eventually he reached out, grabbed her by the waist, and pulled her in with him with a splash. She squealed and laughed out loud, grabbing onto him and wrapping her legs around his waist as he took her in his arms. He carried her out into the water, her half-naked body pressed to his bare torso, his hands cupping her ass, and they kissed sultrily, her hands sliding appreciatively over his bulging shoulder muscles.

Behind my sunglasses I glanced around me, noticing several women watching on, admiring Anthony and looking more than a little jealously at my wife. One of them looked back at me, clearly trying to wrap her head around the context of all this, and I pretended to be busy with my phone before she could realize I had seen her.

Locked in an embrace with her boyfriend out beyond the surf, my wife giggled and kissed him again. Slowly they drifted further out, as far as it was possible for him to stand, far beyond the cluster of beachgoers basking in the shallows and well out of earshot.

They stayed like that for some time, his hands always beneath the surface and their faces too distant to read, leaving the rest to my imagination.


CHAPTER FIVE

As I sat there alone on the beach, I formed a plan.

I had hit my limit for the day. I had to get back to the room and do something about this. But I didn’t want them to know that.

By the time they’d had enough of the water, it was already nearing lunchtime. So when they came back to the loungers, Elizabeth looking noticeably red-faced and a little breathless, I suggested we go to the pool bar to find some food, and they agreed. Once we were there I picked the biggest meal on the menu, a burger with all the trimmings that must have been at least two thousand calories alone before the accompanying fries and salad. I ate the whole thing, which meant that a little while later, I could convincingly excuse myself back to the hotel room with a stomachache.

And there I stayed, freed from the overstimulation of watching my wife’s wanton behavior with her other man, and at last able to relieve myself. I beat off three times in an hour.

Of course, this wasn’t a big resort, and nearly everything outside was within view of our room. Which meant I could see them stay in place at the bar a little longer and enjoy the fruit punch, then migrate over to the pool area, and then slide into the water together.

The image of my wife’s pale little body draped over his huge dark frame never got old, and it never got less arousing. The visual was never more pronounced than it was with the sun gleaming against her white skin, the beads of water glistening across their bodies, his muscles especially defined after fucking her senseless for most of the last twenty-four hours. So I beat off again.

They stayed out there for the rest of the afternoon, and via a brief exchange of texts, Elizabeth checked in on me and I reassured her that I was okay but would stay in the room to take it easy for the rest of the day. I suspected that she knew exactly what my game was, but I didn’t mind—my decision was still probably for the best. I needed to pace myself, to drag this week out.

Finally free to relax, with no chance for them to get up to anything else while they were in the pool, I even managed a siesta. When I woke an hour or so later and looked out the window, they were back at the bar, sipping on drinks and chatting.

I was relieved at first, but a few moments later I realized they weren’t alone. They were sitting alongside another couple at the bar, talking excitedly—making couple friends.

This was getting really fucking weird now. And what was I supposed to do? Go down there, step in and clarify that I was Elizabeth’s husband? Somehow I doubted that would fix anything, far from it.

So I just let them carry on. I tried to keep myself distracted with channel-hopping until I saw them leave—and then, knowing they were heading up to the room to get ready for dinner, I snuck out down the staircase and out the front of the hotel to go for a walk, before texting Elizabeth to let her know I had gone out for some fresh air and to stretch my legs.

That massive burger would tide me over for the evening. I just didn’t want to be around them in public—the situation in the suite was about as much as I could take.

Clearly, they knew that. So, as if to punish me for ‘cheating’ and staying away for most of the day, they just doubled down.

“Fuck me,” Elizabeth gasped, as I came back into the room a few hours later.

I had found a nice bar at another nearby hotel to wile away time with a couple of beers and some bar snacks, so it was late in the evening by the time I returned. Evidently, they had foregone any other activities downstairs after dinner, and had come straight back up here to make the most of the empty room—specifically, the couch which was now my bed.

Elizabeth was kneeling and leaning over the arm of the couch as Anthony screwed her from behind at a rapid pace, her tan-lined breasts bouncing with each thrust. She looked up at me as I entered and gave me the most wicked look I had ever seen from her.

“Hello, husband. Feeling well enough to watch us?”

Locked in her gaze, I quietly strode over to the small dining table at the end of the room and sat in a chair. I felt an odd sense of gratitude that I could finally watch them for real again, rather than just the teasing audio-only versions that I’d been given so far.

His enormous cock was no less shocking even after all the times I had seen them together. It looked like it shouldn’t have fit inside her tight little pussy, or at least like it would only get partway inside. But she was taking all of him, deep and hard, her wetness smacking loudly every time he pushed inside her.

But what was more striking was how sweaty they were. Elizabeth’s normally smart, clean-cut hair was all over the place, soaking and sticking to her forehead, while her body was shining all over. Anthony too, though despite his frantic exertion right now he was a little less damp than her. It all begged the question—what the hell had I missed up until now?

She seemed to read my thoughts, smirking even as she was thrown back and forth, panting open-mouthed.

“You think you could do this for your wife?” Anthony said as he fucked her. She cocked an eyebrow at me, expecting me to play along, though we both knew my answer wouldn’t exactly require any acting.

“No.”

“Thought not,” he smirked, speeding up even more to hammer the point home.

“Fuck, no,” Elizabeth spat. “That’s why I have you to fuck me now, Anthony.”

“I’m gonna make sure you can barely feel him the next time he’s allowed in you.”

“You already have,” she wheezed as she took a pounding. “Nothing will ever feel as good as you.”

I stayed there and endured their taunts as they both raced towards their orgasms. Elizabeth collapsed and screamed into the cushion as she came against his dick, before he pulled out and spurted come all over her ass—missing his target with a few of his blasts, meaning that when they finally got up, I was forced to clean the couch if I wanted to ever get a decent sleep on that thing again.

They shut themselves away in the bedroom for the rest of the evening, returning to their private but loud lovemaking. Somehow it was easier to endure now. After jerking off a couple more times, I dozed off and actually got a good night’s sleep.

We were on day three of seven now, and I knew that it would be difficult to pull off another escape like I had on day two. So I endured a return to the beach, playing third wheel as they flirted outrageously on the loungers and then frolicked in the water. After lunch I joined them at the pool, and I pretended to nap on my lounger while hungrily watching my wife luxuriate in the water with her lover. Her body seemed to look better every day, especially as she built up a tan.

I even stuck it out at the restaurant for dinner. We were surrounded by people who had seen their behavior over the last few days, so I just tried to play the part of a friend on vacation. It was degrading as hell, but no one beyond our table knew for sure what was going on.

Except that was about to change.

I drew the line at going to the bar after dinner that night, and left them to it. In a way, it was no different to their many ‘date nights’ back home—especially given how the night always ended. The pay-off was that I would get to at least partially witness that part of the evening.

But on day four—after I had patiently stuck out the third wheel treatment in public yet again—Elizabeth suggested an evening at the bar, just me and her.

“Really? You don’t want—”

“Anthony says he’s pretty beat. I’m not surprised after the performance he put in last night… But I figured it would be nice for us to just, you know, hang out.”

“Sure,” I said, trying not to let her hear my excitement. Finally, I could have her to myself again, even if it was just to sit and share a drink together. This was what they had done to me over the last few days—leaving me this relieved to simply spend some quality time with my wife.

We headed downstairs, finally away from Anthony. I had put in a little extra effort as I got ready, giving myself a fresh shave, a spritz of cologne, and wearing the best clothes that I’d brought along for the trip. She seemed to have dressed up more than usual every night that we were here, but tonight was no exception as she strode out in a flowy silk blood red dress and a strappy pair of high heels. I had briefly feared that she might dial it down this evening and dress more casually for me, so this was a little detail that put my mind at ease.

We grabbed two bar stools and ordered some cocktails. Initially I felt a bit awkward—this felt like a first date after a separation—but naturally Elizabeth was as comfortable as ever, and quickly got me to relax. We chatted like, well, a couple on vacation, with no mention of Anthony or the strange state of affairs up in our suite. The live band started up with some easy, relaxing covers to kick the evening off. For the first time, I was actually enjoying myself.

After about half an hour, she started to look a little distracted. Her eyes seemed to be flitting over my shoulder, and eventually I glanced back and saw a couple on the other end of the bar. It took me a moment to place them.

“You met those two, right?” I asked, nudging my head in their direction as inconspicuously as I could.

“How do you know?”

“I saw you and Anthony talking to them,” I said, taking the bait. “From the window of our room.”

She pretended to widen her eyes in surprise as she took a sip. “Wow, keeping tabs on me.”

“Possessive, right?”

She gave a small but genuine laugh. “Yeah, we met them. We spoke to them a couple of times actually. They’re nice.”

“What did you… you know… tell them?”

She pulled a confused expression, but I gave her a look that clearly told her to cut the crap, prompting another laugh.

“We didn’t need to. We just talked about our vacation together and life back home without going into too much detail.”

“So they think…”

“That Anthony and I are together? Sure. I mean, they aren’t wrong, are they?”

I took a deep breath. “Uh, no, but—”

“Exactly. Really, it’s you who will need some explaining now.”

And before I could ask what she meant, she stood up and excitedly waved them over to join us.


CHAPTER SIX

It all seemed to happen in slow motion: the couple picking up their drinks, walking over, warmly greeting Elizabeth. I kept a calm exterior but was panicking inside as she introduced me, and I didn’t even catch their names as my mind scrambled to prepare for their questions. They looked a little confused as I shook their hands, but Elizabeth encouraged them to take a seat next to her and got the conversation rolling, maybe to buy me some time.

It was small talk, but it was vacation small talk, the kind where the conversation revolves around stuff people actually want to talk about: how clear the water was, how you have to try the steak at the restaurant, how great the live band is.

As they chatted, I chipped in with the occasional small contribution, much more reticent than I would normally be given our strange circumstances. I picked up their names—Greg and Ellen—and listened for any clues as to what they made of the relationship between Elizabeth and Anthony, but there was nothing beyond them asking after him at the very beginning.

One of them would glance at me from time to time, and in their eyes I could see them struggling to make sense of the sudden change in companion. Greg in particular seemed to want to ask about it, but he held his tongue, letting Elizabeth push the conversation along. It bought me time to plan what I would say if and when they did ask. I wouldn’t be completely blunt about it, but I could obfuscate a little, make them think that I perhaps just thought Anthony was really my wife’s friend, and rely on their sense of decorum to prevent them from probing any further. I was still nervous as hell, but it felt better to be prepared for it.

But that went out the window within seconds, when Anthony suddenly rounded the group and took the seat on the far side, enclosing the couple between him and Elizabeth, and leaving me stranded at the end.

I sank back into a state of panic as they chatted excitedly and ordered a fresh round, the pair completely won over by Anthony’s charm. It was like I didn’t exist, which was probably a good thing, as I tried to compute this turn of events. What was he up to? Had Elizabeth known that he would gatecrash our evening? And what would I say now if any questions came up?

I hoped I wouldn’t have to worry too much about that last point, given how much of a blunder it could be on their part to bring it up with all three of us present. But I didn’t account for how quickly Greg had been knocking back the drinks, and he came out with it when I least expected it.

“Okay, so,” he said, waving his whiskey tumbler around and looking each of us in the eye in turn, with a sort of cheerily conspiratorial expression. “I’ve been wondering, and you gotta tell me. What exactly is going on here?”

I froze and looked to Elizabeth. But I sensed Anthony turn to me, then Greg, then Ellen—and finally, my wife.

I was sitting at the end of the row with four faces all waiting for me to explain what was going on between my wife and another man.

I took a deep breath and then, feeling numb, like a part of me died the very moment I opened my mouth, I said it.

“I’m Elizabeth’s husband. She’s dating Anthony.”

I let it sink in and braced for the follow-up questions, the push for a proper explanation. But there was just silence. Excruciating, humiliating silence. Everyone else looked at either their drink or some random bottle or piece of decor behind the bar.

After a moment Anthony stepped off his bar stool, came over to Elizabeth with a bright smile and wrapped an arm around her lower back. “Want to dance?”

“Of course,” she beamed, and she let him lead her onto the dancefloor, where a few other couples were casually dancing to the smooth acoustic number from the band. I was alone with the couple now, and somehow that awkward silence had become even more painful.

It could still get worse though. Greg pushed himself off his bar stool, rounded his wife, and dropped into the seat that my wife had just vacated right next to me.

“So… explain to me how this works.” He pointed his thumb back over his shoulder and shook his head with a bemused smile. “Because I gotta be honest, it don’t make much sense to me.”

I fielded a whole series of questions from then on. There was no hiding it anymore. The cat was out of the bag, he was a little too tipsy to read the room, and now that he had smashed down the door his wife was all too eager to follow him in. It turned out she had been dying to know what the heck was going on. From time to time I glanced over my shoulder, watching Anthony and Elizabeth’s chemistry simmer on the dancefloor while their ‘couple friends’ suddenly found me sufficiently interesting to talk to.

As they pried and pried, and I did the unthinkable and openly confessed to being a willing cuckold, I tried to get a sense of their motives for this interrogation. I think he was just being a nosy, slightly overbearing prick, his questions and tone heavily saturated in judgment. But I had a harder time reading Ellen. She didn’t seem to want to imitate Elizabeth’s lifestyle, nor did she seem disapproving of either her or me. I came to the conclusion that she was really just intrigued by Anthony, and I took some solace in that.

Judge me all you like, Greg, but your wife wants to fuck that guy too.

Eventually, Ellen seemed to decide that she had found out everything she wanted to know and was done for the night. She whispered in Greg’s ear and he called the barman over to settle up.

“It’s all taken care of,” the barman said, and when questioned he pointed out to the dancefloor, his brow furrowed. “The gentleman you were sitting with asked me to add it to his room tab. He was there a moment ago…”

“Oh, that’s so kind of him,” Ellen enthused.

“Great guy,” Greg added, finishing his drink.

Of course Anthony had put it on my fucking tab and taken the credit. But before I had time to get over that, I realized he and Elizabeth were no longer dancing, and they weren’t anywhere else in the bar or the terrace outside. They were gone.

“Nice chatting with you,” I mumbled, nodding and stepping down. “Gotta go.”

Ellen gave a perplexed wave, Greg shot me a cuntish smirk, and I left them to go and find out where my wife had gone this time.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I rushed outside, trying to figure out what Elizabeth and Anthony might be up to. They had been fucking in our room for most of the vacation, and I got the sense they had something different in store this evening. There was something about Anthony’s surprise appearance at the bar, barging in on our evening together, that told me he wasn’t done finding new ways to fuck with me.

“Have you seen what’s happening up there?!”

I was passing through the pool area, where a man was reclining on a lounger in the dark and relaxing with a cigarette, and his partner was approaching him with a pair of drinks from the bar. With a chuckle he pointed the lit end of his cigarette up in the air, towards the top of the hotel.

“No, what’s… Oh, my God!”

He laughed harder now. “Sure beats watching that house band.”

I stopped and followed his gaze upwards, but I could already sense what I was about to see.

And hear. Until I had got away from the noise emanating from the bar, and the slap of my flip-flops against the path had come to a stop, I wouldn’t have noticed it, but now the sound seemed to fill the courtyard.

The rhythmic smack and groans of two bodies among the uppermost balconies.

As my eyes landed on the one outside our room, I saw them in the faint light cast upwards from the poolside lamps. Anthony stood behind Elizabeth, with his pants around his ankles, as she bent over and leaned against the railing with her silk dress hitched up around her waist. They were too far away to see in any detail, but the noises told me everything I needed to know, his steady grunts becoming drowned out by her high-pitched moans, her attempt to muffle them by biting her lip only partly successful.

I almost forgot I had company near me. “Lucky girl,” the woman said drily, sitting on the lounger next to her companion.

“I’d need to drink a lot more than this to do that.” He took a drag. “I recognize them from the beach.”

“Yeah, isn’t that the couple who were practically fucking in the water?”

“When I said they should get a room, this wasn’t what I had in mind.”

“God, what a slut. And there’s that other guy. I still think she’s fucking both of them.”

“I didn’t get that vibe. She only seemed interested in that guy.” Again he pointed the cigarette towards the balcony, where their rutting was picking up speed, and Anthony’s hands were now cupping my wife’s breasts. “Looks like they’re close to the grand finale.”

I had been standing far enough away to not draw the attention of the nearby couple, but the longer I stood there and stared up at the balcony, the more I was playing with fire. And I was done explaining the intricacies of my marriage for one night.

I sped towards the doors and slipped back into the building, just as my wife’s cries of ecstasy echoed around the courtyard.

I was caught between a rock and a hard place after that, so I killed some time on my phone in the hotel lobby to wait it out. After a while I figured they would have probably moved indoors, so I bit the bullet and headed back to the room. Despite everything he had already put me through, now more than ever I dreaded Anthony’s company, that smug grin, the taunts, his constant need to one-up me.

Perhaps he had somehow felt threatened by the idea of Elizabeth spending an evening with her husband. Perhaps she had been in on the whole thing from the start. At this point I didn’t really care; I was just bracing for any other nasty shocks he had planned.

But when I got to the suite, they had shut themselves away in the bedroom. They were fucking again, of course, but it wasn’t like before. There was none of the boasting, the deafening orgasms, the bed straining. It was quiet, intimate.

I was relieved at first. This was a huge drop in intensity from the last few days, almost as if they didn’t know I was here.

Then came a renewed jealousy. What was it like in there? Was there something more between them now, other than just wild fucking and depraved dirty talk? Did I have reason to actually worry now?

I sat and stewed in a state of quiet anxiety.

I still beat off, though.

When I woke on the couch the next morning, the door to the bedroom was open, but the suite was silent. I noticed Anthony’s shoes were no longer by the door. They had probably gone to breakfast, I figured—but when I checked my phone, there was nothing from Elizabeth. So far, she had told me whenever they had gone anywhere, with the obvious exception of the previous night.

I poked my head around the door and looked into the bedroom. She was lying under only the top sheet, her shoulders exposed; I realized she was naked under there.

“Wh… where’s Anthony?”

“At the airport,” she shrugged with a smile.

“Something wrong?” I asked, feeling ridiculous for it.

“Nope. It was always the plan. He has business to handle back home, and I wanted to make sure you and I got a couple of days to ourselves on this vacation.”

“Oh.” I nodded, feeling my body give away my relief. She grinned as she noticed it.

“Don’t worry, no more surprises. Except one.” She pulled the sheet back to make space next to her. “Hop in.”

It felt a little weird to join her in what had essentially become her and Anthony’s bed, but I didn’t need to be asked twice. I pulled off my T-shirt and boxers in a heartbeat and slid in next to her, my cock already—or still—in a semi-erect state. As the sheet momentarily flapped up, I saw her naked body and felt a different kind of excitement, as though this was the first time I would ever get to sleep with her.

She glanced at my crotch with a wry smile, and then turned to me with one eyebrow raised as I propped myself up on one elbow.

“Presumptuous.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. Misreading this situation, only to get shot down, would be real humiliation. But before I could stammer out an answer she continued.

“Relax. Anthony said you can have sex with me. And I want you to.”

I don’t think I had ever felt so relieved or horny. I dived in, held her close to me and kissed her, my tongue parting her lips, thankfully being met by hers. She ran her fingers through my hair and down my neck and sighed.

She wanted me. After those two long months and then these hellish few days, it almost came as a surprise.

I climbed on top of her, savoring the feel of her warmth beneath me, her smooth legs sliding around me, the scent of her. I was in no rush, though. I kissed her hungrily, gratefully, caressing her curves, appreciating every moment of this.

I had never taken so long, and I had never worshipped her body like this. Which was why, after what felt to me like seconds but was evidently too long for her, she ran out of patience, seized my hard cock, and pressed it against her wet, hot folds.

I shivered. It felt like so much more time had passed than had in reality, given everything she had done, everything she had said. She pulled me in and I felt the gentle, damp squeeze of her entrance around me, clasping, choking my oversensitive head.

Slowly I pushed in and she parted her legs, pressing my back, coaxing me to go all the way. I fought to pace myself. The sensation was overwhelming.

“For now, this is a one-off,” she whispered, clenching her thighs around me. “You are getting this because Anthony gave his permission. I don’t know when, or if, he’ll give it again.”

My cock throbbed painfully inside her, and she gasped with a teasing smile. I didn’t dare move beyond as slow a pace as possible.

“Come on, don’t fight it. I know you want to let go.”

I couldn’t. Not this quickly. I had to get everything out of this that I could.

Her walls tightened around me, then released. And then again.

I had never experienced her doing this before. She was doing it so… easily. Each time she sent a tingle throughout my shaft, and it raged inside her, begging for relief. I scrunched my face, fighting against it. I needed to make more of this.

“It’s a little technique I’ve been working on with Anthony. It always makes him explode inside me.”

That broke me. It didn’t feel like I gave in so much as my cock overcame me, swelling up inside her, drawing all the fight out of me, and building up to that first powerful pump.

Blast after blast filled her. She held my head so that my eyes were glued to hers, and her devilish, heavy-lidded smile was like a new knife in my gut. Even as she granted me the one thing I had waited for, she had to goad me, to snatch it back from me again.

The spasms of my cock had never been so forceful. And I had already jacked off countless times since we had got here, yet I couldn’t remember a load this big. As the orgasm rumbled on, she dropped the act for a moment and widened her eyes, surprised, impressed even.

And then with a final gasp I spurted the last of it inside her, collapsed against her body, and held her while I still could.

For the last two nights of the trip, I shared that bed with her. But true to her word, that was all I got.

And for the last two days we sunbathed together, we dined together, we explored together. It was finally the vacation I had expected. But truncated, and with the bittersweet edge left by Anthony’s visit, and the frustration that I would only have her for myself that one, brief time.

And she didn’t let me forget it. She showcased her body for me in those bikinis and her shortest dresses, and by stripping naked for bed each night. She teased me with her touches, her kisses, and she would then pull away and remind me in a coquettish whisper that I wasn’t ‘getting any’ for the foreseeable future.

Something else was bothering me though. In the way Anthony had asserted himself on that last night and then quietly disappeared, and the way Elizabeth continued to tease me over those last two days, reminding me of the rule whenever she had the opportunity, I got the sense there was something more. Something that she wasn’t telling me—something she was building up to.

It turned out I was right. And with one quick sentence, she hit me with it.

The plane had begun its descent. In an hour or so, we would get back to normality, or whatever normality meant for us nowadays. I had at least hoped that, no matter what big surprise she was planning next, our everyday lives would be a lot less intense than our vacation had been.

I had hoped wrong.

“By the way, Anthony’s going to be moving in with us for a little while.”

Thank you for reading
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