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What's A Hotwife?

What is a hotwife? It's more of a lifestyle than a term. Put simply, it's a committed couple who has decided to let the woman stray, usually while the husband watches her straying!

The term is "hotwife," but really it's much broader than that! Married, engaged, or just dating, the only constant is a committed couple who decides to change the traditional rules of that commitment to allow for a little extracurricular fun!

There are two things that separates the hotwife from cheating or cuckolding: love and respect. The hotwife couple puts their relationship first. The excitement comes from watching the sexiest woman in the world get it on with another guy in the most intimate and personal live porn performance that's possible for two people committed to one another mind, body, and soul!

My stories are for the couples who are thinking of opening up their relationships. For the men who fantasize about their wives with other men but could never put that feeling into words. For the ladies who think it would be so hot if their fella watched them with another man. For anyone who's ever had an interest in opening their relationship for a little sharing!

These fantasies are for you. These stories are yours. I hope you enjoy them!


1: Newlywed Waiting Game

I closed the hotel door behind me, leaned against it for support, and grinned at Whitney. God she looked beautiful standing there in a tank top and shorts. She’d long since changed out of her white dress which was sensible enough. It’s not like she could show up at the hotel in her wedding dress. At least not without turning a few heads. Besides, the drive down to the airport would’ve been a little awkward with a dress on.

You’re looking lovely tonight Mrs. Thompson,” I said.

Whitney grinned at me and leaned forward to kiss me. It was a quick peck on the lips, but it quickly turned into more. Her mouth opened and I eagerly opened my own to hers. Moved my tongue out to swirl around hers. It was really late or really early in the morning depending on how you reckoned that sort of thing. I was exhausted, but I was still more than willing to enjoy this impromptu make out session with my wife. Especially since this impromptu make out session with my wife might actually lead into an impromptu fucking session for the first time in a month. A month that very nearly killed me. Agreeing to a one month cessation of any and all sex with Whitney had seemed like a good idea when she brought it up.

Not so much now, but the month of hell was over and I finally had her in my arms again. We were married and all was right with the world.

As we made out I moved my hands down to cup her ass. God it felt amazing. I moved one hand inside her shorts and started squeezing her ass cheeks through her panties. She moaned against me as her tongue continued moving around mine. I felt my cock stir, I would have to be a dead man not to react to the feeling of her incredible body pressing against mine, and then I was grinding against her pussy and imagining the treasures that were finally mine for the taking after so much waiting.

I moved my other hand down and started working at the snaps on her shorts. This was it. This was the moment of truth. I felt lightheaded. We were married. We were husband and wife. No more ridiculous pretending that we were one of those ridiculous couples waiting to consummate our relationship in the eyes of God so it wasn’t a sin or whatever it was that compelled people to wait for marriage. We’d done plenty of sinning before our pre-wedding break and I was ready to do some more now that break time was over!

The ring on my finger, the ring on her finger, meant we were finally going to get laid again! Hell yes!

Only her hand moved down to grab my own. I pulled back from the kiss and looked down at her, my eyebrows raised and an incredulous look on my face.

“What’s wrong honey? We’re married! We made it!”

She smiled up at me and leaned up to kiss me again.

“I know baby,” she said. “Only I want this moment to be perfect for both of us. Do you really want your first time as a married man to be in some airport hotel at 2 AM in the morning when we have a flight we have to be up for in the three hours?”

To be perfectly honest I didn’t care when or where our first time as man and wife was as long as I got to fuck my beautiful wife. My overriding concern at this point was finally getting a chance to push my cock inside her. Finally getting to feel her delicious treasures after so many weeks of torture. So many weeks watching her parading around the house wearing practically nothing as though she was making a game out of teasing me as much as possible when she knew we couldn’t touch each other.

Only there was something about the look passing across her face, a mixture of anticipation and hope as she stared up at me, that told me once again I was going to be relenting. Once again I’d give in to her and we’d wait for just a little while longer. After a month did it really matter anyways? Besides, I was pretty tired. No one ever tells you how exhausting getting married is.

I sighed. “Fine baby, we can wait just a little longer.”

A huge grin split her face and I felt a warm flush that almost made waiting a little while longer worth it. Almost. My cock was screaming in agony, but I’d long since learned to ignore my cock screaming in agony at the prospect of getting laid. We’d both been disappointed quite a few times in the past month when it turned out her teasing and parading around the house was just that: teasing.

Besides, she did have a good point. I grinned as I thought of our trip. We were finally on our honeymoon! We were whisking ourselves off to an exotic island destination courtesy of her dad’s deep pockets. We’d have nothing to do but sit by the beach all day long where I could stare at my wife in her bikini and then retire to our cabana in the evening so I could stare at my wife in less than her bikini and enjoy married life in every way and every position possible. My mouth watered just thinking about it. A week with absolutely nothing to do but my wife.

It was going to be amazing!

“I suppose waiting one more day won’t kill me,” I said.

Whitney smiled again as she walked over to the bed and I nearly lost it as she reached down and casually flicked her tank top up. Her hands went behind her back and then she was pulling on her bra which fell loose exposing her amazing body to me. I stared, wide-eyed. Sure she was this open around the apartment, but it’s not like I was going to not stare at this gorgeous creature standing before me as she slipped out of her clothes. I’d never get tired of her undressing in front of me. The last star in the universe could wink out, the last black hole in existence could evaporate, the heat death of the universe could come and go and there would still be one tiny spark of heat raging in me if Whitney and I somehow lived that long and she was undressing in front of me.

I was a fan of my wife, is what I’m trying to get across.

So I leaned against the wall and enjoyed the show as she pulled down her shorts revealing her perfect ass to me in a set of white thong lingerie that no doubt was meant for earlier plans when we still thought we’d have some alone time after the wedding to do what naturally came to couples who were alone after their wedding day.

My mouth fell open and I let out a strangled gasp as she shimmied out of even the thong and then she was standing before me completely naked. Her body was perfect and it was made all the more wonderful because this was the first time I was seeing her in all her glory since we agreed to the pre-marriage hiatus. A tight petite frame from all the working out she did. She had perfect tits that weren’t too big or too small. They came to delicious pink points that I absolutely loved to suck on. And her pussy was perfect. It looked like she’d shaved just for this occasion and once more I found myself wishing we could just do it. I wanted to throw her down on the bed and take my wife right there.

Only she must’ve seen something in the look in my eyes because she smiled and wagged a finger at me.

“We’re married now so you can see this, but you still need to be a good boy,” she said.

I sighed as I threw off my own shirt and pants. I wondered if maybe Whitney was going to sleep completely in the nude, she’d done it before, but to my disappointment she pulled out another tank top and a pair of silk shorts that didn’t look much different from what she’d been wearing before other than they were obviously silk instead of denim. She pulled those on and the brief show was over. I climbed into bed and Whitney climbed in beside me. I felt a wave of exhaustion wash over me as soon as I hit the sheets, but that exhaustion wasn’t going to be enough to get me to sleep. Oh no. Not with Whitney right beside me. Not with thoughts of her stripping down to nothing right in front of me running through my mind.

It was made even more difficult because she immediately moved over and cuddled up against me. I was painfully aware of her warm petite body against mine. My cock throbbed as she threw a leg over me and I could feel the warm heat of her pussy radiating out against my thigh. She smelled so wonderful. Her body felt so wonderful pressed against mine. And that naturally led to thoughts of how amazingly wonderful her body would feel pressed against me completely nude as my cock slid into her pussy for the first time in forever.

I had to stop and concentrate on not blowing my load in my boxers right there as she shimmied against me. She always moved in her sleep, something I was well aware of her from time we’d spent cuddling with one another over the years, but in this case I was more painfully aware of every movement of her body than ever before.

I stared up at the dark ceiling of the airport hotel room and listened to the sound of planes taking off and landing in the night. It was going to be a hell of a long night, and I had a feeling I wasn’t going to get a bit of sleep.

I just hoped tomorrow would make up for the night of torture.


2: Almost Paradise

I smiled as I stepped out from our beach cabana and looked at the perfect white sand, the blue ocean, and the fluffy white clouds and blue sky up above. This really was paradise.

Whitney moved up beside me and I paused to enjoy the sight of my gorgeous wife. She wore a bright white bikini, appropriate enough considering this was our honeymoon. It was doubly appropriate considering that it was now our second day at the resort, our second full day as a married couple, and she was still a blushing virgin bride within the very limited definition of not doing it for the month leading up to our wedding. We’d taken care of the actual blushing virgin stuff years ago. I smiled thinking back on that fun night.

I reached out and put an arm around her. God I loved the feeling of her pressing against me. She wrapped her arms around my chest and rested her head against my arm as she took in the view.

“It’s beautiful Mike,” she said.

I looked down at her and smiled. Kissed the top of her head. “Not nearly as beautiful as the scenery I’m looking at.”

Whitney looked up at me and blushed, and then that kiss on the top of her head became a kiss on her lips. That kiss on her lips quickly became a make out session right there on the doorstep of our beach cabana. She turned towards me and pressed her body against me. I could feel the warmth of her skin and it was setting me on fire every place it made contact. I wanted to reach up and rip her bikini aside, and I didn’t care that there were other couples down on the beach and workers moving in between them who would see. Let them look. My wife was fucking gorgeous, and somehow the idea of everybody getting a look at her was causing my cock to stir even more.

It was enough to make me want to retire back to our suite immediately. I’d hoped we might have a little morning session when we woke up, but she’d insisted on getting ready and looking absolutely perfect for the day despite my protests that I didn’t care. At this point I was so worked up, so turned on, so fucking horny, that I didn’t care if she had her makeup on or if she’d had time to do her hair. All I cared about was pushing my wife down on our bed and taking her in every way possible. In all the ways I’d imagined while I’d been denied the delicious pleasure of her body.

I tried to subtly angle her back towards the door, back into our cabana, but she’d dealt with me pulling that move often enough. She obviously wasn’t falling for it now. She pulled away from the kiss, looked up at me, and wagged a finger.

“Naughty boy,” she said. “We agreed to enjoy the beach before we had any fun. You promised.”

Whitney’s face went from a gorgeous smile to an even sexier pout as she mentioned my promise. I sighed. I seemed to be doing a lot of sighing lately. I definitely didn’t think I was still going to have to put up with this stuff on my honeymoon, but here we were. Here I was once again making accommodations.

Only as I looked her up and down, as I drank in the sight of her beautiful body, once again I told myself that it would be so worth it when the moment finally came. When I finally felt my cock pressing inside my wife’s body for the first time. Not my girlfriend. Not my fiancée. My wife. When I finally felt the walls of her pussy wrapping around me.

God I was getting so hot just thinking about it. My cock was rock hard and pulsing in my pants. Pulsing against her body. She looked up at me and smiled, then wrapped an arm around me and pulled me towards the beach.

An hour later I sighed and smiled as I leaned back on the lounge chair. White sand as far as the eye could see in either direction, and it was absolutely glorious. I took a sip from my frozen drink and allowed myself to relax and really truly enjoy this moment.

Of course it was made all the more enjoyable by the view. Whitney was on her own lounge chair just outside the shade of the large umbrella protecting me from the sun. Her already tanned skin it glistened all over where she’d applied liberal amounts of tanning oil earlier in the day.

One of the highlights of my morning after that makeout session had been helping her apply some of that oil. I’d hoped maybe I’d get to move up and touch her glorious breasts, or maybe down lower to that still temporarily forbidden treasure between her legs, but no such luck. Still, just getting to rub oil onto Whitney and her gorgeous body was plenty fine by me. My cock was still hard as I thought back on it.

Whitney still looked absolutely stunning in her white bikini. Even with the sun beating down on her I thought I could make out the outline of her nipples pressing out against the thin white material. We were on a beach that seemed to have nothing but gorgeous women walking by, but she was definitely the most gorgeous of all. Her beauty was like a radiant star that made all the other women who walked past look like mere candle flames in comparison, and judging by some of the jealous looks she’d gotten from women and some of the appraising and lingering looks she’d gotten from men who walked past us they were noticing as well.

The first time I saw a guy walk past checking out Whitney I felt a stab of jealousy. I also felt a stirring down below as I saw them checking her out. That was a little surprising, though it wasn’t the first time I’d gotten excited by the idea of someone leering at my wife so openly like that.

Of course this was the first time it was a man leering at my wife rather than leering at my girlfriend or fiancée, but I was more than used to seeing guys giving her the eye. House parties, out on the street, walking through the mall, she was the kind of woman who drew attention. It always made me proud that I was the guy she was with. That I was the guy she’d decided she wanted.

I always figured it was a sense of satisfaction mixed with jealousy that made me enjoy it when I caught people looking at Whitney, but as I sat here on the beach with nothing to do but contemplate my gorgeous wife, how much I loved her, how much I loved looking at her, and how much every other guy on the beach seemed to love looking at her, I was starting to think that maybe I just enjoyed having guys check her out. Maybe I got a little thrill from seeing guys look at my wife, realizing they wanted her, and knowing I was the one who was with her and not them.

Well, I figured I’d be the one who was with her later tonight when we finally got back to our cabana and had a chance to finally consummate our marriage. I glanced over at her again and my cock stirred. Of course my cock always stood at attention when I looked at her. Only right now I was going absolutely insane with frustration, denial, and lust.

I swirled my frozen drink, it still amazed me that they had frozen drinks though I guess I shouldn’t be surprised considering how expensive this resort was. I glanced over my shoulder at the massive standalone cabana suite we had right on the beach. The thing was bigger than the apartment Whitney and I were returning to when we got home from our honeymoon! One of the benefits of having loaded parents. Whitney’s dad sprang for the whole honeymoon, and he made sure we had the best of everything the resort had to offer.

Movement to the side caught my attention. I turned and saw Whitney raise one of her arms. God, even the sight of her raising her arm like that was enough to drive me wild. I really was going into horny overdrive. I was going to explode in my swim trunks if I didn’t get some kind of release with my wife tonight.

Her glass was empty and she was signaling one of the attendants who dotted the beach. They mostly looked to be people from the island, and all of them were running around in swim trunks or bikinis. Every one of them was a stunner as well. I suppose one of the things rich people paid for was the guarantee that they’d have attractive natives on hand to help them when their drinks got too low. The whole thing made me just a little uncomfortable, it smacked just slightly too much of some of the stuff I’d read about colonialism when I was in college, but I figured it’s not like I was going to be able to change an entire tourism-based island economic system overnight. Especially since I wasn’t the one paying for this trip. It not like I was directly contributing to the problem, if it even was a problem.

My cock had gone down. Apparently thinking about the potential exploitation of the Caribbean islands was finally enough to pull my attention away from my wife for a moment. Only it went right back to Whitney, gorgeous Whitney, as one of the attendants came up to her.

“Can I help you ma’am?” he asked.

Whitney’s mouth fell open and she pulled her sunglasses down so I could clearly see her looking this guy up and down. I had to admit that even I was a little impressed. He was tall with dark chocolate skin and long hair tied up in a pony tail that fell down past his shoulders. His voice was a deep bass rumble that seemed deeper than I thought was possible for a man’s voice to get. He had a slight accent, just like everybody on the island, but he spoke perfect English for all that. Broad shoulders, and God his chest was muscular. His abs were a perfect six pack. It made me look down at my own stomach. I worked out at the strip mall dojo down the street a couple of nights a week. I figured why not learn to kick some ass while you’re getting in shape? I thought I was in good shape until I saw this guy. He was like a model straight out of the pages of some underwear advertisement or something!

And it looked like Whitney had noticed. Her breathing was picking up and I could see her chest rising and falling as she gasped and took in the sight. It was hot under the blazing equatorial sun, but I could clearly see her nipples straining out under the thin white material of her bikini top. I enjoyed the sight of seeing her get excited, but I had to admit I was disappointed that the sight getting her so excited wasn’t me. Especially considering we were on our fucking honeymoon!

I felt a stab of jealousy that had nothing to do with the jealousy I felt when I saw guys looking at her as they walked past on the beach. No, this was straight up jealousy that she was looking at another man like that, reacting to another man like that, when we were newlyweds and we were supposed to be back in the cabana banging our brains out while she looked at me like she was looking at him!

Only I didn’t say anything. I stayed quiet. I wanted to watch, wanted to see what Whitney did. Because I noticed something else. I noticed him noticing my wife.

He was open and brazen in the way he was checking her out. I saw his eyes go from her face down to her tits and his eyes lingered over those magnificent globes. I almost thought he was about to lick his lips as he saw her nipples pressing out. His eyes moved down past her perfect flat stomach, oiled and slick and oh so bright in the sun, and then down to that delicious fold in between her legs. There was moisture on her bikini bottoms where sweat mixed with the oil, but I also thought I saw a hint of wetness down between her legs where no oil had gotten earlier despite my best efforts to reach between her legs. She was getting wet looking at this guy!

His eyes continued down to her legs and then he turned back to her with a calm, cocky, confident smile. It was the kind of smile that said he saw gorgeous women like this every day, and he just took it as a matter of course that she would get excited looking at him.

It made me wonder what it would be like to go through life like that. It must be a little bit how Whitney felt having guys constantly staring at her and lusting after her. It was a feeling that I definitely didn’t know. I realized that I was a six or a seven that had somehow managed to bag a girl who went all the way to 11, and I’d long ago made peace with that. Only now that I saw this guy checking her out that fragile internal peace was being shattered in a way that it hadn’t in quite some time.

Whitney held up her glass, a giant monstrosity that had been filled with a frozen daiquiri just a half hour ago that she’d managed to somehow down in that half hour. I wondered how many of those she’d had today. I hadn’t been paying attention, and it seemed like she’d kept them coming.

“Can I get another frozen strawberry daiquiri please?” she asked.

I blinked at the sound of her voice. It sounded so different from how she normally did. It was deep, husky, flirty. Like she was turned on. I’d heard her talk to me like that a couple of times when I managed to get her really worked up after paying really good attention to her in the bedroom, but I’d never heard her sound like that just from looking at a guy. I felt that jealous fire rising inside me as I looked at the two of them staring at each other. I felt a fire down between my legs where my cock was throbbing as I watched the two of them carrying on with one another. Those two fires seemed to be raging in counterpoint to one another. At odds with one another yet fueled by each other at the same time.

“Of course ma’am,” he said.

I thought that would be the end of it. I thought he’d go up to get the drink and that would be that, but she held up a hand to stop him. Her delicate fingers rested on his massive muscles and he paused. He looked down at her and I saw a fire burning in his eyes. I could only imagine the fire that was raging in his body where her petite hands made contact with his dark skin.

“I haven’t seen you around here this morning,” Whitney said, her voice still deep and throaty. “What’s your name?”

“Claude, ma’am,” he said with a smile.

She smiled back at him. “I’m Whitney and this is my husband Mike. Very nice to meet you Claude,” she said. She looked him up and down again and I felt another stab of jealousy. “Very nice indeed.”

Okay, so I was enjoying the show but I figured it was time to step in. Time to do something about this.

“Okay honey,” I said. “Why don’t you let the man do his job? We don’t want to get him in trouble or anything.”

He looked over to me as though noticing me for the first time. He looked me up and down with an appraising look similar to how he’d looked at my wife, only there was no heat behind that appraisal. Only amusement. He smiled at me and chuckled as though he knew exactly what I was doing. I’m sure a guy who looked like that who spent enough time on this ridiculously expensive beach serving the kind of people who could afford staying at this resort got this sort of thing from jealous boyfriends or husbands all the time. He favored Whitney with one more dazzling smile and then he was moving up the beach.

Whitney turned and frowned at me as soon as he was gone. Her sunglasses were back up hiding her eyes.

“You didn’t have to be an asshole to him,” Whitney said.

“What?” I said.

The sunglasses came down and she was staring daggers at me. “Don’t think I don’t know exactly what you’re doing. Honestly. We just got married! What kind of girl do you think I am?”

I opened my mouth to say something but decided against it. Obviously she was the kind of girl who flirted with random guys on a beach while her newlywed husband was sitting right next to her, but something told me that wasn’t the right thing to say.

Besides, I still had my hard on to contend with. I still had the confusing fact that I was turned on by watching that little interaction between the two of them even as I was terrified by it. I wasn’t sure what the hell I thought, and so I figured I definitely shouldn’t be opening my mouth and acting all indignant when I might be more horny than pissed off about the whole thing.

Right now though, now that he wasn’t right in front of us checking out my wife, now that I wasn’t in the moment with horniness overriding my rational mind, that rational mind was starting to take over again. That rational mind was wondering what the hell my horny mind was thinking watching my wife carry on like that with another guy.

I glanced up to the bar where servers were coming and going. Nothing said that my wife had to be here when he returned. If she wasn’t around he’d just drop her drink off at our table, go back to his work, and Whitney would forget about him. I’d add this little encounter to the spank bank and I wouldn’t have to worry about him hitting on my wife any longer.

Yeah, that sounded like a great idea.

I reached out and took Whitney’s hand. “You know we’ve been hanging out on the beach all day and we haven’t even gone in the water yet. Why don’t we go for a swim?”

The sunglasses came down again and she stared. “Are you serious? I’m trying to work on my tan here.”

“And you won’t be in the sun if we’re out in the water? Besides, you can’t come to a beautiful beach like this and not go for a swim!”

The words rang hollow even as I said them, but it looked like she might be falling for this without realizing what my ulterior motive was. That conflict was still there despite the best efforts of the rational side of my brain. That arousal I felt as I thought of her carrying on with that guy was still mixing with fear that clenched at my heart. Perhaps it was that fear that was making it such a turn on.

Whatever. I was already committed to getting her the hell away from that guy. I could worry about why thinking of my wife with another man was turning me on later. Right now I needed to get her away from him. I needed to get me away from the possibility of them together because that possibility was filling my mind with thoughts that could quickly lead to a very dangerous place.

Whitney glanced over her shoulder towards the bar, though I imagine she was looking over there for entirely different reasons than I was. I felt another stab of jealousy, another stab of arousal, another stab of fear, as she looked. He was up there and it was obvious she was trying to find him. Probably wondering when he was coming back. In my mind she was trying to get one last look at him, too check him out one last time, before her pale and not as in shape as he once thought husband pulled her into the ocean.

That last thought had to be part of this weird fantasy invading my mind though. We were in love, we were newly married, and nothing was going to come between us no matter what naughty thoughts were running on repeat through my head.

Whitney turned back to me and smiled. God she looked amazing. She looked gorgeous every time she smiled, and the smile she was hitting me with now was just as bright as anything she’d given that muscle bound server.

“Fine honey,” she said. “We can have some fun in the water.”


3: Premature Fun

The water was surprisingly warm. I was used to getting into the Great Lakes where it seemed like it was a uniform forty degrees even in the middle of the summer despite all the tourist brochures swearing it was just the same as visiting the ocean.

Now that I was stepping into the Caribbean Sea it definitely was absolutely nothing like stepping into the Great Lakes. The water was clear close to the shore and turned to a bright blue farther out. Nothing like the uniform gray of Lake Michigan. The beach underneath was white sand that was a fine grain, absolutely nothing like the mud and pebbles I could expect up in Michigan.

There weren't many people out in the water. Most of the people at this resort had the same idea as Whitney. Most of them were either women interested in working on their tan or men who were interested in watching their women working on their tan. There wasn't a lot of in between. There definitely weren't a lot of kids splashing around in the water. This was a resort that had a substantial dollar amount attached to it, and it catered more to the wealthy crowd who was interested in seeing, being seen, and drinking while they were at it.

Not that we were exactly part of that crowd ourselves. We just had the advantage of Whitney's dad being completely loaded and willing to blow the equivalent of a year's rent at our apartment on our honeymoon. Not that I was complaining, mind you. It was definitely interesting seeing how the other half lived for a change.

Of course not having many people in the water also meant we had that water all to ourselves. I swam out a little ways, far enough out that I thought we were getting into the blue part of the water instead of the clear area. At least as seen from the beach. If I was going to be out here swimming with my new wife I didn't plan on doing a lot of swimming with my new wife, if you catch my meaning.

Hey, what can I say? I was still very much thinking with the brain down below. Particularly now that my sex drive was going into overdrive thanks to that display she just put on with our server.

It really did feel like I was wading through bathwater with sparkling white sand underneath. I wrapped my arms around Whitney. Pressed my cock against her ass which felt so exquisite in her white swimsuit. I moved my hand along her stomach and I felt her sigh and push herself back into me. I smiled. Now that was definitely new. That was definitely different. It was definitely one hell of an improvement over the coy games she'd been playing since I put a ring on her finger two days ago.

I pressed my cock against her again and she sighed and let out a quiet moan. I leaned down and started kissing along her neck, nibbled at her ear, and I was gratified to feel her breathing picking up.

I moved a hand up to her tits and her nipples were straining out towards me. Now there was a pleasant surprise on a bit of familiar territory I hadn’t been able to explore in awhile. They felt rock hard. Only apparently that was one step too far. My wife's sense of propriety reasserted control and a hand moved up and pushed me away from her with a glance towards the shore. No doubt worrying that people would see us, though I didn’t care. I let out a sigh of my own, though it was a sigh of disappointment rather than a sigh of pleasure. Still, she was letting me continued to grind my cock against her amazing ass so that was something.

I guess I would have to content myself with that grinding. Whitney leaned her head back and I continued kissing. Her mouth turned to mine and then she was devouring me with a hunger that surprised me. With a hunger that was a stark contrast to the reserve she’d shown on the honeymoon so far. I was wondering who this woman was and what she’d done with my wife when it hit me.

This was still my wife. This was still my gorgeous Whitney. Only this was Whitney after that impromptu flirting session with Claude the waiter. I suddenly wondered how much of this impromptu make out session was owed to Whitney being turned on by being in the water with her husband and feeling my cock pressing against her, and how much of it was owed to her being turned on by flirting with our muscular waiter.

I also wondered if I even cared if the end result was that she was taking that sexual energy and pouring it into an encounter with me. Why was I complaining if she was grinding her ass against me and sighing and moaning like a teenager discovering sex for the first time? And as those thoughts ran through my head a little bit of that jealousy resurfaced even as a lot of the arousal I was feeling from watching my wife flirting returned. I’d come out here into the water to get away from him, to get away from that ridiculously compelling fantasy, to get some time alone with my wife, but it seemed this fantasy was going to follow me wherever the hell I went whether I liked it or not.

And to be perfectly honest I wasn't sure that I didn't like it.

Whitney pulled away from me and I wanted to cry out in frustration. I loved the feeling of her ass grinding against me. Sure I'd felt it before, but there was something about knowing that I was so close to the goal, so close to finally getting in her pants, that made it so much hotter. I’d even been wondering if she was going to let me just fuck her right here in the middle of the ocean in front of all those people on the beach completely oblivious to what was happening.

I didn't stay disappointed for too long. No sooner had she pulled away from me then she was flipping around, wrapping her legs around me, and then I had the distinct and delightful feeling of my wife's pussy pressing against my cock. She smiled at me, her eyes locked on my own, and her mouth was open as she let out small quiet gasps. I was so damned turned on. I couldn't believe this!

Of course the moment was ruined just a little when she glanced up towards the beach to the bar. That left absolutely no doubt in my mind as to exactly what was running through her head as she pressed her pussy against my cock. And I didn't even care. This felt so amazing, so fucking hot, and if the thought of her flirting with another guy was turning me on then I figured why shouldn’t it turn her on? Why fight it? It was just a fantasy after all. As long as it stayed a fantasy, as long it stayed between my ears and between her ears, what was the harm in it?

"You're so fucking beautiful Whitney," I said.

"I'm so turned on," Whitney gasped.

I pressed my cock against her and I could feel the outline of her pussy lips. I imagined what it would feel like with nothing between us. To feel my cockhead pressing in between those gorgeous lips after waiting for so long. To feel my cock sliding inside her wet warmth again. And then suddenly, unbidden, the thought of that server doing the same thing, pressing her down with his massive arms as he shoved his massive cock inside her, slipped into my head.

I reached down and tightened my grip on her ass as I started pressing against her in earnest. The thought was uncontrollable. I was imagining him looking down at my wife on the beach, putting myself into his head and thinking the sort of thoughts he must have been thinking as he stared at her. Then I was imagining him sneaking into the rich white girl’s cabana while her husband was off somewhere else, lying her down on the bed and pressing into her body before even I got a chance to. Fucking her and making her tits bounce in ways that I hadn’t even had a chance to since we got married!

"I think we should go back to our room," Whitney said.

The way she said it was so quiet, barely audible with the way she was gasping and moaning as I pressed my cock against her, that her words didn't register. Not until it was too late, at least.

I looked up at her. "Are you serious? You’re…"

Whitney bit her lip and nodded her head and I was gone. It was too much. I'd been too worked up. Watching her with that guy was too much for me. Watching all those guys on the beach checking her out was too much for me. The feeling of her body pressed against me, of her pussy grinding against me, the look on her face as she bit her lip and told me we needed to go back to the cabana and I’d finally get what I'd been waiting for was too much for me.

I let out a strangled and frustrated gasp as it all hit me at the same time and I felt an explosion down between my legs.

“Mike?”

The question was obvious in her voice. The disappointment was even more obvious. I was ashamed of myself, I hated myself, but I also couldn’t help myself. I squeezed her ass and pulled her against me. Pulled her delicious body against me and held her there as I let out another strangled groan and started pumping my load into the ocean, pumping my load into my swim trunks, pumping my load against my beautiful wife’s pussy through her bikini bottoms but definitely not inside her which I’d been hoping and praying for. Which I’d been waiting for as we got closer and closer to our wedding.

As my cum pumped against her I thought of him pumping inside her. I thought of me pumping inside her. Everything became a confused jumble that combined to give me one of the most intense orgasms of my life. I figured something this intense would only come when I was actually fucking my wife after that month of denial that got me to the point where I was this turned on. I never for a moment thought that it would come, pardon the pun, just from rubbing against her. Just from watching her flirting and carrying on with another man.

I finally came down from that intense feeling and looked to Whitney. She was looking into my eyes, looking back and forth, and she had the beginnings of a frown on her face. I recognized that frown. My wife was not happy.

The magnitude of what I’d just done came crashing down around me. My wife just told me that she wanted us to go back to our cabana and have some fun. She’d just admitted that she wanted to go back and finally consummate our marriage. End our month long self-imposed dry spell. And instead I’d blown my load against her while dry humping her in the ocean. I could already feel my cock deflating in my pants and she had a look of complete and utter disappointment on her face.

Though I doubted that look of disappointment could’ve possibly matched the disappointment written plainly on my own face. I couldn’t believe I’d just done that. I’d been so close. I’d been a short walk back to our cabana away from finally getting with Whitney in the most intimate way possible for the first time since we said our wedding vows, and I’d blown it in the most literal way possible.

“Did you have fun?” she asked.

God did she sound pissed. Not that I could blame her. I’d just gotten mine and she hadn’t exactly gotten hers. That always irritated her. It was a situation I worked very hard to avoid. I could plead going without for a month, but that would probably just make things worse. And judging from the icy sound of her voice things were already plenty bad without saying stupid things to make it worse. I wasn’t going to be getting mine again anytime soon. I wanted to scream from frustration. I wanted to scream and travel back in time five minutes so I could smack myself good and hard.

“Whitney… I… I’m so sorry…”

She disengaged from me. Unwrapped her legs from around my body. Pulled her incredible and oh so tight body away from mine. She glanced over her shoulder as she made her way out of the water, as her amazing backside came into view. And with a start I realized that the water had combined with the white material on her bikini to make it completely see-through. Suddenly I was incredibly nervous about this little trip into the water for more than one reason.

“Be sure to clean up before you pop out of the water,” she said.

Her voice was dripping with annoyance. Her voice was dripping with anger. I could only imagine how she must feel. She was finally ready, she was finally good and worked up, and I’d gone and ruined it for both of us. I couldn’t exactly blame her for being mad, even if on some level this was her fault for waiting so long. For insisting we go out to the beach. For flirting with that asshole when she should’ve been spending time with her husband.

I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to clean up so I ended up just moving my swim trunks around a little bit to make sure nothing set in there permanently. I just let my little swimmers go off into the ocean where no doubt they’d be devoured by some microscopic ocean critter. They definitely wouldn’t be finding their way inside my wife, that was for sure. And judging from the way she was still occasionally shooting glares over her shoulder at me as she walked up the beach I wouldn’t be making my way inside my wife any time soon either.

I made my way out of the water and put my sandals on as I started across the white beach toward the umbrella where we were set up. And as I did so I nearly had a heart attack. We were only in the water for about five minutes, but apparently that wasn’t enough time for that asshole waiter to go to the bar, get a frozen drink, and bring it back to our spot. The table was still empty, which meant he was still lurking out there. And now my wife was walking along in a white bikini that had just gone from bright white to practically transparent if the view I was getting from behind was any indication.

I cursed myself for insisting that we go into the water. I enjoyed the view, but that was part of the problem. If I was enjoying the view then other people sure as hell were going to be enjoying the view.

And that was definitely not a view that I wanted that waiter of all people to be enjoying. I glanced up the beach towards the bar and there he was with a frozen drink in his hand making his way across the beach towards us. And judging from the way he was looking my wife up and down as she picked up a towel and started drying herself off he’d definitely realized the same thing about her bikini that I just had. He was definitely enjoying the sight which terrified me and turned me on.

I had to get up there before he reached her, but it looked like this was already a race I was going to lose.


4: Invitations

“Honey, do you think maybe we could go back to the cabana and have some of that fun you were talking about?” I asked.

Whitney turned and looked me up and down. “I don’t think I’m in the mood for any of that sort of fun right now honey. Especially since you were so eager out in the water.”

Oh yeah. She was definitely upset. She was definitely pissed off. I could tell from the set of her gorgeous face. From the way she had her arms crossed under her perfect breasts. From the way her hip jutted out just so. I was going to pay for this for the rest of the day.

Whitney turned and her face broke into a huge smile as she saw Claude walking down the beach towards us with a huge frozen drink balanced in one hand. I got the feeling that huge smile wasn’t for the alcohol he was bringing her.

“Did you have a good swim?” he asked.

Whitney giggled. She giggled! And when he got closer she playfully slapped his chest. At least it looked playful, though I saw the way he reacted when her hand ran along his muscled chest. Hell, I saw the way she reacted when her hand ran along his chest. Something told me there was nothing innocent about that touch. Something told me that had been entirely intentional on my wife’s part.

And once again I felt my cock stirring, I found myself getting turned on by the flirtatious interplay between the two of them. I couldn’t believe it, but there it was. I couldn’t deny the evidence growing in my swim trunks so soon after I’d blown my load against my wife in the water.

“Were you watching us out in the water?” Whitney asked. “That was so nice of you, waiting until I was back on the beach to bring me my drink!”

I had a few ideas as to exactly why he was watching my wife down in the water, and I was sure none of them had anything to do with being a good waiter. I was sure that a lot of it had to do with the way he was openly leering at her, especially with her white see-through bikini revealing everything. I puffed up to them just in time to see him glance down at her tits, and when I got to the other side I saw exactly why. Her white bikini top left absolutely nothing to the imagination. It was completely transparent, as though she was in a wet t-shirt contest. Only it wasn’t a wet t-shirt. No, it was just two flaps of cloth that left absolutely nothing to the imagination even when they weren’t soaking wet and now her puffy pink nipples were on display for all to see.

And boy were they straining out right now. It was a mesmerizing sight looking at her amazing tits, tits that I’d only gotten to see in passing since that agreement when she was feeling frisky and trying to tease me. Tits I’d hoped to get a much better look at, that I’d hoped to explore in far greater detail, now that we were married and the break was supposed to be over. Not that I’d seen any indication of that so far.

And yet here we were on the beach in front of this impossibly muscled server with his chocolate skin and wide grin who was staring at my wife’s tits as though he’d like nothing more than to do some of that exploring I was thinking about. I wanted to punch him, but I was afraid that we’d get kicked out of the resort or he’d try to kick my ass. I had my training from those weekly workouts but he was a big guy and I had no way of knowing if he did some sort of martial art too. Either way one of the first things I learned when I started those classes was the best way to get out of a fight was to avoid getting into one in the first place. Even if it was a perfectly reasonable situation like getting upset about some guy checking out my wife.

“Glad you had a good swim,” Claude said.

Whitney finished toweling herself off and now she was reapplying her tanning oil all over her body as he stared. I saw her look up at him with a thin smile on her face and realized she was doing this on purpose! She was purposely giving this guy a show! Then she turned that smile on me and I realized she wasn’t just giving him a show. No, she was also punishing me. She must’ve picked up on how annoyed I was by this guy. How could she not pick up on how annoyed I was by this guy? And now she was twisting the knife after my premature screw up out in the ocean.

“So are you having fun on the beach?” Claude asked.

“It’s okay, but it gets kind of boring just sitting here working on my tan,” Whitney said.

She turned to look at me again and smiled a sweet smile that was anything but. “It would be a lot more fun if there was some sort of activity we could get up to, something we could do that wasn’t just drinking on the beach.”

I felt a flash of anger as she said that. I’d been trying to suggest that we could go back to our room and have exactly the kind of fun she was talking about all day, only now she was the one who’d decided it was time and she was acting annoyed by my little premature problem. I was annoyed before, but now I was pissed off that she was holding this against me after she’d been holding me off for so long.

“Have you tried some of the local flavor yet?” Claude asked.

“No, what are you talking about?” Whitney asked.

Alarm bells went off in my head. Visions of tourists who went to “local establishments” like he was talking about and winded up disappearing never to be heard from again danced in my head. My beautiful wife was exactly in the demographic that would disappear, appear on in the news for a few months until everyone lost interest, and then that was that. Plus there were travel advisories I’d read before we came out to the island that Whitney never bothered with. Stay on the beach. Stay in the resort. Don’t try to leave, even if you get invited. Especially if someone invites you into the island interior. That usually meant trouble.

“I don’t think…” I started to say, but Whitney held up a hand.

“Well there’s a club that’s just on the other side of the fence you might like to try. They have the dancing, all sorts of fun,” Claude said with a smile. “I’ll probably be there tonight.”

Yeah, I bet he’d probably be there tonight. Especially if my naïve wife agreed to go out to this club. Well, we weren’t going to go near the place if I had anything to do with it. Whitney smiled again and she pressed her chest out. I couldn’t tell if she was doing that just to get back at me or if she was really just that turned on by this guy. Either way it had my cock at full attention watching her showing herself off like that.

“We’ll think about it,” she said.

I didn’t say anything. I’d bide my time. I’d wait until this guy left and then explain to her exactly why it was a terrible idea for us to try and get some “local flavor” on this island. Exactly why it was a terrible idea for us to ever leave the relative safety of the resort.

“Glad to hear it!” Claude said with a huge grin splitting his face. “Maybe I’ll see you tonight!”

He turned to head off down at the beach, but not before he gave my wife one final once over. Not before he looked at her in a way that was so forward, so brazen, that she almost would’ve needed a cigarette by the time he was done. And apparently that look wasn’t lost on my wife either. No, she smiled and giggled as he looked her up and down, then turned back and smiled a self-satisfied smirk at me.

I sighed. I was angry, aroused, and more than anything very confused by that particularly odd mix of emotions. It was going to be an interesting day.


5: Decisions

“We aren’t going to that club,” I said.

“You can do what you want tonight,” she said. “But I think going out and having a little fun dancing sounds like just the right way to spend an evening.”

“It’s not safe…” I started, but she gave me a dismissive wave of her hand. A dismissive wave that meant this conversation was over for now as far as she was concerned.

Not that I was too worried. We had the rest of the day to go, and I had plenty of time to convince her that it was a terrible idea for us to leave the safety of the resort. I was confident we wouldn’t be leaving this place. That we’d be back in our cabana having the sort of fun we would’ve been having right now if I hadn’t had my little premature issue. If Whitney hadn’t insisted on that ridiculous waiting for a month thing that was driving me crazy. No, there wasn’t a chance we were going to that club. Definitely not.

A little later Whitney stepped into the room looking absolutely stunning in a red lace bra and a matching red lace thong. I leaned back on the bed, my cock rock hard, and drank in the gorgeous sight that was my wife. I know that I said this a lot, but damn was she beautiful. And she looked even more beautiful because of this self-imposed drought we’d put ourselves in.

Maybe there was something to that after all, but I’d never tell her that. It might encourage her to try this again.

“So what’s the special occasion?” I asked.

Of course I was hoping the special occasion was that she’d finally forgiven me for my little premature situation earlier today, though from the glance she shot me she knew exactly what I was hoping and that look said that wasn’t the case at all. She wasn’t exactly angry, not anymore. We’d been dating long enough and had enough of the big arguments at this point that we had a hard time staying mad at each other for too long. Only there was still a definite chill there. She was still definitely annoyed.

Once again, it’s not like I could blame her. I was annoyed by the whole situation as well. Of course I was more annoyed by her reaction to the situation than I was by how I’d performed earlier in the ocean, but that was neither here nor there.

“I just wanted to look nice for dinner,” she said.

“In a matching lace bra and thong?” I asked. “What kind of dinner do you think this is?”

Whitney turned and smiled at me. A thin smile that told me everything. That told me exactly what she was thinking. We’d been together long enough that telepathy wasn’t really necessary at this point. I could see the wheels turning in her head. She was still thinking about going to that club.

“Oh no. No way,” I said.

She reached down into her dresser, one of the nice things about this resort was that you didn’t see your luggage from the moment you arrived. No, the staff brought everything and stored it for you so you didn’t have to think about it while on vacation. It was as though you lived on the beach for the short time you stayed there. She pulled out a silk black dress that I knew well. It molded perfectly to the contours of her body, went up high enough that it showed almost everything while revealing nothing. It plunged down low enough at the neckline that once again it revealed almost everything while not actually giving away anything. Unless she leaned down. Then all bets were off if she wasn’t wearing a bra.

At least she was wearing a bra, though a part of me was disappointed. If other people weren’t getting a show every time she leaned over that meant I wasn’t getting a show either.

“At least think about it,” she said.

“Fine,” I said.

And I wasn’t lying. I would think about it. I was thinking about that invitation right now. I was thinking about my wife going to a dance club with that Claude guy. Thinking about what they’d do together on the dance floor, and my cock was rock hard thinking about it. She glanced over and noticed the tent in my shorts. I wasn’t dressed quite as formally as she was. Of course there was nothing I’d brought that could match that little black dress.

Whitney grinned and started across the room, though it would be more fair to say that she slinked across the room. She oozed a seductive sexiness with every step she took, with every sway of her hips. I swallowed as she approached. What was she up to? What was her game? I’d seen her look like this before, and it was welcome even though I had a sneaking suspicion exactly what the reason was. I had a sneaking suspicion exactly what she wanted with this little routine, and the kicker was I was in such a weird state of mind after my one month’s celibacy that she just might get it.

Whitney got down on her knees in front of me and I couldn’t help but notice the way her bright red lips looked as they quirked up into a smile. Lips that I’d felt wrapped around my cock so many times, lips that were so close to my cock right now. Whitney looked up and locked eyes with me and I nearly came in my pants just from that look.

“You poor thing,” she said.

“Me? Poor?”

“You’ve been so good, so patient with all the traveling and our one month break and everything, and I haven’t given you anything. I’ve just been mad at you,” she said.

I shrugged. “Well, yeah. I guess that’s true.”

Something flashed in her eyes as I agreed with her. A brief flash of the same anger I’d seen earlier after my premature issue in the ocean. I realize that was one of those statements I was supposed to disagree with, not something I was supposed to agree with right away. But whatever, the damage was done and there was some truth to it. There was a lot of truth to it.

Whitney ran one of her delicate fingers along the length of my cock. I took in a sharp breath and looked down at her. That felt amazing, and it felt even more amazing because I’d been deprived for so long. It was difficult to quit cold turkey. Especially now that I was right in the middle of the one week when I knew I was finally supposed to get laid again.

“Maybe we can do something about that though,” Whitney said.

Her other hand went up to join her first one and then they were both running up and down my cock, almost giving me a hand job through my shorts. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and I let out a strangled gasp as she finally paid attention to my cock in a real way for the first time in a month.

“Of course I want to be nice and help my husband out,” she said in a cute little voice as she bit her lip. As her hands hooked around the waistband of my shorts and pulled them down causing my cock to spring free. She giggled as she looked down at my cock, something she always did when it was hovering right in front of her nose like that. My breath was coming in shallow gasps as I looked down at my wife. As I looked at her down between my legs with my cock just in front of her. As she leaned forward and opened her mouth, as I anticipated the incredible feeling I loved so much of her lips wrapping around my cock.

Only she stopped just before her lips made contact with the tip of my cock. I wanted to let out a strangled gasp of frustration, but I held back. That would just make her mad, and making her mad would make the fun stop. I didn’t want the fun stop.

Whitney looked up at me and her hand stroked up and down my cock. I couldn’t help it. I gasped as I stared down at this beauty in her black dress on her knees in front of me. Ready to take my cock but hovering just on the edge. I needed some sort of release. I needed to get off! All the teasing, all the anticipation, all the denial was driving me crazy.

“Of course if I’m going to be nice to you maybe you could be nice to me?” Whitney asked.

I raised an eyebrow. She was bargaining? She’d never really done that before. Usually I was the one who was doing the bargaining when she was on her knees in front of me. Willing to do anything for her if she’d just suck my cock. This was definitely an interesting role reversal.

“Like what?”

I knew exactly what she wanted, but I was going to play the game.

Whitney leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and I wanted to scream. Only I held it in. I didn’t want to let on exactly how great this was making me feel. Not until she admitted what her game was. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock as it was buried in her mouth and I very nearly had another premature problem like in the ocean earlier.

Whitney pulled away from my cock and I watched in fascination as her lips bulged out as they trailed along the length of my shaft. Then her lips were free of my cock and they made a little popping sound as she pulled away and looked up at me. Her delicate hand continued its work, her fingers so small that they made my cock looked massive in comparison.

“Maybe if I’m good to you we could go to that dance club?”

Alarms were sounding in the back of my head. I wanted to get up and say of course we were going to that club. I wanted to say that getting a blowjob wasn’t worth risking her going to some local establishment where she could potentially get drugged and abducted. I wanted to tell her that no club was worth seeing her throwing herself at that guy again.

Only it was odd. As I thought of her going to the club, as I thought of her in that little black dress dancing against Claude, as I thought of her acting like a very bad girl, my cock started to pulse. The fantasy world started to take over. The rational part of my mind that told me going to the club was as good as serving my wife up to that Claude asshole was being drowned out by a ravenous beast that was roaring forward wanting nothing more than to see exactly that happen.

It didn’t help my self-control, my desire to stay on top of the situation, that she chose exactly that moment to lean forward and run her mouth down the length of my shaft again. No taking in just the head and swirling her tongue around this time. No, she was buried to the hilt with my cock in the back of her throat in one quick thrust. A quick thrust that had me grabbing at the bed sheets on either side. A quick thrust that had me buried deeper in her throat than I’d ever been before. Usually she went with shallow strokes, only taking my cock about halfway where it hit the back of her mouth, but in one stroke she’d managed to deep throat me!

Now where the hell did she learn how to do that?

Then she was pulling back and my gorgeous wife, her hair done up perfectly for a night out on the town, or I guess a night out on the island would be more accurate, was bobbing up and down. I was face fucking her with reckless abandon. I was thrusting up to meet her every stroke, loving the feeling of my cock buried in her throat. Loving the sensation of her mouth around me, of her tongue running up and down my cock, of her tongue swirling around my cockhead and teasing the slit at the tip of my cock every time she pulled back.

Her hands reached down and she started playing with my balls. I didn’t know if this was an indication of what blow jobs were going to be like now that we were married or if it was just an indication of what blow jobs were like when she was trying to get something out of me, but either way it was the best damned blowjob I’d ever gotten in my life! I was gasping and panting every time she bottomed out. I was astonished I’d managed to last this long. I knew it was only a matter of moments before I reached the moment of inevitability.

As I watched my wife’s head bobbing up and down on my cock once again thoughts started filling my head unbidden, unwanted. Thoughts of her bobbing that gorgeous mouth up and down on another man’s cock. On a very dark cock. Thoughts of her in that same a black dress on the dance floor in some seedy island club, on her knees as people stood around, as lights flashed and music pumped, as a huge black cock pumped in and out of her mouth. As a massive muscled hand wrapped around her hair and used it to face fuck her. As she took every bit of it because she hadn’t realized until too late the game she was playing when she flirted with that guy was a very serious one, only in my fantasy she also loved every minute of it.

Those thoughts should have horrified me. Those thoughts should have terrified me. Those thoughts should have led me to say there wasn’t a chance in hell we were leaving the resort and that was final. Only instead those thoughts had me so turned on that the roaring beast inside me, the one taking control and thrusting these impossible and oh so erotic thoughts into my head, took control of my brain. Took hold of my mouth. My mouth which opened and said something that horrified the rational part of my brain, though that part of my mind was quickly being squashed by this ravenous beast.

“I guess we could try the club for a little while,” I said in a strangled gasp.

Whitney looked up at me and her eyes locked with mine. She buried her lips against my cock one last time, buried my cock down her throat one final time, and the image of her burying her face against another man’s dick, of her nose up against some other guy’s body he thrust up to fuck her face, popped into my the forefront of my imagination and then I was groaning and thrusting up.

I opened my mouth and screamed as I finally felt an impossible release. Sure I’d gotten off in the ocean earlier that day, but this was the first time I was getting off with Whitney taking an active role. This was the first time I was getting off by putting my cock inside my gorgeous wife. And it was definitely showing.

I yanked up great handfuls of sheets as my entire body tensed. I felt as though I was going to pull every muscle in my body from the way they were straining as I thrust up to meet my wife’s mouth. She held my gaze until I closed my eyes and threw my head back, and when I looked back down she was still staring at me with that sexy look as load after load of my seed shot out from my cock into the back of her throat.

I was impossibly hot. I felt a tingle run across my entire body. Running over my skin as though my orgasm was affecting my entire body rather than localized to my cock like normal. And the intensity of the feeling down in my cock was so incredible, so much more powerful than what I usually felt.

As I locked eyes with her again I waited for her to pull off. Wait for her to spit everything out like she usually did. Only once again I was treated to something new. Whether that was because we were married now or because she wanted something from me was anyone’s guess, but I wasn’t going to knock it since it was something I’d wanted her to try for so long. I felt her throat contracting around me as I emptied my cock inside her, as I emptied my balls into the back of her throat. She swallowed once, twice, three times, and then I was completely spent and couldn’t believe she’d actually done that.

“Holy shit Whitney!” I said.

Whitney pulled off of my rapidly deflating cock and smiled up at me. I looked at the corner of her mouth for some sign that she’d missed part of my load, but nothing. She’d managed to swallow every bit of it like a blowjob champ. I didn’t know she had in her, yet here was the evidence right in front of me. The thought of her swallowing my load like that was enough to start my cock hardening again. Which she immediately noticed as she reached out and kissed the tip and then pulled back.

“Already? My you’re turned on tonight!” Whitney said.

I grinned down at her, hoping this new mood that had been set would translate to other things as well. “You bet I’m turned on! Maybe we could forget the club tonight, maybe stay back here and finally have a little fun?”

Once again I saw that look flash across her face. I saw anger flash across her face. I immediately felt like I’d killed whatever mood had been building. It made me wonder if there was ever a mood building in the first place, or if I was just imagining things and she was just giving me what I wanted so she could get what she wanted.

“You had your chance to have that fun earlier today and you decided it would be more fun for you to dry hump me in the water,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone that had none of the heat, none of the playfulness, none of the flirtation that had been there moments ago.

I sighed. Damn it. Apparently she still was annoyed by our little problem earlier. Apparently I was still experiencing my drought. Though I guess that answered one question. She was definitely still pissed off about earlier.

She stood and turned as she made her way towards the bathroom. I watched helplessly as her ass swayed back and forth seductively in her little black dress. All I could think about was her ass swaying back and forth seductively in that little black dress while she was at the club. I was watching her ass and imagining him looking at her. Imagining the thoughts running through his mind as he stared at my wife in that dress. I was wondering how far she’d let things go if she found herself dancing close to him rather than just flirting on a public beach.

“So we’re still going to the club?” I asked, both dreading and anticipating the answer at the same time.

Whitney stopped and looked over her shoulder. She smiled a smile that was at the same time gorgeous and slightly unpleasant. “Yes, we’re going to the club. You promised.”

I sat back on the bed and couldn’t believe it as I heard the sink running in the bathroom. Probably brushing her teeth to make sure everything was absolutely perfect when we made it to the club. I didn’t want to go, I was terrified of going, I was terrified of what might happen with my gorgeous new wife if we went, but at the same time I was a confused mess. Because I was looking forward to nothing more than seeing my wife, seeing her with Claude, seeing how she’d react to him. I was terrified, but I couldn’t wait.


6: The Club

“I don’t know about this place Whitney,” I said.

“Oh come on,” she said. “You promised! You can’t go back on it now that we’re here.”

I’d promised. What I really wanted was to go back to the cabana for a little post-wedding fun. I was still going crazy despite that incredible blowjob, and I my cock was rock hard, as hard as a diamond, from the strain and frustration.

When I agreed to our month of celibacy is I’d expected we’d be getting it on as soon as we got married. And damn did I want to get it on with my lovely wife after all that waiting. I’d respected her wishes, but it was difficult.

As I looked her up and down in her little black dress it was easy to see why I was having such a hard time both literally and figuratively. That dress was like pure sex in silk draped over her incredible body and it had been driving me wild since she first put it on.

I looked at her amazing ass swaying back and forth as we walked down the road. Of course there was no panty outline because of that bright red thong which was even more enticing. Whatever. That thong meant I could enjoy the curve of her ass cheeks peeking out from under the dress.

“I’m still not sure about this place,” I said. “And the travel advisories said we weren’t supposed to leave the resort anyways…”

“Oh come on,” Whitney said. “Would you give up and just live a little?”

That wasn’t the problem. I looked at the bar Claude pointed us to and all I could think about was news reports of people going missing in places like this. Whitney was the perfect candidate with her long flowing blonde hair, her gorgeous body. Only before I could say anything she was through the door. Loud music blasted out as she walked through the door and I had no choice but to follow.

I stepped through the door right behind my gorgeous wife and I swear it was like one of those movies where someone steps into a bar and there’s a record scratching as everyone turns to look at you. The music didn’t exactly stop, but everyone in the room did turn to stare. Everyone in there had the same dark skin as Claude. There wasn’t a single fair complexion in there aside from me and my wife.

I glanced around nervously. Definitely not a tourist destination. “Whitney…”

Only Whitney wasn’t paying attention. She moved up to the bar. I figured there might be a language barrier, but the bartender immediately smiled and gestured to the booze behind him.

“What will you have?” he asked with a slight accent.

Whitney opened her mouth to say something, but I quickly stepped in. “Two beers. In the bottles please.”

Whitney looked over to me and rolled her eyes, but I was standing firm on this one. I’d heard plenty of stories about things being slipped into drinks on trips like this, and I had no intention of us becoming another crime statistic.

Only if the bartender noticed that a subtext to my quick change to Whitney’s order he didn’t say anything. He just smiled and produced to beer bottles.

“Come on Mike! Let’s dance!” Whitney said.

And once again my hot tornado of a wife was moving before I could react. I quickly followed her out on the dance floor and for a few minutes I was able to forget all of my worries as I felt her incredible body grinding against me. I was so keyed up, so ready to be with her after waiting for so long. I was so turned on despite getting off twice that I worried I might actually blow a load in my pants. That’d be some trick considering how angry she got over the whole ocean incident earlier.

Thankfully someone stepped forward and interrupted us before I could get to the point of dry humping my wife to the point that I was blowing my load against her delicious ass for the second time that day. Only I wasn’t sure how thankful I was when I looked at the person interrupting us and realized who it was.

Tall. Impossibly dark skin. Broad muscular shoulders. A tight fitting tank top under a Hawaiian shirt of all things, though it was the wrong end of the world for that, and it was opened revealing massive rippling muscles underneath. Muscles that had been on display more openly at the beach earlier in the day, though from the way Whitney gasped when he came into view she didn’t care. I blinked.

It looked like Claude made it to the club tonight.

I noticed something else. Something odd but not completely unexpected considering everything else that had happened today. Whitney was grinding against my cock, but as soon as Claude approached, as soon as he was facing my petite and oh so sexy wife, that grinding picked up in intensity.

“You made it!” he said. A broad grin split his face.

I nodded, but Whitney shrieked. “Yes! This is great!”

“I’m glad you like it,” he said. “You didn’t have trouble getting here from the resort?”

I had a few ideas as to exactly what kind of trouble he had in mind. The kind of trouble that only a couple of stupid tourists venturing out into the night in a place that wasn’t exactly safe all the time for stupid tourists venturing out into the night could get into. Not that Whitney listened to me when I tried telling her about those dangers.

Claude gestured into the crowd on the dance floor. It was a solid mass of bodies but he seemed to be gesturing past them.

“Would you like to join me at my table? I’ll buy a round of drinks.”

My eyes narrowed. As he smiled I saw something. It was just the briefest of glances. His eyes running down to my wife’s tight body and then back up. Just like he had earlier in the day on the beach.

Not that I could blame him. She was fucking sexy. That look triggered a feeling that was new and yet growing familiar. A possessive jealousy rising inside me coupled with an impossible heat as I watched this muscled god looking at my wife with such unconcealed lust. It was weirdly affirming in a way that a man like that would want to get with a girl who was all mine.

Still, the jealous part of that equation was there. Hoping that maybe Whitney would just grind against me like she usually did when we were out dancing and be happy with that. Only once again Whitney had different plans.

She twirled around and threw her leg up so her thong-clad pussy was grinding against my cock. So that her magnificent breasts were pressing against me through her thin dress. The top of her red lace bra was barely visible and it barely contained her tits. I was losing control as her body rubbed against mine. I would do anything she wanted, and I’m sure that’s exactly what she was hoping for as she smiled up at me.

“That sounds like fun, and it was so nice of him to invite us out here,” Whitney said. “What do you say? Can we join him?”

I opened my mouth to say no despite the number she was doing on me grinding against me like that, but she smiled as though I’d already said yes. She hugged me, wrapping her incredible body against mine, and then once again the whirlwind was off to follow this guy across the crowded bar. He took her hand, something that sent another stab of jealousy running through me, and then it was all I could do to keep up with them.

This guy didn’t seem to have any trouble getting through the crowd, but as soon as it parted around him it came back together in front of me. I chalked it up to him being so big. I’d want to get the hell out of the way if he was coming towards me after all. Only there was a small voice in the back of my head that worried there might be something more sinister to the way the crowd parted around him and then closed around me. Almost as though somebody was trying to separate me from my wife.

No, that was ridiculous. That sort of thing didn’t happen. Well, it did happen, but to other people. Not to me. I was just being paranoid.

Finally we came out on the other side of the crowd. Away from the speakers blasting music through the bar. There were booths along one end of the dance floor and Claude had a small booth in the corner. I have to admit I was surprised at just how nice everything was around here. Then again, this close to the resort I suppose things would be nicer. Probably lots of money flowing from the resort to the locals.

It definitely wasn’t what I expected from the little research of the surrounding area I’d done before agreeing to have Whitney’s dad pay to fly us out here. He moved into the circular booth and motioned for me to join on the other side. I noticed with some annoyance that he’d positioned himself between me Whitney. I didn’t care for that. Not one bit.

It was actually relatively quiet over here away from the massive speakers. Almost to the point that I could finally hear myself think. Definitely quiet enough that we could talk.

“Have you been here long?” Claude asked.

“Only about a half hour,” Whitney said.

“Good! I was running late and worried I might miss you,” Claude said.

He glanced over his shoulder to me. The smile was still on his face, but there was something different about it when he turned away from my wife to face me. There was something knowing there. Something almost predatory in his smile. Something that made me shift in my seat both because it said plainly that he was after my wife which made me both terrified and turned on.

He turned back to Whitney “You’re newlyweds, yes?”

Whitney smiled and nodded, leaning closer to him. I swallowed and nodded. Suddenly I was very nervous about being in here. Suddenly I had a feeling I had a good reason to be nervous about being in here. Suddenly I was on fire as I watched their interaction. Besides, with him between me and Whitney it’s not like I had an easy way to communicate with her. An easy way to get the hell out of here. I’d like to say that I was forced to let this ride but that’s not quite the truth. I wanted to watch. Wanted to see what happened. Hoped that if things went too far I could get her alone at some point so we could sneak out somehow. Only as I thought back to the crowd around us I wondered how difficult that would be.

“Congratulations!” Claude said. He lifted up a beer from the table and Whitney followed. I lifted mine as well, but I didn’t take a drink. I wanted to keep my eyes on this guy. I didn’t know what his game was, but I didn’t trust him entirely. I was excited that I didn’t trust him entirely.

Once more Claude looked over his shoulder to me and smiled. That same predatory smile. “You like to dance?”

“He’s not a big fan of dancing,” Whitney said. “Trust me, I’ve tried over and over.”

A frown crossed Claude’s face. “That is bad. You should have fun on your honeymoon? That is the word, right?”

“Yeah, honeymoon,” she said.

Yeah it was our honeymoon. And we should be back at the resort, back in our cabana by the beach. We should be fucking each other’s brains out, and not in some local bar with a huge muscular black guy moving in on my wife! I couldn’t believe how quickly things had spiraled out of control here, and yet I was the one who was letting it spiral. I was the one who was going to continue letting things spiral. It was a compulsion. It was a need. It was something I had to see. Whitney looked so gorgeous, and the thought of her petite body up against his was crowding out every other thought.

My cock was rock hard watching them. Wondering what his next move would be. Wondering if it would be too far, and if I would even say something because I was starting to feel like too far is exactly where I wanted this to go.

Claude’s face lit up as though he’d just had an incredible idea. I watched carefully, trying not to let my annoyance show. Trying not to let my interest show. Something told me the idea he just had was the sort of idea I wouldn’t have liked before this confusing fantasy of watching Whitney took hold. Now I wasn’t so sure which way it would go.

“How about this? I go dance with you, one dance,” he said. “So the bride can dance on her honeymoon, and your husband isn’t bothered with it!”

Whitney leaned forward and brushed a hand against his arm. I wondered if maybe the alcohol we’d had before we left the resort was getting to her. And yet once again things were spiraling out of control. Once again things were happening too fast. They were spiraling out of control in one hell of an intriguing way.

“That sounds like fun, right honey?” Whitney asked.

I couldn’t believe my ears. I couldn’t believe Whitney was actually considering going along with this. A gorgeous petite white girl out on the dance floor with this muscular hunk? Only when I opened my mouth to tell her that under no circumstances was that going to happen something else spilled out. It was like I wasn’t the one driving my brain.

“That might be fun for you honey,” I said.

That was enough. Before I could say anything, before I could take it back, she was pulling Claude out of the booth and they were making their way out onto the dance floor. Once again the crowd seemed to part around them, the beat pumping with bodies moving around them, and they were gone in the crowd before my mind caught up to the situation, to the ridiculous permission I’d just given her, and I started ungracefully trying to get out of the booth to follow them.


7: Forbidden Dance

As soon as I hit the crowd I had the same problem I’d had when we were making our way to the booth. Claude had no problem making it through, but I definitely did. People jostled against me. People bumped against me. It felt as though this crowd of dancing bodies, hot sweating bodies coming together, was doing their best to keep me from getting to Claude and my wife, wherever the hell they’d gotten to on the dance floor.

I stood on my tiptoes and desperately searched through the crowd for a flash of white in the sea of dark skinned moving bodies. A flash of black dress that would indicate Whitney somewhere out there. Nothing. So I kept on in the direction they’d gone, hoping they didn’t deviate from that initial course too much. Besides, it was a pretty small club. It wasn’t exactly a huge dance floor. I would surely be able to find them even in this press of bodies.

And yet I had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach along with a throbbing feeling down in between my legs where my cock was pressing out like a diamond. Something told me I wasn’t going to like what I found if I did come across them in this crowd. Something told me I was going to love what I saw if I found them in this crowd.

It was a weird roiling conflicting mess of emotions I was experiencing as I thought of my new bride, my bride who I hadn’t really been with in over a month who was already frustrated by the lack of action so who knows how turned on she was right now, grinding up against that man.

Finally the crowd parted before me and I saw them in front of me. What I saw made my heart stop. What I saw made my cock lurch and blood pump down there. I felt lightheaded, though whether that was from watching them or from the blood moving away from other parts of my body to fill my cock was anyone’s guess.

I couldn’t believe this was my wife. I couldn’t believe the show being put on by my beautiful Whitney. It was my every fear and my every forbidden fantasy come to life. It was so out of character. It was so unlike anything I’d ever seen from her before. Well, it sort of resembled some of my fantasies, but it was nothing approaching anything I’d ever seen in reality.

She had her back up against Claude with one arm reaching back over his thick neck. Her eyes were closed and her body swayed back and forth, her ass grinding against his pelvis where he had two hands on either hip pulling her against his thick muscled body. It was as though he was a stripper pole and she was using him to put on a show. I licked my lips and stood there dumbfounded, not believing this was actually Whitney before me.

Whitney’s eyes were squeezed shut and her mouth was wide open in an expression of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. It was clear from the look on her face that she was overcome with lust. It was a look I loved. It was a look I’d hoped to see on her face in our cabana when we finally had a chance to get together for the first time after that ridiculous agreement.

Only now it was happening with this guy. With Claude the ripped beach waiter. As I stood there transfixed, unable to do anything, one of his hands moved up from her hip and started running along her body. Ran up her tight stomach, up to one of her breasts which he cupped. I expected her to come to her senses at that. Expected her to reach up and slap his hand away. It was a move she’d pulled with me plenty of times when we were out dancing.

Only nothing happened. Instead a small smile played across her face, and then her mouth was open in a gasp as he thrust against her. I could only imagine what it felt like with his cock lodged firmly against her ass as they swayed to the beat.

Claude’s eyes were open and enjoying every moment of pressing against my wife. He turned and locked eyes. He got a good look at me and then a huge grin split his face. Only there was none of that easy-going grin I’d seen back on the beach or when we were at the booth. Back when he was playing nice and trying to get Whitney out on the dance floor. No, that smile was gone, to be replaced by the predatory stare. He glanced down to my wife, to his massive hand cupping her perfect petite tit, a breast that only I’d felt up until now, and his grin got wider.

I couldn’t believe it. Another man was grinding against my wife. Another man was feeling her up in the middle of a dance floor in a strange country, and I wasn’t doing anything about it. And from the way my cock was throbbing I wasn’t going to do anything about it either. All I could do was stare. Drink in the alluring sight of Whitney with another man.

I was fascinated by this display, but at the same time I couldn’t believe Whitney was letting this happen. She hadn’t had that much to drink. They definitely hadn’t had a chance to slip her anything. No, this was all her going along with this forbidden exploration of her body. And rather than trying to stop it I found myself wondering how far it would go. My cock pulsed as I watched this man dominating my wife.

That stupid grin on his face got even bigger, though I didn’t think that was possible. The pearly whites of his teeth were a stark contrast to his dark skin. His braid swung back and forth as he moved to the beat, and then I realized that something else was going on down below. His other hand, the one that had been on her hip until a just a moment ago, was moving forward. It was moving around to the front of her dress. He was moving straight for Whitney’s pussy!

That was too much. That wasn’t enough. I needed to do something about this. I needed to try and take control of this situation. I needed to push forward and stop this. But I didn’t. I stood and watched. I stared in fascination as his hand moved closer and closer and she didn’t do anything to stop it. I was a man obsessed, and I couldn’t deny that obsession. I wasn’t going to deny that obsession.

Claude continued his forbidden exploration, moving his hand to the front of Whitney’s sexy black dress and then down and up under it. Not that it was too difficult to get under her dress considering how ridiculously short the thing was to begin with. 

Whitney smiled and gasped as no doubt his finger made contact with her pussy through her thong bottoms. Bottoms stared at back in our room imagining how wonderful it was going to be when she worked out some of her energy at this place and we finally got back to our room. When I finally got a chance to pull those off of her and enjoy every forbidden treasure that had been denied to me for so long because of that stupid arrangement.

The hand cupping her breast moved up and then he was pulling down on the straps holding the top of her dress in place. I licked my lips as he pulled down almost to the point that her tits were popping out, but he stopped short of that and slipped a hand inside the top of her dress instead.

I gasped. I couldn’t believe it. I should be more pissed off than I’d ever been and yet the sight was so beautiful. So compelling. So hot He was feeling her up in a way that only I had until now, and I could feel every male eye in the room, at least every male eye within viewing distance which was pretty short in this small club, looking at her. Drinking in my wife’s beauty. His hand continued massaging her tit through her dress. His massive black hand was outlined through that tight dress as he groped her perfect white B cup tits with their deliciously pink nipples.

Whitney gasped at his touch and her hips churned against him. He was moving his hands up and down her body now, cupping her tits with the one hand and running his other hand up and down her stomach. And still they swayed and moved to the beat that filled the bar.

As I watched he moved one hand up and cupped her chin, pulled her towards him. She leaned up and their mouths came together. He leaned down to press his lips against hers and then they were making out in the middle of the dance floor. I couldn’t believe it! The sight was so intimate, so sensual, so erotic, and such a turn on! I couldn’t believe I was feeling this way watching my wife with another man. Watching his hands running up and down her body. Watching their mouths come together in a greedy passionate kiss.

I was a confused mess of emotions as I watched them making out. I didn’t know what to think. I was hurt, I felt betrayed, I was jealous, and above all I was so hot because of that mix of emotions. Even if I hadn’t been able to experience my wife fully since we got here just seeing her in action was somehow such a turn on. It ashamed me more than a little that it was a turn on, but I couldn’t deny the way that this was making me feel.

I couldn’t deny it. I was starting to really get into watching the two of them playing together on the dance floor. I definitely liked what I was seeing. I was starting to wonder exactly how far Whitney would let this go, and what might happen if things went too far. How far could they possibly go when we were in the middle of a club, after all? Thoughts of inviting him back to our room went through my head, though that was impossible. Whitney would never go for that.

Those thoughts were interrupted by alarm bells going off in my head. I wasn’t sure exactly what it was that caused my spidey sense to tingle, but there was something that was off. Something not quite right. Something definitely wrong. 

I looked around the crowd surrounding them and then I saw it. A group of men around the edge were watching intently. Everybody else surrounding them wasn’t really paying that much attention other than the occasional glance. Everybody else was busy dancing with their own partner, having a good time, definitely not worried about Claude feeling up my wife in the middle of the dance floor.

Only there were maybe three or four men who were definitely very interested in what they were doing. Their eyes were riveted on Whitney, riveted on Claude’s exploration of my wife, just as intently as I was staring.

I looked to Claude but his eyes were closed as he swayed back and forth. He was gone in his own private little world with Whitney. He definitely wasn’t paying attention to the danger that was standing at the edge of the crowd watching.

Those men were glancing back and forth at one another and I figured I had to do something. Watching my wife with this man was one thing, but standing by while other men were staring at her like they wanted to get in on the action was another. I moved to interrupt Claude and Whitney’s dance, much as I hated to interrupt the show, but before I could say anything I felt arms wrapping around my own. I felt someone pulling me back against them.

“Whitney!”

Claude and Whitney opened their eyes at the same time, both of their eyes widened as they presumably saw whoever was behind me trying to hold me back as I struggled against them. And then the other men surrounding in the crowd moved in.


8: Bar Brawl

Damn it. I knew something like this was going to happen when I agreed to take Whitney out to this club. Sure, I’d figured Claude was the one who’d be pulling this crap so it was a surprise to see that it was complete strangers.

Assuming that these were complete strangers and he hadn’t just planned this whole thing in between all of them.

I stopped struggling against the guy behind me. I loosened myself up and let him think I was done. That I was defeated. That I was giving up. That would make it easier to try and surprise whoever it was when I tried to get away later.

I thought back to every lesson I’d had at the dojo. Thought back to all the times we’d gone over exactly this situation. Ran everything through my head over and over. Of course the main piece of advice in a situation like this was to try and avoid getting in the situation in the first place, and I’d completely and utterly failed at doing that. Still, there was a chance we might be able to get free of this.

So I waited and watched. An opportunity had to come at some point, and I needed to be ready for it.

One guy moved forward. He had an easy-going smile on his face as though he was confident that he was the one in control of the situation. Which, at the moment, I suppose he was. Whitney looked up at him but there was no fear in her eyes. Only mild interest. And something else. Was that excitement? I’m not talking the sort of excitement she had with Claude, more like the excitement of someone about to hop on a roller coaster or something like that.

The guy’s eyes ran up and down her body as he stepped forward. That was a hungry lust-fueled stare if I ever saw one, though this look didn’t turn me on at all. No, this look was different. Unpleasant. It promised unpleasant things.

He looked up to Claude.

“That’s a pretty lady you’re dancing with,” he said.

Claude looked the guy up and down dismissively. As though he didn’t even consider the guy to be a threat. I wouldn’t have a considered the guy much of a threat if I met him on the street, but the three or four guys he had with him were a different story.

“She’s very pretty,” Claude said. “What of it?”

The leader reached out and ran a hand through Whitney’s hair. She finally shied away that, though that spark was still in her eyes. She pulled away and the guy frowned. Her eyes went wide as she registered the look on his face. Maybe some of the gravity of this situation was finally starting to sink in. I could only hope.

“Why don’t you let us have a dance with the pretty lady?” the guy asked.

“No.”

That was delivered in a flat tone. It was delivered in a confident tone. A tone that said there wasn’t a chance in hell these men were going to get near my wife. It took all of my concentration, all of my control, all of my training, not to tense up. Not to give the person who was holding me an indication that I was about to try and break free. That was the last thing I needed. I needed the element of surprise. I needed them to think I was neutralized, that they were only dealing with Claude.

“Let me rephrase that. Let us have the girl or it’s going to go very badly for you and her friend,” the guy said.

Whitney’s eyes finally did go wide at that. Her lips opened into an oval shape. I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. Here we were in the middle of the club with a group of men surrounding her wanting to do who knows what, though I had a few good ideas as to exactly what they wanted, and now she was finally realizing what was going on. Now she was finally starting to realize how much trouble we were in. At least I hoped she was.

Claude threw his head back and laughed. “You seriously think the three of you worry me?”

“Give us the girl or we break your friend’s arm,” the guy said, nodding towards me. I felt the person behind me tightening their grip.

Oh hell no. That was as far as I was going to let this go. I didn’t think. I didn’t plan anything out. I just let years of training take over. It also helped that there was a fair bit of anger and frustration building up over the past couple of days. I took all of that and poured it into my move. The guy was tightening his grip on me, but he was lazy with the way he was holding me. He was leaving himself wide open. All I had to do was reach my foot down behind his foot, trip the guy up, and then use that moment’s confusion to pull and use the momentum from him being thrown off balance. A moment later a skinny guy went flying.

He screamed as he went over my shoulder and landed with a thud. I glanced down to make sure he wasn’t going to be rejoining the fight. One of the things that had been drilled into me over and over again is if you aren’t in a fair fight then there’s no point in fighting fair. Another lesson that had been drilled into me over and over was that there was no such thing as a fair fight. And so I wasn’t going to fight fair. I took a moment to kick the guy in the ribs as I ran past him towards the leader, but he didn’t move. He was incapacitated for now.

I had a brief moment of satisfaction as the leader turned to face me, his own eyes wide and his mouth open in surprise as I came towards him. Then my outstretched palm made contact with his nose at high speed and he was screaming and going down to the ground on his knees.

I glanced to the side and Whitney was being pushed, wide eyed, away from Claude. I wanted to curse. I figured he was throwing her to one of the other guys. I was sure he was in on it when I saw his fist flying straight for my head. This was it. His fist was going to connect with my face, I was going to go down, and then they’d be free to do whatever the hell they wanted with my wife. And what they wanted to do with my wife was nothing good.

This was my fault. My fault for going along with her when she said she wanted to come out here. My fault for letting that ridiculous fantasy get the better of my good judgment. All my fault.

Claude’s massive fist connected with lightning speed and there was a sickening crunch. I turned and saw a third guy who had a baseball bat raised over his head go to the ground. The bat never made contact with my own head where it was aimed. A good thing because it looked like he’d been about to take me out.

I turned to Claude and blinked. He grinned at me and gave me a thumbs up. “You okay?”

“I am, thanks.”

Okay, so maybe I was wrong about Claude. Maybe I’d been very wrong about Claude. Hey, a guy can make a mistake from time to time, and at least I could be sure I wasn’t wrong about this guy putting the moves on my wife.

Claude and I moved to either side of Whitney. The other two guys still standing, apparently there’d been five of them, were standing warily at the edge of a wide circle that had appeared around us. Both of them were looking down at their buddies in terror. The guy I’d thrown over my shoulder was stirring, it looked like he’d be up eventually but he was out of the fight. The leader was on the ground screaming with blood streaming from his nose where I’d probably broken it. Other than that he seemed fine, but he was also out of the fight. The third guy with the baseball bat was scrambling away. Apparently Claude’s punch hadn’t been enough to knock him out, but it had been enough to make him realize this fight wasn’t one he wanted to be in.

Then were more guys appeared out of the crowd. Big burly guys who were about the same size as Claude. They moved forward and quickly snapped up the other two guys as they were turning to make a getaway. One of the new guys turned to Claude.

“These the guys bro?”

“Yup,” Claude replied.

And just like that the muscular guys, the island equivalent of bouncers was my guess, had gathered up all of the troublemakers. The guy standing next to Claude, who bore a striking resemblance to Claude now that I looked at him, was grinning.

“Don’t worry bro, we’ll clean this one up for you,” he said.

“Hey!” Claude said. “This one wasn’t my mess. Ninja boy here is the one who deserves most of the credit!”

The big guy with the resemblance to Claude gave me an appraising up and down as though he was seeing me for the first time. “Really? How many?”

“Two of them,” Claude said.

The big guy clapped me on the shoulder with a huge grin that was very reminiscent of Claude. I was pretty sure the two were related somehow. Maybe even brothers. “Good job man! If you ever need a job in security let me know!”

Claude laughed and then he was putting an arm around me. I noticed that his other arm went around Whitney, with him between the two of us. Of course at the moment I was too keyed up, had too much adrenaline coursing through my system, to indulge that fantasy. It was the first time since this vacation started that it went away, however briefly.

All I cared about was that he was guiding us towards the door. Towards the relative safety of the exit, and eventually the resort. We reached the door and he pushed us both towards it but I stopped.

“Are you going to be okay?”

Claude grinned. “I’ll be fine, but you two should get back to the resort.”

“We shouldn’t be here if the cops show up or something?” Whitney asked.

The grin went away for a moment. “No. These men are known for causing trouble. My brother’s club, he’ll take care of this and the authorities, but easier to take care of if there are no foreigners if they do show up.”

Whitney hesitated but he didn’t have to tell me twice. I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her out, turning to mouth a final “thanks” to Claude before we disappeared into the night.


9: Escape

The loud music muted to a dull thump that still caused the door to vibrate as I slammed it shut behind us. I was so keyed up that I figured at any moment the people were going to close in around us and that would be that, but it never happened.

And now that we were out of the club and mostly out of danger it seemed my treacherous body was taking the time to indulge in that ridiculous fantasy once more. Suddenly thoughts of getting kidnapped or beat up were replaced with thoughts of Claude with his arms around Whitney as he led us out of the club.

I couldn’t forget the grin on his face. That was a grin that said he knew we’d be back. Maybe not to that club, but we’d be back. He’d seen the way my wife danced with him. I’d seen the way my wife danced with him. I still owed him a debt of gratitude for stepping in and backing me up in that fight, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that he was only doing it because he wanted Whitney. Not because of any sense of loyalty or honor where I was concerned.

I looked around the street but it was completely deserted. Still, I couldn’t help but think back to some of those State Department advisories I’d read before we came to the island. All of them made it absolutely clear that it was a terrible idea to leave the confines of the resort after dark. It was the sort of terrible idea that tourists who ended up disappearing decided to do. And after that altercation in the bar I was seeing potential kidnappers lurking around every corner.

“That was…”

Whitney trailed off and I turned to look at her. She had a shell shocked look on her face which I suppose was to be expected considering what just happened. It wasn’t every day that you saw a bunch of guys get in a fight over you at a bar, though I still wasn’t sure she realized exactly how serious the stakes were in that fight. I could understand why she’d be a little upset right now.

“… Amazing!”

I blinked. That definitely wasn’t the reaction I was expecting. I was expecting her to be upset. I was expecting her to realize just what a bad situation we’d gotten into. I was expecting her to maybe even be a little apologetic that she’d insisted on dragging us into that situation in the first place. Only no, she wasn’t any of those things. She looked excited more than anything else, which explained some of the excitement I saw in the club. She was actually excited about everything that had just happened. I couldn’t believe it, and yet at the same time I could believe it perfectly.

“Are you serious?”

I tried to keep some of the heat out of my voice, that was one of the less asskicky things I learned from my chosen brand of workout, but it was hard. She looked up at me and blinked as though she was seeing me for the first time. I was starting to think she’d gotten a little more sloshed than I’d initially thought. She’d been downing drinks constantly on the beach and then drank at the club too. I sighed. Getting drunk was the last thing she should’ve done before we went to that place. It was just more of the inconsiderate crap I’d had to put up with since we got married. It was entirely out of character for her, and I was tired of it. Which probably explained why a little more heat came into my voice.

I stopped in the middle of the road and stared at her. “Do you really think what happened in there is okay?”

“You’re overreacting honey!” she said.

I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t think of anything that wouldn’t be a relationship ending sentence. So I turned and stalked towards the resort. I didn’t even wait to see if she was following. I was so pissed off right now that as far as I was concerned somebody could kidnap her and I wouldn’t give a shit. That’s how angry I was.

I heard her following me, running to catch up because I was moving at a brisk pace. She appeared beside me and came to a stop, obviously expecting me to come to a stop as well, but I just kept going. I just kept up my same fast pace.

“Honey?” she asked.

Once again I heard her running to catch up to me. “Honey? Why are you acting like this?”

I kept going. I didn’t want to talk to her. I was afraid of what I might say if I did talk to her. I tried to be an easy-going guy, I tried to make her happy, but if making her happy was going to involve more bullshit like what I’d put up with tonight then I was done with it.

I wondered if this meant our marriage was over right as it began. I wondered if this was setting some sort of record for a marriage’s shelf life, though I’m sure that was impossible. I’m sure there were people who were only married for a couple of hours or maybe a couple of days. I wondered if I could get an annulment if it came to that.

Whatever it was, I’d come to the realization that I definitely didn’t want to stay in this marriage if this kind of inconsiderate crap was what I could look forward to. That wasn’t the kind of thing I could deal with over the course of a lifetime. I was having a hard enough time dealing with this crap over the course of a couple of days.

“Honey, we need to talk about this,” she said.

“Oh, you want to talk now?” I asked, heat once again rising in my voice. The anger was obvious as I growled my response. That made her stop again. It would’ve been funny the way she was stopping and starting if it wasn’t so ridiculous. If the stakes weren’t so damn high. It was one of those situations where I didn’t know whether I should be laughing or crying.

Running again. Catching up with me. Stopping. “We really need to talk about this!”

“We sure as hell aren’t talking about anything until we get back to the resort,” I said. “Do you have any idea how fucking dangerous it is out here? No, of course you don’t have any idea how fucking dangerous it is out here. Otherwise you wouldn’t have put us through that bullshit in the first place!”

“Don’t talk to me like I’m a child!”

“If you’re going to act like a spoiled child then that’s how I’ll talk to you,” I bellowed.

I almost stopped walking. She’d finally done it. She’d finally pushed me over the edge. Mr. easy-going roared, and I didn’t like it. I always tried to keep my temper in check because I knew I could be a first-rate asshole when I got mad. When I really got going. Only right now I felt like I was more than justified in getting a little mad.

And it must have worked. Because Whitney didn’t say anything else on the walk back. She just fell in step beside me. I had no doubt she was mad. No doubt she was steaming as we walked. I was sure I was going to hear all about this when we got back to the resort, but I didn’t care. This was ridiculous. There was nothing to talk about. This was a situation where she was clearly in the wrong, and no amount of her getting upset, no amount of silent treatment, was going to change that.

We continued on in silence until we reached the safety of the resort gates. A very sleepy and very surprised guard looked at us wide-eyed almost as though he couldn’t believe we were resort guests when we knocked on his door. I’m sure he probably didn’t get many people venturing out after dark. Hell, I’m sure they probably didn’t get many people venturing out of the resort at all.

But he let us in. That was the important part. And then instead of uneven pavement we were walking across white stand that had been glittering white this morning when we started the first full day of our honeymoon. As we made our back way back to the cabana I started to wonder if the first full day of our honeymoon was also going to be the last full day of our honeymoon.


10: Arguments

The explosion came as soon as we were through the door to our cabana. I wish I could say that the tension drained from me as soon as we were in there, as soon as I realized we were finally safe, but it just ratcheted up as Whitney wheeled around and poked a finger at my chest.

“Why are you being such an asshole?”

That was it. I was already so pissed off, my anger at what had happened tonight was already on a razor’s edge. Having her poke me like that, having her acting like I was the bad guy, sent me over the edge. I reached out, took a firm grip on her wrist, and gently pulled her finger away from where it was pressing against me.

“Don’t touch me again,” I said. “And definitely don’t say I’m the asshole.”

She opened her mouth as though she was going to continue the argument, but I didn’t give her a chance to continue.

“Let me tell you something about who’s been an asshole tonight,” I said in a quiet voice.

It was quiet because I was afraid of what would happen if I really let go. I was afraid of what would happen if I let my anger out. I wouldn’t do something stupid like hit Whitney, I would never do something like that, but I was in a mood to do some first-rate yelling and the last thing I wanted to do was say something I’d regret.

“You dragged us out to a club after hours in a part of the island that definitely isn’t safe for tourists. You decided to go out on the dance floor and grind against another man, another man you were flirting with earlier in the day. What you were doing with him started a fight that very nearly ended up with me getting in some serious trouble. I could’ve been killed if Claude hadn’t stepped in to help out!”

“I…”

Whitney had her arms wrapped crossed together under her breasts and she was still looking more mad than anything else, but as I ticked off the night’s activities she at least started to look slightly embarrassed. Abashed. That was something. I kept right on going even though I knew it was a bad idea to talk when I was this angry.

“Of course that’s not what really pisses me off. I’d be justified in leaving tomorrow after the way you acted with that guy today, after what you did on that dance floor,” I said. Of course I left out exactly how turned on that made me. I had a feeling that would take the wind out of my sails if I started going into that right now. No, right now I needed her to realize just how dangerous, just how stupid, what she did was.

“I’d even be okay with you doing something stupid like insisting we leave the resort for a little while and putting us in danger. Everybody makes mistakes,” I continued. “But what really pisses me off, what really makes me question the future of our relationship, is the way you’re acting like none of this is your fault. The way you’re acting like I’m the bad guy here, like I’m the one who’s being an asshole after you got us into that ridiculous situation and I had to get into a fight to get us out of it!”

My voice was starting to pick up some heat. That wasn’t good, but I was so pissed off as I went through the list of everything that had happened since we started our honeymoon that I couldn’t stop. I was on a tear, and I was going to let her know exactly how I felt. If that meant the end of our relationship, if that meant our marriage was over just as it got started, well I was just mad enough that I didn’t give a fuck. Like I said, a marriage like that where she had absolutely no respect for me was no marriage I wanted any part of.

More words tumbled into my mind. Words that I knew were probably a terrible idea. Words that I definitely shouldn’t say because they were such a sore spot for her, but I was so mad that I didn’t care. I was so mad that they tumbled out of my mouth before I had a chance to think. 

“I guess I should’ve expected this. I thought you’d gotten over being a spoiled brat, gotten over getting your way all the time thanks to daddy, but I guess I’ve seen your true colors now that we’re off playing with daddy’s money again,” I said. “If this is the way you’re going to act now that we’re married then I don’t want any part of it.”

I stood there, my chest heaving, still seeing red, still feeling blood pumping in my ears. I was sure I’d just ended my marriage. I was sure this was going to be it. Already I could see tears welling up in her eyes. Already I could see her mouth starting to quiver.

Yup, this was definitely it. It was all over. I turned and walked over to the couch. I figured I’d be sleeping there tonight anyways.

What else was there to say? I regretted being so forceful with her, but I hadn’t said anything that I wasn’t feeling after a couple of days of putting up with this crap. On our honeymoon no less. I wasn’t saying anything that hadn’t already been rattling around in the back of my mind. If this was it, well, then this was it. I was still too angry to care even if there was a small sliver of regret that it had to end this way. 

“I’m sorry,” Whitney said.

Her voice was soft. So quiet that I almost wasn’t sure I heard her correctly. I turned, raised an eyebrow. She stood there with tears in her eyes, but she was looking at me. She took a step towards me, raised her hand and reached out for me.

“What?”

“I said I’m sorry.”

“Really?”

That “really” came out incredulous. It came out as though I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. And in a way I didn’t believe what I was hearing, although for completely different reasons than how she took it.

Whitney rushed across the room and enveloped me in a hug. I wanted to stay mad, but it was ridiculously difficult to stay angry with a hot woman who was wrapping her arms around you, who was burying her face against your chest and suddenly wracked with sobs. Hell, feeling her sobbing against me like that was almost enough to make me feel even worse about how I’d just acted. Almost.

Like I said, I was really mad and that was sustaining me a lot longer in this argument. It was sustaining me far past the point where I would’ve usually given up for the sake of maintaining peace and tranquility. And it was making me wonder if maybe there was something to that since this also seemed to be the first argument I was actually winning when I was clearly in the right in a good long while.

Hesitantly I reached out and put my arms around her. I pulled her against me. I leaned down and pressed my lips against her head, not knowing what else to do. She kept crying, and I just held her and we rocked back and forth in the middle of our cabana.

Finally after about a minute of her sobbing against me she looked up at me. God her eyes were beautiful, even when she’d been crying. Perhaps especially when she’d been crying since it showed a certain amount of vulnerability that made me want to reach out and protect her. 

“You’re right,” she said. “I’ve been acting like an ass, and I definitely put you in danger. Can you forgive me?”

I shrugged. “I guess I can. What really worries me is whether or not this is going to be a trend. You ignored me, you flirted with other guys, and you just put us in danger and acted like it wasn’t a big deal. Is this how you’re going to act now that we’re married? It’s like a switch got flipped in you or something. What happened to the girl I married?”

“I don’t know what it is, honey,” she said. “There was just something about him. Something about seeing him that set me off. I knew it was wrong, but it was like I couldn’t help myself.”

My cock stirred against her as she said that. I might be upset, but she was still my wife, she was still incredibly hot, and I still got incredibly turned on thinking about her with that guy. Thinking about her getting up close with him. Thinking about her flirting with him.

I felt my cock stiffen down below as she talked about him. It’s not like I could really help it. I had a hot woman pressing against me and she was talking about her feelings around Claude. Hearing her talk about it, hearing her articulate why she was acting the way she’d been acting, was providing fuel for the fire with that particular fantasy. It was driving me wild. And apparently she could feel that stirring against her because she looked up and grinned.

“Oh my,” she said. “Someone’s excited!”

“Just a little,” I said.

“I suppose I have been neglecting you, haven’t I?”

“Well you’re the one who said it…”

She giggled and pressed her head against me again. Only this time there was something different about the way she was pressing against me. It was as though she was pressing her whole body against me. I felt her breath against me and it was picking up. I felt her starting to grind her pussy against my rapidly hardening cock. One of her hands moved down and she was ran it up and down the length of my dick in much the same way she had earlier in the evening when she was getting ready to give me a blowjob.

I looked down at her and raised an eyebrow. “Whitney?”

“The last thing I want is to lose you, no matter what,” Whitney said.

That made my cock harden even faster. “The last thing I want is to lose you.”

And I realized that was the truth. No matter what had happened to us, no matter what she’d been doing with that waiter, no matter what ended up happening with that fantasy I’d just recently discovered, I still wanted her. I still wanted to be with her. Still wanted to be married to her.

Basically I was starting to realize exactly what some of those vows about having and holding meant, and I wanted to have and hold Whitney for the rest of my life. I was realizing a couple of days after the fact how serious those vows were.

I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers. It was just a simple tender brushing of the lips, something that communicated the emotion I was feeling at that moment, but it quickly turned into something more. Quickly went from burning coals to a raging fire of lust as we pressed against one another. As her hands started moving up and down my body. As I started exploring her, truly exploring her, for the first time since we said our wedding vows a couple of days ago. Our mouths opened to one another, my tongue moved into hers, and we stood in the middle of our cabana making out like we were a couple of teenagers going at it for the first time.

Which, in a strange way, we almost were. Just not quite in the same way as those teenagers. Not quite as inexperienced as those teenagers, considering the wedding rings on our fingers. It just felt that way after a month of nothing.

Whitney looked up at me and smiled. It was a seductive smile that promised everything. I grinned down at her, not quite believing this incredible turn of events. Not quite believing that our marriage might be salvaged after all.

“So do you think maybe we should go back to the bedroom?” she asked.

“Sounds like a fucking incredible idea!” I replied.


11: Making Up

I had some difficulty navigating our bedroom for a couple of reasons. The first was that I wasn’t really familiar with the layout yet. We’d only been in the place for a day or so, and I hadn’t gotten the lay of the land. By the time I was familiar we’d be getting ready to go. So it was a little difficult for me to try and stumble around, especially because the place was so damn big to begin with.

The second reason I was having such a tough time was because it was dark in there. Really dark. I was used to having ambient light from a street light or something, but there was none of that here. It was an island resort with the ocean in one direction, a bunch of other cabanas that didn’t have windows facing one another, and a tropical forest behind those cabanas followed by a rather large fence and then finally the island proper. What I’m trying to get at is there wasn’t nearly as much ambient light in the resort as I was used to.

Of course the third, and probably most important, reason why I was having difficulty moving around the room was because my wife was so thoroughly locked around me. Her mouth was on mine, our tongues were dueling with one another, our eyes were squeezed shut as I stumbled around in the bedroom making out and trying to find the bed at the same time. Her arms were wrapped around my back moving up and down and occasionally scratching along my shirt. And down below her legs were wrapped around me as her pussy pressed against my cock. As my hand moved down to cup her ass as I flailed blindly around the room, my hard cock pressing up against her.

I was a mess of high strung emotion. I couldn’t believe this was happening. So much waiting. So much anticipating. And now it was finally happening. We were making out, my hands were running all over my wife’s body, and instead of pushing me away she was welcoming that contact. She was pressing against me, driving me wild.

Finally my legs hit the bed and I fell back, pulling Whitney down with me as we collapsed together into the luxurious softness of the king-size bed. Then we were rolling around in the sheets. One moment Whitney was on top, the next I was. And every step of the way one of us was grinding against the other. At every step of the way we continued that intense kiss. We continued pawing at one another like a couple of teenagers.

Whitney rolled on top of me and I took the opportunity to reach down, to pull up on her dress, to reveal inch after inch of her skin. I couldn’t really see, again it was too dark, but I could feel her hot smooth skin under my hands. It was a sensation that made me feel lightheaded, though I couldn’t tell whether that was from a one hell of a case of delayed gratification or if I was just lightheaded because so much blood was pumping from the rest of my body down to my cock which was throbbing.

My fingers brushed against her panties, against her ass and thighs, and then I was moving past her tight stomach. She lifted up and allowed me to continue pulling, and then at the last moment she reached down and pulled her dress the rest of the way off, tossed it to the side, and my gorgeous wife was on top of me wearing nothing but a bra and thong. The same I’d seen her in earlier when she slipped into her dress for the first time. The same I’d seen in brief glimpses earlier that evening when Claude was running his hands all over my wife’s body.

And that thought just sent me even further into overdrive. Thinking of him running his hands up and down her tight stomach, thinking of him nearly exposing her for the entire room to see. That just sent an extra powerful tingle running up and down my cock, running through my body. I ran my hands up and down her body and imagined I was him doing the same thing. Imagined what he would think when he had my hot wife over him. Then I was surprised to realize that I’d just thought “when” rather than “if” which was definitely interesting.

Whitney pulled away from the kiss and then she was tugging at my T-shirt. Like I said, I was way underdressed compared to how she looked, though in my defense there definitely wasn’t a male equivalent to the little black dress that looked that good and traveled that well. I sat up and lifted my own hands over my head allowing her to pull my shirt off and she tossed it to the side. 

While I was up there I frantically worked at her bra clasp, unsnapping it and then pulling her bra off to the side. I could just make out the sexy outline of her tits, feel them brushing against my chest as she leaned down and pressed against me and we were kissing once more. I fell back again enjoying the feeling of her body against mine. Loving the feel of her tits against my chest.

My hands were all over Whitney’s body as we rolled around on the bed. I continued grinding against her, grinding my cock against her panty clad pussy and imagining how wonderful it was going to feel when I was a finally sinking inside her after such a long wait.

Whitney pulled back and looked down at me. I could just make out the glint of her eyes in the darkness. Her ass was moving up and down, churning back and forth across my cock. “Holy fuck.”

“You’re telling me!” I said.

Then Whitney was down and working at my belt. Undoing my pants. Unzipping them. A moment later she was yanking down with a hunger that surprised me. Pulling them off completely. I heard the gentle swish of her thong and felt her ass moving from side to side as she reached down and pulled it aside. Then she was on top of me once more and I felt something different, something intoxicating, something absolutely enthralling and amazing after my self-imposed wait.

A familiar warm wetness rubbing against my cock. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and I groaned. It had been too damn long since I felt Whitney rubbing her body against my cock, running it up and down the length of my shaft. Pressing down against the head of my cock.

“God damn Whitney! That feels fucking incredible!” I said.

Whitney let out a tiny gasp in response. I felt her hands wrap around my cock and then the head was pressing against her pussy. I put my hands on her hips and held on for dear life as she pressed me against her entrance, as I felt her pussy lips wrapping around my cockhead.

Fireworks. Explosions. The most intense feeling I’d ever had in my life. The combination of the wait and how worked up I was watching Whitney with Claude was taking its toll. It was as though I was being enveloped by a warm wet glove as I felt my cock pressing up inside her. It was so tight that it was almost painful after waiting for so long, but it was such a delicious and exquisite pain once I was in. She moved her hand away from my cock and then she was leaning down over me, her tits hanging down over me, her face right up against mine as she leaned down and peppered my face with kisses.

I slammed my head back against the pillow and concentrated on the glorious sensation that was my wife’s body wrapping around me. Wrapping around me completely. It was sensory overload after the drought. It was driving me crazy to the point that I worried we might have a repeat of the ocean incident, so I sat there and concentrated on not coming. I concentrated on the sensation, but tried to avoid going over the edge. It was difficult, let me tell you.

And then with a final gasp Whitney reached the bottom. I felt her flesh make contact with the base of my cock and we were together completely. I was buried inside her. My entire cock was buried inside my gorgeous wife for the first time in what felt like ages, the first time since we got married, and it felt fucking incredible!

“Holy shit, holy shit!” Whitney said over and over again. I kept my hands on her hips, but once again I wanted to let her set the pace. At least initially. I wanted her to be in control for our first true fuck as man and wife.

The last thing I wanted to do was a blow my load inside her the first time she moved her pussy down over my cock. So I concentrated on other things. I thought about what a ridiculously weird turn of events it was that I could go from thinking my marriage was over, thinking we were going to have a fight that would end it all, to finally getting the thing that I’d been waiting for, anticipating, for so many weeks.

Of course thinking about our argument naturally led to thoughts of my wife out on the dance floor. My wife dancing with Claude. Her petite white frame against his broad chocolate muscles. The way he smiled at her, the way he took possession of her body and did what he wanted. The way she gave herself over to him, the way she seemingly couldn’t resist him, the way she lost all control.

Shit. There I was going to the edge again. I sat back and concentrated on the feeling of my wife. Tried to clear my head of any thoughts of Claude. Of any thoughts of that dance floor and the forbidden pleasures Whitney had enjoyed while she was out there.

“I’m so turned on,” Whitney whispered.

She was turned on? She had no idea the internal struggle I was going through. She had no idea what torture this was. I thought finally getting into bed with her as man and wife would be the end of all our troubles on our honeymoon, but it seemed like it was just the beginning. 

“Then let’s go,” I said in a strangled gasp.

I felt her smile above me. “Are you close?”

“You have no idea!”

“Then we’d better make this count!”

Whitney moved up and back down and I tightened my grip on her hips. I thrust up to meet her. It was completely dark in the room, but I saw light dancing in front of my eyes, I saw little explosions going off as my cock pulled out and then bottomed out inside her. The feelings were so intense as they washed over me. She pulled back and slammed down again, again. It was so incredible. It was everything that I’d imagined and more.

It probably helped that I was ridiculously worked up! I was thrusting up to meet her every thrust down.

“Oh fuck!” she said. “It’s so fucking good!”

That was too much for me. I grabbed her and then without thinking I was rolling over, I was pinning her down to the bed. She was going fast, but it wasn’t fast enough for me. I needed her, I wanted her, I had to have her completely. And I was going to take her completely.

Whitney gasped and started to moan as I rolled on top of her, as I took control, as I started pounding in and out of her with reckless abandon. God it felt so fucking amazing having her body wrapped around me, having her legs wrap around me, hearing her quiet moans and gasps as I pounded in and out of her.

It seemed that my wife had a thing for men who took charge, and so I was going to give that to her.

“You were so bad tonight,” I said.

Now where the hell did that come from? Maybe it was because I was thinking of her being bad, thinking of men taking charge with her. That naturally led to Claude and how she’d reacted to him. That naturally led to the incredibly arousing memory of her dancing close to him on that small dance floor.

“What?”

“It’s nothing,” I said.

“No really, what did you mean?”

Now was the moment of truth. Did I tell my wife the full extent of how turned on I got watching her with that guy? Or did I try to evade the question? Only there was a little voice in the back of my head that was whispering. That was telling me I needed to come clean. I needed to tell her exactly how I felt. And so I opened my mouth again and the words came tumbling out. I seemed to be having a problem with that tonight.

“Watching you dancing with Claude, watching you flirt with him, it was so hot!”

I punctuated my words by slamming home inside her, causing her entire body to jiggle as the bed creaked underneath us. She let out a gasp that turned to a moan as I buried myself inside her and then pulled out with a slow stroke and rammed back in with short fast strokes.

“That turned you on?”

I paused. I felt like this was moment of truth. I was terrified of how she might react. Only once more I just let it spill out. I told her everything.

“Yes! I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but it turned me on so much!”

“You bad boy!”

“You have no idea!”

And I was pounding inside her once more. I was filling her with my cock, pulling out almost to the point of leaving her body entirely and then slamming my entire length inside her. I’d found a brand-new addiction, and it was my wife’s glorious body. It was the feeling of her gasping and moaning underneath me. It was the feeling of her pussy wrapping around my cock, enveloping me completely. It was the thought of another man doing all that even as I was doing it to her. I was an addict, the thought of Whitney with another man was my addiction, and she was my drug.

“Does it turn you on thinking about him fucking me like this?” Whitney asked.

That almost sent me over the edge. “Fuck yes it does!”

“Would it turn you on if I said I wanted to fuck him?” she asked, only the last part of her sentence turned into more of a moan than an actual question.

I wasn’t even able to respond to that question. All I could do was let out an inaudible groan that might’ve sounded like a yes. At least that’s what I intended it to be. Underneath me her moans were rising to a crescendo. I could feel her body tensing underneath me, could feel her pussy clamping down around my cock.

“Do you want him to fuck me?”

Another inaudible groan. I couldn’t quite bring myself to say yes. There was a line, a razor’s edge, we were tiptoeing around with this dirty talk. I was afraid that if I admitted it, that if I said the words, that would be like some sort of magical phrase that would make it happen. That it would send us over a precipice I’m not sure I was prepared for.

And yet thinking about him fucking her was such a turn on. I definitely wanted it to happen, I was just afraid to admit it to myself. I was afraid of what might happen if we allowed my fantasy to become reality.

“Do you want him to fuck me? Do you want to watch?”

Whitney wrapped her legs around me and pulled me down against her one final time. Then she was shuddering. She was screaming. Her entire body felt like it was on fire as she arched her back underneath me. I buried myself inside her one final time and then I was over the edge.

But not before I let out one final scream. One final frustrated, aroused, and thoroughly confused scream. “Yes!”

And then I was in emptying myself inside my gorgeous wife for the first time since she became my wife. I was blowing load after load of my hot sticky cum deep inside her pussy. I was filling her with my seed for the first time since we said our marriage vows. Which just turned me on even more, which just inspired me to new levels of sexual pleasure as I reached the edge of the plateau and dove head first right off of it.

We came together, both of us thinking about another man fucking my wife. Thinking about another man pressing his cock inside her. Thinking of another man taking her entirely. Another man blowing his load inside her like I was now

At least that’s what I was imagining with my cock buried inside her, and I could only imagine that she was thinking much the same thing. That she was imagining him against her.

It was almost as though there was a third man in the room with us, in between us, while we made love for the first time as a married couple. As we consummated our marriage. And I realized I was addicted to that thought as much as I was addicted to Whitney. I didn’t understand this new fantasy, I didn’t exactly ask for it, but I couldn’t deny how great it made me feel. I couldn’t deny that the obsession was buried deep inside my mind now. I couldn’t deny what it was doing to me, or that I had a burning desire to see it fulfilled.

Then it was over. I collapsed to the side of Whitney. I laid there on the bed concentrating on breathing. Concentrating on the incredible heat coursing through my body.

“That was incredible. Whitney,” I said.

“You’re telling me!” Whitney said. “Definitely worth that bullshit one month wait!”

“Hey, that was your idea.”

I turned to her in the darkness and I could feel her turning towards me as well. My eyes had adjusted to the point that I could just barely make out her face. This wouldn’t do. I had a feeling we were about to have a very serious conversation. I reached over and turned on one of the lights on my nightstand.

“Were you serious about what you said?” she asked.

“Well we were in the moment and it kind of turns me on, but…”

Whitney didn’t give me a chance to continue dissembling. She reached down, took my hand in hers, and looked me in the eyes. “I asked if you were serious. Did you mean what you said? Does that really turn you on?”

I looked away for a moment, a blush rising to my face. I was still ashamed of this fantasy somewhat even though I’d just told her. Even though it felt like such a relief that I’d told her.

“Yes.”

“Are you serious about wanting to watch me with another man?”

I didn’t think this line of questioning was entirely fair. It was like asking a man a question when he was under the influence of alcohol or something like that. Only she asked me questions while I was under the influence of her amazing body. And yet at the same time and I still couldn’t deny that fantasy. I still couldn’t deny how intrigued I was at the idea of watching her with another man. I thought long and hard before I answered.

“Yes.”

“You’re serious?”

Once again I paused, but the beast roared to life. It took control. It wrestled control of my mind, of my mouth, from the rational part of my brain. I was a man possessed. I was a man who needed to see this. Needed to experience it. Needed to tell my wife how much I needed this fantasy.

And, I reasoned, what better time to try something like this than when we were on vacation? When we were away from home? When we were around somebody who could help us fulfill that particular fantasy, scratch that particular itch, and then we’d leave the island resort and probably never see him again for as long as we lived?

“I’d maybe be interested in making that happen,” I said.

Whitney smiled and leaned forward to kiss me. A kiss that quickly turned into her rolling on top of me, to her feeling my rock hard cock. I was so turned on by what I’d just admitted, so turned on by the idea of fulfilling this recently discovered fantasy, of seeing my beautiful wife with another man, that I was already harder than I’d probably been in my entire life, and I’d already gotten off twice in one day!

“Well, we’ll just have to see what happens on the rest of our vacation, won’t we?” Whitney asked.

And with that she sank down on me once more. I threw my head back and groaned as I felt that wet hot sheath surrounding my cock once more. Our honeymoon was definitely starting to go to a very interesting place.


12: The Cold Light of Day

When I woke up the next morning I felt incredible. There was something about waking up next to my hot wife completely naked with her body thrown over mine. It just really made for an incredible morning. It made for an incredible wake-up call.

I opened my eyes and she was already looking at me. She leaned forward and kissed me. “Good morning,” she said.

“And that’s one hell of a good morning if you ask me,” I said.

“So how are you feeling this morning?”

“Fucking amazing!” I replied.

Whitney bit her lip and looked down for a moment, then looked back up at me. Locked eyes with me. “So I have a question for you. Now that it’s bright and early in the morning, now that you’re not under the influence of, well, you know…”

She glanced down between her legs and I breathed a sigh of relief. She was thinking the exact same thing I’d been thinking the night before. I had an out. I had a way to get out of what I’d agreed to the night before. In the cold light of the morning I was thinking about that, thinking about it very seriously.

And as I thought about it I realized I’d completely made the right call. This was something I wanted to see happen. No, this was something that I needed to see happen.

“My answer is still the same as the night before,” I said. “What about you?”

Whitney bit her lip but her face broke out into a huge smile. “I was hoping you’d say that. My answer’s still the same.”

I leaned back on the bed and I felt strangely lightheaded as I did so. This was it. We were actually going to do this. We’d only been married for a couple of days and yet here we were planning on Whitney getting together with another man. I couldn’t believe it, I wouldn’t have believed it if someone had told me we were doing this a couple of days ago, and yet now that we were in the moment I couldn’t do anything else. I couldn’t break free of this fantasy.

“So how are we going to do this anyways?” I asked.

Truth be told I had no idea how we’d even get started with something like this. It’s not like the idea of sharing my girlfriend, fiancée, wife, was something I thought about on a regular basis. At least it hadn’t been something I thought about on a regular basis until this fantasy forcefully inserted itself inside my head and refused to leave despite the number of eviction notices the more rational parts of my brain had given it.

I’m sure there’d be plenty of advice on doing this sort of thing online or something, but we were in the middle of a resort where even the slowest data connection cost an arm and a leg. Sure that would’ve been Whitney’s dad’s arm and leg, but I didn’t want to waste more money than was necessary.

Whitney leaned forward and kissed me once more. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I think I have a pretty good idea of what we need to do. I was pretty experienced at the seduction game before we met. I just need you to go along with it.”

She bit her lip and locked eyes with me again. Looked back and forth between my own eyes. Searched, as though she was trying to find something.

“You’re absolutely sure about this?”

“Are you absolutely sure?”

“I am.”

“Then I am too.”


13: Indecent Proposal

“Taking care of it.” In this case was Whitney wearing a red bikini that made the white bikini she wore yesterday look absolutely tame in comparison. I took the red bikini as a good sign though. I took it to mean that after last night, after finally breaking that month-long voluntary chastity we’d imposed on one another, that was driving me so crazy, she was finally ready to go back into action. Never mind that she was ready to go back into action by seducing a hot beach stud. That was neither here nor there.

I was speechless when I saw her walk out onto our cabana porch in that bikini. The top was barely a couple of scraps of cloth covering her tits. Down below it was a thong that was just as scandalous as any skimpy lingerie I’d ever seen her wear. Not that it mattered that she was only in a thong. Claude had felt a hell of a lot more than that when he was on the dance floor the night before. Still, she was going to be giving one hell of an eyeful to all of those horny bastards who’d walked by yesterday and tried catching a little sneak peek of my wife’s treasures.

I grinned as I thought about it. My cock started to grow hard as I thought about it. Hey, I figured if I was going to go for this fantasy then I might as well go all the way.

I looked down at my gorgeous wife in her skimpy bikini. I looked her up and down. Then, for good measure, I looked her up and down one more time. God, I never got tired of that gorgeous body. That beautiful face. It was amazing how much my entire outlook on life had improved now that I’d finally gotten laid. That one-month drought was driving me crazier than I could’ve possibly imagined when I first agreed to it. I sure as hell wasn’t going to agree to anything like that again, let me tell you!

I reached out and took Whitney’s hand. “Are you ready?”

She smiled up at me. “Ready!”

The beach was gorgeous with white sand running off as far as the eye could see in either direction. The ocean was a beautiful with the clear water and then beautiful blue water stretching out to the horizon. A blue sky up above, fluffy clouds floating lazily past, and warm weather with a just a slight breeze to take off the worst that the sun had to offer. It was a perfect day in every way, made all the more perfect because everything was finally okay between me and Whitney.

I leaned over and kissed her. A kiss that she returned with interest. Then I glanced over and noticed that her frozen drink was close to empty. This was the second one she’d had, but we hadn’t managed to get Claude. In fact, I looked around the beach and hadn’t seen him at all this morning. I was trying to remember if we’d seen him at all yesterday morning, but honestly I didn’t pay much attention to him before he came up and started hitting on Whitney.

Still, I worried that something might have happened to him the night before. That he might have gotten in more trouble after we left. It was odd considering how antagonistic I’d felt towards him so far this trip, but I was actually worried about the guy. I was actually wondering if I should ask the resort if they knew where he was. Find out if his absence was a scheduling thing or if something more sinister was keeping him off the beach.

“Need another drink?”

I jumped nearly a foot off of my lounge chair at the sound of that deep voice. It was as though thinking about him was enough to summon him. I turned and smiled without thinking about how odd it was that I was smiling, both because I was actually glad he was okay considering what he’d done for me the night before and because him being here meant we had a chance to maybe go ahead with our fantasy after all. At least we’d be going ahead with our fantasy if he was willing.

Judging from the way Claude’s eyes were running up and down Whitney’s body I had a feeling he’d be more than willing.

Whitney smiled up to him. She looked radiant lying back on her lounge chair in that red bikini. And it looked like he was enjoying the view. Enjoying it just as much as he had yesterday, both on the beach and in the club.

Claude knelt down in front of us and for a surprise that cocky attitude was gone from his face. That easy-going smile was no longer there. Instead there was something on his face that was completely unlike anything that I’d seen up to this point. A hint of worry mixed together with something else.

“Listen, I want to apologize to both of you,” Claude said.

I opened my mouth to say something, but he held up a hand to stop me. “No, please let me say this.”

Claude turned to Whitney and anguish was written plainly on his face. “I apologize to you for putting you in danger last night. That club can get a little rowdy, but I thought you’d be safe since you were tourists. Only when they saw you dancing with me, well they thought…”

He didn’t finish that thought. We never found out exactly what it was they’d thought, though I had a pretty good idea from the way they’d acted around my wife exactly what they were expecting when they came out of the crowd and tried to pull her away from Claude. When we ended up getting in a pitched fight, the two of us back to back, trying to keep her away from them. I shuddered thinking about it.

Next Claude turned to me. That apologetic look was still on his face, and to be perfectly honest it surprised me that I was getting one of those looks. I could understand him being apologetic to Whitney after what had happened, but me? What could he possibly be apologizing to me for? He’d pulled me out of the fire last night!

“I also want to apologize to you, Mike,” he said. “Your wife, she is so beautiful. I will admit that I had thoughts of pulling her away from you, of getting close with her on the dance floor, but I never should have done this thing. That’s what led to the problems last night, and for that I sincerely apologize.”

I smiled and shrugged. I almost wanted to laugh. How could he possibly know that I was actually turned on by watching him dance with my wife? Sure, in the moment. I’d had my doubts, but once it started happening those doubts had mostly faded away. Once he’d leapt into the fight on our side all of my doubts about him had definitely faded away.

Of course he had no way of knowing any of that. All he knew what was that he’d invited a tourist woman to a local club, she’d nearly got abducted or whatever it was they were planning on doing with her, and it had happened while he was trying to seduce her. I’m sure it looked terrible from his end. On my end I was just glad things had turned out the way they did. That we got away safely.

I shrugged. “You had my back last night. That’s all the apology I need.”

He grinned, that wide easy-going grin back on his face. He looked a lot more like the Claude we’d met on the beach the day before, a lot less like the hesitant man who’d come up to us probably expecting us to be livid. Maybe he even thought we’d try to get him fired or something. I’m sure people had been fired at the resort for far less than our little escapade the night before.

Time to really surprise him. Whitney turned and smiled at me. Nodded. That was all the go-ahead I needed.

Though now that I had the go-ahead from Whitney, now that we were here in the moment, now that I knew we were actually moving forward with our plan of watching my new wife, my girlfriend of many years, getting with another man, I was suddenly hesitant. Suddenly reluctant. I’ll admit I was ridiculously turned on by the idea of watching my wife with another man, but there was still that jealous part of me that was reluctant to go through with this plan. And now that we were so close to fulfilling that impossible fantasy I was suddenly hesitant.

I looked down at Whitney who was smiling up at me expectantly. I looked over to Claude who was smiling at both of us. Who was finally acknowledging me as a person rather than an inconvenience. I opened my mouth. The words came tumbling out. I seemed to have a problem with words coming tumbling out since I started this honeymoon, but whatever. So far it had led to some pretty interesting experiences, and I didn’t think that was going to stop.

“Besides Claude,” I started, then stopped again. Whitney smiled at me and reached out to pat my leg. Gave me some encouragement. “I’ll have to admit it was actually kind of hot watching you dancing with my wife like that.”

Of all the things he probably expected me to say in that moment it was obvious telling him I got turned on by watching my wife dancing with another man was the absolute last thing on that list. He stared at me for a moment, that easy-going smile slipping for just a beat, and then what I’d said actually seemed to register. A look of confusion passed his face even as Whitney grinned up at him. He looked down at her and her grin grew even wider. She leaned to the side, giving him a good view of her entire body in that seductive red bikini.

“I’m sorry, English is my second language. I don’t think I heard you quite right,” Claude said.

“I think you heard me just fine Claude,” I said. “I got turned on watching you dancing with my wife. Hell, it’s been turning me on watching you two flirting with each other since you first came up to us on the beach yesterday!”

I ducked my head down and glanced around the beach to make sure nobody heard that last part. I was getting so excited that I’d started talking a little too loud. This definitely wasn’t the kind of thing I wanted everybody on the beach to hear. Here I was talking to a guy about how turned on I got watching him with my wife. Judging from the looks Whitney had been getting from other guys on the beach over the past couple of days we’d have a line of guys wanting to apply for this particular fantasy we were trying to fulfill if I was too loud.

Plus, even though I’d made peace with this particular fantasy it was still something I was coming to terms with. It was still something that I wasn’t exactly comfortable sharing with everybody around us. Even if I was comfortable sharing it with my wife and with the man she might potentially be fulfilling this fantasy with.

Claude blinked in confusion and looked between the two of us as though he still couldn’t quite believe what he was hearing. Hell, I was the one telling him about this secret fantasy and I couldn’t quite believe I was saying it!

“So let me get this straight…” he started, and then stopped.

It took him a moment of glancing between us then glancing up the beach as though he was looking to make sure there was nobody around to overhear him. Maybe he was worried about falling afoul of some sort of resort regulation or something. He turned back to us. Suddenly the smile was gone from his face and he looked very serious and very confused. Both words that described my mood right about now as well.

“You liked watching me dance, with your wife?”

His tone of voice communicated that he clearly didn’t believe a word of what we were saying. Not that I couldn’t blame him. Again, I could hardly believe it.

I opened my mouth to say the next bit, but I couldn’t quite bring myself to say it. It was weird. We’d been up a good part of the night discussing it. And by “discussing” I mean that we’d spent part of the night talking about this fantasy and the other part of the night fucking wildly as the thought of the indulging in this fantasy got us both worked up to the point that we had to take a break.

Basically it was one of the most intense nights of lovemaking that I’d enjoyed since we’d gotten together. Definitely the most intense night of lovemaking since we’d gotten married, though, that wasn’t saying quite as much.

Whitney reached out and squeezed my hand. Gave me a reassuring smile. Nodded to me.

Meanwhile, Claude was looking between the two of us as though we were absolutely crazy. And I suppose that assessment wasn’t completely off-base. I know I certainly felt like I was crazy as I looked between him and my wife and felt my cock hardening. If I’d told myself I was going to be asking another man to climb into bed with my wife even a week ago I would have looked at future me like I was absolutely nuts. I probably would have also started making plans to keep that future me from ever existing in the first place, but that was just the geek in me coming out.

I forced myself to look up at Claude. I wanted this. Whitney wanted this. It was just a matter of going through with it now. I had to power through. Now that I was in the moment I had to suck it up and do it.

“There’s more Claude,” I said.

Whitney stepped in. “We want to thank you for all you did for us last night. For getting us out of that bind.”

Claude chuckled. “Me getting him out of the bind? He was the one who was amazing.”

Whitney smiled and squeezed my hand. “Well regardless, last night we were up for most of the night talking. Talking about our marriage. Talking about how much he liked watching me dancing with you.”

“And I’m just going to come out and say it,” I said, picking up where my wife left off. She’d opened her mouth but seemed to short-circuit as well. It made me want to smile seeing her suffering from the same sudden reservations as I was.

“I want to watch you with her,” I said.

Claude laughed. “Well, that would be fun, but I don’t think it would be a good idea for you to come back to the club however fun it was dancing with you.”

“That’s not what he means Claude,” Whitney said.

“That’s not what I mean at all. I wanted to watch you with my wife,” I said. I made sure to add extra emphasis to the words this time. I knew English wasn’t his first language, but I also figured there’d be absolutely no missing the hidden subtext to what I was telling him.

He looked between the two of us for a moment and I could tell the exact moment that what I was saying finally sank in. The moment he realized exactly what we were saying. His eyes went wide and he looked down to Whitney first. His eyes ran up and down her body in a way that made my cock twitch. He licked his lips as though already thinking about the implications of that offer. Already thinking about how much fun he’d have taking us up on that offer.

Then he looked to me and raised both eyebrows. It was obvious he didn’t believe us. It was obvious he thought we were putting him on from the way he hesitated, from the way he almost smiled and then frowned. Almost as though he was trying to decide whether or not he should laugh or take us up on the offer.

Whitney reached out and took his hand. He nearly jumped at her touch. It was actually kind of funny to see him acting like that. It was funny seeing him losing some of that cocky swagger he’d exhibited on the beach yesterday and while he was dancing with my wife last night. He looked down to where her hand was encircling his. A grin split his face.

He looked up at me and then frowned again. I wanted to roll my eyes. There were obviously some conflicting emotions going on with Claude. He obviously still couldn’t decide whether he was one of the luckiest sons of bitches in the world or if he was just being put on by a couple of tourists who wanted to have some fun with a local.

“Nothing funny, right?” Claude asked.

I didn’t quite understand what he was saying, but a moment later the way he stared at me intently made me realize exactly what he meant. Now it was my turn to throw my head back and laugh. A laugh that was loud enough to draw the attention of several other people sitting near us at the beach.

“No, none of that,” I said. “I’m only interested in watching you with Whitney here. Nothing else.”

The frown disappeared. A grin split his face. He finally looked relaxed and at ease. He glanced up towards the bar and then back to us.

“We’ll have to keep this quiet, yes? I could lose my job…”

Once more his eyes ran up and down my wife’s body. As he drank in the sight of her oiled body, her incredible tits, her petite frame, it was clear that the possibility of getting fired was more than balanced by the possibility of getting with my wife.

“Of course,” I said.

“When do you get off work?” Whitney asked.

“In the evening,” he said. “No set time, but I can sneak back to your cabana after I finish.”

I grinned. “Sounds like a plan to me.”

I looked down to Whitney and she grinned up at both of us. Took both of our hands in her own. “Sounds like a plan to me too.”


14: Getting Ready

Back at the cabana I was a nervous wreck. I was ridiculously aroused. I paced back and forth in our bedroom as Whitney got ready for her night. For her night with another man.

I still couldn’t believe we were actually doing this. That we were actually going through with it. The thought terrified me as much as it excited me. The thought made me sick to my stomach. The thought made so much blood pump to my cock that I worried I might lose consciousness because it was being pulled away from other areas that also needed blood to function.

And all through the afternoon I saw flashes of Whitney as she got ready which didn’t help with my arousal situation.

As soon as we’d turned in from the beach Whitney stepped out of her bikini looking amazing oiled up in the light of our cabana. I took a step towards her, but she held a finger out to me as I approached her.

“This is one night when you don’t get to touch yet naughty boy,” she said. “I need to get ready for tonight.”

I hated it, but at the same time I knew she was right. I didn’t want to spoil the fun. If I fucked her we might decide to back out. If I fucked her then I might go into one of those honest moments where I wasn’t being fueled by my arousal. I might decide to back out, and with the way my cock was roaring, the way this fantasy had taken hold of my imagination and had it going, there was no way I was going to back out now by accidentally blowing a load in my wife, however delightful that might be.

I tried to watch TV. I tried to read a book. I tried to find something to distract me while the shower was running, but it was difficult. All I could think about was my wife in there with water running down her perfect body. Her incredible tits. Her slim stomach. On more than one occasion I reached down and started stroking my cock as I thought of her in the shower, and I had to actually reach out and pull my hand away with my other hand to prevent myself from jerking off. To prevent myself from having a little too much fun.

I’m sure she’d be more pissed off about me jerking off than she’d been about that dishonorable discharge against her while we were dry humping in the ocean yesterday.

Another flash of Whitney. She walked into the bedroom with a towel wrapped around her head and another around her body. I cocked an eyebrow at her as she looked at me and rolled her eyes. She let the towel around her body drop. Revealed her gorgeous body to me, squeaky clean and freshly scrubbed from her shower. Only as I looked at her I knew she wasn’t going to stay squeaky clean and freshly scrubbed for very long. Not with Claude due here any time.

Whitney glanced down at me and my hard on obviously jutting out from my swim trunks.

“Are you being good in here?” she asked.

I held up both hands and put the most innocent look on my face I could muster. “I’m being good!”

“Good, because I’m going to be very upset if you decide to take things into your own hands before he gets here,” she said.

Then she was back in the bathroom. I briefly considered going in there and watching her while she got ready but decided against it for two reasons. The first was I knew just how much it annoyed her when I got in her way while she was trying to get ready for a night out. This wasn’t exactly a night out, it was one hell of a night in, but I wasn’t going to risk annoying her or getting in her way.

The other reason was the same reason why I wasn’t jerking my cock. The same reason I hadn’t joined her in the shower, for that matter. I worried that if I spent too much time around my naked wife right now it would lead to sexy times. That was the last thing I needed right now, for reasons I’ve already explained.

Whitney reappeared and my mouth dropped. She was completely made up and her hair was done as well. It looked silky smooth and shined in the light of our cabana. She was, in a word, gorgeous. Absolutely gorgeous. And the other reason why my mouth dropped open was what she wore. A bright purple bra up top and a matching thong down below. She looked mouthwatering. She looked delicious. I made a move on the bed to go and grab her, but she held a finger out and wagged it at me once more. It was as though she could read my mind.

I leaned back on the bed and watched, forced myself to stillness. Forced myself to not make a move, however much I wanted to.

“Is that what you’re wearing?” I asked.

“No, why do you ask?”

I blinked. “Really?”

“Of course not!” she said. “You think I’m just going to wear a bra and a thong for tonight? What kind of girl do you think I am?”

I thought she was the kind of girl who was planning on stepping out on her husband. Granted, it was with her husband’s permission, but still. Not that it was a fair thought. And it was a thought that came with fondness and love. She was doing this partly because of her fantasy and partly because of mine after all. Either way, that was one thought better not voiced at all.

“So what are you planning on wearing?”

“You’ll see,” she said.

Whitney leaned down and rummaged in a drawer. I leaned forward and tried to catch a look, but then I was distracted by the hypnotic sight of her ass sticking up in that thong. God did it look amazing. I could stare at her ass all day long and I’d never get tired of it. I wanted to walk over there, keep her bent over her drawers, and ram my cock inside her.

Then she was moving back across the room to the bathroom with something under her arms. I tried to get a look at it but she kept it out of view. And suddenly her motive for wearing that bra and thong occurred to me. She was just using that to distract me while she grabbed whatever it was she planned on wearing tonight! That sexy, clever little minx.

I glanced down at my watch and then at the door. I had a feeling I was going to be glancing at my watch and then to the door every couple of minutes until Claude finally arrived. I felt butterflies in my stomach as I thought of him arriving. Butterflies in my stomach as I thought of my gorgeous petite wife greeting him at the door.

I forced those thoughts out of my mind. That was the last thing I needed to be thinking if I wanted to prevent myself from getting too turned on. If I wanted to prevent myself from getting carried away.

Whitney came out one final time and my breath caught. Up above she wore a sheer black négligée that revealed everything while showing off nothing. I could clearly see the outline of her nipples under that thing. And down below she wore a black thong that was the same. As I looked at her in the cabana light I could clearly see her pussy lips on display through that lingerie.

“Holy shit Whitney,” I said.

She giggled and walked over to the bed. “Well that’s a promising reaction!”

“Holy shit Whitney!”

“Did I break you?”

“Where did you get that?”

Whitney climbed onto the bed and moved up beside me. Threw a leg over me which was completely and utterly distracting. I didn’t know how I was going to be able to resist her long enough for Claude to arrive! She looked absolutely gorgeous in that lingerie. She looked so damn sexy in it. She looked so damn slutty in it!

“It was supposed to be a surprise for you,” she said. She bit her lip. “I suppose it’s still a surprise for you, just not quite in the way I originally expected!”

“It’s a surprise. All right!” I said.

I couldn’t help myself. She looked so goddamn sexy. I had so much pent-up sexual energy from all the teasing we’d been doing today, and this despite the fact that we’d fucked several times the night before. My cock was rock hard looking at her in this outfit. Thinking of Claude watching her in this outfit. Stripping her out of it. I rolled on top of her and we were making out.

Apparently I wasn’t the only one who was ridiculously turned on. That lingerie felt absolutely amazing against my skin. I’d never bothered changing out of my swim trunks so I was bare from the chest up. I moved a hand up to cup one of her tits. I pressed my cock against her pussy. I imagined that I was Claude experiencing all of this, enjoying the pleasures of my wife for the first time.

This was all too much for me. This was all too incredible. I couldn’t take it anymore. The teasing, watching her get ready, feeling how turned on she was underneath me, the way she was gasping and moaning. I glanced over to the window one last time and saw the sun setting off in the distance, but it was too late. I was too turned on.

I had to have my wife!

So it’s probably a good thing that a knock came on our door at exactly that moment. I pulled away from the kiss. I looked down at Whitney, who smiled up at me. She looked uncertain all of a sudden, but she was so damn beautiful!

The knock came again. It was a heavy knock like the hand doing the knocking was massive, attached to a muscular man. I imagined him standing out there pounding on our door wondering if we were there, his cock hard with anticipation as he thought of getting with Whitney.

I looked down at her one last time, leaned in for a quick kiss. Smiled a reassuring smile.

“Moment of truth baby,” I said. “Do you still want to do this?”

Whitney bit her lip and looked towards the door then it back up at me. She didn’t say anything as I pressed my cock against her. She nodded. That was all I needed.

I rolled off of her and hopped off the bed. I nodded to her and she stood. Walked over towards the door.

This really was it. This really was happening. This was the moment of truth.


15: Foreplay

Whitney pulled open the door a crack and peered outside. She turned to me and her face broke into a wide smile. My stomach twisted into more knots than I thought was possible at that smile. Twisted even more as she opened the door and Claude stepped in.

Claude acted furtive, glancing over his shoulder as her stepped in. No doubt he was looking for somebody from the resort, somebody from the staff who might recognize him going into a guest cabana. Something told me the bartenders from the beach didn’t make house calls very often.

He turned to Whitney and some of that easy-going confidence slipped as he saw her in her lingerie. His eyes ran up and down her body and my cock was almost painful I was so turned on. I felt the blood rushing down there as my body called all hands on deck. I didn’t think it was possible for me to get any harder than I already was looking at her in that lingerie, but apparently it was possible as I looked at him looking at her in the lingerie.

I knew how gorgeous my wife was, I’d seen her in outfits like this before even if it was always nice to see her in them again, but looking at this guy staring at her, seeing him seeing her in an outfit like that for the first time, drinking in her beauty, was almost too much for me. I very nearly blew my load right there in my pants in an honest to God, “look ma no hands” orgasm!

I forced myself to sit in a chair next to the bed and watch what happened. He looked over to me and raised a questioning eyebrow. It was amazing how a raised eyebrow seemed to be the universal symbol for a question. I idly wondered if they even had Star Trek all the way out here on this island, then quickly dismissed that thought.

There were more pressing matters at hand. Like the fact that Whitney was about to give herself over completely to this man. Like the fact that I was about to share my wife. She was about to be with another man in a way she’d only been with me for the past few years.

Claude looked over to me and that unsure expression was back on his face. A questioning look was there on his face.

“You sure about this?”

I almost laughed at the way he was echoing what Whitney had said moments before. Except I was also glad. Glad he was taking the time to make sure I was okay with this. I realized that if this was a fantasy we were going to indulge, a fantasy that was going to become a reality, then I was much more a fan if I had some say in it as well. I was definitely not as much a fan of the humiliation angle, of being forced into it, though that had been hot the previous night at the club when Claude just took what he wanted.

That was a thought to unpack another day, though. I nodded at Claude. Smiled at him.

He grinned down at Whitney and wrapped his hands around her waist. It was much the same as how they’d looked the night before when they were dancing, and yet it was so different now that they were in the intimate setting of our bedroom. Now that she was standing there in that lingerie and he was towering over her shirtless in just the swim trunks he wore for work.

Their first kiss was a little awkward. He leaned down and pressed his lips against hers and it was obvious she was still unsure. I imagine that after so long with me it was a little awkward for her to be kissing another man even if she wanted to. Even if we’d discussed it and she had permission.

Only that awkwardness quickly faded. Her eyes closed and Whitney let out a contented sigh. She opened her mouth to him and then they were standing in the middle of our bedroom, this chocolate god shirtless with his rippling muscles enveloping my wife.

In a moment, all of the awkwardness was gone. It was replaced by passion. It was replaced by pure lust.

I reached down and started rubbing my cock through my shorts as I watched them in embracing. Surprisingly their hands didn’t do much exploring initially. They just stood there in the middle of the room making out. Getting used to each other. And oh what a sight it was watching them making out and getting used to each other.

It was the slow and sensual kiss of two people who were incredibly aroused by one another and exploring each other for the first time. One of his massive hands went up to cup her cheek as their mouths went back and forth. I could make out their tongues dancing back and forth in their forbidden dance as his tongue entered my wife’s married mouth. The only other guy who’d kissed her since we started dating as far as I knew, definitely the only other guy to kiss her since we were married, and it was captivating.

As their making out continued, as things started to get more heated, as they got more familiar with one another, I could see subtle changes in the way they interacted. He moved his thigh forward and pressed it between her legs. She started rubbing her pussy up and down against his leg. His hand moved down from her cheek to her shoulders, and then his other one was moving down her back running up and down in a sensual caress. She gasped and moaned at the feel of his hand running up and down her back and I leaned forward, entranced by the sight before me.

Whitney’s hands started working as well. She explored his body, moving her hands up and down his muscles. Her petite white hand ran up and down his massive arm feeling the contours of his biceps, and then she was moving down lower to his chest. She pulled back slightly so she had access as her hands ran down, down to his chiseled six pack abs. Down even lower.

My breath caught as she finally moved down past the band of his swim trunks. As her hand moved down and then she was cupping the massive cock that was jutting out from his swim trunks. My breath caught at that sight and Whitney gasped and sighed into his mouth. He let out a groan as her hands circled around his cock. I started rubbing my cock with more intensity but didn’t take it out. Not yet. I wanted to enjoy every moment of this experience.

No sense in ruining the show just as it was beginning.

My wife’s petite hand running up and down his massive cock through his shorts seemed to be the final thing that shattered the spell that had been keeping them apart. Any remaining hesitation they might have about what they were doing melted away as they melted into one another.

It was as though a switch was flipped in both their heads and then they were attacking one another. His hands roamed up and down her body. He cupped her breasts through the thin lingerie. She started moving her hand up and down his cock, jerking him off through his shorts as he groaned into her mouth, as she sighed and let out quiet gasps of her own.

She started grinding against his thigh in earnest. She was really going to town as she wrapped her arms around his back. They were in the throes of passion I’d hoped for, but that I’d worried for a moment might not actually happen with the way they seemed reluctant to move forward.

If they were going to escalate things then I figured I could do the same. I unbuttoned my shorts and moved a hand down into my boxers. The feeling of my bare fingers against my exposed cock was like electricity shooting through my body as I watched them.

They’d started moving while I was fishing for my cock. Not moving in the sense that they were grinding and moaning against one another. No, they were actually moving. Towards the bed. My mouth opened. This was another big step. A moment later his legs made contact with the bed and then they were collapsing down on the fluffy paradise together. Once they were on the bed they were all over one another.

Claude flipped my wife around and then his cock was pressing against her lingerie. His ass churned up and down as she moaned underneath him. Her tits started jiggling in that sexy lingerie as he dry humped her. Their mouths came together again and she was writhing on the bed underneath him as he continued pressing his cock up against her. As they continued their forbidden dance. As the only thing separating my wife’s gorgeous pussy from being ravaged by Claude was a thin bit of cloth from her lingerie. The thin bit of cloth from his swim trunks.

His massive hands were at either side of her as he continued humping her, but then he shifted positions. Moved up so he was straddling her on his knees. She looked up at him and bit her lip as he reached down with those hands and yanked. Whitney gasped as the top part of her lingerie ripped. The sound reverberated through the room. The sound echoed through my mind. He pulled and then her cleavage was free. He yanked again and the tear ran almost all the way down to her belly button. One final yank, one final tear, and then her tits spilled out.

That sight was intoxicating. All the more so because he was sitting there looking down at her. Devouring her body with his eyes. Seeing her completely naked for the first time. Sure he’d felt her up in the bar the night before, but because of the way they were positioned he hadn’t actually gotten a chance to get a good look at my wife.

He certainly seemed to be making up for lost time now though. He licked his lips as he looked down at her. She was still writhing on the sheets looking up at him and biting her lip. She must’ve been a sight for him lying back on the bed with her hair spread out around her. My cock twitched and I had to pull my hand away. I had to reach down and put a finger at the base of my cock as I was in very real danger of actually blowing my load.

Again, I didn’t want to ruin the show just as it was getting started.

“Amazing,” Claude said. “You’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen at this resort!”

I saw a blush rising to Whitney’s face as he said that. I wasn’t sure if it was a line or if he really meant it, but either way it was working on her. I knew how conceited she could be about her body even if she acted sweet and innocent. I’d had a look at some of the women walking around this resort, I knew he’d probably seen plenty of gorgeous women, plenty of trophy wives parading around on the beach. Obviously Whitney was coming to the same conclusion. Being told she was more beautiful than anyone else he’d ever seen was one hell of a compliment.

Hell, it made my cock throb as well. That was one hell of an assessment. My wife was that hot! It was weird, it was convoluted, it made absolutely no sense except in my mind which was gripped by this impossible fantasy, but somehow the validation of knowing my wife was the hottest thing he’d ever seen was turning me on as well. I wasn’t blushing though. No, the blood in me was rushing to an area farther south than my cheeks, let me tell you.

Claude fell down on my wife again, only this time he wasn’t moving down to kiss her. No, this time his mouth made contact with her incredible tits. His tongue flicked out and run around one nipple, then he kissed down her cleavage and up to the other nipple. Her body was slick with his saliva as he moved back and forth devouring her breasts like he was a starving man. And she was reacting as well. I knew exactly how much she loved having her tits played with, and it appeared that his attentions were sending her into overdrive. Her hips were churning down below and her back was arched up above as she threw her head back and forth. As she pulled up the sheets and moaned.

Claude pulled up and looked at her then he was kissing down her stomach leaving a slick wet trail of his saliva. I watched in fascination as this massive black stud moved down my wife’s petite white body. As he moved down between her legs to where the only thing separating his tongue from her body was a thin strip of lingerie.

I leaned forward, not wanting to miss a minute of this as his mouth moved down and then his lips brushed her lips. Sure there was that material in between them, but from the way Whitney jumped like she’d just been touched by a live electric wire that didn’t matter to her. She thrust her hips up, she thrust her entire body up. It was fascinating watching her. The only part of her touching the bed was the back of her head and the very tips of her toes as her entire body thrust up. As she pressed her pussy up towards him.

Damn! All that reaction and it just from him kissing her down there. Only it looked like he had no intention of just kissing her. No, he was looking up at her, locking eyes with her, and she licked her lips as one of his hands moved up under her bottoms. He yanked and once again there was a tearing sound. Once again the only thing left after he was finished was the tattered remains of the expensive lingerie she’d purchased.

I didn’t even care how much that stuff probably cost. It was worth every penny as far as I was concerned if I got to see this incredible show!

He was down between her legs again. Only this time there was absolutely nothing separating his mouth, separating his tongue, from the warm and inviting depths that were my wife’s incredible body.

Whitney arched her back again as he moved down. As his lips pressed against hers. As his tongue stuck out and snaked up inside her body. She screamed and threw her head back and forth. She locked eyes with him, panting like she was in heat as he thrust his tongue in and out. As he moved up to swirl around her clit. As he seemed to have a live wire attached directly to that incredible spot between my wife’s legs. As another man pressed his tongue up inside her for the first time ever. As far as I knew I’d been the only other guy to do this for her. The only other guy to taste that particular treasure, and now there was another man down there enjoying her.

Fuck, what a turn on!

And from the way Whitney was gasping and moaning, from the way she was screaming Claude’s name over and over again, how odd it was to hear another man’s name on my wife’s gorgeous lips, she was thoroughly enjoying his attentions. He reached down under her ass as she lifted up and then his hands were wrapped around her holding her up.

Freed from the work of holding herself up, her hips started gyrating up and down against him. Almost as though she was fucking his face. And he seemed more than willing to let his face be fucked. His tongue continued moving in and out, up and down, around and around. From the way Whitney was moaning, a part of me was willing to admit that she was moaning louder than she ever had with me, she was enjoying the hell out of the way he worked his tongue.

Those gasps and moans were rising to a crescendo. I stared in fascination as her mouth opened and then she was screaming out. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck Claude!”

One of her hands was a still providing balance even as his hands held her ass up, but her other hand moved down and she gripped his hair. It was a white knuckled grip. I wondered how he wasn’t crying out in pain, but then again I suppose, if I was down between my wife’s legs while she was acting like that I’d be just a little distracted as well. Either way, he kept it up as she held his face down between her legs. As she threw her head back and let out one final moan, one final scream, as her body started to shudder. As her body started to shake. As she continued to thrust her hips up to meet his tongue.

I stared in fascination. Sure I’d seen her come before. I’d seen it plenty of times before, I wasn’t one of those guys who settled for his girl faking it, so I was well versed in what it looked like when she was having one hell of a raging orgasm. And yet it was so fascinating watching her from this angle. It was so fascinating watching her with another man, watching her come on another man’s tongue. It felt sort of like I was sitting here watching my own personal live action porno, only it was a porno starring the most beautiful woman in the world as far as I was concerned. It was a live-action performance featuring the woman I loved, and that little fact made it so much hotter.

I stroked my cock furiously as I watched this scene playing out before me. Only once again I didn’t let myself go over the edge. I brought myself right up to it, but there was still so much more to see. Still so much more to witness. The last thing I wanted to do was ruin this experience because I came too soon.

So I pulled my hand away, allowed myself a little bit of a cool down, and watched as Whitney came down from her own orgasm. Watched as her hips lowered to the bed with Claude’s huge hands helping her. His hands pulled away from her ass, his face pulled away from her pussy, and his face was slick with her juices. 

Whitney collapsed on the bed staring up at the ceiling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her hands still held giant wads of the sheets gripped between her fingers. She had a shell shocked look on her face as though she couldn’t quite believe how intense that had been. I couldn’t quite believe how intense that had been!

It was amazing. I’d had several of the most intense sexual experiences of my life over the past couple of days, and it was the thought of my wife with another man, watching my wife with another man, that had delivered those experiences. I still didn’t know what the hell was going on, I still didn’t know what the hell was causing these feelings, but I also couldn’t deny the effect this fantasy had on me. After watching Whitney and that intense orgasm I couldn’t deny the effect it had on her.

We’d stumbled onto something amazing, but I had a feeling that part of the reason why it was so amazing was precisely because it was also so very dangerous. This was something that could threaten our relationship. This was something that could destroy our marriage even as it was getting started.

We were playing with fire, but I didn’t worry about it too much. Right now that fire was just providing one hell of an intense warmth. There was always the risk we could get burned, but that was a risk we would have to deal with.

Besides, I looked at her and Claude on the bed. It was too late to keep ourselves from getting burned even if we were getting dangerously close to the flame. Stepping right into it and putting our relationship through a trial by fire.

Finally Whitney seemed to regain some of her senses. She looked down and her eyes narrowed as she looked to Claude. He smiled up at her and then she pounced on him. She was a wild woman fueled by lust as she moved down and yanked him up. I blinked in surprise. I definitely hadn’t expected my petite wife to be able to push him around like that, and yet he calmly let her move him around. Hell, if I was in his situation I’d let her do whatever the hell she wanted, but the sight was still a strange one.

Whitney lifted him by the shoulders and pulled him up the bed. She threw him down and he landed against the sheets, landed against the pillow, landed against the bed that had so recently been our marriage bed. The bed where we consummated our marriage together. The place where we were now consummating our marriage, our relationship, a new stage for both of us, in a completely different way that had nothing to do with all of that forsaking all others bullshit. And yet somehow we were making it work so far.

I suppose that’s all that mattered.

It was a sight that would be burned into my memory forever as I watched my wife moving up the bed. Her tits hung pendulous and the tatters of her lingerie still fluttered around her. Some scraps were on the bed, but most of was still hanging around her. It was providing tantalizing glimpses of her body here and there while still covering her in other places. The sight was so incredibly erotic. Such a turn on!

Whitney’s hands locked around his waistband and then she was undoing the tie on his swim trunks. Pulling them down. His cock sprang free and my eyes widened right along with my wife’s. His cock was huge! I know they always say that it’s bigger on black men, but I’d always figured that was just a rumor.

I suppose it could still be a rumor, but whatever. It was obvious Claude was definitely on the far right end of the bell curve when it came to cock size. I wondered how my beautiful petite wife was going to be able to take that monster. As she looked at it cross eyed it was obvious she was wondering the same thing. That almost made me laugh. Except I didn’t because the last thing I wanted to do was ruin the moment.

Claude lifted his ass and she pulled his pants all the way off. He was completely naked in front of my wife. She might as well be completely naked. Sure she still had the tatters of her lingerie surrounding her, but she was completely exposed to him. My wife was in bed with another man, his massive cock jutting out, and she was completely naked.

The thought made me lightheaded. The thought almost made me feel drunk with lust. The thought made my cock twitch and I worried I might actually blow my load without even touching my dick! I had to carefully look away. Had to think about other things for a moment to prevent myself from blowing my load and completely ruining the experience.

When I looked back Whitney was back up between his legs. She let out a quiet whining noise that was halfway between a moan and a sigh as she looked down at his cock. I watched with fascination as her lips opened, as she moved down and enveloped just the head of his cock between her lips. I’d seen her give a blowjob to me a funny of times, but once again there was something about seeing it from this angle, something about watching lips that were usually wrapped around my cock encircling another guy’s cock that was turning me on so much. It was weird, it was wrong, it was hard to explain, but once again I couldn’t deny how turned on it was making me feel.

I fully expected her to try and give him a blow job, though I wasn’t sure if she’d be able to deep throat him the same way she’d deep throated me yesterday. I was no slouch in the cock department, but I was nothing compared to the monster between his legs! Only before she could really get started, before she could really start going to town on his cock, he reached down and put a finger on her chin. Pulled her up. Her lips pulled away from his cock with a pop and a trail of her saliva ran from her mouth to his dick as he smiled down at her, as she looked up at him with a raised eyebrow, curious as to what exactly he was doing.

I have to admit I was more than a little curious as well. I knew firsthand how incredible my wife’s mouth felt wrapped around my cock, and I was wondering what kind of self-control this man had that he was able to deny that incredible feeling. That he was able to pull her off of his dick like that!

Only his game became clear as he started pulling her up. She smiled and crawled over him on all fours. The sight of her petite white body, her tattered lingerie fluttering this way and that as she moved up, was incredible. And it was obvious what was happening now. He wasn’t wasting his time with a blowjob, oh no.

This was it. This was the moment. It was happening.

Another man was going to fuck my wife.


16: Moment of Truth

I’d almost expected this to happen as soon as he walked through the door. In my imagination last night and earlier today I saw him walking through the door, seeing my wife, and throwing her down on the bed and taking her right there without any foreplay. So the situation had played out a little differently, but now it was finally playing out.

Only in my imagination he’d been the one on top. Now that I’d gotten a good look at his cock, though, I could understand why he was letting her be on top for starters. She moved up and then they were even with one another. Whitney leaned down and they were making out again. His hands ran up and down her body. He groped at her tits, twisting and tweaking at her nipples as he massaged them. His hand moved down to her ass and gave it a squeeze which was met with an appreciative moan from my wife.

But the thing that had my attention, the thing I was zeroed in on with laser precision, was the way her ass was moving up and down as she hovered over him. The way she moved down and then her pussy was rubbing along the length of his cock. My wife’s pussy was rubbing against another man’s cock! I could see the slick trail she left behind.

It was intoxicating, it was entrancing, it was fascinating. It was, once again, as though I was watching the world’s greatest porno starring the most beautiful woman in the world. 

Then her hand was reaching down, encircling his cock, pulling it up so the head of his dick was pointed directly at her pussy. I watched in fascination as she pressed down one more time, only this time instead of running up and down the length of his shaft the head pressed against her and it was splitting her. He was pressing up inside her. Another man’s cock was inside my wife! I reached down and started stroking my cock again.

Whitney pulled away from the kiss and then she was staring down at him, her arms to either side of his head. She started breathing heavily and I wondered if she was going to be able to take all of his cock, and yet that monster was sliding inexorably up inside her.

A little more than halfway down she paused. She was still breathing heavily, a heavy breathing that came with little gasps and moans as well. I realized she’d slid down about to the point that would match the length of my own cock. This was probably as far as a cock had ever been inside her, and yet there were still several more inches to go.

Whitney sat there for a moment, catching her breath, steeling herself, and then once more she was descending. She gasped as his cock pressed up inside her to depths even I had never reached before. I stroked my own cock imagining what he must be thinking as my petite white wife, as her tight pussy, slid down his shaft. As her tight married pussy slid down his cock. As she violated the most forbidden taboo a married woman could and let another man fuck her.

Once again that thought was so fucking hot. Watching her fucking another man was so fucking hot!

Then she was down against his body. He was buried to the hilt. He was staring up at her with his eyes wide, and I could only imagine how he must be feeling. He went from flirting with a girl on the beach, a newlywed wife who he probably thought was completely off-limits, to lying back on a bed in one of the resort cabanas with his cock buried inside her. And only in the space of a couple of days. Of course I had no way of knowing if this was the first time he’d been with one of the guests, it probably wasn’t with him looking the way he did, but it was still hot.

Whitney pulled up and then moved down again. As she pulled up I caught a glimpse of his rock hard chocolate cock, slick with her juices, pulling out and then slamming home. Her tits bounced as she moved up and then down. She let out a gasp as she moved, as she took his entire shaft in one smooth stroke. She was still moving slowly, but with every stroke, she was picking up the pace. With every stroke it was becoming more and more obvious that she was getting turned on to the point that she wasn’t having any trouble taking that monster deep inside her.

After a few moments of her sliding in and out they were fucking with reckless abandon. He moved his hands up to her hips, up to her slim stomach, and then he was gripping her as she moved up and down. She was so petite, he was so big, that it almost looked like he could wrap his hands around her entirely. Not quite, but almost.

It was happening. It was finally happening! I leaned back in the chair and I couldn’t help but feel lightheaded. I couldn’t help but feel overwhelmed by that incredible sight. My petite wife was bouncing up and down on another man’s cock. His muscular body was thrusting up to meet her as she bore down on him. Her tits were bounced up and down, up and down, in a hypnotic dance as his cock slammed into her over and over. As another man pressed inside my wife, as another man fucked her married pussy. We’d only been married for less than a week and already she was letting another man to take her completely!

Shit!

I stroked my cock furiously. This sight was so incredible, so erotic, that I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t hold back any longer. Whitney was moaning louder than she had in any of our sessions this entire trip. Claude was grunting underneath her. They were moving in a dance and it was obvious to me that she was close. So very close.

Whitney started shuddering. Shuddering so much that her tits were almost vibrating along with the up-and-down bouncing motion every time she slammed home. Then she bore down on his massive cock one last time, grinding herself against his body, and her head was down, her hair was falling down over his surprised face as he looked up at her. She was shaking as she rode the wave of her orgasm.

Thankfully Claude seemed recognize what was happening. He held on at her waist and allowed her to ride that wave of pleasure. It was so odd and yet so hot watching my wife on top of another man, looking at her staring down at him. Listening to her gasps, her moans. Listening to her screams as another man’s cock made her come like that.

I was surprised Claude wasn’t coming as well. He had amazing self-control if he was able to see the look on her face, listen to the sounds she was making, experience her coming on him, feel her pussy grasping at his cock in that delicious way I knew so well, and yet not go over the edge himself.

For the second time that afternoon Whitney came down from one hell of an orgasm. She gasped for breath. Her breasts still shook as she took in deep ragged gasps. Her nipples pressed out. Her slim body shook as she regained control.

Then it was over and she was still sitting there with another man’s cock buried inside her. Another man who hadn’t come yet, but I needed to see it. Needed to see him empty himself inside her. Commit the ultimate taboo with my beautiful married slut.

Whitney glanced over to me. “Oh God Mike…”

She didn’t get anything other than that out though. Claude let out a growl and then they were flipping around. He was on top of Whitney. It was just as I had imagined. Just as I had been fantasizing about since I first saw him flirting with her on the beach a couple of days ago. She was so small, so sexy underneath him. He took her wrists in his massive hands. Held them over her, his massive black muscled body looking huge over my petite wife. Her tits rose and fell as she was still breathing heavily from the force of her orgasm.

Claude gave her a moment to get situated then he pulled out and slammed down. Her tits bounced. He pulled out and went in again. Again. In short order he was moving in and out of my wife at an impossible speed. He was pounding in and out of her so quickly that he was almost a blur. He grunted every time he bottomed out inside her, and she was starting to moan. Starting to gasp. Starting to give a repeat performance similar to what had happened just moments ago when she was on top.

I almost couldn’t believe it except I was seeing it playing out right in front of me. I was seeing it with my own two eyes. She was about to have her third orgasm of the evening! At least her third intense one of the evening. It looked like she’d been having a one blast of pleasure after another shooting through her body for most of the night.

It also looked like Claude was approaching the edge. His breath was coming in ragged gasps. His thrusting was becoming more erratic. Finally with a loud groan he threw his head back, buried himself as deep as he could possibly go inside my petite wife’s pussy, and it was happening. He was unloading deep inside her. His balls were pumping her full of his cum.

And that was all that was needed to send Whitney into a frenzy of pleasure. That was all that was needed to drive her wild. She wrapped her legs around him, her fair skin such a contrast against his dark skin, and pulled him against her. Pulled him as deep as he could go. She threw her head back screaming in time with his own bellows of pleasure.

I watched in rapt fascination at this scene playing out before me. It was so hot. It was such a turn on watching my wife getting off with another man. It was so hot knowing he was blowing his load inside her. It fueled my jealousy and my jealousy was fueling the fire of my desire. It was as though something was short-circuited in my brain and the part of me that was supposed to get white hot with anger was instead getting white-hot with arousal as I watched another man with my woman.

Of course if it felt this great then it was a strange short-circuiting that I was more than happy to welcome into my fantasy life. More than happy to welcome into reality as I saw my wife writhing under another man. As I saw her hips churning, her mouth opening and closing, her body shuddering and her tits bouncing on our marriage bed.

That was finally too much for me. I allowed myself to go over the edge. I’d been right there, I’d been holding off, but I finally gave my cock one final jerk and with a grunt of my own I blew my load all over my stomach. All over my body. I felt as though my entire essence was down between my legs, it was down where I held my cock in my hand. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as the intensity of that orgasm washed over me.

I closed my eyes for a moment. Gave myself time to stop and catch my breath. Gave myself time to come down from the intense high I’d just experienced. From the intense orgasm I’d just experienced.

I opened my eyes and looked over to the bed where Claude had rolled off and collapsed at Whitney’s side. She was up on one elbow looking at me with a huge grin on her face. In that moment I thought she looked even more radiant, even more beautiful, than she had walking down the aisle. I smiled back at her. “I love you so much babe.”

Her grin widened. “Love you too.”

Claude popped up onto his own arm and grinned at me. He gave me a thumbs up. “Damn! You have to be my favorite tourists ever!”

I grinned. “I’m glad you had fun Claude,” 

I glanced to Whitney and she raised an eyebrow. Nodded. Then she was doing that mind reading thing again. “But I don’t think the fun is over, not yet.”

Claude grinned. Whitney smiled. It looked like we had the beginnings of a very interesting evening on our hands.


17: Aftermath

Later that night we were together in the massive shower enjoying washing each other off. Whitney said she needed a shower after her fun with Claude and I was more than happy to hop in with her.

They’d fucked one other time before he left, but it hadn’t been as intense as the first time. Something told me that nothing was ever going to be as intense as that first incredible experience watching another man penetrate my wife, watching another man give my wife the ultimate pleasure like that.

That sight was something that was going to be burned into my memory forever.

Whitney looked up at me and smiled uncertainly. “So what did you think?”

I took in a deep breath and let it out in a shuddering sigh. “That was so intense!”

She grinned a half grin and got a dreamy look on her face as though she was thinking back to her experience. “You’re telling me!”

“So you enjoyed yourself?”

Whitney closed her eyes and swayed back and forth. She pressed her tight body against me and I could almost feel her shaking and shuddering again as though she was on the verge of having an orgasm just reliving that experience in her head. I’d say that spoke to the incredible intensity of what she’d just done with Claude. She looked up at me. She opened her eyes.

“Kiss me.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I was rock hard. They might have fucked a second time, but I’d left my cock alone during round two. I’d managed to keep myself at the edge for the rest of the night after that first intense orgasm. So I was ready to go. Our bodies came together and my cock moved up between us. It pressed against her tight flat stomach. I loved the feel of her against me. I loved the memory of all the naughty things she’d done with Claude tonight.

She pulled away from the kiss. “Damn! You really are turned on by this, aren’t you?”

“I told you baby,” I said. “That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

“So you’d want to try it again?”

“Hell yes!”

I wheeled her around and then her arms were pressed up against the tile of the shower. Jets splashed around us and down from above. It really was one of the nicest showers I’d ever seen. The thing was at least as big as our bathroom back home. I looked down, lined up with her pussy, and pressed in from behind. She offered up no resistance. She was so turned on, so aroused, that I slipped right in. I also realized I was probably feeling another man’s seed as well. Whitney had cleaned out, but she probably hadn’t been able to get all of it.

I pulled back and slammed home, felt her tits jiggling under my grasping hands as I did so. She let out a gasp. A loud gasp and her body was shuddering again as I pulled out and slammed home.

Holy shit! What she really on the verge of coming just from me ramming into her twice?

“Oh God Mike!”

I continued pounding in and out of her, and thanks to getting off earlier I was able to hold off just a little. I was able to keep pounding my wife’s gorgeous body without blowing my load immediately. Without having anything approaching the little premature problem I’d had a couple of days and what felt like a lifetime ago when we were grinding against one another in the ocean.

And as I moved my hands down from her breasts and gripped her hips, as I continued sliding inside her she was screaming louder and louder. Only this time she was screaming my name and not Claude’s. Her body shuddered underneath me for the first time that day, though I’d lost count of how many times she’d done it earlier. She was shaking, and she moved her head down. Her hair was hanging down, soaking wet and dripping from the hot water cascading over us. Her pussy clamped around my cock and I threw my head back and was unloading inside her as the water streamed down around us. She was screaming and coming with an intensity that rivaled even anything I’d seen with Claude earlier.

Damn! I’d start to worry about my prowess, about whether or not I’d be able to match him, but it appeared those worries were completely unfounded. It appeared that I still had it. She was shoving her ass back to meet my every thrust and it was all I could do to hang on. I saw stars dancing in front of me as I emptied myself into my wife, as I emptied my essence, my very soul, into this beautiful woman I was lucky enough to marry.

I worried that I would black out, and yet I continued riding that incredible wave of pleasure. Continued riding the crest of her intense orgasm.

I pulled out and pumped inside her with a few short strokes a couple more times and then it was over. I pulled out of her and looked down in fascination, watched my cum trickling out. God she was gorgeous.

Whitney turned around and stumbled. I reached out to grab her, but she steadied herself against the shower wall. She looked up at me and grinned.

“Damn! That was hotter than with Claude!”

That sent warmth pulsing through my body. Knowing that I was still her number one was a reassuring feeling. It was also a sexy feeling. Watching her with another guy was hot, but I was quickly coming to realize that nothing was as hot as when we were together. When we were giving ourselves over to one another completely.

She moved forward and wrapped me in a hug. I wrapped my arms around her and leaned down to kiss the top of her head. I enjoyed this moment of intimacy as we stood together in the shower, water cascading around us, and I thought about just how lucky I was that I was with her. I thought about how much I loved her.

Whitney pulled away and looked up at me, her eyes searching my own. “This is nice.”

“I know.”

“I love you.”

“I know.”

She smacked my chest playfully and smiled. “Now is not the time for movie references mister. I don’t care how cool they sound.”

I grinned back. “I love you to babe.”

“What if I said I think we should hold off on doing anything else like tonight for the rest of our vacation?”

I wrapped her in my arms again. That was just fine with me. As we stood together in the shower I was realizing that while that fantasy had been fun, it was definitely the kind of thing we needed to roll out slowly. We’d already dove into the deep end in a lot of ways, but I had a feeling that if we kept this up without pausing to take stock it’d be more like going deep sea diving rather than jumping into the deep end.

“I understand honey,” I said. “And that’s just fine with me.”

“That doesn’t mean never,” she said. “I just want you all to myself for the rest of our honeymoon.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” I said. Already my cock was stirring against her. I was like a horny teenager! I pulled her out of the shower and we started toweling off. We needed to get back to the bed so I could think back to some of the things I’d witnessed tonight while I fucked my wife!


Epilogue: Back to Reality

I paused at the top of the jet way stairs to turn and look out across the island one last time. The flight attendant gave me a long-suffering smile as I did. I had a feeling I wasn’t the first person to want to take one last glimpse at the island before leaving. I probably wasn’t the last either. Whatever. This was my vacation and I was going to enjoy this moment.

Palm trees swayed in the wind and off in the distance I could see the ocean sparkling, though the resort where so many strange and wonderful things had happened was hidden from view.

I turned and stepped into the plane. Made my way back to our seats. Whitney followed a few moments later. I had a sneaking suspicion she’d also paused to take one final look at the island.

I wasn’t sure we’d ever have a vacation like this again. Partly because I had no idea how I’d ever wind up in the sort of tax brackets her dad occupied to be able to afford a trip to a resort like this again, but also because I had no idea if there’d ever be a repeat performance of what we’d done with Claude. Even if there was a repeat performance of what Whitney had done with Claude it wouldn’t be the first time.

I looked over to Whitney and smiled. Reached out and wrapped her hand in mine. She grinned at me, looking absolutely radiant.

“It’s going to be tough going back to real life after this vacation, isn’t it?”

“Tell me about it,” she said.

“Nothing’s ever going to match this vacation,” I said.

“I don’t know about that, I think we could match some parts of this vacation when we get home,” she said.

I turned to her, raised an eyebrow, and what she said was getting another raised something down below if you catch my meaning. Was she talking about what I thought she was talking about?

“Yes, I’m talking about that,” she said.

“Really? Did you have somebody in mind?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “There are a couple of guys at work who are always giving me the eye, and you’ve seen how your friend Kyle stares at me whenever we’re at parties. You should’ve seen the way his eyes bugged out that one time we all went to the beach together!”

“So there are options, is what you’re saying?”

“Plenty of options!”

Whitney glanced down to my pants and her eyes widened as she saw my cock growing down there. Pressing out against my shorts.

I followed her gaze down and looked back up at her. She grinned when she locked eyes with me and her mouth quirked up into a sexy half smile.

“Ever thought of joining the mile high club baby?” I asked.

“We should probably wait for the plane to get off the ground, but let me just say it wouldn’t be the craziest fantasy I fulfilled on my honeymoon!”
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