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      Jessica Muller grinned at her husband. Andrew had stepped out of the men’s room. “Everything okay down there?”

      “He’s attached,” Andrew replied dutifully.

      They had just left the airport security area. Now they needed to locate their driver. “There’s Zane!” exclaimed Jessica, flying off. Her target was the arms of the tall Jamaican. Andrew watched sheepishly as they fell over each other in plain sight. For a long minute, their lips hung together. They didn’t mind the crowds moving around them.

      “I missed you,” Jessica confessed.

      “Who wouldn’t miss Zane? A year is a long time.”

      “Way too long,” Jessica pouted. “Let's hurry back to the hotel and to our room.”

      “If you don’t mind, I’d like to wait here for another half hour. Maybe have a cup of coffee? I’m expecting a second couple. Two Germans.”

      “Uh ... Deutschland … Bier … Oktoberfest,” Jessica practiced her meager knowledge of German. “Maybe a couple for our task?”

      “The chances are very good. Young. Pretty. Still fairly recently married. I wouldn’t say no to her. Lisa directed her to us.”

      “Lisa?”

      “Ah, you don’t know her. She always comes to us in the fall.”

      “The couple is about to arrive?”

      Zane looked at his watch. “Their plane should have landed by now.”

      “What do you know about them?”

      “Like I said, pretty,” Zane grinned.

      “Which helps us how?” grumbled Jessica. She realized she would have preferred Zane to gush solely over her. He should know that Oberon would take the first round for himself, anyway.

      “I don’t know. If Lisa says they have potential, you can count on it. That girl knows her stuff. She’s got her man under her thumb. Your Andrew gets off easy compared to him. How are you?” For the first time, Zane addressed Andrew. The two men got along well, despite everything. “Your cowboys didn’t win the title again.”

      Jessica let the two men talk about their favorite sport. Football wasn’t her world. Watching it made little sense to her. You could hardly enjoy watching the handsome athletes in their full glory because of their thick protective gear.

      Besides, she was already making plans in her head. If they would already meet the perfect pair of victims here at the airport, it could become a very relaxing vacation. They wouldn’t have to worry about not being able to return next year.
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      The sun beamed in his face. Jonas looked up at the light blue sky. Isolated little clouds were moving leisurely toward the horizon. In love, he looked at the woman next to him - his Leonie.

      My wife.

      “What is it?” asked Leonie.

      “Nothing ... I’m just happy.”

      “Aunt Hille would certainly be angry with us if we weren’t. Right, Hille?” asked Leonie skyward.

      They had married last summer. But only the unexpected inheritance last winter had made their belated honeymoon trip possible. Jonas thought that was very appropriate since Aunt Hille couldn’t stop warning them about marrying so young.

      From Jonas’ perspective, they hadn't had such an unusual age for marriage a year ago. At 23 and 24, they were both in the middle of life after completing their training as IT specialist and tax clerk. Apart from that, they had known each other for ages and had been together almost as long.

      They followed the stream of passengers from the plane to the airport terminal. Leonie rummaged her sunglasses out of her hand luggage. She wiped her blonde hair back and put the glasses on. Then grinned contentedly at Jonas. They were both very excited about this vacation. Especially Leonie was looking forward like a little child for weeks.

      The entry formalities were pending, and they stood in the long queue. Their flights had taken them from Frankfurt with a transfer in Miami to Montego Bay. The Caribbean had been their desired destination. Which of the many islands played just a secondary role. At the travel agency, the hotel in Jamaica had been highly recommended. Lisa - their travel consultant - promised them the highest quality and a unique dream vacation. She promised them they would want to come back to this hotel again and again. The price was just barely within an acceptable range. In the end, it outbid their original specification by three hundred euros. But a honeymoon is something you hopefully only do once in your life. But contrary to the words of the travel consultant, they didn’t believe that they would repeat the vacation soon. Maybe never. It was much too expensive for that.

      Jonas watched his Leonie suppress a laugh as a man with dreadlocks checked her passport at the counter. They were just entering the country and already greeted by a stereotype.

      They could pass, collected their luggage, and finally left the security area. “Where to now?” asked Leonie. They had booked the vacation with a transfer to their hotel. They should be expected here. But Jonas wasn’t sure how they would find each other. “Oh, there,” Leonie exclaimed, pointing a finger at a man. He had just turned away from Jonas. In his hands, he held a sign. Leonie ran toward him. Jonas followed her.

      “Hello, we are Jonas and Leonie Kühn,” she announced to the man in English. He turned to them. Now Jonas could also read their names on his sign.

      “Wonderful. I’m Zane from the Jamaican Pride Hotel. Did you get your luggage already? Perfect. Let me take your suitcase,” he offered Leonie. “Follow me, please.”

      Zane led them to the exit and purposefully towards a minibus. A couple was already sitting in it. Quickly, Zane stowed their luggage in the trunk.

      “We’re ready to go,” Zane announced, flashing his pearly white teeth. They stood in stark contrast to his black skin. He opened the door for Leonie and was unnecessarily helping her get in.

      “Hello,” sounded to them in a broad accent. Definitely American. Jonas placed it somewhere in the southern states of the United States.

      “Andrew and Jessica,” the woman introduced her husband and herself. Leonie took over their introduction. “Oh, aus Deutschland,” the woman gloated in semi-understandable German. “Andrew was stationed in Germany. We had a delightful time there,” she explained to them and switched back to English to do so.

      “The left-hand traffic is irritating,” Leonie said after the first intersection, covering her eyes for fun.

      “You die a few thousand deaths at first, but you get used to it,” Andrew agreed.

      It became a relaxed conversation. The American couple was about five years older. You could hardly tell by looking at them, though. They were high school sweethearts, as they candidly revealed. This meant that the two couples had found the first thing they had in common.

      “The hotel is wonderful,” Jessica told them. “This is our fifth time here. The perfect place to create and maintain a good and long-lasting marriage. You guys made a brilliant choice.”

      “Good to hear,” commented a laughing Zane from the driver’s seat.

      “You guys are the best, Zane,” Jessica said, pushing on his broad shoulders from behind. “This place really offers unforgettable vacation experiences,” she continued, turning to Leonie.

      After a half-hour drive, they reached their destination. Zane had informed them early on that they would arrive soon. The road led along the coastline only roughly a hundred meters from the beach. They could spot the white beach and palm trees. Behind them was the vast sea.

      Their hotel had specialized in couples. They didn’t allow underage guests. They wanted to offer a relaxing vacation without screaming children. Leonie had raised some doubts at the travel agency. Didn’t children stand for the joy of life and didn’t they make themselves ready to start their own family? The next day she had visited a friend and her little screamer had convinced her that a last vacation in peace would also have its advantages.

      “I’m already taking your luggage up,” Zane informed them. “You’ll find the front desk on the right.”

      “Thanks, Zane. See you around,” Jessica called after him, sugary sweet. Jonas had to stop a laugh. A careful sideways glance at Andrew showed her husband mustn’t have noticed her words.

      Not that he could mess with the tall and muscular Zane, Jonas reflected gleefully.

      Jessica and Andrew were the first to be checked in at the front desk. They said goodbye to Leonie and Jonas. “I’m sure we’ll run into each other a few more times. Maybe we’ll have dinner sometime?” offered Jessica, and her husband agreed. Leonie didn’t show any reluctance. Jonas felt the same way. The two Americans were nice and an occasional change wouldn’t hurt their two-week vacation.

      “The card to your room,” the receptionist said, smiling at them. “I hope you enjoy your stay. If you have any questions, please feel free to contact us.”

      For Leonie and Jonas, it was off to the third floor. They had booked a suite with a view of the sea. They quickly arrived at their destination. The advertised room was in front of them. But they had no eyes for it. They walked straight to the floor-to-ceiling window. The view of the beach and the blue water was gigantic. Jonas opened the door to the balcony. Together they stepped out. Jonas put his hands around his wife from behind and pressed against her.

      “Aunt Hille has invested her money very well,” he amused himself and pressed his lips to Leonie’s neck.

      They left the door to the balcony open and turned their attention to their suitcases. Zane had delivered them to their room as announced. They hurried to unpack them. There was much to discover. Jonas grabbed his Jessica and embraced her one more time. He pressed her against the wall and kissed her. His hands wandered over his wife. Her firm breasts were his target.

      “Jonas,” Leonie giggled.

      “Leonie,” he gasped in reply.

      “You can’t wait anymore?”

      “I need you.”

      They turned to their bed. Leonie took off her clothes. Not fast enough for Jonas. “Don’t pull like that, the fabric is very thin,” Leonie admonished her husband. Jonas let her undress and concentrated on getting rid of his own clothes as quickly as possible.

      Leonie sat down naked on the bed and crawled up backward. She watched as her lover undressed. His penis swung to freedom.

      Coming from the end of the bed, he crawled up her body. Taking his time, he kissed his way up her legs to her thighs. His hands were already reaching up further to her breasts. Carefully, his tongue made its way through her cleft.

      Jonas didn’t stay there for long. He pushed himself a little higher. He sucked on her nipples and let his tongue play around her hard buds. Finally, his lips found her mouth. They kissed each other. He could easily tell from Leonie’s greedy kisses that she was also very aroused by now. It was time to fuck her.

      “Can we do each other?” asked Leonie shyly.

      For you, my love. He inwardly accepted her request immediately. In whatever way, he needed to be released from his lust. Jonas kissed her shoulder. “Of course,” he replied softly. Each other had become a clear signal word choice in their bed. Leonie could have simply asked for sixty-nine. Instead, she always chose her words in bed very carefully, even when she was very aroused, and resorted to restrained circumlocutions. Fortunately for Jonas, his wife might be a little shy when it came to dirty words, but she had much less trouble with actions. Especially once her arousal got her going. Jonas got blowjobs every week. He happily returned the favor.

      Jonas lay down next to his Leonie. She preferred the position on top. Leonie had to stretch a little and on the other side, Jonas had to push his head forward so they could pleasure each other at the same time.

      He grabbed his wife’s butt cheeks, lifted his head, and brought her pussy to his lips. Right at the beginning, he let his tongue plow through her cleft. His arousal demanded an outlet.

      Conversely, he felt Leonie’s hands on his penis. She embraced it and masturbated him three times. Her tongue followed this circling his glans several times. Finally, she let his penis slide into her mouth until her nose almost pressed against his testicles. His pubic hair played around her lips and tickled her nose.

      Almost always, when they indulged each other like this, it meant he would lick his Leonie to orgasm. She was on top and had the upper hand. Not that he didn’t enjoy doing this. Conversely, his wife also spoiled him to the end. She swallowed his cum.

      Which brought their first honeymoon sex to a satisfying end for them both within ten minutes.
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      “Pool?” asked Leonie. They had lain in each other’s arms for a few minutes after their first vacation treat.

      “A snack wouldn’t be bad either,” Jonas replied.

      “Oh yeah. What do you think of this dress?”

      “Wonderful.”

      “You didn’t even look.”

      “All your dresses are wonderful.”

      Leonie twisted her head. “I’ll put my bikini on right underneath.”

      Hand in hand, they walked to the elevator and rode down. They had arrived at the hotel around noon. A few leftovers from the buffet could still be found. A server immediately made an effort to bring them more extras.

      The Jamaican Pride Hotel had seventy rooms. Usually, these were double occupancy, and most of the year it was at least nearly full. Still, they offered plenty of space. Guests weren’t standing on each other’s feet. There were plenty of free loungers at the pool. Cabanas were available on the hotel’s own beach. Bars provided the vacationers with drinks.

      The atmosphere was relaxed. The midday heat had ensured calm. Leonie disappeared briefly into a changing room and took off her summer dress. Jonas was already wearing swimming shorts and only got rid of his polo shirt.

      “Damn, we forgot the sunscreen.”

      “I’ll get it,” Jonas offered and hurried off. After the first few steps, he lapsed into a slower walk, soaking up the atmosphere. The mood in the hotel was quiet. Indeed, no screaming children. They had made an excellent decision. Nothing stood in the way of the dream vacation they had been promised.

      A few meters before he reached their suite, the door to the neighboring room opened. “Neighbors,” Jonas amused himself. In front of him, Jessica and Andrew Muller stepped out of their hotel room. Judging by their getup, obviously ready to make their way to the pool as well.

      “Ah, what a coincidence,” Jessica joined in the laughter.

      Jonas grabbed the sunscreen and headed back. Leonie sat on a lounger at the side of the pool. Jessica sat next to her. The two women talked and laughed together.

      “Thanks, honey,” Leonie said, accepting the sunscreen. Jonas sat down on the lounger next to her. He spotted Andrew in the pool. “Can you rub some on my back?” He gladly took over. Leonie wore a fashion-conscious but not too skimpy bikini.

      Andrew did only a few laps and then got out of the pool. He joined the group. Instead of swim shorts, he wore skimpy swim trunks. “Is it a good fit?” his wife asked.

      “It’s fine,” Andrew replied with a nod. “Cocktail?”

      “I’d love one.”

      “You guys too?”

      Leonie and Jonas told him their wishes, and Andrew made his way to the bar. Jessica looked after him. “He’s a real sweetheart,” she said, finally taking off her bathrobe. Jonas caught his breath. True, the American was also dressed in a bikini, but it used only half as much fabric as his Leonie’s bikini. Immediately she smeared herself with sunscreen. She couldn’t get to her back, though. “I guess Andrew needs still a moment,” she said, looking around. Her gaze slid over Leonie and Jonas and fixed on a spot behind them. “Zane? Do you have a minute?”

      Their driver seemed to be the multi-talented one in this hotel. He was currently replacing a light bulb. “How can I help?” he asked.

      “I can’t reach my back,” Jessica explained and put on a helpless look. “Could you take over?”

      “Of course.”

      Jonas watched wide-eyed as the black Jamaican approached the married American woman. She had sat up and turned her back to Zane. The latter sat down next to her. He spread a long strip of sunscreen on Jessica’s back. “Oh, cold,” she commented with a laugh, turning her head to face Zane. They laughed at each other. Zane’s huge hands smeared the cream.

      Leonie gave her husband a help-seeking look. Jonas couldn’t miss the irritation on her face. For a married woman, this behavior wasn't proper. One could almost speak of flirting. Maybe had to. But Jessica wouldn’t dare. Her husband was standing at the bar just a few feet away. Jonas suspected that they simply already knew each other very well from past vacations. That must cause this strange familiarity.

      “Oh, your hands are so good,” Jessica sighed, adding to it. “I’ve missed them so much. Do you still offer massages?”

      “All you have to do is request me. I’m ready for you at any time.”

      “Very well. I’ll be in touch ... soon.”

      Zane took his time with Jessica. It was almost a little massage. Jonas and Leonie watched as he went about his business. His black hands were a stark contrast to Jessica’s white skin. Jonas was just lying on his lounger. A small mound rose between his thighs. He turned to the side to hide this embarrassment.

      Andrew will freak out when he sees this, Jonas reasoned. The American came back from the bar with a tray. About to pop.

      “Hey Zane,” Andrew greeted the Jamaican. Seconds passed, but nothing happened. The expected thunderstorm failed to materialize. Instead, Andrew calmly distributed the drinks. Jonas was the last to get one. For him, it was impossible to miss that something was also showing in Andrew’s skimpy swim trunk. Pervert. This word was accompanied in Jonas’ mind by incredulous laughter. He didn’t take the scene before his eyes so seriously after all. In the end, Andrew and Jessica had to settle that between themselves. He wondered if he was taking it too seriously himself. After all, Zane also offered massages. Naturally, he would have to touch his customers. Even much more intensively. So this was actually quite normal and harmless?

      “I’ll see you around. I’m looking forward to the massage,” Zane said, straightening up. “Leonie. And the gentlemen back there.”

      They were enjoying the sun. Andrew engaged Jonas in a lengthy conversation. They had many interests in common. These included computers and American football. It pleased Jonas to exchange ideas about his favorite sport with an American for once.

      With one ear, Jonas occasionally caught the current topic on the other side. Typical women’s topics. Shopping was one of them. Jessica passed on copious tips for the area and vacation activities to Leonie.

      “It’s an early night for us today,” Jessica told Leonie, glancing at her husband. “Maybe we’ll go out to dinner tomorrow?” It was decided to discuss this on short notice.

      The two couples said goodbye to each other. Jonas looked after the Americans. “Don’t stare at her butt like that,” Leonie complained.

      “I’m not.”

      “The little man has found interest in something, though.”

      Jonas looked down at himself. His tent was back again. Leonie wasn't entirely wrong. He had sneaked in a little peek at the butt of the American.

      “Friendly people, but somehow also strange. What do you think?” he asked his wife.

      “I don’t know. They’re Americans. It’s probably considered normal in the U.S.”

      “But did you see how Zane ...”

      “I couldn’t miss it,” Leonie interrupted him. A glow had come over her face. Her cheeks had reddened. Having just looked after Jessica himself, he couldn’t blame her for that reaction. Zane was muscular and well built. Certainly a dream man for many women. And dreams weren’t forbidden.
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      It drew Leonie and Jonas to the beach. The water was wonderfully clean and warm. No muddy North Sea water. They splashed and romped around. They looked like a couple freshly in love. Yet they had been a couple for eight years.

      “Hey!” Jonas exclaimed. Leonie had splashed him with seawater. He ran at his wife, who fled deeper into the water, and clutched her. Together they plunged into the floods. But the water was only up to their thighs. They immediately resurfaced.

      “Perfect work. Now we’re both soaking wet,” commented a giggling Leonie. Jonas was still holding her close. He pressed himself against her body. They kissed each other. “We have to get back. We should shower before dinner.”

      “Just shower?” asked Jonas, kissing his Leonie demandingly. His tongue pushed between her lips.

      “If you hurry ...”

      “Let’s go then!” shouted Jonas, running toward the hotel. He pulled his giggling wife behind him by one hand.

      Ten minutes later, they were sitting side by side on their bed. Their widened eyes focused on the wall.

      “Are you sure this is their room?” asked Leonie.

      “Oohh ... fuck ... yesssss ... sn ... yaaa ... tie...,“ sounded at that moment again through the brickwork. The exact words couldn't be made out. But it didn’t take a master detective to realize that someone was having sex on the other side.

      What the hell are they doing. Andrew ... you damn master fucker!

      Jonas could hardly believe how it was going down next door. He let out a sigh. Whereupon Leonie turned to him. They exchanged an irritated look. They were at a loss for words to discuss what was happening in the next room.

      “Let’s take a shower real quick,” Leonie suggested. She jumped up and went into the bathroom with quick, short steps. Jonas followed his fleeing wife.

      “Together?” he asked as he undressed.

      Leonie looked down at his body. Her gaze lingered on his cock. Jonas was embarrassed by his erection. His wife had to think that the eavesdropping was the trigger. “I could suck you off?”, Leonie asked him to his surprise.

      They huddled together in the shower. First, they enjoyed the cool water and washed the salt water off their bodies. Then they turned off the shower and Leonie got down on her knees in front of him. For the second time that day, her mouth took in all of her husband’s cock. This time his pubic hair didn’t go around her face. The water made it stick to his body.

      It didn’t escape Jonas’s notice that his wife was hurrying. She blew his cock. In between she masturbated him with fast pumping movements. It didn’t take long for Jonas to release his arousal a second time.

      They continued to get ready in the bathroom. When they stepped out it appeared as if silence had fallen on the other side as well. They got dressed and Leonie shared what tips Jessica had given her.

      “Ready?” asked Jonas. His wife had disappeared into the bathroom for another ten minutes. She didn’t want to spend her first evening without makeup.

      “Yes. We can. Just my shoes.”

      To these words, they rang the next round on the other side of the wall. There was no mistaking it this time either.

      “At least they’re doing it now,” Jonas quipped. “Then they won’t disturb our sleep later.”

      They left the noise behind. The hotel was supposed to have an excellent restaurant. That’s where they planned to dine on their first night in paradise.

      The restaurant included a dance floor and a long bar. As the server led them to their table, Leonie tapped Jonas in the side.

      “What?”

      “In a minute,” she replied. Her eyes darted to their server. As she made her way over, Leonie leaned forward. “You must have been mistaken,” she implored him.

      “With what?”

      “With our room neighbours. That can’t be Andrew and Jessica.”

      “Of course they are. I saw them coming out the door, I’m sure of it.”

      “Then look at the bar ... hey ... stop. Don’t be so obvious.”

      “Okay,” Jonas said. This time he turned slowly, pretending to explore every nook and cranny of the restaurant just not one spot in particular. This one he let the corners of his eyes scan.

      “Oh, Andrew,” he finally said. The American was sitting alone at the bar with a beer before him.

      “Right,” Leonie agreed. He knew that tone very well. Believe me the first time, it wanted to tell him.

      “Then I guess they finally finished,” Jonas countered. He was sure they had to be their neighbours.

      “He was already sitting there when we came in. Why do you think I bumped into you? Now don’t tell me he sprinted downstairs while we were standing in the elevator.”

      “But I’m absolutely sure they’re our immediate neighbors,” Jonas objected. “Maybe there’s some pipe in the wall and the sounds are coming from the floor above or below us?” he speculated. But he didn’t really believe this theory.

      The subject gave him no peace. Especially because Andrew continued to sit alone at the bar. After a trip to the restroom, he chose a generous detour.

      “Hey Andrew,” he greeted the American.

      “Jonas.”

      “Jessica keeps you waiting?” he asked. Giving it his best effort to make it seem like a trivial question.

      “She’s still in our room,” Andrew said. “Headache. She’s resting.”

      “Oh, too bad. Wish her well from us.”

      “I’ll pass it on.”

      Jonas walked on and sat back down with his wife. “What happened?”, Leonie asked him abruptly.

      “What?” he pretended to be clueless.

      “You were talking to Andrew. Where’s Jessica?”

      “In her room. Headache,” he explained coolly.

      “Hmm,” was Leonie’s only response. Jonas had to suppress a smirk. His wife didn’t like being wrong. But now doubts were obviously sown in her as well.

      Jonas found the situation strange. He couldn't make sense of it. He looked over at Andrew again. The bartender placed a glass filled only at two finger widths in front of him. Jonas suspected whiskey or a similar alcoholic content. He couldn't and wouldn't believe that Jessica would lead her husband around by the nose so cluelessly. He wouldn’t have dared to think of her in that way. But they were their neighbours. He was absolutely sure of that.
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      Leonie and Jonas started their first full day of vacation with a walk on the beach. The time change had thrown them out of bed early.

      Back at the hotel, they went to the restaurant. Here, breakfast was offered in the morning in buffet form. On the way there, they ran into Andrew and Jessica. The Americans asked if they wanted to have breakfast together. After a conspiratorial look, Leonie took the invitation for them. They ignored the question marks the previous day had left them with. There wouldn’t be a good excuse, either.

      The restaurant was across from the reception. Suddenly Jessica shot ahead and ran to the front desk. She hooked up with a tall black man. Jumped up almost excitedly at his side. As she did so, she talked at him so fast that Jonas could barely understand a word through her thick accent. The unknown man turned to her and hugged her. He was a giant and towered over Jessica by two heads. Jonas and Leonie looked at each other in irritation. The American woman was once again acting strange. For a wife, this behavior wasn't befitting.

      “This is Oberon,” Andrew explained to them.

      “Oberon?” asked Leonie.

      “He owns the hotel.”

      “Oh.”

      Andrew shooed the trio further into the restaurant, leaving his wife behind. It wasn’t until fifteen minutes later that Jessica joined them. She looked sweaty, yet alive and kicking. Her hair could have used a comb.

      “Oberon invited us to his place,” Jessica told her husband.

      “When?”

      “Friday afternoon.”

      “Us?”

      “Of course,” Jessica replied, patting her husband on the back.

      The end of their conversation left Jonas puzzled again. The Mullers presented him with many questions. They were quite nice, mostly very normal, but occasionally very strange.

      “He must be rich if he owns the hotel?” asked Leonie.

      “His mansion is awesome,” Jessica enthused. “It’s only five hundred yards from here. It’s on that little hill across the street.”

      “We saw it from the beach this morning. Must be a magnificent view,” Leonie said.

      “It is. Once you really get to enjoy it.”

      Their conversation soon turned to other topics. Andrew recommended a hiking trail to them. This one should be well developed and marked. Still, it offered spectacular nature. “Halfway down the trail is a natural pool with a waterfall.”

      “A waterfall?” inquired Leonie, wide-eyed.

      “Pretty romantic when you’re alone,” Jessica said.

      “That’s where we need to go,” Leonie implored her husband. Her excitement and desire for a hike made her glow.

      “I’d love to. A little exercise won’t hurt us.”

      Two hours later, Jonas helped his wife over a log that lay across the path. Apart from this obstacle, they had managed the path very well so far. You could see that it was used regularly. Local guides led tourist groups through here.

      The view ahead and behind was always taken away from them. To the left and right were dense bushes. Therefore, they didn’t know if they were alone on the path. But that made it even more special for them. For a moment, they were allowed to escape civilization.

      “There it is,” exclaimed an excited Leonie. A little further ahead and aloft, they could see water cascading down. Immediately they set off with renewed eagerness.

      They heard a giggle. A definite moan followed. Jonas held his Leonie back. Something was wrong here. Carefully, they pushed forward the last few steps. Jonas took a big step to avoid stepping on a dry branch. Leonie pushed past him less considerately. She was the first to glimpse the waterfall and the small pool that had formed below it.

      Jonas wanted to follow her, but Leonie stopped him. She looked at her husband with her mouth half-open. “They’re having sex,” she whispered. It was a matter-of-fact statement. But the very next moment her cheeks flushed. Finally, they puffed out slightly.

      With the money their honeymoon was costing them, they could have done a lot of other things. Jonas had briefly argued that Mallorca would be a cheaper alternative and would still make a fine vacation. There they would have gotten by with two thousand euros. This vacation relieved them of an insane five thousand euros. But Mallorca was too boring for Leonie. She had already been there as a teenager with her parents. She demanded more adventure.

      Now she got her adventure.

      Leonie dared a second look. Jonas also wanted to finally see with his own eyes what was going on there. A couple was actually having sex. A black man and a white woman. It was clearly observable how she was blowing him. Her head was in his lap, moving up and down in a steady rhythm.

      The woman let go of his cock. For the first time, Jonas and Leonie saw him in all his glory. Even from twenty meters away, his cock seemed huge compared to his body. Before their eyes, the woman climbed on top of the man and lowered her pussy onto his cock. They couldn’t observe the latter with their own eyes. Her legs took away their view. But her riding on him made it pretty clear what they were doing. Mixed in with this was loud and uninhibited moaning.

      Jonas had to adjust his pants. He was aroused, but also nervous. He wiped the sweat from his forehead. Who knew how they would react if they discovered their observers. The man looked quite muscular. With his hand, he gestured to Leonie to back off, but she shook her head. Instead, she grabbed his crotch. There she got hold of his hard cock. Leonie’s eyes lit up.

      Jonas watched helplessly as she unzipped his pants and released his cock to freedom. Slowly, she masturbated him. With her other hand, she grabbed one of Jonas’ hands and guided it between her own legs. Her pants were already unbuttoned. She made sure that his fingers slipped under her panties.

      Jonas had never felt so aroused. Every touch from Leonie made it difficult for him to hold back. His initial thoughts of escape had disappeared. His wife’s hand had seen to that. In addition, there was the sight in front of them. This had it in itself. The two strangers had started a wild fuck. Loudly, they let out their lust. Especially the woman moaned absolutely uninhibited. As if they were the only people on the island. They didn’t seem to worry about any spectators. Jonas felt the adrenaline bubbling up inside him. The danger of discovery increased his lust to a trembling excitement. After a short time, he squirted.

      Almost pleadingly, he looked at his Leonie afterward. They should get the hell out of here as quickly as possible. With his orgasm, his lust had dissipated in one fell swoop. The danger of discovery came to the fore. It took a little convincing and pulling on Leonie. But in the end, she gave in. Without having experienced the waterfall up close, they headed back.

      “That was crazy,” it burst out of Leonie after fifty meters. She was grinning from ear to ear. “Now you owe me one.”

      They took the fastest way back to the hotel. In their room, Leonie ambushed her husband.

      “Hey. You two. How was the waterfall?” asked Jessica, crouching down between Jonas’ and Leonie’s deck chair.

      “Very nice. An experience,” Leonie replied. Jonas had to suppress a laugh. It had definitely been a very special experience.

      “Magnificent sight? Isn’t it? And not so crowded. Most of the time you’re quite undisturbed for a while. You can have your fun there,” Jessica explained with a perceived wink. “It’s only on days with guided tourist groups that all hell breaks loose. How was it today?”

      “Oh ... um ... pretty okay. We didn’t ... didn’t run into anyone,” Jonas replied. He exchanged a conspiratorial glance with his wife. The images of the couple having fun at the edge of the waterfall came back before his eyes. Hastily he drove them away. He didn’t need to present Jessica with a hard-on in his swim shorts.

      “Well, you guys are in luck then. From what I hear, some couples go there for completely different activities ... if you know what I mean.” Jonas could very well imagine what she meant. “And the water temperature? You guys must have been in it, right?”

      Again Jonas and Leonie exchanged another glance. Jonas thought feverishly. Would the water have been warm or cold? In the Alps, he would have immediately guessed cold. Here, he wasn’t sure. “Very pleasant,” Leonie took over the answer before Jonas came to a conclusion.

      “Yes?” came a surprised Jessica. “It’s too cold for most. I guess you guys aren’t prone to get frostbites. But then, you’re Germans.”

      They laughed together, and Jonas was glad that this dicey situation was behind them. It was better if no one knew what they had really seen there and how they had reacted to it.

      “Hey Valerie!” exclaimed Jessica to a woman walking along the other side of the pool. She looked up and changed directions. She walked over to them. The woman had curly blonde hair. Even though she had kept herself in good shape, Jonas estimated her to be around forty years old. It was another realization, however, that made his heart jump.

      Damn. That’s the woman from the waterfall!

      Jonas glanced over at his wife one more time. Her eyes were following Valerie closely. Only belatedly did she turn briefly to Jonas. Her widened eyes told him she recognized the woman as well.

      “Jessie and ...,” Valerie greeted them.

      “Leonie and Jonas,” Jessica introduced them. “From Germany.”

      “How nice.”

      “What have you been up for so far today?” asked Jessica.

      “I’ve been hiking. Not an extensive tour. Just once to the waterfall and back.”

      “Oh, that’s where Leonie and Jonas went, too. You must have walked right past each other there.”

      Jonas and Leonie took part only sparsely in the following conversation. They did, however, get that the two women met here annually on their vacation. Andrew and Jessica Muller were from Texas. Valerie lived in New York.

      “Pete,” Jessica greeted a man and introduced him to Jonas and Leonie. He was Valerie’s husband.

      It took about three seconds, then Jonas’ heartbeat sped up by a few beats. This wasn't the man they had seen Valerie with at the waterfall. Pete had red hair and fairly white skin that was struggling with a sunburn. He was anything but the black man his wife had enjoyed herself with.

      Andrew joined them, and two rounds formed. The women occupied the loungers and the men sat at the bar. From there Jonas kept an eye on his Leonie. He had some growing doubts about their company. They were interesting. Jonas didn’t question that. The two couples definitely offered the adventure that Leonie had wished for. But she certainly had other types of adventures in mind. Maybe a rafting trip or snorkeling. Not wives cheating on their husbands. The thought sent shivers down his spine and he shook himself.

      Jonas heaved a sigh of relief. “You all right?” asked Pete. Andrew had left for the restrooms.

      “I’m fine,” Jonas replied, looking over at his wife. Again, Zane was standing with them. He had brought drinks to the ladies. The tray was still in his hands. Instead of leaving, he had leaned down to them and was having an animated conversation with Jessica. On the other side, Leonie and Valerie were talking. But Leonie’s regular glances toward Jessica and Zane didn’t go unnoticed by Jonas. Was it just curiosity about the content of the conversation or interest in the muscular Zane? Nervously, he turned away from the women. Instead, he gazed into the vastness of the sea. He hadn't expected such a start to their vacation. Although he wouldn’t complain about all the sex, they had so far.

      “We have really special women,” Pete mused.

      “Huh?”

      “We have special women,” Pete repeated himself. “Beautiful ones ... Everybody wants a piece of them.”

      Jonas remained silent. He had no response ready for those words. Questions buzzed around in his head. Foremost, whether he had really understood Pete’s innuendo correctly. He could hardly believe it. However, the facts spoke for themselves. They had witnessed his wife at the waterfall engaged in rather explicit activities with another man. Could it be that she hadn't been an adulteress after all?

      To each his own ...

      Jonas sat on the bed and read a tourist brochure. Leonie came out of the bathroom. She stopped in the doorway and leaned lasciviously against the doorframe. She wore a bra and matching panties. Both with lots of lace. Jonas had never seen it before. She must have bought it for this vacation.

      With slow steps, she came towards him. As she did so, Leonie let her hips swing. She sat on top of him so they could both face each other and kissed him. “Ready for an exciting end to an exciting day?” asked Leonie.

      “Exciting it certainly was.”

      “Poor Pete,” Leonie reflected. “To be cheated on during a vacation, of all things.” At that, she slid back and forth on Jonas. His penis pressed through his boxers onto her panties.

      “I’m not so sure about that,” Jonas said. The very next moment he was annoyed at his careless words.

      “About what?” asked Leonie.

      “Whether she’s cheating on him,” Jonas said perforce.

      “We saw her, didn’t we? It was pretty clear. I don’t think there’s a twin of Valerie’s running around Jamaica.”

      “But it wouldn’t be cheating if Pete knew what his wife was doing with another man ...”

      Jonas didn’t finish speaking it. But his words were already enough for an “Oh” from his Leonie. She remained sitting still on him. Jonas missed the added friction. “How do you figure?”

      “Pete said some things, for example. We have beautiful women that everyone would want a piece of.”

      “Is that all?”

      “They know Jessica and Andrew from past vacations.”

      “It’s nice to meet vacation acquaintances again, isn’t it, when you get along well?”

      “Of course, but after last night with Andrew at the bar ... And up here on the other side of the wall. They kind of go together, don’t they? And don’t tell me they’re not our neighbors. Their room is right next door to ours. On top of that, the way Jessica handled Zane. It wasn’t exactly kosher, either. Letting him rub sunscreen all over her. And what happened today? He was with you guys for a long time, talking to her?”

      “Some party on Friday ... At Oberon’s. And they’ve arranged a massage ... In her suite.”

      They looked into each other’s eyes. Jonas was certain that the two women weren’t faithful to their husbands. At least, barring the fact that their husbands probably knew.

      “Should we stay away from them?” asked Jonas.

      “That might be difficult. And they’re nice enough otherwise. What they’re up to behind closed doors ...”

      “Not always behind closed doors,” Jonas objected. He meant it more in an amusing way, though.

      “Well, what they get up to is their business. Who knows what our friends in Germany are up to. Everyone as he likes.”

      “True.”

      Jonas grabbed Leonie’s butt and pushed her pussy close to him. His lips sucked on her bosom. Leonie leaned against him and together they fell long on the bed. The time for conversation was over. For the next twenty minutes, they lived out their own sexuality.
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      “No, thank you,” Jonas replied with a laugh. Valerie had informed his wife that close to the hotel, you could go horseback riding. Jonas didn’t see himself on the back of such a beast. Quite the opposite of his wife. She was an experienced rider. He almost breathed a sigh of relief when Leonie set off with Valerie and Peter. The company she was with, however, made him doubt whether he wasn't making a foolish mistake by doing so.

      Instead, he drove to the golf course with Andrew. However, neither of them could play golf. So they had an interesting and strenuous practice session together.

      Back at the hotel, there was plenty of time before Leonie returned. “Come up and join me. I have a very special drop. You have to try it.”

      Andrew had raved to him about this whiskey before. He always brought a few bottles with him to Jamaica. Most of them he gave away. To Pete and Oberon, among others. One he kept back for his own vacation enjoyment.

      Andrew opened the door to his suite. He let Jonas go first. The maid had made the bed and tidied up the room. Still, some personal items were lying around. Inevitably, Jonas had to notice the sexy lingerie lying carelessly on the sofa. A white corset with attached suspenders.

      He was pushed along by Andrew. “Go sit on the balcony. I’ll get us glasses and my precious drink.”

      He disappeared back into the room. A moment later he returned with the bottle of whiskey he had touted. On the balcony were two wicker chairs, a table, and a sunshade. It was a pleasant place. The unobstructed height facing the beach allowed a fresh breeze to drift along.

      “Jessie doesn’t like it when I start drinking in the afternoon. So ...”

      “... let's keep it between us,” Jonas finished the sentence for Andrew. They looked at each other with satisfaction and took their first sip. “Interesting,” Jonas commented on the taste. His usual drinks didn’t have such a high volume of alcohol. He could feel the whiskey burning its way down his throat. It took some getting used to.

      “I think it’s very malty and fresh. There’s a smoky depth to it. And then the bittersweet balancing act.”

      “I have no idea, but it tastes good,” Jonas replied, to both of their amusement. Andrew poured them a second glass.

      Other topics replaced the subject of whiskey. Andrew talked about his high school days. Especially about how he had raved about this one gal - Jessica Miller. At every football game, he had kept a close eye on the cheerleader’s movements. But for a long time, he could only admire her. “And then I got her around to like me in the last six months of our high school years,” he recounted proudly. “Purely by chance, we went to the same college afterward. Otherwise, I might have lost her again. Of course, we weren’t that settled back then. We even ended up getting married while we were still in college. Everybody thought we were crazy. For us, it was always the right decision. Did you guys hit it off early, too?”

      To this question, Andrew poured the third whiskey. Jonas briefly considered if he should decline. In the end, politeness won out. One whiskey more or less wouldn’t matter.

      Jonas told their story of how they had found each other in their school days. With them, it had been even earlier, and in eight years there had never been the question whether they were perhaps not meant for each other after all. Both couples had that in common.

      “Once you find a treasure like that, you should do everything you can to not lose her again,” Andrew said with complete conviction.

      “Absolutely,” Jonas agreed.

      “Come on. Let’s have another round on that realization.”

      “Um,” Jonas brought out. He had let it slip by the third whisky that enough was enough after all. He could already feel the alcohol doing its work. In addition, the hot weather did its work on him. In the end, however, he was powerless.

      “No ... really. For my Jessie ... I’ll do anything for her. Really anything.” With the last words, he looked piercingly at Jonas. As if that would make him all the more convinced of what he would do for his wife. Jonas couldn’t help but to develop some specific thoughts on this. After all, he was almost certain that his wife was having sex with other men. It became increasingly clear that she was probably doing this with the knowledge of the man who would do anything for her.

      For whatever reason, Jonas wondered. Many people may give swinging a try these days. But with a woman like Jessie, do you really need variety?

      He couldn’t understand what drove them to this open lifestyle. And even though Jonas had no problem with other people living their own way, it annoyed him when he didn’t understand something. Such question marks in his head could gnaw at him for a long time.

      Andrew had fiddled with his smartphone for a moment and slid it back into his back pocket. He took another big swig of his whiskey.

      “Jessie would kill me if she knew I drank from the whiskey,” he said with a grin on his face. He almost looked to Jonas like he was proud of it. “Keep it between us?”

      “Of course.”

      “Promise? The alternative would be very unpleasant for me. You can take my word for that. Jessie can get pretty grumpy. That would take away a lot of fun for me on this vacation.”

      “I promise,” Jonas affirmed, nodding in response.

      “Thanks. You are alright.”

      They helped themselves to the rest of their fourth glass of whiskey. Afterward, they looked out at the sea. Jonas was lost in his thoughts. Andrew, too, seemed to need a moment to himself.

      Suddenly, noises sounded from the door of the room. Andrew reacted immediately. “To the side ... To the side,” he urged Andrew quietly, flailing wildly. Then he pushed him even to the edge of the balcony and again told him to be quiet. “Fuck. Jessie. She wasn’t supposed to catch us here with the whiskey.” Jonas heard voices and a laugh. “Stay here and hide. I’ll say when the coast is clear. Maybe I can direct them to the bathroom.”

      “Wait a minute,” Jonas brought out. But the American was already paying no attention to him. Instead, he stepped out of the corner in front of the balcony door. The wind had slammed it shut. He opened the door and left the balcony.

      “Andrew. You’re just in time,” his wife’s voice rang out in a rather lascivious tone.

      Jonas looked around in panic. What was he supposed to do? Andrew was still standing at the balcony door. He closed it behind him and even drew the curtains a bit. Their eyes met one last time and Andrew shook his head. Jonas stopped the step he was about to take forward.

      Leonie would be disappointed if he made a mess of their vacation acquaintance. That would be a moment, though. But Andrew had been a nice guy so far. He didn’t want to cause him any unnecessary trouble. Sometimes husbands had to stick together. Even if he wasn’t sure himself, that honesty wouldn’t be the best thing. In the end, it was just a few glasses of whiskey on vacation. Surely Jessica’s reaction couldn’t be that bad? Hadn’t they been drinking cocktails at the pool, too?

      He heard the voices and the laughter through the balcony door. Jessica seemed to be in a good mood. Hopefully, Andrew could quickly keep her otherwise occupied so he could escape from the balcony. Jonas looked down at the half-empty whiskey bottle.

      “Come on, baby. I need you,” he heard from Jessica.

      Please, please. Don’t do this now. Andrew - do something already.

      Jonas couldn’t imagine the American enjoying himself with his wife now, of all times. He knew full well he was stuck out here.

      “Honey ... can’t you do it later?” came Andrew’s voice. Jonas would have expected a little more pressure in his voice.

      “We’re only here for two weeks. Every opportunity wants to be taken. You know how good it makes me ... us feel.”

      “Of course ... But ...” Andrew fell silent. Jessica groaned, then giggled with satisfaction.

      Then it’s your own fault, Jonas told himself. I won’t sit out here and listen to your sex ... I can do that in our room. Have fun explaining the opened bottle of whisky to your wife.

      Jonas wanted to knock on the glass door. His fingers were already in position. But before they could spring into action, more words were spoken. “You are such a horny babe. Suck it all the way inside you ... In a moment I’ll fuck you properly. That’s what you need right now. You look forward to it all year.”

      The male voice was darker. It didn’t sound like Andrew at all. What the hell was going on here? Before he knocked, Jonas wanted to take a look around the corner. Even though he might not like the sight at all.

      Cautiously, Jonas pushed his head forward. Always ready for an immediate retreat. On the right side of the room stood a desk. A television hung on the wall. He didn’t get to see any people. That changed when he ventured far enough that the bed came into his field of vision. The first thing he saw was a foot. A black foot.

      Jonas’ forward momentum stopped. If only he had rushed into the room with Andrew immediately. Now it was too late. He couldn’t possibly show himself.

      The moaning grew louder. Where had Andrew gone? Jonas didn’t hear anything from him anymore. He didn’t dare to advance his head a second time. The danger of discovery seemed much too high to him. He couldn’t imagine anything more embarrassing. It was bad enough that Andrew knew he was here. The poor guy now had to live with the fact that Jonas knew that the two of them obviously had an open relationship.

      To each his own ... but how am I going to get out of here?

      He looked around in search of help. Their own balcony wasn’t far away. Despite his urge to escape, however, he wasn't tired of living. There was no option but to wait until there was silence in the room. Andrew had to get him back to freedom somehow, after all. He had to have the greatest interest in ending this situation as soon as possible.

      Andrew had to still be in the room. But Jonas didn’t hear his voice. Instead, the sounds of Jessica and the unknown black man reached him. They spoke too softly to understand their words. They were taking their time having sex.

      Just fuck her, ran through Jonas’s head. He leaned against the wall. Stick your big cock in her and get it over with .... that’s not so hard.

      With these thoughts, he noticed for the first time that his pants had become tight. Before he had thought about it, his left hand went to his crotch. His cock was pleased by the light pressure. Jonas immediately withdrew his hand. He really didn’t need such thoughts right now.

      A more urgent moan sounded from inside. This one made sure that his own arousal wouldn’t leave his mind. Jonas tried to interpret the sounds. Were they still engaged in foreplay or had the fucking already begun?

      At the waterfall, Leonie and he had already watched a white woman with a black man once. However, it had been a good twenty meters. Now it was less than four meters. But he had no view of the spectacle. He kept himself hidden behind the wall.

      “Oh, yeah,” sounded from inside. Jonas couldn’t help but guide his hand back to his crotch. His arousal couldn’t do without attention entirely. It craved much more. The touch from his hand provided only momentary relief. Then her help reversed into the opposite. His lust demanded more. A lot more.

      Damn. This isn’t a good idea at all, Jonas scolded himself. But lust and reason seldom get along. Slowly Jonas pushed his way back to the balcony door. He had to see what was happening.

      This time it wasn't a black foot, but a white one that caught his eye first. Cautiously, Jonas pushed his head further. It took only a few inches to bring Jessica fully into his view. She was kneeling in front of the bed. Her head was in the lap of the black man. Her lips encircled his cock. Jonas pushed forward a tiny bit more and got the man all the way into his field of vision. It was Zane. Who else would it be?

      Fear told him to pull back again. But curiosity and desire overruled it. His eyes watched intently as Jessica sucked the black cock. Her mouth had to spread wide to do so. The girth of Zane’s cock was enormous. It was a wonder that it fit at all. Jessica let it slide out of her. With that, she gave Jonas a glimpse of its length. It was frightening.

      This isn’t a penis ... not a ... fuck ... a monster!

      For a moment Jonas held his breath. Slowly Jessica let the cock slide between her lips again. Deeper and deeper. He couldn’t believe she didn’t stop. She was gasping. Zane put a hand on her head. They looked at each other. Slowly, his cock slid even deeper into her. Finally, Jessica’s nose pricked his body. His long boner was completely inside her. Slowly, Zane released her again. Jessica gasped for air. Jonas expected a revolt from Jessica. Instead, she grinned at Zane. “I can still do it,” she said with satisfaction.

      “Come on up,” Zane urged her. Jessica stood up. She pressed her naked body against Zane. Her breasts slid over his muscular torso. They kissed each other. Zane grabbed her buttocks and lifted them up to him. Jonas could see Jessica’s pubic area pressing down on his cock. Without letting up from the kiss, Jessica’s hand sought his cock. She could barely encompass half of him. However, that was enough to guide him to her pussy. On the second try, she found her opening and lowered herself onto him. Just enough for his glans to enter her. “Careful,” she warned him.

      Only very slowly did she allow the cock to penetrate deeper into her. In between, she lifted her bottom again, only to return to the old depth with a jerk. Piece by piece, Zane pushed deeper into her. How much will she manage, Jonas wondered. With one hand, he was still massaging his cock through his pants. Inside his head, he was feverishly cheering Jessica on. He wanted to see Zane even deeper inside her. To almost split her up with his hard cock. She deserved the pain for her behavior toward her husband.

      Where the hell had Andrew gone, anyway? Jonas’ only guess was that he was in a blind spot he couldn’t see. Right up against the outside wall. What had to go through the poor husband while his wife was pleasuring herself with another man right in front of him? Plus the knowledge that this new friend could see everything here on the balcony.

      However, Jonas wasn't really worried about him. His interest in the spectacle before his eyes was too great for that. He had a perfect view of Zane’s cock drilling deeper and deeper into her. Her opening wrapped tightly around his cock. It seemed like a miracle that he had been able to thrust through it at all.

      And then, suddenly, it was done. Jessica was sitting on top of Zane. His entire cock was inside Andrew’s wife. There was silence. Even the kisses had stopped. Jessica’s head rested on Zane’s shoulder.

      Only slowly did life come back to her. Jessica lifted her bottom slightly. She let Zane slide out of her a few inches, only to drop right back on top of him. Thus, over two minutes, a faster and faster fuck developed. Jonas could hear Jessica moaning and groaning again. “So good,” interjected several times.

      Zane had been sitting on the edge of the bed. Now he let himself fall backward. It fell to Jessica to continue riding him. She was steadily getting faster, more uninhibited, and above all, louder. She was definitely the woman Leonie and he had heard through the wall in their room.

      With one hand, Jonas was meanwhile kneading his own cock wildly. The pleasure had taken away his inhibitions and especially his fear. But these touches weren’t enough for him anymore. He pulled his zipper down and took out his cock. He embraced it with a firm grip.

      He couldn’t help but compare himself to Zane. As far as that was even possible. His Leonie had no trouble letting his cock slide all the way inside her. Before their Jamaica vacation, he’d barely bothered with his own size. He saw himself somewhere in the average category. Leonie and he were having good sex.

      At least, that was what he had thought so far. But things were now getting even wilder before his eyes. Jessica had obviously gotten used to Zane’s size. She now rode him fast and recklessly towards herself. To this, she moaned louder and louder and also put her pleasure into words. “Fuck me ... deeper ... I love your cock ... it’s so big ... so horny ... oh ... yesss,” were her loud but at first not very innovative words. “Fuck me, my black bull. Show my husband what a real cock can do to me ... what I have to wait all year for .... yessss ... look at this ... Andrew ... every woman deserves a big black cock like that. Every one!”

      Jonas had to swallow. Jessica was out of her mind. Until now, he had never doubted that she at least loved her husband. But at that moment he experienced a different Jessica. She was giving free rein to her animalistic side. Perhaps not even willingly. Zane’s lust and cock had her fully in its grip.

      And he was afraid because of a bottle of whiskey ...

      Then Jessica became louder once again. Her sounds got more incomprehensible. The American screamed her orgasm out to the world. Jonas couldn’t miss that. She wasn't the only one. This view also brought him over the red line. He suddenly couldn’t hold back anymore. With a few splashes, his sperm landed on the windowpane and the floor in front of it.

      Exhausted, he took a step back. He had nothing to clean his cock. He tried to let as much sperm drip down as possible. His boxers would have to do the rest. Would Andrew finally scare them off now and allow him to escape?

      It was quiet in the room. They still had to be lying on the bed. “Will you get us a bottle of water?”, Jonas heard Jessica’s voice say. He ventured a look around the corner. Not so far that he could see the bed again. But he could see Andrew emerge and open the minibar. He was still dressed. For a moment, their eyes met. Jonas tried to gesture promptly. Andrew barely responded.

      “Thank you, honey,” she heard his wife’s voice. Then it got quiet again. Surely they wouldn’t be asleep?

      But then suddenly they started round two. The sounds from the room were clear. Jonas had to have certainty and dared a look. The fucking was continuing. Unbelievable. The why was clear to him and he admired the persistence. Jessica had come to orgasm, but Zane was still waiting for it. Now the picture had turned. Jessica was down and Zane was fucking her. He was penetrating her deeply again.

      Jonas was getting nervous. How long would the game continue? Thinking back to their first night when Andrew had sat alone in the restaurant, he couldn’t be sure of a quick ending. He feared that his own wife was coming back any moment. Hard to imagine if she stepped out onto their own balcony and got to see him here.

      However, there was nothing he could do. He was helplessly at the mercy of the situation and could only hope for a good outcome. It was far too late to give himself away to Zane and Jessica now. They would think he was a pervert.

      Who do you think is the real pervert here?, Jonas objected in his mind. His dick had thoughts of its own about this and spoke up again. He had hoped for some fun with his wife on this vacation. He had had that, too. However, he hadn't counted on so much bonus on top.

      He just had to take another look, even if he didn’t want to risk masturbating again. In the room, the picture had changed once again. Zane was now taking Jessica doggy style. Her breasts were bobbing back and forth. It was an impressive sight. Jonas and Leonie had tried this position a few times. It didn’t really work for them, though. A long cock was probably an advantage.

      Jessica sounded like she was well on her way to cumming again right away. But Zane also seemed to be close to an orgasm now. Jessica seemed to sense that as well. “Come inside me,” she urged him.

      No condom, shot immediately through his head. But he wanted to experience it now with his own eyes as Zane cum deep inside her. Zane even went one better. It was pretty clear he came two or three times in the American girl. She thanked him with a second orgasm. Then he took out his cock and squirted two more times over her butt up to her back. Even from a distance, Jonas could clearly see that he left big white sperm marks.

      Again, they came to rest. Jonas pulled back. He fervently hoped that he would finally be offered the opportunity to escape.

      A knock then set not only Jonas but the entire room in agitation. It came from the room door. They banished Zane to the bathroom. Andrew opened the door.

      “Hello,” Jonas heard a voice far too familiar to him. “Have you seen Jonas?”

      His wife was back from her trip with Valerie. How long might she have been looking for him while he had to stand helplessly on the balcony?

      “It’s been a while,” Andrew replied. “I think he was going for a walk on the beach.”

      “Oh ... okay.”

      “Hi, Leonie,” Jessica’s voice rang out. “How were the horses?”

      The women struck up a conversation. As they were, they could talk for a long time even standing in the doorway. To Jonas, it was incomprehensible why Jessica didn’t get rid of her. After all, Zane was still stuck in her bathroom.

      “So how’s our dinner date going?” asked Jessica. “Would tonight suit you guys?”

      “I can’t ask Jonas, but I’ll just give the okay for both of us,” Leonie replied.

      With that, it seemed the end had finally come. The women said goodbye to each other. Jonas heard the door close. “I’m going to jump in the shower with Zane for a minute,” Jessica announced. Jonas’ heart gave a leap of hope. This was his chance to escape.

      Seconds later, Andrew already appeared at the balcony door and opened it. “Quick,” he urged Jonas. They definitely didn’t have time to talk about what they had experienced. Jonas didn’t feel like it at all, either. That was going to be a pretty awkward conversation.

      Unnecessarily, Andrew shooed him to the door. Jonas was in a hurry himself. Only briefly his eyes fell on the disheveled bed. The maid’s work had been undone.

      Andrew opened the room door. Jonas stepped out and before he could say anything in farewell, the door was already closed behind him. He took the first step toward their own suite. Maybe Leonie was waiting for him there. But during his second step, he heard a “Jonas” behind him. Startled, he turned around. A few meters away stood his Leonie. Her eyes were wide open. She had seen from which room he had just come.
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      Without many words, they went into their suite. Leonie looked accusingly at Jonas. She had to assume that Jessica and Andrew Muller had lied to her. There were few good reasons they wouldn't have wanted to tell her that her husband was staying with them. Jessica had to have the worst possible one on her mind.

      “Just let me tell it, please. From the beginning. It’s very different than you think,” Jonas began. “Let me say it right at the beginning. None of what you think happened really happened.”

      The look on Leonie’s face didn’t improve. Quite the opposite. He feared she was about to launch into a tirade. Throw words at him that would hurt and couldn’t be taken back so easily. He had to act.

      “Jessica had sex with Zane!” exclaimed Jonas in a panic before his Leonie could speak.

      “What?” she brought out with much incomprehension after this revelation.

      “Let me start at the beginning, please. I will tell you everything. I promise. I did nothing stupid.”

      Leonie didn’t speak, but she nodded imperceptibly. Jonas began to tell how his afternoon had gone. Starting with harmless whiskey drinking on their neighbor’s balcony.

      He hurried to get to where his wife had returned. Soon the ugly dimples disappeared from her forehead. Instead, laugh lines developed on her cheeks. She had fun thinking about her distraught spouse trapped on the balcony.

      But she also listened intently as Jonas told her of Jessica and Zane having sex in front of Andrew.

      Contrary to his announcement, he didn’t tell all. There was no mention of the size of Zane’s endowment. Nor did she learn what lust he had discovered on Jessica’s face. And certainly, no one would ever know that he had masturbated while watching. His own arousal had to remain a secret.

      “When I was at their door ... Zane was?” asked Leonie at the end of his story.

      “Zane was hiding in the bathroom and I still trapped on the balcony.”

      “Oh.” Jonas was just glad she believed him. “And now we have a dinner date with them in just a few hours.”

      “You wanted adventure,” Jonas said, spreading his hands for a what-can-we-do gesture.

      “Yes ... we’ll have to get ready soon ... But first ...” Leonie faced Jonas. She pressed her body against him and kissed her husband. “There must have been something building up in you.”

      Jonas answered only with a kiss. He might have been masturbating on the balcony. But he was, to his own surprise, more than ready for his Leonie. The story had taken him back once again. He had witnessed a second time how Jessica had settled on Zane, and his gigantic cock had forced its way through her tight opening. Zane had coaxed incredible music of pleasure out of Jessica.

      Leonie and Jonas were sitting on the edge of the bed. Not unlike the position he had watched earlier in their neighboring suite. They kissed and took off their shirts. They had already parted with the rest of their clothes. Jonas’ cock pressed against his wife’s pubic area.

      At that moment, of all times, a moan sounded through the wall. They paused and looked together at the wall. Leonie had to twist her neck to do it. Silently they waited. The next moan pierced the wall. A sigh and incomprehensible words followed it.

      “Didn’t they just ... they must have?” asked Leonie.

      “Jessica came twice. Zane once,” Jonas answered, lost in thought. Leonie didn’t have to fully articulate her question. The same thoughts were going around in his head. Someone seemed to display incredible stamina on the other side.

      Jessica turned back to him. They kissed again. Her breasts pressed against his torso. Her hand guided his cock to her cleft. With no problem, she could sink his penis into her wet opening until he was fully inside her. “Is this how they did it?” asked Leonie, riding her husband.

      “Exactly like this,” Jonas replied, panting.

      Leonie became faster. She moaned and sighed. But in the next room, they wouldn't hear her at this volume. Her hands had grabbed her breasts and massaged them. Her eyes were closed.

      Is she really having sex with me? Or with him? With Zane?

      Leonie’s rising volume increased Jonas’ doubts. It was no match for Jessica. But he couldn’t help thinking that Leonie was moaning in unison with Jessica on the other side.

      Lucky she didn’t see Zane naked ... or the way his cock kept pushing deep inside Jessica. If she could experience that ... With her tight ...

      Now Jonas couldn’t stay still either. A new image had developed before his eyes. His wife was no longer riding him, but like Jessica before, she was riding Zane. As she did so, she released completely new pointed cries he had never heard from her before. “Oh, God,” he said. A comment that applied mostly to his own thoughts.

      Leonie took him differently. “Don’t come yet,” she urged him. “Not yet.”

      “I can’t take it anymore,” Jonas moaned. Any moment now he would explode.

      “No!” exclaimed Leonie. Almost simultaneously with his orgasm, Leonie had swung off his cock. She toppled him from his sitting position backwards onto the bed. While his throbbing cock swung helplessly around in the air, yearning to be touched, Leonie climbed up his body. She obviously had noticed nothing of her husband’s orgasm. She was too busy with herself. Before Jonas knew it, her slit was already over his lips. “Lick me,” his wife urged him. She didn’t wait for him to begin but rubbed her pussy over his lips. “Please,” she pleaded.

      Between his lips, a faint taste of salt penetrated his tongue. Jonas feared that his first splash of semen had still landed on his wife’s pubic area. But she left him no other choice. Leonie demanded the satisfaction of her lust. Better through me than him.

      Carefully, he licked between her labia. The slightly salty taste couldn’t be denied. But by the third stroke of his tongue, it was little more than a memory and could no longer be tasted. Instead, the sweet juices of his Leonie ran over his tongue. A familiar and harmless taste that prompted Jonas to speed up his work and reward his faithful wife with a wonderful orgasm.
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      The first few minutes of dinner felt strange. Jonas had to force himself to look at the other couple. He couldn’t help to notice that Leonie was having just as much trouble as he to take an active part in the conversation. Across from them sat a couple that let other people intrude into their marriage. That took some getting used to. A lot of thoughts were buzzing around in his head. He had seen Jessica naked. While she was pleasuring herself with Zane in front of him, he had been masturbating. Out of the corner of his eye, he watched Andrew. They hadn’t talked about what had happened yet. How could he sit so peacefully next to his wife?

      The conversation returned to normal after a few minutes. Leonie and Jonas added to the conversation. For the moment, they could only ignore the afternoon. An open conversation was absolutely impossible. Jonas wouldn’t have wanted that either. But he guessed that eventually there would have to be one between Andrew and him.

      Then both women were suddenly gone. They freshened up. Jonas watched as they passed between the tables. His eyes met Andrew’s. Both men looked at each other silently for a moment. “An eventful afternoon,” Andrew finally said with a smirk.

      “You could say that.” He couldn’t stop a small sigh of relief. It was good that Andrew had started things off. It took a lot of pressure off him.

      “In case you have questions?”

      “Not much to discuss. It was pretty obvious.”

      Andrew raised his wineglass. With a little flourish, he got its contents moving. “I hope that’s not a problem for you?”

      “Well, each to his own. Open relationships are supposed to exist these days, after all. I would imagine it can be difficult for a marriage ...”

      “Thank you. That’s good to hear. I knew you were good people. But when someone finds out about it ... it makes you nervous. We’re not open, though.”

      “I think that was pretty ... um ... clear? This afternoon at your place.”

      “It was,” Andrew replied. “But an open relationship characterizes that ... well ... both sides seek pleasure outside. With us ... so ... Jessica goes for what she doesn’t get from me, to put it succinctly.”

      “But ... you?”

      “No. I don’t. I’m perfectly fine with my Jessica. I’m not interested in any other women,” Andrew said with a serious look. “Even if they are as enchanting as your Leonie.”

      Jonas had to process that for a moment. Silently, they looked at each other. “So ... you haven’t ... with other women?”

      “No,” was the simple answer.

      “Oh ... Isn’t that even more difficult? That sounds pretty one-sided?”

      Andrew looked to the side. Jonas followed his gaze. The women were coming back. He wouldn't get an answer to his question, at least for the moment.

      The evening continued harmlessly. They listened to live music from a three-piece band. The dance floor opened. Both couples dared a few dances. They switched from wine to cocktails. Jonas stopped thinking about his afternoon experience.

      The doors to the terrace were open. Torches pointed the way to the beach.

      “There’s a big firework at midnight,” Jessica explained. “Tomorrow is a holiday.”

      “Oh ... which one?” asked Leonie.

      “Slave Liberation Day,” answered a dark voice from the side. Leonie and Jonas turned their heads to the source at the same time. Zane.

      “Hello,” sounded behind him before they could answer. Valerie and Pete ran toward them hand in hand. Further behind, Oberon followed. Everyone wanted to admire the fireworks.

      Jonas grabbed Leonie’s hand and led her on. He suddenly urgently needed to hold her. The band was standing on a small platform and was now playing out here on the beach. A bar had opened especially for the fireworks. They still had a few minutes left until midnight. Jonas got drinks for Leonie and himself. But this time without alcohol. They had already drunk plenty.

      It took a moment at the bar. The rush was great. Andrew was standing next to him. They exchanged a few innocuous words about the warm midnight temperatures while they waited. By the time Jonas returned, a large crowd had formed. Oberon and Zane framed Leonie. A relaxed conversation was going on. Jonas handed his wife her drink. But then remained standing indecisively. He couldn’t squeeze in next to her, and it seemed odd to position himself in this semicircle in front of her. Especially since he would then see nothing of the fireworks.

      “Jonas,” came the sweet voice of Jessica. She beckoned him over. “Do you have a moment?”

      At least that gave him a place to stand. A little suspicious, he left Leonie with the two black men. Their skin color shouldn’t matter, of course. But from one of them, he had seen much more skin than he should. In contrast to Leonie’s white skin, it triggered forbidden thoughts in his mind. Hastily, he drove them away.

      The mood picked up. There were laughter and dancing. The beach became more crowded. At first, Jonas had wondered why Oberon allowed his staff to mingle among the guests. But not only hotel employees, but other Jamaicans were allowed on the hotel’s private beach for the fireworks. But it would also have been strange to deny them this and celebrate the liberation of slaves with predominantly white guests. So a colorful crowd mingled on the beach. Some danced - predominantly Jamaican women. Then the fireworks began.

      Beforehand, the lights had been dimmed. After the first rockets, Jonas looked over at his wife. Were Zane and Oberon standing even closer to her now?

      “Oh,” sounded next to him from Jessica. A rocket had shot up into the air. She pointed a finger in the air and talked to Jonas. He could only glance sideways for a moment. He didn’t like what he saw. Zane was directly behind his wife. His hand held her hand up to the sky as if he wanted to show her something. But was there even room between their bodies? Or was he pressing up against her? Which would mean he was pressing a very specific body part against her.

      Jonas closed his eyes for a moment and took a breath. He could feel blood flowing into his penis for the umpteenth time that day. But this time it shouldn’t happen. Wrong thoughts accompanied the biological process. A mixture of anger and lust surged through his body. Both feelings were struggling for dominance.

      “A beautiful sight,” commented Jessica beside him.

      “Huh?”, Jonas brought out with heart pounding.

      “The rockets,” she said with a laugh. “I should think so - what else?”

      “Of course.”

      The mood grew even more boisterous. An unplanned dance floor sprang up on the sandy beach. Jonas looked around. Oberon stood there alone. He followed his gaze. His laughing wife was dancing with Valerie — and Zane!

      At first, he froze, watching his happy wife throw her arms in the air. She danced between Zane and Valerie. Surrounded by a crowd, they inevitably touched. Zane leaned down to Leonie’s ear and spoke into it. That woke Jonas up again. It was time to act. He took the first step. But a hand held him back. He looked over his shoulder.

      “Stay here,” Jessica begged him. She took a step toward him and put a hand around him. “Let her have her fun for once, too. She’s certainly earned it. She’s so happy.”

      The double meaning of having fun didn’t escape him. But he couldn’t throw it at Jessica without giving himself away. Instead, he watched for seconds as his wife danced and laughed. Jessica pushed him backward with her. He didn’t resist. More people stood between them. He tried to keep his eyes on Leonie most of the time. She looked around searchingly, but couldn’t discover Jonas for her part. She exchanged a few words with Valerie. Then Zane demanded her attention. He pulled Leonie savagely against him. Before she knew it, they had done a dance step and Zane had made Leonie do a pirouette. Following that, he hugged the heartily laughing Leonie to his body.

      “She feels him,” Jessica breathed from behind his ear. “She feels his thick black cock.” To this, the American woman pressed herself against him from behind. Jonas thought he could feel her soft breasts. Her hands clasped his body on either side.

      “Jessica ... I have to,” Jonas whimpered. He had to get to Leonie. But he lacked the strength to tear himself away. Or perhaps he lacked the will? Fear overtook him. Could he be like Andrew? The idea was hard for him. Who would give away his own wife to other men without also seeking his pleasure elsewhere?

      “Just a few moments more. Allow her to have a little more fun.”

      Breathing heavily, Jonas watched Leonie and Zane move with each other. Again and again, he pressed Leonie against his body. Did her facial expression change as he did so? She had to feel him every time, Jonas was sure of it. An idea that made him tremble.

      Leonie and Zane had moved to the edge of the dance floor. There they remained, standing close to each other. Zane’s hands were around his wife. She had to notice him again. Zane spoke quietly to her. Their heads came closer. They would kiss! Jonas had to respond.

      “Take it easy. Let it happen ... Let yourself be released,” Jessica whispered teasingly in his ear. One of her hands was literally clutching him now. Of course, it wouldn’t have taken much strength to break free. But the sight paralyzed Jonas. His cock was throbbing. He felt Jessica’s second hand slide down over his belly. He knew what he had to do now at the latest. But he remained motionless and let it happen. Jessica’s hand slid over his pants with pressure. He couldn’t suppress a brief moan.

      He struggled for a moment to watch what was happening on the other side. Zane was still standing close to Leonie. They were talking to each other. Was his wife perhaps even rubbing against his cock deliberately?

      We lost. But how could a woman resist such a beast of a cock .... my Leonie... oh ...

      Jonas suddenly had to groan. Jessica’s hand was no longer just on his crotch area. She was now massaging his cock. With this, she drove him closer to madness. Jonas didn’t know what to do. But especially not what he wanted to do. The hand of Jessica felt fantastic. The sight of Leonie with Zane provided him with sweet and very pleasurable pain.

      “Nice little tail you’re hiding there,” Jessica whispered gleefully in his ear. It was an insult. A belittling. Still, it only added to his pleasure. He had seen Zane’s cock. In comparison, almost every man had a manageable endowment to offer.

      “Stop it,” Jonas finally brought out softly. “We have to stop. She’s my wife ... she can’t ...”

      “She wants to and you want to,” an unfamiliar voice sounded beside him. Oberon. “Don’t worry,” he continued. “Zane will know how to control himself. They won’t have sex.”

      Halfheartedly, Jonas had tried to tear himself away from Jessica. In the end, he settled for grabbing her hand at his crotch and stopping her work. His searching eyes didn’t find his wife on the other side. Leonie and Zane were gone. Frantically, his eyes darted through the crowd. They weren’t to be discovered.

      “Leonie,” he brought out hoarsely.

      “As I was saying,” Oberon continued impassively. “They won’t have sex. Not yet. The first time is always mine.”

      Jessica’s hand had freed itself from him and resumed its work. The matter-of-factness with which Oberon delivered his words was startling. But also arousing. Within seconds, Jonas suddenly could no longer control himself. His semen poured into his boxers. Jessica couldn’t suppress a short giggle. For Jonas, this made the humiliation too much.

      He finally tore himself away from Jessica. But instead of looking for his wife, he ran back to the hotel and to the elevator. To his surprise, Leonie was lying on their bed. Jonas let his gaze roam and listened for the bathroom. But it remained silent. Zane wasn't here. A sob pierced the silence.

      Leonie was lying on her stomach. She turned to Jonas. There were tears on her face. “I’m sorry,” she brought out with difficulty and turned away again. She sank her head into the pillow and sobbed. Jonas immediately rushed to her side.

      “Leonie? What happened?” he asked anxiously. His hand rested on her back. “Did he hurt you?”

      “No. Nothing ... nothing happened. But ...”

      A sob swallowed the next words. “What?” asked Jonas. He struggled with moderate success to keep the tremor out of his voice. “But what? Leonie!”

      “But ... But,” came with another sob. “But I wanted. I wanted it to happen,” she brought out, sobbing again. She buried herself even deeper into the pillow.

      “It’s all good. I’m here. Everything is fine,” Jonas spoke to her. He kissed the back of Leonie’s neck and pushed her hair out of her face with one hand. This way he got to see part of her tear-stained face.

      “I would have done it,” Leonie accused herself and half turned to Jonas.

      Jonas’ heart raced. She had danced with Zane. They had come very close. It had to be with him. He hardly dared ask, but he had to, “With Zane?” All he got in reply was a nod. “I saw you guys. You were dancing. Very close.”

      Again he got only a nod. Jonas knew he had to become more active. However, he lacked a brilliant idea of how he should start this. Helplessly, he continued to turn Leonie. He then lay down next to her and pulled her to him.

      “Did he kiss you?” he asked. The assumption was obvious to him. It had looked for a long time as if Zane pursued that very goal.

      “Yes,” a shaky voice admitted.

      “That’s okay. I ... I saw you guys. I had a hunch he might try. I could have ...”

      “I kissed him back,” Leonie interrupted him. In her eyes, Jonas could detect her fear of his reaction.

      “It’s okay. I love you.”

      “That’s not all ... it’s worse,” he got to hear instead of the confirmation of love he had hoped for. The trembling at what she had to tell him transferred from her to Jonas. He waited a moment to see if Leonie would continue speaking. But she remained silent. He knew it was overdue before he spoke himself. Leonie wasn’t the only one with a confession to make.

      “I’ve been watching you guys. You and Zane. How you danced,” Jonas recounted. “Jessica was with me. I wanted to step in. Relieve Zane. But she held me back. Held me down. And I ... I could have pulled away, but then there was her hand and her words and .... And ...”

      “What did she do?” asked Leonie. Suddenly, her voice had gained considerably more hardness.

      “She grabbed my crotch.”

      “Go on,” Leonie prompted him.

      “She whispered in my ear and massaged me through my pants,” he admitted ruefully.

      “More?”

      “I came,” Jonas confessed. Now he would have liked to bury his face in the pillow.

      “In ... Just from?” asked Leonie, surprised. Jonas nodded without looking up at her. “He showed me his cock,” suddenly shot out of his wife. Now he looked up at her, startled after all. “He showed it to me,” Leonie repeated herself. There was a lot of disbelief in her voice. “He was ... We left the beach. By the pool bar, we were undisturbed ... and then ... then he showed it to me.”

      “He’s big,” a dismayed Jonas said before he could stop himself. Leonie nodded almost imperceptibly.

      “He asked if I wanted to touch it ...”

      Pleadingly, Jonas looked at his wife. But he could also feel images developing in his mind of her little hands wrapping around Zane’s black giant. She would need both hands to embrace it completely. He noticed how it was getting tight in his pants once more. He wished his hard-on away. It didn’t work. A growing desire awaited an answer to an urgent question.

      “Did you?” he breathed to his wife. He was no longer sure what answer he was hoping for.

      “No,” finally came the redemptive answer. “I ran away ... I was scared ...”

      “Did he threaten you? Did he try to force you?” immediately shot out of Jonas. He would defend his wife. Immediately start the necessary actions to ensure the protection of his Leonie.

      “No ... No,” she reassured him. “I was afraid of me. Of ... Of what I wanted ... I wanted to touch him ... I wanted ...”

      “Leonie?” demanded Jonas after seconds of pause. He needed to know more. What did she want? His cock surged for freedom.

      “I wanted ... “ Jonas looked at her expectantly. What had she wanted to do to him? “Please don’t make me say it,” she begged him. “Nothing happened. I’m sorry.”

      That wasn’t true from Jonas’ point of view. Quite a lot had happened. However, nothing had happened that couldn’t be taken back. His wife was still his. Jonas buried his face in his wife’s hair. He wavered between release and disappointment. Part of him had wished she had touched Zane. Held his big cock admiringly in her delicate hands. Maybe even kissed it — or even more? Jonas could feel his cock pulsing at these forbidden thoughts.

      He had already come as many times during their vacation as he had in the entire previous four weeks. But that wasn't enough. He kissed his wife’s shoulder. Over her shoulder blade, his path led to her neck.

      “Jonas,” Leonie whimpered. But he didn’t stop. He sucked on her neck and then on her earlobes. His hands kneaded her breasts through her summer dress. Leonie let out a first sigh. He knew exactly how to get his beloved going. He concentrated on this goal now.

      When this was accomplished, he kissed her on the lips for the first time. Leonie not only returned his kiss. She demanded more. Pressed her tongue into his mouth. Suddenly she tore off her clothes. She urged Jonas to do the same.

      Jonas lay naked on the bed. Leonie was above him. Her hands gripped his penis.

      Don’t compare him to Zane, he begged her in his mind. It didn’t take a tape measure to determine the loser. But from the way she was sliding his cock through her fingers, that guess could very well be in her head. As she evoked fears in his mind, his penis responded in kind, twitching. Quite as if this unfair comparison would give him pleasure.

      Finally, Leonie’s lips touched his cock. She kept her eyes closed. Was it really his cock she was kissing?

      “Not so fast ... or else ... oh,” he tried to warn her. But this only seemed to spur his wife to a faster pace. Jonas surrendered to his lust. His cock got ready and finally, he poured into his Leonie.

      She looked up at him from below. “Now it’s my turn,” she announced in a rarely offensive tone. A moment later she was sitting on his face. Jonas did what a good husband should and made sure that his wife’s lust was also satisfied.

      Yet he didn’t feel like it at all. His lust had vanished. Self-doubt had taken its place. He had imagined his wife with another man. To Leonie, the sight of Zane’s cock seemed to have brought similar thoughts. Even before that, something must have been going on inside her. Otherwise, she wouldn't have let Zane dance with her for such a long time and with no distance. Maybe her first thoughts had already come to her at the waterfall? There she had seen a big black cock for the first time. He preferred not to think it possible that the previous still relatively harmless encounters with Zane had already triggered something inside her.

      The many thoughts had caused some of his lust to return. Jonas could feel his cock half asleep against his leg. After the last few days, though, he probably needed a break.

      After their sex, fatigue set in. Neither of them really wanted to talk about what had happened. Instead, they spent the following day away from the hotel. They needed a little distance.
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      “Are you coming? We have to go.”

      “Yes, yes,” Leonie called back.

      On Thursday, Leonie and Jonas had explored the surrounding area on their own. They didn’t plan to spend Friday at the hotel either. This time it was to be a guided day tour with a small group of tourists.

      Jonas watched Leonie as she hurried through their room. They hadn’t talked about the incident on the beach again. For now, they tried to ignore it. That worked best when they had no contact with Jessica and the rest of her gang. Jonas knew that ignoring it wasn't the best idea. But how should he have started the conversation? And what exactly did they need to talk about?

      They left the hotel together. Outside, they waited for their tour guide. They wouldn’t be back from the tour until late afternoon. They wanted to get to know Jamaica better. Jessica and Valerie had highly recommended the tour to Leonie. She had already booked it on Tuesday. With a group of six and a local guide, they were to explore Jamaica.

      Leonie and Jonas stood outside waiting. Meanwhile, a BMW pulled into the parking lot. A tall man got out. Jonas recognized him immediately. Oberon - the hotel owner. The man who had been so convinced that he would have his wife before Zane. Leisurely, he strode toward them.

      “Good morning,” he greeted them. Instead of walking on, he stopped with them. “Oberon,” he introduced himself and shook Leonie’s hand. She then took over their introductions as well. “I hope you like your stay so far?”

      “It is a very nice hotel,” Leonie praised.

      Jonas looked on suspiciously. He hadn’t told his wife about the brief exchange with Oberon. Otherwise, she might be less friendly to him. He had had to think about it a few times since then. In the end, however, his words couldn’t be interpreted any other way. Oberon had meant exactly what he had said. Zane couldn’t have sex with Leonie. He had to give way to Oberon.

      It will never come to that, he told himself. Though, he watched tensely as Leonie and Oberon talked. In his wife’s face, he searched for telltale signs. My Leonie is no Jessica, he reminded himself.

      “Here comes your leader,” Oberon declared, placing a hand on Jonas’ shoulder.

      They watched together as a minibus pulled up. Five people were already seated inside. The driver got out and approached them. “Brandon,” Oberon introduced him. The two men greeted each other warmly. “Then you’re in good hands,” Oberon said to Jonas and Leonie. Jonas was in shock. Leonie’s surprise was also evident.

      All alarm bells were ringing in Jonas. They told him to grab his wife and run. The reason was Brandon. This wasn't the first time they saw him. He was the man who had his fun with Valerie at the waterfall. Now he was going to be their guide for an entire day!

      Without many words and almost on autopilot, they let themselves be escorted to the minibus. Oberon opened the door for them. Brandon was already getting back in on the driver’s side. “Have an exciting day,” Oberon wished them.

      On the bus were a couple and two women in their early twenties. They greeted each other. The mood was good. Brandon drove off. Leonie and Jonas exchanged a meaningful look. They wouldn't get out of this act now. Jonas wondered what the day would bring.

      Brandon kept the spirits high. He cracked jokes and entertained the whole bus. He was good at his job as a tour guide. Their very first stop was devoted to reggae music. Local handicrafts followed this. In the mid-morning, they visited a market. Around noon, they arrived at the Ocho Rios Blue Hole. For two hours they swam in the blue water and jumped from ledges into the water. The entire group had a lot of fun and they grew closer. Brandon acted through this just like a normal tourist guide. He didn’t show the sexual energy that they had seen in him. Jonas started to forget how they had already experienced him.

      Jonas watched at lunch as Leonie talked animatedly with the second couple in their group - Steve and Laura. On his other side sat the two girls. Their interest in Brandon had crystallized pretty quickly. Now again, they hemmed him in. To his left sat the straw-blonde Aada. On his right side was Elsa. Jonas guessed you could already call it flirting. It was hard to determine what Brandon thought of it. Jonas was pretty sure that he was used to this attention. Besides the action at the waterfall, his acquaintance with Oberon spoke for that.

      “For our last stop, we’re going to a very special beach,” Brandon announced in the afternoon. Ten minutes later, he pulled into a small parking lot. The beach was right in front of them. The entire group got out and walked united to the beach.

      At first, Jonas only noticed the giggling of the two girls. Next to him then additionally the couple murmured. Only after Leonie nudged him, he discovered the reason for this. On a sign, it said “clothing optional”. Nudism was allowed on this beach. A lump stuck in his throat. Brandon couldn’t be serious.

      The two girls ran the last few feet ahead. Brandon followed them. The rest remained standing. From ten meters away, they watched Brandon talk to Aada and Elsa. Afterward, the two girls undressed to great giggling, showing off their flawless bodies. During the day, they had learned that the two Finnish girls were nineteen years young. They didn’t seem to know restraint. But then, Finland was the land of saunas.

      Brandon didn’t follow their example and remained dressed. He beckoned the rest to join him. “There’s no need to be shy. But if you don’t like it, you can stay clothed. This bay is too beautiful not to have experienced.”

      The second couple seemed to have put their concerns behind them. They didn’t take off all their clothes, though, but left it at swimwear. That didn’t leave Leonie and Jonas with many options. They weren’t the type of people to make a fuss. Jonas looked questioningly at his wife. The latter could only shrug her shoulders, too. So they stripped down to swim shorts and bikini.

      Brandon led them along the beach. With one hand he dragged a large bag. The beach stretched far away from the ocean. Palm trees lined the edge.

      However, Jonas couldn’t relax. The two naked Finns alone prevented that. As much as he ordered his penis to keep calm, this attempt seemed to be futile. Soon other naked people came into view. He felt almost lucky that not all of them were as handsome as their little group.

      Brandon had said that they didn’t have to undress. Of course, that was exactly how the English words on the sign could be understood. But in truth, their clothes made them rather stand out among the many naked people.

      The two Finnish girls continued to work their charm on Brandon. There was no mistaking it. Even if they were frolicking by the waterline, they were attempting to stay in his gaze.

      “I hope their efforts are rewarded someday,” an amused Leonie whispered in Jonas’ ear.

      “Huh?”

      “The girls ... and Brandon.”

      “Oh ... Yeah.” Leonie had surprised him with her words. Sex hadn't been a topic between them for two days. They hadn’t even had it themselves. Now she brought up Brandon, of all people, someone close to Oberon and Zane.

      “If not now, when?” chimed in beside them. With those determined words, the other couple in their group got naked. Together with Brandon, this left Jonas and Leonie as the only clothed ones in the immediate vicinity.

      After the initial horror, Jonas relaxed again. Three non-naked people should be enough. But then Brandon spoke: “Very well. You are my guests and I always like to adapt.” To these words, he already pulled down his Bermuda shorts. Jonas and Leonie got to see his cock up close this time. Even though it was still hanging limp, Jonas found its size irritating. In addition, he inevitably had to make the comparison to Zane. But in this condition, it was impossible to make a meaningful comparison. It didn’t even occur to him to compare himself with Brandon.

      Jonas dared only a quick glance. In no way he wanted to show interest. Aada and Elsa had more trouble holding back. Immediately after they discovered the naked Brandon, they ran back from the shoreline to them. As they did so, they let their breasts bounce freely. Arriving at Brandon, they stopped trying to ignore his best part.

      Brandon bent down to his bag. “Champagne?” he asked. He had several plastic glasses and chilled champagne with him. The entire group enthusiastically accepted the offer.

      “It’s so liberating to be naked on the beach for once,” Aada enthused.

      “Yes,” Elsa confirmed. “To feel the sun everywhere. The warm sand and the water.”

      “Takes some getting used to, but really nice,” Laura agreed. Her husband Steve nodded to her words.

      Jonas could literally feel the words directed at Leonie and him. It was a challenge for them. They exchanged a quick glance. However, he couldn’t fathom Leonie’s opinion on the matter. For him, it was definitely out of the question. There were many reasons for that. The most pressing one was the stiff cock in his swim shorts. Even with clothing on, he already had to make an effort to make sure the incident between his legs wasn’t noticeable.

      “It happens to the best of us,” commented a relaxed Brandon. “With so many women, we men don’t stand a chance.”

      At first, his words gave Jonas a big scare. He felt caught. But he didn’t mean him at all. Steve was also struggling with his best piece.

      “Laying on your stomach is one solution,” Brandon commented on Steve’s initial reaction. “Or let your girl take care of the problem. Somewhere between the palms. I prefer option number three. If it happens, it happens. Take it with pride. It’s not like our girls won’t have a reaction. I see some hard nipples. Right, Leonie?”

      To this, he put one hand over Leonie’s shoulders and turned her to the rest. Her hard nipples were clearly showing through the bikini. However, she wasn't the only one with it.

      The situation calmed down again. The group pulled apart. Leonie talked to the couple. Jonas stood with the rest twenty meters away. They were playing volleyball. The bouncing breasts of the girls continued to make it difficult for Jonas to control the reaction in his swim shorts. He couldn’t understand how Brandon could stay in control. He would have expected his thing to be at least at half-mast. This sight could leave no man cold.

      “Hello Brandon,” a man greeted them. “Marie’s here, too. If you feel like coming over?” He pointed to a woman lying fifty yards away.

      “Not today. I have to work,” he apologized.

      “Marie will be disappointed. But maybe we’ll see you tonight at Oberon’s party?”

      “Absolutely,” Brandon replied. “Please tell Marie that I look forward to attending to her well-being later.”

      Jonas followed the conversation with only half of his attention. He needed his wits to understand what he was seeing down below. Marie’s husband was standing with his front to him. He was unclothed. At least almost. Jonas wasn’t sure if he should count this strange object as clothing.

      The man said goodbye and walked back to his Marie. Brandon stepped up next to Jonas and the two girls ran up to them. They giggled together. “You ask him ... no, you ... you,” they urged each other.

      Brandon had a laugh on his face. “What do you want to know so bad?” he asked. He for sure knew already what had gotten them both in such a tizzy. They should spell it out for him.

      “That thing ...”

      “... between his legs ...”

      “... on his ... penis.”

      “His wife keeps him chaste,” Brandon said as if that brief sentence explained everything.

      Jonas had heard of medieval chastity belts for virgins. Although he wasn’t sure if those weren’t just a figment of someone’s imagination. But this little thing was real. Somehow it had been put over the poor man’s penis. Unfortunately for him, it was also pink.

      “He’s a good man,” Brandon continued. At that, he slapped Jonas on the shoulders as if he was speaking of him. “His equipment down there is ... let’s say ... manageable. When he visits us here in Jamaica with his wife, he knows how to set his priorities. His Marie gets to have her fun during that time.”

      “With you?” asked Aada, covering her mouth the very next moment at this cheeky statement.

      “With me, among others,” Brandon answered frankly. The time for playing hide and seek seemed to be over. “Marie likes big dicks, her husband likes to see her have her fun, and me .... well, I like to have my fun with married women. Gladly with the husband’s knowledge. In the end, we all get what we want.”

      The two Finns were wide-eyed. For Jonas, Brandon had mainly put into words what he already knew. But the sudden confession made it very understandable and much too real.

      Brandon’s hand was still on his shoulder. He led Jonas back to Leonie and the second couple. Even from a distance, he immediately got the next shock. Leonie’s breasts flashed in the sunlight. She was wearing only the bikini bottoms. Her breasts stood out from the rest of her body with their pure white skin.

      “I thought a little sun couldn’t hurt,” a bashful Leonie justified herself.

      “Certainly not,” Brandon agreed. “And the rest?” he asked briskly.

      “Oh, the ... I didn’t want ... without Jonas ...”

      Suddenly all eyes were on him. Jonas had to breathe heavily.

      “Knock yourself out,” Brandon urged him. “It’s just that we men have a hard time not showing it when we think we’re surrounded by beautiful women. I have my troubles with that, too. I hope the ladies understand that it’s just a compliment to them.”

      With his words, he made it clear that by now something had happened to him as well. His cock was no longer flaccid but had grown to an imposing size. Jonas wondered if by beautiful women he had meant his Leonie in particular? Had her naked breasts made his cock grow? Between Jonas’ legs, it pulsed at this thought. There was something incredibly satisfying about the fact that his wife could trigger such things in other men.

      “How nice,” Aada gloated. Her gaze then turned to Jonas. “I think he needs our help,” she prompted Elsa. They positioned themselves to the left and right of Jonas and got down on their knees. Her hands grabbed at his swim shorts. Jonas couldn’t move. Shocked, he watched as they pulled his shorts down and his cock sprang to freedom. Jonas stepped out of his shorts and then the two girls were gone from his side.

      “There you go,” Brandon said, moving back to stand beside him. That made comparing their two stiff dicks pretty easy. Next to Brandon’s giant, everything else had to look small.

      Breathing heavily, Jonas watched as his wife now parted from her bikini bottom as well. Now they were all naked. Even this embarrassing situation didn’t help Jonas get a grip on his erection.

      Brandon poured another round of champagne and Jonas and Leonie plunged into the waters together. Jonas was glad to escape the stares. Afterward, his wife pulled him away from the beach. Laughing, she ran ahead and circled Jonas. Finally kissed him. Behind a small dune, just behind a palm tree, she pulled him down to the ground with her. They turned together and kissed. Leonie looked around. Jonas followed her gaze. They were among themselves. “Want me to take care of your little problem?” she asked, reaching for his crotch. Her fingers made him sigh.

      Jonas looked around once more. The danger of discovery no longer mattered too much to him. He had waited long enough now and nodded in agreement. Leonie immediately bent over his cock and blew it. It didn’t take long and Jonas warned her. Too much tension had built up in him. Moments later, he squirted into her. Leonie swallowed and lay down next to him, laughing.

      “Do we actually only meet strange people on this vacation?” she asked.

      “It’s not like we’ve met that many,” Jonas pointed out. “In the end, they all hang together. Starting with the Mullers and Zane at the airport. And now Brandon and others again.”

      “Others?”

      “He met a couple he knows earlier. They are meeting tonight at Oberon.”

      “I wonder what they’re doing there,” Leonie groaned.

      “Just the one thing.”

      “Fucking big dicks?” asked Leonie with a grin.

      Jonas had no answer to that. He was struggling not to let his mood sink into unknown depths. It was very easy to read too much into his wife’s words. Especially now that she had seen Zane and Brandon.

      Leonie turned to him. Her bosom was against him. Jonas got a kiss. That took away his rising foul mood. They were on vacation. They should have their fun and not mope around. There was nothing that could shake their love away.

      He helped his wife up. Instead of walking straight back, they chose a path that led them through the palm trees. Suddenly, Leonie held him back and took cover behind a palm tree. “What is it?” he asked, trying to look ahead. Leonie excitedly told him to be quiet. She took his hand and led him forward. Behind a bush, she stopped. The first thing he recognized was Brandon. The Jamaican was fucking a woman from behind. He wouldn’t have been surprised if it had been one of the Finns. Or the acquaintance they had met on the beach. Instead, it was Laura from the second couple in their outing. With a glance around, he also spotted the husband. He was sitting two meters away, watching the action. His hand gripped his penis.

      Even though his wife had just pleasured him, Jonas immediately felt the blood rushing back into his cock. Leonie looked ahead, spellbound. In between, she cast a conspiratorial glance at him. Her hand had also found its way between her legs.

      The game before their eyes was already well advanced. Laura suppressed a moan with much effort. A hand was pressing on her lips. When she finally came to orgasm, she left behind all restraint. She let Leonie and Jonas know how she felt at that moment. Brandon turned her around and kissed her. They exchanged a few words. However, they couldn’t hear them. Then the game was already over. Jonas pulled Leonie back to safety.

      “You still owe me,” Leonie announced, pulling her husband with her. Her path led back to the place where she had just satisfied Jonas. She pushed her husband down and kissed him wildly. The scene with Brandon and Laura had obviously aroused her greatly. They pressed their naked bodies against each other. Leonie climbed up Jonas and pressed her pussy on his lips. Without saying anything, she made it clear what she was longing for. Jonas immediately set to work. The voyeur interlude had brought back his arousal.

      While Jonas was bringing pleasure to his wife, he kept looking up at her. Their eyes met sometimes. But Leonie was also on the lookout for uninvited guests. However, when he looked up at her three times and each time her gaze remained unchanged in the same direction, a strange feeling came over him.

      He tried to glimpse what was exciting to see there. But that was difficult. He had to tilt his head farther back. At first, he saw nothing. The sun blinded him. But then he thought he saw the color black and a human head in the corner of his eye. He twisted his head as far as he could and accepted the pain that it brought to him. There was definitely someone there. He had to see them, and Leonie had him in her sights as well. Her spectator didn't bother her.

      “Don’t stop,” sounded from above. In the first shock, he had stopped his work on Leonie’s pussy. Leonie’s hands grabbed at his head and pushed his lips back to her slit. “Honey, keep going,” she whimpered. Her voice was dripping with lust. So did her pussy. “Oh ... yes.”

      For all his irritation with the unknown watcher, Jonas still felt spurred on by his Leonie’s moans and groans. Even though he couldn’t see his cock, he could clearly feel it stretching up and yearning for a touch. However, he didn’t get one. He could only sway back and forth in the breeze of a light wind.

      “Jerk him ... he’s so big,” were Leonie’s next words of alarm. They were clearly not directed at him.

      “Leonie,” he gave a shocked sigh.

      “Don’t stop,” was her renewed response, and she pushed him back. “Don’t stop. Lick me ... yeah ...”

      Jonas didn’t know what to do. Leonie’s thighs held his head captive. He would have had to use some strength to free himself from it. Of course, he could have asked her to stand up. But he didn’t really know what he wanted himself. He couldn’t deny his own arousal.

      From below, he saw a shadow approaching. He stopped directly in front of them. Brandon! His hand gripped his cock. As Leonie had recently demanded, he jerked it. His wife’s eyes put all their attention on this spectacle. And Jonas also found it hard to separate his gaze from it. It was a large cock.

      “Come for me,” Brandon urged Leonie, while he also jerked his cock faster and faster himself. Then suddenly it was time. But it wasn't Leonie who came first, Brandon started squirting his sperm. Jonas watched with wide eyes as it shot out of the tip of his cock. A moment later it hit his wife’s breasts. A second load followed and Leonie exploded. She screamed out her orgasm loudly. As she did so, she lowered herself completely onto Jonas. For a moment he had to struggle for air. His wife’s juices spread over his face.

      With the info that they would leave in about half an hour, Brandon took his leave. Only then did Leonie get off her husband. She looked at him bashfully and wordlessly and sat down beside him, exhausted. Her gaze wandered into the distance.

      What was that?, Jonas asked himself in shock. Brandon waved his cock in front of her and she went wild. And then he came on her ...

      There was nothing left of the semen marks. He didn’t know if they had dried or if Leonie had wiped them away. His gaze fell down. His own cock was no longer sticking out steeply but his own arousal hadn't completely subsided. He felt incredibly agitated and confused.

      “Are you okay?” he finally asked Leonie. The words didn’t come easy. But the silence had to be broken.

      “Yes ... of course,” came back after a moment’s hesitation.

      “Really?” Leonie remained silent. “What was that?” asked Jonas. This time much more energetically. This time they couldn’t just ignore the incident.

      “Nothing ... I’m sorry ... nothing ... let’s just forget about it.”

      “Leonie,” he spoke to his wife, putting an arm around her.

      “I’m sorry,” Leonie repeated herself, resting her forehead against his shoulder. A soft sob sounded.

      “He turned you on,” Jonas stated what was obvious to him. “There’s nothing wrong with that. You saw my hard penis on the beach. All those impressions made me react, too.”

      “Hmm,” Leonie grumbled.

      “That’s okay,” Jonas said. Ignoring the fact that he wasn’t at all sure that everything was okay. After all, Brandon had spread his cum all over his wife. Instead of rejection, she had responded with an orgasm. “Talk to me,” he begged her.

      Leonie straightened up. She pulled up her nose. “I’ve imagined it,” she said, “what it would be like if he ... like with Laura ... if he had ...”

      Fucked me, Jonas finished her sentence in his mind. He held his Leonie a little tighter. He was afraid of losing her. But a glance down his naked body also showed that his cock started growing again. The idea of a big black cock pressing between his wife’s lips, or even plowing through her slit, didn’t leave him cold. He had to take a deep breath.

      “It’s all right. We all have our thoughts. So do I. There’s no stopping that. There’s nothing wrong with that. Only actions count,” Jonas said calmly. It was storming in his mind. He couldn’t give his Leonie a complete acquittal. She had spurred Brandon on. Even asked him to masturbate. Hadn’t reprimanded him for his cum landing on her breasts. What might have been going on in her head as his black cock had dangled in front of her face?

      When they got back to the rest of their group, Jonas tried to avoid Brandon’s gaze. The Jamaican himself didn't keep his gaze in check. He blatantly watched the dressing Leonie.

      With the minibus, they made their way back. First, the two Finns were let out at their hotel. They took their time saying goodbye - especially to Brandon.

      The second couple followed. But this time, there was no big goodbye. “I’ll pick you guys up in an hour,” Brandon announced.

      Laura laughed contentedly and put her arms around him. “See you in a bit,” she said. Steve just nodded. It bothered him suspiciously little that Brandon was enjoying himself with his wife.

      Then it was just the three of them. Jonas’s throat tightened. Brandon had to stop at an intersection. He turned to face them. “We can meet again later, too,” he offered them. With a grin, Brandon turned back around. “Too soon?” he asked.

      They didn’t answer that either. Jonas breathed a sigh of relief when Brandon dropped them off at their hotel. He bid them a friendly goodbye but didn’t get out of the minibus. His “see you soon” echoed in Jonas.

      “I’ll take a quick shower,” Leonie said and disappeared directly into the bathroom. Jonas sat down on a small sofa. His gaze turned to the floor.

      What a day. What a vacation. Everywhere they went, one topic haunted them - sex. Leonie lusted after Brandon. He knew about that. His wife wanted his fucking big black giant cock.

      She wants to have that huge black thing drilled deep inside her. Let it take her good and proper. Let his juice defile her. Fuck!

      In his head, a scene formed. Brandon took his Leonie hard. She didn’t resist. Instead, she let the entire world know of her lust. Similar to Jessica, she lost all restraint. He had never elicited such sounds from his wife. There were probably things for which an average cock wasn't enough. But even this still seemed not enough. Brandon, Zane, and Oberon had a very different demeanor. They were dominant. They knew they would get what they wanted.

      It’s only a matter of time, Jonas realized. The thought filled him with pain. It hurt. But the reasons were convoluted. It wasn’t just the idea that Leonie might do it with another man, but the reasons it might happen. That he didn’t offer his wife everything she deserved. That she was denied total fulfillment. The glimpses of sex from Jessica, Valerie, and Laura had made that obvious. He thought they had their fair share of fun in bed, at least he had felt that way before this vacation, but he had never evoked the frenzy of the other women in his wife.

      “Jonas?” a soft voice asked. He looked up. Standing before him was his freshly showered Leonie. She was naked.

      “You’d like to fuck them?” he asked, surprising himself with this direct question. He struggled not to let the bitterness in him show through. Leonie didn’t deserve that. Not yet ...

      “Them?”

      “Brandon, Zane, Oberon. Men with big dicks.”

      “I love you. I would never ...”

      “No,” he interrupted her, “that’s not what I meant. You’d never cheat on me. But ... you’d like to experience it.”

      Leonie went down on her knees in front of him. She grasped his hands. “You’re my first and only love.”

      That’s what I’m saying, laid on Jonas’s lips. That she had never experienced another man only increased the problem for him. She had to wonder what it would be like with someone else. However, he had had only one woman in his life so far, too. Nevertheless, he didn’t long to experience a second one.

      Leonie hadn't spoken further. Jonas knew that there was more behind her words. He could clearly tell his wife was also racking her brains over what had happened. “I’m not enough for you?” he asked.

      “What, no ... I ... I don’t know.”

      How could she know? As Leonie had just said, he was her first and only. She had no comparison to him. At least, not before this vacation. That had changed in the last few days, if only as a spectator. She had seen what was possible. “How is our sex for you?”

      “Good,” came out shyly between compressed lips.

      “Honestly,” he prompted his wife.

      “I don’t know ... I ... me.” Leonie looked at him urgently. She then looked down at the floor. “I’ve never ...”

      “Never what?” he inquired. He was already pretty sure he wouldn’t like the answer. A nervous tremor traveled through his body.

      “Haven’t had an orgasm in a long time ... when you fuck me.”

      Jonas was at a loss for words. This was devastating. He had known that female orgasm wasn’t easy to achieve. But he thought that was relatively normal. Women found it harder to come. That’s why they had plenty of oral sex. “But you’ve already come with me? If I tongue you ...”

      “Yes ... Yes, of course,” Leonie hurried to answer. “Just about every time. You’re great when you spoil me like that.”

      “But not when I fuck you? You did ...”

      Instead of an answer, all he got was a shake of the head.

      “But you have, occasionally ... faked?” Even though it almost brought tears to his eyes, he had to get a straight answer.

      Instead of words, he heard only a sob. This was accompanied by a nod. “Occasionally not,” came out. But this changed little for him. Jonas felt destroyed. Her words robbed him of a piece of his manhood. He felt ashamed that he couldn’t give his Leonie an orgasm in this way. Conversely, she had so often led him to happiness. “Honey,” Leonie brought out with an effort. Her arms rested on his thighs. From there, they found their way between his legs.

      Jonas watched wordlessly as she unzipped his pants and freed his cock. It took little to activate him. It never had before - but especially in the last few days. His wife’s lips plunged over him. She sucked on him.

      Why is she doing this?, he wondered. One could hardly speak of a truly erotic atmosphere. But then he thought he recognized the reason. She felt guilty.

      “Honey ... stop,” he prompted, pushing her head back. “You don’t have to.”

      “But I ...”

      “No. You did nothing wrong. You don’t have to prove anything to me.”

      They looked at each other silently. “I’m sorry,” Leonie said.

      Jonas pulled his naked wife up to him on the sofa and took her in his arms. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” Leonie replied, snuggling up to him.

      “I’m sorry.”

      “For what?”

      “For not being enough, for ...”

      “Don’t say that! Don’t say that! I love you,” an agitated Leonie interrupted him.

      “I know you love me. But that doesn’t change the fact that I can’t give you everything you deserve. I’m sorry for that.”

      “The key thing is that I have you ... And who really knows what I need ... I don’t even know if ... well.”

      “Whether a big cock like that would make you come off like that. Whether it would give you orgasms,” Jonas countered.

      “A penis can be too big, too, I’ve heard.”

      “So you’ve already thought about it.”

      “What ... I ...”

      Jonas could hear her heart pounding against his chest. He stroked the top of her head. Kissed the back of her neck. “I love you,” he whispered, continuing to kiss toward her neck. “I love you,” he repeated there and moved on. “I love you,” he also whispered after reaching her earlobes. He turned her face toward him and pressed a restrained kiss to her lips. “I love you,” he repeated himself one last time.

      “I love you,” Leonie now said as well, and put her arms around his neck. She intensified the kiss. Her tongue came out and pushed between his lips. Their kiss developed into a love game. With her hand, Leonie again grabbed his still exposed cock.

      This time Jonas didn’t stop her as she slid off his lap and let his cock slide between her lips a second time. He even groaned as her tongue made circles over his glans. The blowjob steadily quickened until it poured into his Leonie. Satisfied, he let out a sigh. For a few moments, he was incapable of any negative thoughts.

      Leonie came up to him again. Jonas knew that this couldn’t be the end. “And you?” he asked, letting his hands cup her breasts.

      “You know how to spoil me best,” Leonie answered unusually offensively.

      My tongue, Jonas concluded. He led her to the bed. There he buried himself between her legs. It soon became clear that at least with his tongue and fingers he could bring the pleasure out of her almost at will.

      After their orgasm, they lay silently next to each other for a long time. Leonie’s naked body lay against Jonas. They tried to understand where they stood now. Would they just go on like this? But even if they were back home, how could they ever forget this vacation - their honeymoon.

      I will always wonder if there is something she needs but that I can’t provide for her. And even if she will never admit it - Leonie must feel the same way ... and maybe ... maybe one day the curiosity or the desire will become too great. Maybe she will have to try another man after all. Might become unfaithful to me ...

      He suppressed this frightening thought. Soon they were sleeping peacefully next to each other.
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      “Uh,” Jonas groaned. It took him a moment to get used to the semi-darkness. He looked down his naked body. Between his legs, he spotted his wife. “Leonie,” he croaked.

      She didn’t answer. Instead, she eased off his cock and came up. Before he knew it, she was lowering herself onto him. His cock sank into her. “Oh,” he groaned. She began her ride. It was wild and fast. His wife’s fitness was making itself felt positively. Her breasts bounced around wonderfully in the semi-darkness.

      Leonie moaned. She moved farther forward and back so that his cock thrust in different directions. “Fuck me,” she exclaimed - even though it was more her fucking him.

      Jonas felt his cock pulsate, and the cum in his cock rose and gathered. “I’m going to cum soon,” he warned through his blowing breath.

      “Not yet,” shot back. “Wait.” A hand slid between her legs. In addition to his cock, Leonie was pleasuring herself. Right on her clit.

      “I can’t wait anymore,” Jonas moaned out. He tried to stop it. But the still hard ride of his Leonie and the sight of her left him no chance. He squirted under a loud “oh ... ahhh”.

      Leonie stopped her ride. She lay forward against Jonas’ body. “I’m sorry,” Jonas said.

      “I had to try,” he got to hear from a dissatisfied Leonie. She moved from him. His limp cock fell out of her.

      Jonas looked down her body. He knew she hadn’t had an orgasm yet. He was supposed to change that. But he had just come inside her. He couldn’t.

      He spared himself the question of what Leonie had to try. He was sure he could guess the answer. However, as aggressively as she had handled him, he had never had even the slightest chance of giving her an orgasm.

      While Leonie soon fell asleep, he stayed awake for a long time. It was a messy situation. He didn’t know how to handle it. He feared the consequences if they didn’t anything at all. His Leonie deserved more satisfaction.

      I could just let her fuck one of them.

      A dangerous idea. It might turn out, of course, that it wasn’t as good as the other women made it seem. At least not for his Leonie. But the danger that it would go exactly the other way seemed to him many times higher. And if she had tasted it once, would she still be able to do without repeating?
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      They had taken it easy on Saturday. First, they went to the beach, then to the pool. Leonie had retired to their suite for a quick nap. Jonas sat alone at the pool bar. He had just been thinking about the fact that none of their vacation acquaintances had shown up yet. Perhaps the influence of Oberon’s party?

      But now Andrew came to the pool. He was alone and immediately plunged into the cool water. He took a few laps. After five minutes, he got out of the pool and dried off.

      “Hello,” he greeted Jonas.

      “No good morning?”

      “Ha,” Andrew responded with a laugh. “Has been a long night. With many good reasons to sleep through the morning. We had plenty of fun ... mostly the ladies, of course.”

      “Not for you?”

      “I have my fun making sure my Jessie has her fun.”

      “Doesn’t sound too satisfying.”

      “What we men don’t all do for our sweethearts,” Andrew said with a smirk and full conviction. “Wouldn’t you do anything for your Leonie?”

      “Hmm,” Jonas grumbled thoughtfully. “How the hell can you do a thing like that?” then suddenly burst out of him.

      “You’ve seen Jessie with Zane, right? That’s a special energy, and the two of them were even holding back on that. It’s hard to explain. You have to experience that with your own wife.”

      “I don’t think I could.”

      “Maybe you should just check it out?” offered Andrew.

      Jonas lacked a response to that. They had seen quite a bit. He even more than Leonie. The offer sounded tempting. He couldn’t deny the erotic component of their previous experiences. But no, that wasn’t a good idea. It would drag them deeper into it. At some point, there would inevitably come a point where there would be no escape. Jonas’ hackles stood up.

      Jessica came strutting down the pool toward them. She was wearing one of her skimpy bikinis. She hid her eyes behind sunglasses. Still, she looked tired. What might her night have been like?

      “Hey you two,” she greeted her husband and Jonas. “An orange juice,” she asked the woman behind the bar.

      “Are you feeling better?” asked Andrew.

      “I’m on a good way. Thanks for the aspirin, honey.”

      “I was just talking to Jonas about having them come over sometime. Then they can see in person if it’s the right path for them, too.”

      “Oh, that’s a great idea. Tonight? How about it, Jonas? Want to see me in action again?”

      “What?” he brought out in shock. From the beginning, the conversation had been too open for him. Had he understood Jessica correctly? Did she know about his spectator role on her balcony? His gaze turned accusingly to Andrew, mouth agape.

      “I had to confess it to her,” Andrew defended himself. “She’s my wife.”

      “You could have come in. I have no problem with spectators,” said a rather relaxed Jessica. “Quite the contrary. It can be quite arousing. And let’s be completely honest, shouldn’t Leonie be allowed a little more, too. I mean ...” Jessica stopped her words and looked down. Her gaze was clearly directed at Jonas’ swim shorts. “... A little more is what every woman deserves. Not necessarily all the time, but on special occasions.”

      Jonas’ face must have slipped for a moment. “So,” he brought out. “So ... so bad ...”

      “I felt it,” she reminded Jonas of that evening on the beach. “It’s definitely not more than average. That’s good enough for average women ... But does your Leonie fall into that category?”

      Jonas didn’t know where this mean streak of Jessica’s had suddenly come from. He hadn’t perceived her that way before. He was at a loss for words.

      “Oh, here comes the wonderful creature,” Jessica said, jumping up. She walked around the pool. On the other side stood Leonie.

      “Don’t take her words too seriously,” Andrew begged him. “She’s always pretty wound up after a night like last night. It’ll subside.”

      “Did you have to tell her about the balcony?”, Jonas accused him.

      “She’s my wife,” Andrew countered. “We don’t keep secrets from each other.”

      Jonas had no time to think about these words. He watched suspiciously as Jessica and Leonie hugged each other on the other side. His wife walked around the pool. Jessica held her back and continued the conversation animatedly. Twice Leonie’s gaze searched for Jonas.

      “I think your plans just changed,” Andrew foresaw.

      “What, why?”

      “Jessica will have just informed her that you think it would be a good idea for you to take a closer look at what’s going on.”

      “What?” fussed Jonas. “I didn’t say that at all ...”

      “Don’t. It’s best this way,” Andrew cut him off. “It’ll save you a lot of tough conversations.”

      Jonas had been about to jump up. But now he was thinking about Andrew’s words. Was this really a simple way out? Didn’t it amount to giving up and letting his wife try another man? He trembled at the thought. Not least because at that moment Oberon strode into the pool area and joined Jessica and Leonie. He looked as good as ever. However, a residue of fatigue seemed to have lingered with him as well. He greeted Jessica with a kiss on the lips. With Leonie, he was content with the cheeks. For now!, it ran through Jonas. Together with Jessica he spoke to Leonie, put his big hands on her shoulders, and laughed. Finally, he left the women behind. He went straight toward Andrew and Jonas.

      “Just watching? Clever,” he murmured in Jonas’ direction.

      “I didn’t give my ...”

      “Tomorrow morning. Ten o’clock,” Oberon interrupted him. “Jessica and Andrew know the way to the harbor. See you then.”

      To his words, Oberon dropped his big paw on Jonas’ shoulder once more, then walked away.

      Jessica and Leonie came finally over to them. His wife’s eyes were wide, and she looked questioningly at him.

      I can’t get out of this one, Jonas realized. He didn’t even try anymore in the following conversation. He accepted his fate with a mixture of fear and pleasure. Maybe nothing will happen, he encouraged himself. But at the same time, he had to adjust his cock in his tight shorts.
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      Jonas had expected them to talk about their spectator role. But Leonie acted as if he had made the decision for them. She washed her hands of it in absolute innocence. She made no effort at all to cast any doubts on the decision. Which also made it impossible for Jonas to turn the rudder once again.

      On Saturday afternoon, Leonie went on a shopping spree with Jessica. Normally, Jonas would have been glad he didn’t have to accompany his wife. Shopping could drag on forever with her. This time, however, he felt insecure because of the companion at her side. Jessica would put more nonsense in her ears. Where was this going to lead?

      Far too quickly, the day and the following night were over. The sun announced the Sunday morning with its warm glow. His morning wood woke him up. Tired, he dragged himself to the bathroom and relieved himself. His next trip was outside to the balcony.

      The day ahead was laying heavy on his stomach. His cock spoke had another opinion. Lust and fear mixed together. The thought that it wouldn’t stop at watching spread through him. Leonie would want to have this experience herself. How could she be content with the role of a spectator with the sights to be expected? For a moment, he imagined a big cock thrusting into her. For the first time, Leonie showed the ecstasy he had seen in Jessica and the other women. Maybe she even went further and outdid them? After all, she had waited her entire life for such an experience. Who knew what it would do to her? Sounds from behind stopped his musings. Leonie was standing in the balcony doorway.

      “Good morning,” she greeted him and stood next to her husband. Her right arm went around him. Her head rested against his shoulder. Together they looked out to sea. “We need to get ready,” Leonie said after half a minute.

      For a moment Jonas had considered whether they should cancel after all. But the idea did probably not exist in his wife’s mind. He couldn’t muster the strength to try to bring about a change himself now. The excitement in him wasn't entirely innocent of this.

      Jonas was the first to shower. Leonie followed and then took what felt like an eternity in the bathroom. For whom did she get so pretty, Jonas wondered as she stepped out of the bathroom.

      They were having breakfast together with Andrew and Jessica. At least with the two Americans, there was a positive mood at the table. Leonie seemed nervous to Jonas. But when she spoke, it was in anticipation of the day. Jonas didn’t expect a late rejection from her.

      Why should she? Women are the big winners in this story. What about us? With Andrew, Pete, and possibly soon me. What’s in it for us?

      Fear and nervousness kept Jonas’ lust in check. But it was bubbling under his surface. He noticed that again and again. Then, before his eyes, the naked women flashed as they gave themselves to the Jamaicans. Getting the kind of satisfaction their husbands couldn’t give them. In the process, they provided their husbands with a peculiar kind of arousal. This had its origin in their wives’ feelings of lust. Jonas felt the first signs of this other lust. But he didn’t want to admit this to himself. This was a wrong sensation. A good husband shouldn’t feel it. He would have packed his wife long ago and would have fled from this damnable hotel.

      They drove together to the harbor. In many rows, small, big, and huge boats were lying next to each other. This part interested Jonas. He had a little sailing experience. He could use a distraction. However, a sailing ship wasn't their destination. Instead, they boarded a yacht.

      “There you are at last,” Oberon greeted them. “Captain, we can cast off!” he called on. Immediately they set about freeing the yacht from the outrigger. The engines started and before he could think about it for long, Jonas was already watching the distance between the jetty and the ship increase meter by meter.

      He hadn’t thought about that at all. But now he realized they would be prisoners on the boat for an indefinite time. He felt uncomfortable with the thought. In the back of his mind, he had always kept the idea alive that his Leonie would back out and demand that they get off the boat. That would be no easy feat now. Especially since they depended on the cooperation of the crew and thus probably Oberon as well.

      Leonie put an arm around Jonas. They were standing at the stern of the ship. He estimated it to be about twenty-five meters long. With that, it was probably not a cheap pleasure. Voices sounded below deck and from the bow.

      “Come,” Oberon urged them. “You have much to see.” His hand rested gently on Leonie’s back. He pushed her forward, and she followed his invitation.

      A larger open area was at the bow. Here familiar faces bustled about. They were greeted cheerfully. The first to catch Jonas’ eye were Valerie and Laura. Both women were lolling in their familiar skimpy bikinis in the sun's glow. Zane and Brandon stood at the bow looking out at the sea. Steve and Pete framed their wives. They lay close to their wives. Jonas couldn’t help but wonder how long it would last.

      “Champagne to start a great day,” Oberon announced, handing out the drinks. In the end, he stood in front of Leonie and Jonas. “On an exciting day,” he said, toasting them. His eyes were on Leonie as he did so.

      “Time for sunshine,” Jessica announced. “Come Leonie.”

      Leonie let her pull her along to the back. While Jonas was still sipping his champagne, they were already coming back. Now Leonie was wearing her bikini, too. However, he had never seen Leonie with this bikini before. It was just as skimpy as the other women’s. “Do you like it?” asked Leonie shyly.

      “Um, of course,” he brought out almost hoarsely and had to clear his throat. “Sexy,” he murmured in her ear.

      “Too much?”

      He glanced around. “No more than the rest,” he said placatingly. Not long ago, he would have felt only pleasure at the sight. Now he interpreted this new openness as another step in a dangerous direction. For now, however, it remained skimpy swimwear. That gave Jonas no real reason to object.

      Oberon gave them a tour of the yacht. As they learned, he shared the ship with some friends. There was plenty of room for their manageable number of people. At the bow and stern, they could make themselves comfortable. Below the deck, there were bedrooms, a kitchen, and other spaces. Of course, one had to economize a bit with space on a boat. But an overnight stay wasn't planned, anyway.

      “We’re out of the harbor. I can hardly see the houses anymore. Are we finally allowed?” asked Valerie.

      The question was clearly directed at Oberon. Jonas eyed him. There was a smirk on his face. He took his time with the answer. Jonas had an idea of what was going to happen now. “Of course,” Oberon finally replied.

      Jonas had expected the teasing to start now. Especially when the women got rid of their bikinis. However, it remained at that. Apparently, the question had only referred to that.

      “If you rid yourselves of unnecessary clothing is up to you,” Oberon told them. “Not that we wouldn’t like that. You really are beautiful, Leonie.”

      That sounded pretty cheap to Jonas. His wife took the praise bashfully and wordlessly. Was it the sun or did she even blush?

      The harbor was soon out of sight. In an arc, they drove around a headland. After an hour of sun and sometimes more or less alcoholic drinks, they reached a small island. In front of them was a white beach. People weren’t to be discovered. A good fifty meters from the shore, the captain set the anchor.

      “Grab a hold,” Brandon asked Zane with a laugh. They went to stand next to Jessica.

      “Oh, no. Not this time,” she complained. “Laura’s turn.”

      The two men looked at each other for a moment. Then they looked at Laura. “You’re not getting me,” the latter said, jumping overboard with a laugh.

      “I guess it’s you,” Brandon said.

      “Why not Leonie?” defended Jessica. “You’re just messing up my hair.”

      “Leonie is still in her grace period,” Oberon said.

      Brandon and Zane grabbed the squealing Jessica. From the water, Laura cheered them on. The two men held Jessica by her shoulders and feet. They swung her back and forth. Finally, she flew into the water.

      “On to the shore,” Zane announced, jumping headfirst after them. Brandon followed his lead. Valerie leisurely got into the water, keeping her dry hair above the surface. The rest watched the swimmers and took their time. As the vanguard went already ashore, Andrew, Pete, and Steve followed them.

      Meanwhile, the two-man crew of their ship launched a small boat. This they loaded with some bags and other stuff.

      “May I help you,” Oberon said, taking Leonie’s hand. He escorted her to the dinghy and helped her get in. “I’m afraid the boat is full. Can you swim or do you want us to pick you up on a second round?” asked Oberon.

      Jonas didn’t answer. He got rid of his clothes and threw them carelessly on a pile. Then he jumped into the water, dressed only in his swimming shorts.

      “Swimming it is,” Oberon said. The crew started the outboard and after a few seconds, they reached the beach. Jonas was having a much harder time. He only swam on vacation and then not in ocean water. At least the sea was calm and he could swim to the beach with no danger. Still, it felt like half an eternity until he finally reached the beach. In between, he paused, took a breath, and looked ahead. At the beach, the pack romped around briefly. But then disappeared into the bushes. This caused panic to rise in him. Where was his Leonie? What were they doing with her?

      In a pool, Jonas would have covered the distance with a few relaxed strokes. In this open body of water, he was glad when he finally felt solid ground under his feet. He waded through the water and dropped onto the sand. There he struggled to catch his breath.

      “You actually look fit. Not much of a swimmer?” a woman’s voice asked. He looked up. Jessica stood before him in all her nakedness. She was the only one left on the beach.

      “Where’s the rest?” asked Jonas, searching the beach.

      “Having fun.”

      “Let’s go,” he said.

      “Are we in a hurry? Afraid your Leonie will do something stupid?” sneered Jessica.

      “Jessica!”

      “Nothing will happen that you won’t allow,” the American said tersely. “Come.”

      Jonas had to follow her. At first, he had found her and her husband quite nice. By now, he wasn’t so sure. That was especially true of her. He didn’t feel that he should trust her. There was often something slightly devious in her.

      Jessica took Jonas by his hand. He allowed this to happen. Especially because she pulled him forward and through the bushes. Hopefully to his Leonie. He inevitably got numerous opportunities to admire her tight butt. Her breasts also kept coming into his view. It was hard not to feel a little excitement. He did his best to put his penis in its place. This wasn't a situation in which he wanted to lose his head. This could mean bad things for the future of his marriage.

      “Shh, quiet,” Jessica whispered, slowing to a walking pace. With quick strides, they edged toward a clearing. Things were going wild before their eyes. One had obviously been in a hurry. Valerie was sitting on Brandon. Close behind them were Laura and Zane.

      They hadn't yet had sex. But that should only be a matter of time. They kissed and caressed each other intensely. Almost simultaneously, the women lowered their heads into the men’s laps. Jonas could see how they started blowing the cocks. Again, a fascinating and arousing sight. He couldn’t deny that.

      “Jessica,” he complained softly. The American woman had stepped behind him. She had her hands wrapped around his body and held him tight. She ignored his protest.

      “Isn’t this nice? And now they get to feel the big dicks. What husband wouldn’t want his wife to have that? No one should be that selfish,” Jessica purred in his ear. At that, he felt her hard nipples pressing against his bare back. This was wrong, but he felt powerless. His eyes darted to the two women, who were riding wildly on the cocks. Their moans rang in his ears.

      “Hey,” he exclaimed. Jessica grabbed his crotch with her hand. In the clearing, his exclamation should have been heard. However, they showed no reaction.

      “Don’t get excited,” Jessica reassured him, withdrawing her hand. “I just wanted to see what the little guy was up to. Seems like he likes it.”

      Damn witch. He’s not little ...

      He couldn’t deny that his cock had stood up. No man could react in another way to such a situation.

      “Don’t you even want to know what your Leonie is doing? Are other things suddenly more important?” amused Jessica.

      This went too far for him. Especially since he feared at these words that Oberon had already successfully seduced his wife. His cock throbbed at the thought. But he ignored that now. With a scowl, he freed himself from Jessica’s hands and turned to face her. “Where is she?” he asked angrily.

      “A little late to start bothering,” Jessica said. “Your Leonie won’t want to pass on the fun by now. But I told you, nothing will happen without your consent. In the end, you will decide that you want to see your Jessica with such a big splendid cock, too. Or at least you accept that you can’t deny it to her. Otherwise, she might get it behind your back one day. Not a pleasant idea either - is it?”

      Jonas didn’t answer. “Where is she?” he pressed excitedly through his lips. It was an uproar of anger - at least in part.

      “I’ll show you,” Jessica said calmly. She turned Jonas around. Her hands gripped around his body again.

      “Jessica,” Jonas warned her. He didn’t want to watch anymore. He wanted to know where his wife was. If she was already doing the unthinkable.

      “Just a minute. We just need to take a step to the side.” Jessica took a step to the side with her arms around him. “One more ... stop. One step forward. Now turn your head to the right.”

      Jonas was perplexed. There was his Leonie. Not ten meters away from him. All this time she had been only a few feet away from him. The dense foliage of the jungle had separated them. But what really left him speechless was that she was pretty much in the same position as he was. Instead of the delicate arms of a woman, the muscular hands of Oberon claimed her. His enormous cock was against her back. Nothing seemed to have happened yet, though. Leonie was still wearing her skimpy bikini.

      She has to feel his cock. His head has to be pressing directly against her back. Leonie ... what are we doing here?

      He watched as Oberon gently rocked her back and forth. Through this dance, he rubbed his cock against her back. Leonie went along with it showing no resistance. There wasn't a single sign that this game bothered her.

      “He has a wonderful cock,” Jessica gushed. “I envy her. How I would love to experience it once again for the first time. It’s something very special. It opens your eyes to a new life. Satisfaction at last.”

      Jonas paid no more attention to the two fucking couples. His gaze focused on Leonie and Oberon. Desperately he thought about how to react. There seemed to be no solution. His arousal signaled a definite opinion. A not small part of him wanted to let it happen. Feast his eyes on the sight. It would be another infinite increase of debauchery compared to what he had seen before. This time it would be his own wife. The love of his life.

      Oberon looked over at them. He even nodded to Jonas. Did he know no inhibitions? He whispered in Leonie’s ear. Jonas watched as he raised a hand and turned Leonie’s head in his direction.

      Discovered, shot through his head. He wanted to tear himself away from Jessica and leave this treacherous position. But that was difficult. He felt powerless.

      “Let’s see what you’ve got,” Jessica said. Her hands let go of him. Still, Jonas remained in the same spot. She knelt down before him. Before he knew it, Jessica was pulling his shorts to his knees. His cock welcomed the freedom and the extra space. “Sweet.”

      She grabbed his hand and guided him forward. His shorts stayed behind. Jonas felt incredibly aroused. That this was a very humiliating situation, and they were obviously being played, didn’t matter.

      Think ... think. Stay calm, he kept telling himself. But he knew he was failing at that. With every step Jessica made him take forward, he seemed to get closer to defeat. Fuck.

      Two meters in front of Leonie, they stopped. “Jonas,” spoke an uncertain Leonie. Oberon whispered something in her ear. His words seemed to make Leonie even more nervous. Her eyes widened and wandered. They tried to avoid Jonas’ gaze. In doing so, they kept fixing on her husband’s stiff penis. He didn’t know what scared him more. That she saw him so directly compared to other men - or that she drew conclusions from his hard-on about what he thought of this situation.

      “Black on white ... white on black. Isn’t that wonderful,” Jessica purred into Jonas’ ear. “And your wife’s tight pussy. He’ll have to make it fit. But once that’s done, that’s when it really gets going. Isn’t that hot?” Jonas was left with no answer. Probably none was expected either. “Your little dick has a pretty definite opinion,” Jessica made her own conclusion. Jessica’s hands rubbed over his torso. Came dangerously close to his cock again and again.

      Oberon held it no differently. But his hands didn’t stop at Leonie’s breasts. Jonas felt his cock getting ready to fire as Oberon embraced her breasts for the first time. His big black paws had them in a tight grip. The sight drove Jonas crazy. Black on white - as Jessica had said. It didn’t matter that Leonie’s bikini top still prevented full body contact. He could see exactly how Leonie reacted to it. A sigh seemed at least on her lips. It must have taken her a lot of effort to suppress it. “Jonas,” Leonie brought out as Oberon reached for her breasts for the second time. “Please ... please let me take it off, too.”

      “Jonas has already freed himself,” Jessica said, probably meaning his shorts. He didn’t object, even though he felt the blame lay more with Jessica. “I don’t think he’ll have a problem with that.” Again Jessica came close to him. He felt her breath on the left side of his head. “Right?” she whispered in his ear. “You do want to come. If you don’t put any obstacles in the way of your Leonie, you and I can have some fun, too.”

      At these words, her hands came close to his pubic area again. Jonas’ head nodded slightly. This repeated itself two more times. “I think that was an okay. But why don’t you say it for us?”, Jessica prompted him.

      Jonas wet his dry lips. “Okay,” he brought out brittle.

      It wasn’t Leonie who sprang into action. Instead, Oberon undid the strings of her bikini. With a few moves, she was free of both pieces.

      “Fuck,” Jonas said. He hadn’t expected that. If that wasn’t proof that his Leonie wanted more? He had last seen her naked the day before. She had used the intervening time to rid herself of her remaining pubic hair. It had been only a little fuzz. She had already trimmed it farther back. Now it was gone, too. Leonie looked guiltily at the floor. At least that’s how Jonas interpreted her reaction.

      “Fuck ... Yeah. Finally, we are getting closer to our goal,” Jessica amused herself at his reaction.

      Jonas watched as Oberon’s hands once again knew only one target. This time they embraced his wife’s naked breasts. No more disturbing piece of fabric in the way. For the first time, Jonas now noticed Leonie’s hard nipples. A sweet sigh sounded over her lips. Oberon massaged her breasts. His hands roamed over her nipples.

      Lost, went through Jonas’ head. He no longer held out any hope of keeping his Leonie to himself. Why the hell does my cock still feel like it could cum at any moment. Even without touching it at all ...

      It was exasperating. Before his eyes, his wife moaned. Perhaps even pressed towards the cock behind her. Jessica’s hand crept closer and closer towards his genitals. From the background, the moans of Valerie and Laura continued to reach Jonas’ ears. However, he didn’t spare a glance for them.

      Jessica’s hands reached their target. They captured his cock with a tight clasp. “There we have the little one,” she whispered in Jonas’ ear. He’s not little!" he would have loved to shout back. But then, not only Jessica would have heard those words. That wasn't a thought he wanted to put into his wife’s ear.

      “Jonas,” his Leonie sighed. “Jonas.” At first, he feared it was meant accusingly. That Jessica’s hand had no business being there. Especially since her gaze had been fixed down there. But her voice was dripping with lust. “Can he touch me down there, too?”

      Just before, Oberon had whispered to her. He probably had to thank him for that request. Why didn’t he just take what he wanted? After all, Jessica had already done the same to him. He could hardly complain about it. Jessica seemed to think so, too. “Agree,” she murmured in his ear. Her hand gripped a little tighter. A pleasurable pain ran through his best piece. Very gently, she pumped his cock once.

      “Okay ... okay,” Jonas brought out with a deep breath. He was afraid to come too quickly. He knew what would happen if he did. Instead of excitement and pleasure, the shock of reality awaited him. That frightened him.

      Oberon touched his wife down there. Stained her innocence. His thick middle finger plowed through her cleft and split her apart. Could he detect a wet glint there? Was his Jessica possessed by lust?

      Fuck ... fuck ... fuck! I have lost. I’m going ... oh ... insane.

      He was going mad because of what was about to happen next. With fear. But most of all, mad with lust. He wasn’t sure how much of the blame for this lay with Jessica’s hand. He couldn’t say for sure if it was even necessary. Oberon’s hands on his wife’s body also added to his maddening thoughts.

      To his left and right, two bodies passed him. He looked in both directions. Valerie and Laura were standing next to him. Still naked, of course. They were sweaty. He looked down at their bodies. Their pubes were still slightly exposed. Sperm traces weren’t to be overlooked. Would his wife soon look like that too?

      They went down on their knees in front of him. Valerie came very close to his cock. Her tongue reached for his glans several times. But only on the fourth time did she let it slide over the head of his penis. “Uh,” escaped Jonas. The three women around him giggled.

      “Wouldn’t it be fair? Oral sex for oral sex?” asked Jessica. This time loud enough for all to hear. “Valerie and Laura would certainly like to have some fun with Jonas. And how about you, Jessica? Do you allow your husband a bit of fun?”

      Jonas looked over at his Leonie. She pushed her upper body out. Oberon’s hands were having fun with her slit. Jonas wasn’t getting his hopes up. He knew there was a game being played with them here. He had realized that by now. But the knowledge didn’t help him much. Because he couldn’t free himself from being part of it. It was too late for that. Jonas admitted that to himself. He would love to see his cock in the mouths of the two women in front of him. He needed an orgasm now.

      “If that’s okay?” Leonie asked. Earlier she had exchanged a few quiet words with Oberon. Her gaze was on Jonas. “Honey?” she asked. There was a lot of hope in that word, Jonas was sure of it.

      “Okay,” he brought out hoarsely. Leonie nodded.

      He immediately felt a tongue on his cock. However, the women practiced restraint. A quick orgasm didn’t seem to be part of the plan.

      I should have guessed, Jonas thought as he looked over to the other side. Of course, Oberon wasn’t going to get down on his knees and pleasure his wife with his tongue. Oral sex there meant that it was his Leonie who got down on her knees. Who found herself close to the black cock.

      Jonas watched as if it played in slow motion as her hand approached its target. Just before the giant cock, she stopped. Looked at it. Her gaze focused solely on the thing in front of her. Then her fingers finally touched it. She stroked over the cock. Tried to enclose it with one hand. But that was an impossible task.

      “Kiss him,” Oberon instructed her. Leonie immediately followed his wish. With that, a spell seemed to be broken. She kissed him several times. Pressed his glans against her lips and let it slide half inside her. Jonas’ erection reported back painfully at the sight. Briefly, he looked down at his own body. Valerie and Laura continued to seem in no hurry. They only played lightly with his penis. Made sure that his arousal remained.

      Uh ... maybe that’s better too ... I’m about to cum ... oh ... fuck ... stop!

      Jonas closed his eyes. With all his might, he tried to calm his cock. It was already pulsating. With much effort, he succeeded. His excitement calmed down again. The surrounding women didn’t miss it. They laughed at each other.

      Valeria and Laura even stood up. Together with Jessica, they pulled him forward. Until they were standing very close to Leonie and Oberon. While Jonas was busy with himself for a moment, his wife had let more cock into her mouth. Its girth made it hard for her. She could only blow the first quarter.

      Jessica’s hands were on his shoulders, pinning him to the floor. Now he watched the action from a very short distance. Leonie looked at him out of the corner of her eye. Oberon’s hand was on the back of her head. She couldn’t have stopped the blowjob. But she made no effort to even try. Jonas watched as her gaze slid between his legs. He thought he could tell she was pleased with what she saw there. His still stiff cock.

      Laura and Valerie pressed against him from behind now. They let him feel their nipples. One of them sat on his legs. She was literally rubbing herself against him. Jonas couldn’t help but think that her pubic area was still soaked with cum. But the thought didn’t haunt him for long.

      “Take it in your hand,” Jessica urged him. As she did so, she reached for his hand and guided it to his cock. Made sure his fingers wrapped around it. “Grab that little cock,” she said. For the repeated time she chose such humiliating words. Jonas didn’t like that, especially since Leonie had to hear them this time. Nevertheless, he didn’t resist. His lust left him no capacity for it. “Masturbate him nice and slow.”

      Not long ago, other hands had been playing with his cock. He had even been allowed to feel a tongue other than his wife’s there. Now he had to do it himself. The three women only besieged him and let him feel their breasts. At least their hands were still around him. One hand grabbed his nipples. Sharp fingernails played with them. An arousing feeling. So he couldn’t help but masturbate his cock dutifully. He needed this feeling.

      At the same time, his wife was very busy with Oberon’s cock. Her eyes searched for her husband less and less. Instead, she looked alternately at the thick cock between her lips and up into Oberon’s eyes.

      “Blow him ... deeper and deeper ... there’s a lot more you can do, but it doesn’t have to be today,” Oberon spoke to her. He seemed very pleased with how the situation had turned out.

      Not surprising. Another woman for his damned harem of married wives.

      This desperate thought further fueled Jonas’ arousal. He could already feel his sperm getting ready.

      “He’s going to cum soon,” Jessica noted.

      “Good,” was Oberon’s response. Jessica’s hint seemed to have been important information for him. As if on cue, he shifted up a few notches. Suddenly, Oberon also gave the impression that it wouldn’t take much longer with him. “Are you ready?” he asked Leonie.

      Jonas detected a little fear in his wife’s eyes. Nevertheless, she nodded.

      “I want you to at least taste a shot of me,” Oberon instructed her. “Then you’re mine.”

      His hand released Leonie. So it was entirely up to her how she reacted. “Oh, God,” it escaped Jonas. It was as much a reaction to what was happening in front of him as it was to his own lust, which was about to burst. Probably precisely because Oberon was hogging his wife. Claiming her for his own. “Fuck!”

      Those were Jonas’ last words before he came. His cock spurted out powerfully. Oberon also moaned more loudly for the first time. His orgasm followed. Jonas looked down at his wife. His gaze turned to a stare. This couldn’t be!

      But he was sure he had seen correctly. Oberon had come in her mouth. And not just once. Again and again. His Leonie swallowed it all. A little sperm pressed out between her lips. That let him guess how big the amount had been. But even this collected her tongue obediently in the end.

      Was that it? Did I lose her? What have we done?
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      Leonie was standing under the shower. Jonas listened anxiously to the sound of the water. When it stopped, it would be time for a tough decision.

      After Leonie had blown Oberon and greedily devoured his cum, their boat trip seemed to have taken another sudden turn. It had been made clear to them rather quickly that there would be no more sexual activity. Not between Oberon and Leonie. Not even between the others. Instead, it was back to the beach. There they were barbecuing, chatting, and having fun. Just this one giant elephant in the room was left alone. It was driving Jonas insane.

      “We’ll talk later,” Jonas and Leonie agreed. This was a topic for four eyes. Besides, he still had to sort out his own thoughts. Leonie was likely to feel the same way.

      When they sighted the harbor, hope sprouted in him that that was it. But Oberon and Jessica took them aside.

      “I would be happy if you would visit me later,” Oberon had opened to them. His words were clearly directed at Leonie, even though he fixed them both in turn. “That was nice earlier, but just a start. I’m sure you’ll ...” Oberon interrupted briefly, looking at Jonas. “... you both hadn't enough yet. There are many more experiences to be had. If you want to feel me deep inside you ... to fulfill your lust fully, then I would be happy to have you visit me tonight.”

      Jonas’ shoulders slumped. But then he pulled himself together. He took a deep breath and lifted his shoulders again. They couldn’t just ignore him. He was Leonie’s husband. His opinion mattered.

      “You shouldn’t make that decision just yet,” Jessica spoke carefully. “Go back to the hotel. Talk it out honestly. Make your decision. For me, there can be only one,” she said, placing a hand on Oberon’s shoulder. She looked at him with a smile. Almost in love?, Jonas wondered. But he didn’t want to go that far. With all the surprises Jessica had offered so far. He didn’t get the impression that she didn’t have strong feelings for her own husband. Maybe she just loves sex ... his big cock. That consideration didn’t make it much better, though.

      The shower stopped. Jonas heard the shower door open. He had three or four minutes left at most. What was he going to do? How could he prevent Leonie from spending the evening at Oberon’s villa? Did he even want to prevent it? He was completely confused. It was difficult to distinguish right from wrong. Yet this was supposed to be a very simple task. Wives had sex with their husbands. No one else. And husbands weren’t supposed to feel pleasure when their wives were having fun with other men. Above all, they shouldn’t remember vividly how a big black cock forced itself between the lips of their wife. How his wife clearly swallowed the sperm of another man. And had her fun and felt lots of pleasure.

      Fucking hell ... oh ... fuck.

      When Jonas had masturbated himself to orgasm a few hours ago, the world had become quite simple for a few minutes. What had just happened couldn’t be repeated under any circumstances. The minutes without arousal had made him see the world much more clearly. But it had remained a moment of perfect clarity. Now his arousal was back once more. It was again pushing him in a dangerous direction.

      “Jonas?” Leonie was standing in the bathroom doorway. She was naked. His wife looked at him uncertainly and took a few steps forward. She sat down on the bed next to her prone husband. She turned to face him. Her hand rested on his stomach. “Now what?” she asked.

      Jonas was aware of how open her question was. She didn’t even bring up the subject she wanted to talk about. Above all, she didn’t say that she wouldn’t like to spend the evening with Oberon. From which Jonas immediately deduced that this was exactly what she wanted. His wife’s hand stroked over his body. Inevitably, it landed between his legs. There she grasped his stiff cock.

      “You shouldn’t do that. I can’t think straight like this.” Leonie didn’t stop. She even started kneading him lightly. “Are you the second Jessica now?”

      Leonie stopped her massage immediately and looked at him guiltily. Her hand, however, didn’t let go. “She said ...”

      “What?”

      “It would help you if I ...”

      “It would make me easier to influence?”

      “No. It would make you like it ... Jessica said. You’d be like her husband ... A cuckold.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Jonas, suppressing a snarl.

      “I don’t know what that means in German. Jessica explained that it’s a man who lets a wife have sex with other men.”

      “And that’s supposed to be me?” fussed Jonas.

      “That’s what she said,” Leonie fended off the blame.

      “And what do you think?”

      “I don’t know. I mean ...”

      “Yeah?”

      “You were watching and … well ... masturbating. Before that, you were watching Jessica with Zane. And ...”

      “And now you think you can have your fun with Oberon? You can finally get fucked properly. By a big cock. Don’t I have enough for you?”

      “Of course you do ... I love you. I don’t know ... it’s just that it ...”

      “What?”

      “Horny ...”

      “What do you mean?”

      “It made you horny, too, didn’t it!” defended Leonie herself, getting louder. “For crying out loud. You masturbated like a wild man. Let the other broads get at your cock and rub their tits all over you. I’m not the only one to blame here!”

      I guess she’s got me there. Why didn’t I idiot stop it? We fucking cock-controlled men!

      “It’s all right,” Jonas said. “I guess I’m reading it right that you’d like to go to Oberon tonight? Please be honest.”

      “Yes,” came the hesitant reply. “I’m sorry ... I ...”

      “That’s all right. You’ve seen what those things can do to a woman. Now you want to see for yourself,” Jonas said with plenty of resignation in his voice.

      “I would never betray you.”

      With that, the ball was back in Jonas’ court. He could simply deny his wife this adventure. But what would be the long-term consequences? He couldn’t take those thoughts away from his Leonie. He could only hope that time would take away her desire for the experience.

      There was a knock at the door. Jonas and Leonie exchanged a quick glance. His wife stood up and grabbed a bathrobe. She opened the door for Jessica. Who else?

      “Are you all right?” asked Jessica.

      “Did you hear loud yelling?” asked Jonas back angrily.

      “Well. I don’t necessarily rate you as a yeller. Did you make a decision?”

      Leonie glanced at her husband and then at Jessica. “We’re still working on it,” she replied. Once again Jonas had to take note that there was no clear no from her. His wife was willing. He knew about that. He was the obstacle standing in the way of her pleasure.

      “It’s difficult,” Jessica admitted. “The first time is a big leap. It takes a lot of trust from both sides. Especially from the man, of course. I would never stand here if I didn’t think you were up for it. It would be a shame if you kept this experience from Leonie out of fear.” At her last words, the American looked hauntingly at Jonas. Once again, he felt like the center of attention. Everything was up to him. “Let’s make you pretty,” she urged his Leonie. Leonie looked uncertain. Jessica didn’t even wait for a reaction but slipped the bathrobe off her shoulders. The nudity was no longer so unfamiliar. Leonie made no effort to cover herself. “Where do you keep your clothes?”

      Leonie went to the closet. She pulled out her carry-on suitcase. Jonas watched as she placed it on the sofa and unzipped it. Jessica reached inside. Out came a black bra with an incredible amount of lace. “Turn around,” she prompted Leonie and put the bra on her. Black silk stockings followed. This time she made Leonie sit on the sofa and put the stockings on her. Jonas watched silently. The two women talked about their shopping trip. This explained to Jonas where this sexy lingerie, previously unknown to him, came from.

      For whom did she buy it? Still for me or already for him?

      Once again Jessica reached into the suitcase. This time a pair of panties came out. Four suspenders were already attached to them. She helped Leonie to put them on and fastened the suspenders.

      “How do you like your wife?” asked Jessica. “Isn’t she beautiful?”

      “As always,” Jonas brought out hoarsely. His mouth was parched. He needed something to drink. But didn’t want to get up from the bed.

      The two women went on. Leonie put on a dress. At least this one was already familiar to him. A black mini dress. He had expected her to wear it when they had dinner together. She knew how well he liked her in the dress. He had already paid her plenty of compliments on it. The same went for the high heels.

      “A little more makeup. Not too much,” Jessica reflected. They disappeared into the bathroom. However, the door remained open. Especially Jessica made an amusing impression. Leonie seemed rather tense to Jonas. Was it because he still hadn’t given his consent, or because of what would await them in Oberon’s villa?

      With a hand around her waist, Jessica led Leonie back into the room. At the foot of the bed, she presented his wife to him. Beautiful.

      Jessica whispered in Leonie’s ear. This made the latter look down at Jonas a little more uncertain. “Jonas ... Honey,” his Leonie began. “I’d like to go to Oberon tonight ... if you’ll allow it.”

      Jonas’ sweaty hands were on the bedsheet. He wiped them on it. Now he faced a choice. There would be no more stalling. After the afternoon’s foreplay, Leonie was now finally ready to desecrate their marriage. Yes or no.

      How would she react to a no?, he wondered. Is that really still an option?

      “I don’t know,” Jonas finally said. “Shouldn’t I at least be there ... can we really trust him?”

      Leonie and Jessica walked left and right around the bed and sat down next to him.

      Damn idiot, Jonas scolded himself. In his uncertainty, he had been searching for an impossible middle ground between yes and no. What difference would it make if he were there? His words had been anything but a rejection. The two women already seemed to take them as half-approval.

      “It’s easier for her the first time if you’re not there,” Jessica explained. “Then she doesn’t have to keep coyly turning to you. Be afraid of your reactions. She can let herself go completely and enjoy it.”

      Not afraid of Oberon, but afraid of me .... sure.

      “Honey?” asked Jessica, putting a hand on his chest. “The second time, you get to be there. I promise.”

      The second time ... are we that far already? But his twitching cock accompanied that thought. He welcomed the idea of finally seeing a big cock drilling through his wife’s tight pussy. The seconds ticked by. All eyes were on Jonas. In the end, there could only be one answer and he broke out a brittle “Okay.”

      Leonie leaned forward and hugged him. “I love you,” she breathed into his ear. Those were the exact words he needed to hear right now. Still, part of him wanted to put a question mark behind them.

      Leonie pressed her lips to his. “Oh, your makeup,” Jonas heard from the side. But Jonas didn’t care. One last time he wanted to feel his Leonie close to him. He pulled her to him. Their kiss increased once again. But then it became very tender. Leonie’s hand found its way between his legs. “I’ll take care of you later. I promise.”

      With these words, she straightened up again. Slowly, the distance between them grew. Jonas’ heart was about to be tested. There would be no turning back. That was clear to him.

      “Don’t worry,” Jessica said, hooking up with Leonie. “She’ll be back by 1 o’clock at the latest. I promise. I’ll take her to Oberon. I’ll be back here in twenty minutes. Make yourself pretty. We’re going out. Otherwise, you’ll soon be climbing the walls here.”
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      Jessica had been right about the wall climbing. It didn’t take long for him to become almost obsessed with whether they had done it yet. Changing the environment didn’t help either. Especially with the activity, Jessica had planned.

      They had driven about two kilometers. Their destination was a small club. Jonas was sitting at a table with Andrew, Pete, and Steve. He sipped his beer thoughtfully. He didn’t want to be too drunk when Leonie returned into his arms.

      I wonder if she’ll smell like him.

      He wiped the thought away immediately, as he had so many before. But that only led to it being immediately replaced by the next one.

      Will she ride him? What can you do in a few hours .... do I really get the same woman back?

      “Hey,” Andrew said, clinking his beer bottle against his. “Not easy ... is it?”

      “How can you just sit here and watch her have fun with another man? That should be you.”

      “I am often enough, that guy. But this moment belongs to Jessie. She’s earned it. She waits all year for this. For three weeks, she gets to let loose here. The rest of the year, she’s mine. At least, as much as she can belong to anyone at all. She won’t let me lock her up.”

      Jonas mumbled an unintelligible reply. His gaze shifted to Jessica and the other women. Their arms hung casually around the necks of Zane, Brandon, and other dance partners. Jessica looked up at Zane from below. As they drifted back and forth, they kissed, not for the first time.

      A few minutes later, they returned to their table with a laugh. Jessica sat down on Zane’s lap. Right in front of Jonas’ eyes, they kissed.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Jessica said unprompted. “Your Leonie has certainly had plenty of kisses like that by now.”

      The American girl had to tease him again and again. This didn’t go unnoticed by Jonas. Now that he had obviously lost the fight, she tried even less to hold back. She seemed to enjoy it. Jonas rather not. Nonetheless, he didn’t resent her as much as he would have expected.

      “I’d be in favor of us going back to the hotel,” Valerie suggested. Her hands were around Brandon. She pulled him in for a kiss.

      “Room party at your place?” asked Jessica.

      “I’d love to.”

      The entire group made their way to the hotel. There, they walked together to the elevator. “I think that’s enough for today,” said Jonas. It was almost midnight. When his Leonie returned, he wanted to be waiting for her. To hold her in his arms. Give her any comfort she might need, or maybe accept her tearful apology.

      “No way,” Jessica said, clinging an arm around him. “Don’t worry. Oberon will let me know when Leonie is on her way back.”

      They rode the elevator to the very top. Here were the luxury suites. Valerie and Pete occupied one of them.

      Jessica and Zane were kissing. The other couples did the same. The husbands had only the role of spectators. Jessica let go of Zane. She grabbed Jonas again and pushed him down on a sofa. “Take off your clothes,” she ordered him. She undressed as well. For a very brief moment, Jonas considered whether maybe he was allowed to have a little fun, too. But the thought was absurd. “Boxers, too.”

      It didn’t even occur to him to refuse. With his semi-stiff cock, he sat on the sofa. Jessica sat down next to him. “Andrew, what are you waiting for? Lick me. Prepare me for Zane.”

      Jessica leaned against Jonas. They watched as Andrew Muller worked between her legs. Most of the time, the American was pretty normal. Even when dealing with his wife. At least when it wasn’t about sex. But now you could call him even submissive.

      In other places, people were already further along. Brandon fucked Valerie. Her husband Pete was watching and masturbating.

      “Tomorrow you can finally watch your wife do it, too,” Jessica said, sounding almost conciliatory. “There’s one minor hurdle you’ll have to clear in the process, though. Andrew, take off your clothes and show Jonas your little tail.”

      His interest in naked Andrew was about nil. Still, he watched as the latter stripped. Jessica would have her reasons. But he hadn't expected what he was about to see.

      Whenever he had seen Andrew in his swim trunks, he carried around a little erection. Jonas had wondered if the American was either quite well endowed after all or was constantly walking around with a little hard-on. The truth shocked him. He had seen this object before. It hadn’t been that long ago. Brandon had played her tourist guide and led her to the nudist beach. Just like the man from that beach, Andrew’s penis was locked in a pink prison.

      “Here’s the thing,” Jessica began. She stopped short and took her husband’s caged cock in one hand. “Oberon has a law. Anyone who wants to watch him with his wife has to wear a chastity cage like this. He says that makes it easier. Especially with newbies. When you’ve masturbated to orgasm and the pleasure is gone, you become unpredictable. Better to let the pleasure build up and up. I have to admit, he has a good point there. Even though I think it has other advantages, too.”

      Jonas was shocked and speechless. He had yet to process the meaning of Jessica’s words. “If I ... if ... that ...”

      “If you want to watch, you’ll have to have your penis locked away. Don’t worry. It’s not for long. You see, Pete, back there. Without Oberon around, it’s up to you and your wife. It’s just his thing.”

      “But Andrew ...”

      “This is my three weeks,” Jessica said as if that explained everything. “I guess I’ll have to go longer,” she sighed. “Andrew, why don’t you get back to work.” Her husband went between her legs again. “Andrew and I come here every year. Ever since we first visited six years ago. But that would be an expensive treat even for us. Our vacation fund doesn’t allow that. So we have to cut costs. That’s where you guys come in.”

      “We?”

      “Leonie and you, a couple with potential to be cuckold and hotwife.”

      “I don’t understand,” Jonas said, meaning more than just the terms cuckold and hotwife.

      “We seduce a new couple for Oberon, and in return, we get invited for free next year. All the way to ...”

      “What the hell!” exclaimed Jonas, jumping to his feet.

      “Sit down!”, Jessica ordered him. Jonas didn’t move. All eyes were on him. “Sit down,” Jessica repeated herself. “It’s too late, anyway. It’s already happened.” Saddened, Jonas followed her request. “The hotel is wonderful, and I’d hate to miss Oberon and Zane. Even though it must surely end at some point. Your Leonie won’t feel any different. I wouldn’t be surprised if you become part of the team next year.”

      “No way.”

      “Many people said that and later changed their minds. Wait and see what your Leonie tells you about her evening.”

      There were louder groans on the other side. Brandon was taking Valerie hard. He orgasmed deep inside her. At this, Jonas thought about contraceptives for the first time. His Leonie was on the pill, thankfully. Their family planning still had time. He felt a little sick to his stomach at the thought that the contraceptive of their choice could refuse to work. He heard that happened sometimes.

      “Valerie. Pete. Why don’t you show our Jonas here what a good cuckold can do ... mind you, can do when he likes to do it for his wife, dear Jonas .... after his wife’s bull has come into her.”

      Jonas watched as Brandon turned to the side. He exposed Valerie’s pubic area to his gaze. Cum surrounded her opening. Pete stood up and crawled onto the bed. He looked at his wife’s used pussy. At least, Jonas thought he was doing so. But then his face lowered dangerously. His lips had to touch her down there.

      He can’t, can he?, ran through Jonas. But Pete obviously could. He kissed and licked his wife’s used pussy. From which Brandon’s fresh sperm was still leaking out. Dizziness spread through Jonas. This couldn’t be happening. How could he?

      “I don’t think there’s much greater proof of love,” Jessica commented on the scene. “But enough chatter. I’ve earned my fun, too. And your Leonie should be on her way soon. Come.” Jonas stood up together with Jessica. She accompanied him to the door. “Don’t do anything stupid,” she instructed him.

      “I ... What about you guys? What you do ... what you did to us.”

      “You’re going to love it,” Jessica replied with complete conviction. “But right now, prove to your Jessica that you really love her. She’s going to need you.”

      “I won't do anything like that,” Jonas replied, pointing his head angrily at Pete, who was still active between his wife’s legs.

      “It’s all your choice. He’s doing it voluntarily. It’s a nice show of love. Especially if you’re not such a big fan of it. I’d take it over red roses any day. But back to your Leonie. She needs you right now. Take her in your arms. Tell her you love her. And give her all the proofs of love you’re willing to give her.”

      The door closed, and Jonas walked to the elevator. In the last few minutes, he had thought relatively little of Leonie and Oberon. The events in the suite were too shocking. Leonie and he had slipped into something here that was perhaps a few sizes too big for their marriage. But now it had happened. In the many hours with Oberon, Leonie had certainly had her fun. Apparently, all women here had their fun.

      Or had Leonie resisted him after all? While his stiff cock wanted to see Leonie scream out her lust, there was also his romantic side. It imagined how his wife fled back into his safe arms. Assuring him through many tears that nothing at all had happened. That she couldn’t do it. She loves him far too much and doesn’t need an experience with another man.
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      There were thirteen minutes left until one o’clock when Jonas entered their room. It was empty. Leonie wasn't back yet. He took a drink of water and got ready for bed. She should be back any minute. He sat down in the middle of the bed.

      His eyes kept close track of the time. With each passing minute, he grew more restless. He listened for anyone approaching in the hallway. Was there perhaps a possibility that she wouldn't return to him after all? At one o’clock, he began to worry. He wondered if he should get dressed again. He would trudge to Oberon’s villa and face him.

      That was absurd, of course. The Jamaican would make small potatoes of him.

      Three minutes after the appointed time, something finally happened at the door. He heard a rattle and words. The door opened. The light from the hallway shined into the dark room.

      Leonie stopped in the doorway. She wasn't alone. In the light behind her was a second person. Taller. Jonas couldn’t understand his words. The voice sounded like Oberon. Leonie laughed. She snuggled up to him. Jonas could watch them kissing. They took their time. Finally, they separated. The door closed. Suddenly it was dark again. Leonie cautiously tiptoed into the room. “Are you still awake?” she asked softly.

      “Yes.”

      Leonie stopped in front of the bed. She didn’t turn on the light. Jonas wondered if he wasn’t allowed to see her condition. In the moonlight, her hair looked disheveled. But perhaps this was only imagination. She let the black dress fall from her shoulders. Underneath she was naked. The bra and panties with suspenders hadn't made the way back. Were probably still in Oberon’s ransacked bed.

      Leonie crawled to her husband. Close to his face, she stopped. Jonas sat upright in bed. “Hey,” she said softly, uncertainly.

      “How was it?” asked Jonas.

      “Good.”

      “Just good? So not good enough for a repeat?”

      “Good enough for a repeat,” replied an embarrassed Leonie. “Oberon invited us to come both tomorrow.”

      Briefly, Jonas thought about what else might go on in the suite a few floors above them. Jessica had explained to him what he would have to do if he wanted to be there. He wondered if Oberon had told her the same thing. But he didn’t elaborate on that. “You mean probably today?” he asked instead.

      “Oh, right,” Leonie giggled uneasily. She moved closer to her husband. Kissed him on the cheek. “Are we okay?”

      Jonas took his time with an answer. He could literally feel Leonie filling with worry. At least for the first moment, he liked the idea. A little punishment for her night with Oberon. “I had given my okay,” he finally said.

      In the darkness, he could see Leonie nodding in agreement. She pulled his boxers down. Her hand reached for his cock. “He’s already standing,” she noted with pleasure. Jonas got the impression that she took it as another approval of this crazy night. She swung on top of him and sank his cock inside her. “Do you feel it?” asked Leonie.

      Does it feel different? Wider? Do I feel less ... is that what she means?

      Leonie rode his cock gently. She had sunk him completely into her right at the beginning. But that had never caused them any problems before. With Oberon, it had to have been more difficult.

      “He fucked me,” Leonie said, slowing down. “I had sex with another man. Not just once.” She leaned close to Jonas. Her voice sounded almost hoarse. As if she could hardly believe it herself. Jonas had the impression that a part of her was back with Oberon. Imagining how it had been. “He took me. I was defenseless to his charm. I don’t love him ... no ... only you. You have to believe that. But his cock. It’s wonderful. Three times he came inside me. Do you feel it?”

      That’s what she meant! My cock was in her cum-filled pussy. Fuck!

      Jonas felt his cock pulsing. He had experienced a long and lustful evening without release. But now his Leonie was going one better. Jonas no longer bothered to second-guess himself. That most people would dismiss this game as a perversion only made it hotter. The fact that another man’s cum was flowing around his cock almost made him burst. It was time to take his wife back. At least for the moment.

      “What are they doing to us,” Jonas moaned. Three times Leonie rode him with the help of his hands. “What are you doing to me .... oh.”

      He came. He squirted his cum into his Leonie. It mixed with the residue of Oberon. If she wasn’t on the pill, now would be the time to start the race. Thank god she was …

      Leonie leaned forward. She kissed Jonas. “I love you,” she breathed to him. “I love you.” She sniffled.

      Fifteen minutes later, Leonie joined Jonas in bed a second time. This time freshly showered. She lay down in his arms. Jonas hugged her tightly.

      “I can’t sleep,” Leonie said after three minutes.

      “Too excited?”

      “It’s been a pretty wild day. The time with Oberon was ...”

      “Say it. Without honesty, it can’t ... it can’t work.”

      “Overwhelming,” Leonie finished. “The sex was ... I’m sorry. You certainly don’t want to hear that.”

      “Yes, I do,” Jonas objected. “Tell me. Everything.”

      That’s exactly what Leonie did. Jonas had the impression that she was pretty honest about it. They had started the evening with a light meal. Oberon had taken his time with Leonie. He knew how to treat a lady. How to seduce her.

      But when they got to the sex, he changed. He took what he wanted. Overpowered Leonie with his dominating manner. It seemed to be exactly this quality that Leonie liked so much. Which she couldn’t escape. Which Jonas couldn’t offer her. It wasn’t just Oberon’s good endowment. That was just the foundation to take a woman with his huge self-confidence.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 15

          

        

      

    

    
      Despite the talk about her time with Oberon, Jonas was still sure that Leonie had held back. She regularly went into crushing about the night. It became clear how much she had enjoyed it. The sex must have been incredible. But repeatedly, Leonie reached the point where she faltered and continued her story with less emotion and detail.

      She doesn’t want to hurt me, was Jonas’ interpretation. The success of this gesture, however, was neglectable. The knowledge that his wife had been lying next to another man inevitably wounded his manhood. The thought couldn’t be suppressed. It was accompanied again by a sweet pain he had never known before. The idea of a strange cock boring into his Leonie brought his own lust into overdrive. He couldn’t explain it to himself. It seemed incredibly wrong to him. It made him ashamed. A wife shouldn’t be pleasuring herself with other men. But in the same way, a husband shouldn’t feel arousal at this thought.

      And now they are planning to mess with us again today. I don’t know if I can do it. This is incredibly humiliating. Even if it’s only temporary. I can’t let them lock my cock up.

      His best piece seemed to agree. It had gotten hard. They couldn’t possibly force him into one of those tight prisons like that. He would never fit in this condition.

      Jonas fell asleep once more. When he woke up again, his cock was still standing. But now his wife’s lips pressed around it.

      “That’s how I like to be woken up,” Jonas amused himself, stretching. The words had flown out before he could realize the events of the last twenty-four hours.

      “Good morning. I was just too ... too horny, and your hard-on told me that you felt the same way. But fuck me already.”

      Actually, Leonie fucked him. She climbed on top of him and lowered herself onto his cock. Jonas’ gaze fixed on her opening. Had it gotten bigger? Did it feel different?

      “I’m not made up of just my pussy,” said a laughing Leonie.

      “Sorry ... I was just ...”

      “What?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Now you have to say it,” Leonie demanded.

      “I was just wondering if it is different.”

      “For you?”

      “Yes.”

      “And?”

      “I don’t know. I’m trying to figure it out. Sometimes I think ... I feel less, but maybe my head is just playing tricks on me.”

      Leonie stopped her ride and leaned down toward him. “And if you feel less, what about me?” pondered Leonie. “What good does it do me?”

      “What have we done?” asked Jonas.

      “Honey. I’m sorry. Don’t drive yourself crazy,” Leonie apologized. “Everything’s the same for me. I love your cock inside me. I like seeing your face when you come. Nothing has changed. We women are pretty stretchy. You’ll get over it.”

      “Everything as usual ... but what does that mean?”

      “That’s not so bad. You can make me happy in lots of ways.”

      “It wasn’t a problem with him?”

      “No. He made it work ... pretty much at will, if I’m honest, and that’s what we wanted it to be.”

      Orgasms at will. It had to be his big cock.

      “Hey,” Leonie said, kissing him tenderly. “You’re a master with your tongue. Miles better than him.”

      “He licked you too? You didn’t even tell me that yesterday,” he accused her.

      “Didn’t seem that important to me. He was just average. Nothing I haven’t gotten from you way better. We needed a little lubrication. Otherwise, I’m sure his cock would have been more of a problem.”

      “You haven’t had enough of him yet. Of his thing?” asked Jonas.

      “No,” Leonie admitted and started her ride again.

      “You want to get back to him.”

      “Yes,” was the again monosyllabic reply.

      “Jessica said I could watch.”

      “If you can do that?” Jonas wasn’t sure if he couldn’t tell from her voice that she would rather he not be there. “Did she tell you what Oberon expects if you want to come along?”

      “Yes ... I don’t know. Is that really necessary?” asked Jonas.

      “I’m sure Oberon won’t back down from his demand. I could understand if that’s why you don’t want to be there.”

      “Have we decided then that you will go back to him?”

      “Are you going to forbid me?” asked Leonie back.

      “Do I have the right?”

      Leonie thought about it for a moment. “I would accept it,” she replied. “You are my husband. You are more important to me. My marriage has a higher priority than a few wild nights.”

      “But you wouldn’t be happy about it?”

      “No. I’m sorry, but ...”

      “You want to feel his big cock inside you again?” asked Jonas. His hands grabbed his wife’s ass and sped up her ride. His arousal couldn’t be hidden from her. It was embarrassing and humiliating. The cause was the idea that his wife was letting Oberon take her a second time. And then there was the thought that he could be there watching the black cock forcing itself into his tight wife and making her scream.

      “And you don’t want to take it away from me, anyway. Jessica said ... there are men like that. Cuck...something she called them.”

      “Cuckolds.”

      “Exactly. Men who let their women have fun. Like you?”

      Leonie sped up her ride once more. Her hands clawed at his chest. Jonas ignored the pain of her sharp fingernails. Maybe it wasn’t his cock that was driving her to ecstasy. Possibly she was already back to Oberon in her thoughts. Jonas was no longer bothered by this. He let himself be driven by this idea.

      “And men who have their penises locked up so their wives don’t have to deal with their little thing all the time,” Jonas continued their conversation under heavy breath. A humiliating train of thought that had sprung from his lust.

      “Don’t say that. I love you. Everything about you,” Leonie said.

      “And yet he’s not enough for you.”

      Leonie paused for a moment. She looked Jonas in the eye. “Not anymore,” she confessed. “Now I know how it can be. Need the variety. Don’t get me wrong. I love you ... your penis. It’s mine, but ...”

      “Pandora’s box is open,” Jonas brought out with a groan.

      “For both of us.”

      “For both of us,” Jonas repeated. At least at that moment, he had no doubt about that either. “Leonie,” he complained. Not much was missing and he would have cum.

      His wife had swung off his cock. She jumped off the bed and picked up her purse. She unbuttoned it. Out came her smartphone.

      “I should have shown it to you yesterday,” she apologized and sat down next to Jonas. On the screen, he saw a big cock. It was half inside a woman. “I was afraid how you would react to it. But now maybe it’s okay?”

      Jonas needed a moment to sort out his thoughts. “This is you with Oberon?” he asked. Leonie nodded. “That he even fit.” The suddenness shocked him. That was the proof. It had really happened. He couldn’t take his eyes off it. It was fascinating. Even though it was just a still image, he imagined what it would be like to see the fat cock start to move. In and out - again and again. Plus the loud screams of his wife. Could he really pass on this experience? Wasn’t it worth having his cock locked up for a few hours?

      “He was careful. So that it wouldn’t hurt. Or at least as little as possible. It took time until he ...” Leonie wiped an image further. “... completely stuck in me.”

      “Wow.”

      Leonie handed her smartphone to Jonas. “There should be ten pictures,” she said. “He gave me something else,” she added shyly.

      “What?” asked Jonas curiously. His lust had scaled new heights even without his wife’s ride. But it was a completely different lust than with direct physical contact. This piled up and waited desperately for its release, while another part wished that it would never end.

      “This,” Leonie said and reached into her bag again. Out came the pink prison Jonas had already seen. Andrew was wearing just such a thing. His cock would fit in there. But what would happen if he got hard? He would hardly be able to burst the plastic. He wondered if there would be much pain involved. “A penis cage or chastity cage. Not sure how he called it.”

      Both were appropriate terms for this devilish object. Leonie placed it on his chest. Her hand reached for his still hard cock. She sat down on Jonas again and let him slide into her again.

      “If you want to come too?” offered Jonas. They could have indulged each other.

      “It’s your turn,” was her reply.

      Because I can’t come through this cage later?, Jonas wondered. And you’d rather save yourself for Oberon?

      With the cage in front of his eyes and her smartphone in his hand, he enjoyed his wife’s ride. Soon he would come. He scrolled through the pictures of the previous night. They had changed positions frequently. A blowjob picture was followed by one in which Oberon took his wife doggy style. With his length, certainly a workable position.

      “Fuck! Aaahh!” exclaimed Jonas. His cum shot through his cock.

      “Cum in me!”, Leonie urged him unnecessarily.

      Exhausted, Leonie remained lying on top of Jonas. They both had to catch their breath. Finally, his wife lifted her head. “I want you to come with me,” she said.

      Did that really sound like a request?, Jonas asked himself. “Leonie ... I ...”

      “Please. You have to see it so you can understand.”

      Could he refuse her that request? Not to mention his curiosity. And soon his lust would be back, too.
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      “Now we’ll make you pretty,” said a giggling Jessica. Jonas looked uncertainly at the American woman. All-day he had been looking forward to the evening with growing dread. But there was no turning back. He had agreed to accompany Leonie. He had to experience her with Oberon. “Undress, please.”

      Jessica stood in their bathroom. Together with his wife, she stood in front of Jonas. The pink penis cage was on the sink. Jonas resigned himself to his fate, took off his pants, and revealed his cock. Half erect, it seemed to resist what was coming. He wouldn’t fit in like that. But they weren’t that far yet. Jessica had a pair of scissors in her hand. She flicked them twice in the air.

      “What the hell are you doing?” asked Jonas.

      “We’re ridding you of this impossible jungle first,” Jessica informed him.

      “No!” he objected vigorously.

      “Yes we are, it won’t work that way. The pubic hair will get caught in the cage. That can get pretty painful.”

      “But not all of them,” he defended himself. Oberon and his cronies were hairless down there, too, but they didn’t need that signal of masculinity.

      Jessica didn’t answer. Instead, she cut the hair around his penis shorter. “Leonie. The foam and the blade.”

      His wife passed the desired objects. Just like Jonas, she too just watched as Leonie made his pubic naked. No further objections wanted to form on Jonas’ tongue. Cold sweat stood on his forehead. One mistake and Jessica could inflict a painful wound on him. His cock showed no fear. Thanks to the touches, he stood up to his full size.

      Jessica took her time to do a thorough job. Soon, resisting no longer made any sense. Jonas had to go through with it. They will grow back, he told himself, while Leonie was already removing the last traces with a washcloth.

      “Now the little tail shows off much better,” Jessica praised her own work. Once again, including a little humiliation. “Touch it.”

      Leonie’s hand reached for Jonas’ cock. From there, her hands traveled to his equally hairless testicles. Stroked around the base of his penis and finally embraced his penis. She masturbated him a few times. “This is really nice,” she summed up, “There’s something about it. It feels different right away. Like with Oberon ... I mean ... not quite, of course ... But ...”

      “You want to keep it this way?” Jessica asked.

      “I think so,” said Leonie, looking up at Jonas.

      Jonas said nothing. But he had to admit that it felt very different to him, too. He hadn't expected this. He wouldn't talk about it in front of Jessica. Jonas could still decide about future shaves in Germany.

      “Then off to bed with you,” Jessica urged Jonas. “Time for the highlight.”

      First, there has to be my highlight. My climax. Without using your hands on me, you won’t get my tail in this thing. Ah ... Jessica has already infected me. Cock! My cock!

      “Do you have the chastity cage?” asked Jessica. “Good, we just need a little help. I’ve got some gel here and ... Hmmm ... Champagne seems appropriate for this event.”

      Jessica got two bottles of champagne from the minibar and joined them on the bed. She placed the bottles between Jonas’ legs. In a short time, his cock collapsed in on itself.

      Fuck you!, Jonas was annoyed. Disgruntled, he watched as Leonie explained to his wife how to put the cage on his penis. The hoped-for climax failed to materialize. It didn’t take long and his penis was stuck in the cage.

      “Will you take over the finale?”, Jessica asked his wife and handed her a small lock. Inside was a key. Leonie attached it to the chastity cage. One last time she looked up at her husband. Was she waiting for him to stop her? Jonas was sure he could detect plenty of arousal in her, too. He heard the clack. It was locked. “I like to wear the keys on a chain. But today we’ll leave the keys here,” Jessica explained. “You won’t need them. Now let’s get Leonie dressed up and then the fun can begin.”

      A driver drove them the short distance to Oberon’s villa. Jonas glanced at his watch. They had about two hours left. In that time at least the first round should have happened. After that, the rest of the perverts would join them and the party night would start.

      “Welcome back,” Oberon greeted Leonie. He embraced her and kissed her on the lips. It was a tender kiss of welcome. They were happy to see each other again and spend another night together. “Jonas.” He didn’t pay him any more attention at first.

      He invited them inside. Candles were burning on a table. It was set for three. Jonas hadn't expected that. The evening was to begin for them with a meal. Oberon poured wine. He talked to Leonie particularly often. But he also regularly included Jonas in the conversation. He had expected that he would quickly be reduced to the role of a spectator. So far, he only held this role when Oberon and Leonie kissed. Jonas watched their kisses. Even if it hurt a lot. Each time they became greedier. Finally, Oberon pulled Leonie from her place onto his lap. This time their kiss wouldn't end. Jonas became a side note to them.

      He watched with growing horror as his Leonie gave herself to the Jamaican. This differed from the boat trip. Not so insecure. She had turned her back to him. Which perhaps helped to make him oblivious to her. Jonas couldn’t imagine any other way for her to drop her inhibitions so quickly.

      Normally, it would have been tight in his pants by now. His cock began to grow. But soon he reached the nearby walls of his prison. It ached slightly. But not enough to take away his pleasure. It definitely took some getting used to. But he also understood now why Oberon insisted on it. He knew that this lust wouldn't leave him for the next few hours. Perhaps the desperation for release would eventually become too much. He could already see himself rushing back to the hotel to free himself. Jessica had her reasons to not let them take the key with them. Because for all his desire for release, he wouldn’t leave his wife here alone either. Once again there was whispering. Leonie turned to her husband.

      “You need to strip and show you’re wearing it,” she informed him.

      Jonas looked into Oberon’s eyes. “My rules,” he said in a firm voice. Oberon and Leonie looked at him. What choice did he have?

      He stood up, wondering if this thing on his penis was really just to make sure he didn’t masturbate and spend the evening in perpetual pleasure. To keep him out of trouble when his lust left him after an orgasm and reality caught up with him in one fell swoop.

      But the chastity cage had been given to Leonie by Oberon. Why pink of all colors? He couldn’t have chosen a more embarrassing color. And now he wanted to convince himself that he was actually wearing it. Maybe it was about more than keeping him in check after all. About the humiliation this part brought Jonas. What might a wife feel when she saw her husband like this? Would she flee into the clutches of the big, powerful man?

      Despite these thoughts, he took off his clothes. For all his fears, Oberon didn’t radiate the intention of trying to steal his wife. He couldn't stop this night, anyway. And because he couldn’t give himself a redemptive orgasm, he didn’t want to as much as maybe he should have.

      Jonas pulled down his boxers. There was no mistaking the penis cage in all its pink glory. “Good,” Oberon commented. “Take off all your clothes right now. It’ll stay in view.”

      Oberon turned his attention back to Leonie after those words. He kissed her. They got up and walked from the dining table to the sofa. Soft music was playing.

      Jonas watched from a few feet away as they undressed each other. Only occasionally Leonie took a quick look in his direction. But Jonas didn't intervene. His penis pressed against the tight plastic. He couldn’t wait to finally see it.

      Leonie slid off the sofa and knelt in front of Oberon. Her lips enclosed his cock. Full of passion, she gave herself to the object of her desire. Jonas felt forgotten.

      “Into the bedroom,” Oberon announced, pulling Leonie up. “You too,” he said in Jonas’ direction. He followed them.

      Again they kissed. This time again, more tenderly. “Do you want to feel him again?” asked Oberon. Leonie nodded. “Aren’t you afraid of what he might think?” Again, nothing more than a nod came. Oberon seemed to think that was enough. He got a slight smirk on his face. He seemed to like Leonie’s uncertainty. Jonas took note that she cared about him after all. His wife was now standing with her back right against the bed. With a gentle push, Oberon dropped her backward onto the bed. “Spread your legs,” he commanded her, and Leonie obeyed immediately. Her eyes turned expectantly to Oberon. He turned to Jonas. “Prepare her for me,” he instructed him.

      Jonas looked back and forth once between Leonie and Oberon. Then he thought he understood what was being asked of him. He strode to the bedside. He had done this incredibly often before. But this time it was under entirely different circumstances. He couldn’t act out his own lust. Jonas knelt down on the bed. In front of him lay his wife’s juicy slit. His hands roamed over her thighs. “Do it,” Leonie urged him. Jonas buried his lips in her pussy.

      He had known his Leonie was aroused. He knew how to read the signs. But the way she squirmed under him now, the way the first wet nectar of pleasure from her pubic leaked to his tongue, was more than Jonas had expected. He was aware that this wasn't for him. It expressed her anticipation of Oberon. But this thought could no longer repress his own lust. In a moment he would see his wife with another man. He couldn’t wait any longer.

      Leonie moaned and grabbed his head. Pressed him against her. Jonas’ tongue fell upon his wife. “Oberon ... please,” she sighed.

      With that, she convinced the Jamaican. “That’s enough,” Oberon said, putting his hand on Jonas’ shoulder. He pulled back immediately. Oberon’s cock swung a few inches past his face. Up close, it looked like a monster to him. The Godzilla of cocks. “Sit on the edge of the bed,” Oberon ordered him.

      It was a gigantic bed. Still, it was closer than he had dared hope. Oberon was in a hurry now. His cock was just inches from Leonie’s pubic area. The first drops of pleasure appeared on his glans. Oberon guided his cock to Leonie’s opening. “Ready?” he asked.

      “Yessss,” was the unequivocal answer.

      “Do you want to be fucked again properly?”, Oberon stalled her with another question. He seemed to enjoy the torture. Leonie had fallen into his trap and now he would play with her.

      “Do it ... fuck me!”

      “Not afraid of what your husband might think?” asked Oberon calmly.

      “It’s too late for that,” Leonie said. She pressed her lower body toward Oberon. “Now fuck me already!”

      Oberon laughed and pushed his cock into Leonie. The latter immediately moaned. Surely there was pleasure involved, but Jonas thought he could also hear pain. He watched spellbound as Oberon bored deeper into his wife. He took his time. When his cock was halfway inside Leonie, he pulled it back a bit. From then on, he worked his way fucking deeper into her every time. Leonie thanked him with a louder moan.

      In the beginning, Leonie had given her husband quick glances. Probably mainly checking whether everything was still in the green zone for him. Soon she gave herself completely to her lust. Oberon finally sank his entire cock into her.

      The starting fuck opened Jonas’ eyes. He realized he would never offer this to his Leonie. It had to be an incomparable experience to be filled completely by a cock. He couldn’t offer this to his wife. Whether it was his cock or the orgasms brought on by his tongue.

      Oberon changed positions several times. The command of their sex was clearly his. He dominated over Leonie. Actually, over both of them.

      “Yessss,” Leonie exclaimed. “Take me.” She pushed through her back and threw herself at him. Her eyes held Oberon in their gaze. It was muggy and sweat had formed on her. It only added another layer of lust to the sight of her. Jonas couldn’t imagine his cock settling down anytime that evening. He would continually try to get free. As impossible as this would remain.

      There was a clock next to the bed. Jonas took note that his Leonie had taken eight minutes to reach her first orgasm. Oberon didn’t interrupt the fuck. They only changed positions. He now took her from behind. His hands grabbed her breasts roughly. Kneaded them demanding. Leonie only acknowledged the treatment with further moans and demands. She gave herself completely to the Jamaican and his big cock.

      At least this isn’t lovemaking, Jonas consoled himself. This is pure and uninhibited sex.

      His wife came a second time. This time even louder. Even more uninhibited. Maybe Jonas’ presence had made her exercise restraint in the beginning. That has ended now. Consequences no longer mattered. Only the pleasure of the moment. Jonas drove away the emerging bitter thoughts. He would also have to surrender to the moment.

      They changed positions once again. Now Leonie could ride Oberon. He continued to knead her breasts. In addition, their lips were eager for each other. Their tongues played with each other. Finally, Oberon seemed to get closer to his orgasm as well. Jonas wondered if it had taken him so long or if he had simply decided it was time. Could a man have such a grip on himself?

      Leonie, too, recognized the signs. “Come inside me,” she urged Oberon. “Squirt your cum deep inside me!” More moans followed. Then Oberon, too, finally showed the first signs of losing control. With hard fucking movements, he squirted into his Leonie.

      Afterward, silence returned. Oberon lay bent over on top of Leonie. Only after two minutes did he turn to the side. Jonas watched as his cock pulled out of her. A stream of cum followed him.

      “Some husbands would know what to do now,” Oberon said, amused.

      Jonas just shook his head slightly. Oberon acknowledged this with a laugh. Jonas thought he knew what his words implied. He could do the Pete and stick his tongue in his greasy wife. An unimaginable act.
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      Oberon took good care of his guests. Especially the females. Twenty people were in his villa. Some had met Leonie and Jonas for the first time that evening.

      They had roped off from the rest and were standing on the terrace. From the height, they looked down on the sea and the beach. A wonderful sight. Leonie had one arm around her husband. Her head was resting on his shoulder.

      It hadn’t stopped at the fuck with Oberon. Soon after, Zane had arrived. Purposefully, he had sought out Leonie. He had left no doubt that he wanted her. A wish that his wife had been happy to comply with.

      Jonas had already had to watch helplessly, two men having fun with his wife. Both times it had hurt him. However, he had to admit to himself that the second time was already a lot easier. This had clarified what this evening was primarily about. Sex. Quite simply. No love was made here. Instead, there was unrestrained fucking.

      “Everything okay?” asked Leonie.

      “Everything’s fine.”

      “If you want to go?”

      “Would you come with me?”

      “If you would insist. Of course.”

      “Then we’d better stay here.”

      “Does it hurt much?” asked Leonie, accomplishing a change of subject. She had obviously gotten the answer she had hoped for. To her question, her hand reached between her husband’s legs and held the chastity cage. Only through this did Jonas realize that she meant physical pain. She didn’t ask about his feelings.

      “It’s throbbing and pressing. But it’s okay. Just why the hell does it have to be pink?”

      “Everyone wears it in pink.”

      “It’s demeaning.”

      “Maybe it’s supposed to be.”

      “And that doesn’t bother you? I’m your husband.”

      “It’s just a game. From the beginning, it’s all been a game, and we’ve been the pawns.”

      “More like the victims,” Jonas objected. “Jessica has talked to you? She’s been letting something slip about them doing something for Oberon.”

      “They’re bringing Oberon a willing couple ...”

      “The sacrifice,” Jonas interjected.

      “They make a sacrifice to their god Oberon and are richly rewarded for it,” Leonie mocked her husband’s repeated choice of words.

      “A free vacation.”

      “That’s right,” a voice behind them confirmed. Jessica approached them. “Brandon’s waiting for you. Everyone wants to experience the new one. Enjoy him.”

      Leonie let go of her husband and looked at him. “Go on,” Jonas urged her. It didn’t help, anyway. And a third man would make each one even a bit more insignificant. It’s just sex, he told himself, not for the first time.

      “Aren’t you coming?” asked Leonie. “I’d rather have you there.”

      To show off your cuckold?

      “He’ll be along in a minute. Give me a moment with him,” Jessica asked, standing next to Jonas.

      Leonie went back into the villa. At the patio door, Brandon was already waiting for her.

      “Everything okay?” asked Jessica.

      “As well as can be expected,” Jonas grumbled.

      “The way he is trying to escape, it can’t be that bad,” amused Jessica, grabbing the penis cage between his legs as Leonie had done earlier. “It could be even better if you took part.”

      “Isn’t that enough!” said Jonas, unable to hide his anger. Jessica could drive him up the wall effortlessly. He hated that his first reaction was to lose control of himself. He was sure that this gave the American further pleasure.

      “The other cuckolds have already moved on. My Andrew has just been busy licking me.”

      “Disgusting,” Jonas commented. Jessica giggled. “What?”

      “That sounds familiar. Most men react this way or similar at first. Never mind. You have to save something for the next vacation.”

      Jonas looked at her crossly. He would never do that. Every humiliation had to have its limits.

      “You better not say it,” Jessica warned him as if she could read his mind. “Never is a strong word. It could catch up with you unexpectedly next year. Not that I’m bothered by it. Promises more fun.”

      They turned around. Through a wide window, they could see into the living room. Brandon was sitting on a sofa. His Leonie was riding him. Soon, new slimy sperm would flow through her. Jonas wondered if he could do what seemingly all the other cuckolds at this party were doing. But no, that was impossible. Never. He preferred not to say it out loud, though.

      “Brandon will come soon,” Jessica realized, even from a distance. “If you don’t want to tongue your Leonie ... I’ll volunteer.”

      With a wink, Jessica left him behind. Jonas was left alone. He had no more eyes for the fantastic view of the sea. He watched as Jessica strode over to Brandon and Leonie. His wife rode him wildly. He could hear her screams through the windows. His cock was throbbing. Had Jessica been serious about her intentions? A woman’s tongue inside his Leonie - he had to see that up close. With big steps, Jonas ran into the villa.
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      Their plane landed. The excited vacationers clapped. Jonas took his hand luggage and handed Leonie her own bag. One after the other, they stepped off the plane and strode down the stairs. The warm sun. The blue sky. A single small cloud. Jonas immediately felt transported back a year.

      Back in Jamaica. Back with Oberon and his black friends. Plus a few more familiar faces. Leonie had been anticipating their second Jamaican vacation for weeks. In her lust for sex, she had been regularly assaulting her husband. Which made Jonas relatively relaxed about their time in paradise. Over the past year, he had enjoyed his wife plenty. If Oberon, Zane, and the rest were to have their way with her for three weeks. He was sure that back home he would only benefit from it. Then she would be his again.

      After all the sex, another need had arisen in her. To make love. In the weeks after Jamaica, Leonie had been especially anxious and tender with him. She had probably wanted to make up for what happened here. He was in good spirits that this would happen again. He just had to get through the next three weeks.

      But that was still a long time in the future. Now, for the time being, the games would start all over again. This time they weren’t the victims. Last year they had been seduced into this new kind of relationship. Their seducers had been rewarded with a free luxury vacation. This time they were to be the perpetrators. Already on the plane, Leonie had looked around and presented Jonas with some abstruse seduction ideas. Every pretty couple was a potential target. Leonie left no doubt that this wasn't to be their last Jamaican vacation.

      Which couple would they make hotwife and cuckold?
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        * * *

      

      Want to read more exciting cuckold books? Have a look at my book Friendly Trap.

      Subscribe to my newsletter and don’t miss my next book release.
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      Thank you! I hope you enjoyed this book.

      Amazon reviews are of course always appreciated and help me tremendously. Feel free to let me know what you think of this book by email.

      Subscribe to my newsletter, to stay informed about my next book release.

      

      
        
        AutorDavidSilver@gmail.com

        Follow me on Twitter
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      Chris and Katie miss their best friends. Since they bought a vacation home, they have made themselves scarce in their lives. Finally, they invite Chris and Katie to visit. Unfortunately, while not being there themselves. But Chris and Katie want at least to learn what is so special about this place.

      They quickly get to know the new acquaintances of their friends. These are three married couples and three black men. Towering above them all is Luis. A tall, well-toned, wealthy black man. He quickly makes it clear to Chris that he is just waiting for his approval to make a pass at his wife. Luis has no doubts that Katie wouldn’t be able to resist his special qualities.

      For Chris, there are tough decisions ahead. Can he resist the lure or will he and his wife fall to their lust?

      Friendly Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!
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