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Chapter 1

The tropical sun beat down on the tarmac as Stacy clutched Alan’s hand tighter than she had in years. The flight from Houston had been smooth, but her stomach had been doing flips the entire way. For three years Alan had begged her to come to Elysium Cove—the infamous Hedonism-style resort where clothes were optional and public sex wasn’t just allowed, it was practically the evening entertainment. She had finally said yes after his relentless “it’s just a vacation” campaign, convincing herself it would be like a naughty couples’ trip: them having sex on the beach where people could see, maybe watching a few other couples fool around from a safe distance. Looky-loo stuff. Safe. Controlled.

Now, stepping off the shuttle at the resort’s open-air lobby, Stacy realized she might have underestimated everything.

A smiling nude hostess wearing only a flower in her hair greeted them. “Welcome to Elysium Cove! First time?”

Stacy’s cheeks burned. She was still in her sundress and sandals. Alan, wearing board shorts, grinned like a kid on Christmas.

“First time for both of us,” he answered, squeezing Stacy’s hand.

The hostess led them through the open lobby. Everywhere Stacy looked, naked bodies moved without a hint of shame. A tall, tanned man with a thick swinging cock walked past carrying a beer, nodding politely. Two women laughed as they rubbed sunscreen on each other’s breasts at the edge of the pool. In the distance, near the beach bar, a couple was already fucking slowly on a lounge chair while three other guests watched and sipped cocktails.

Stacy’s mouth went dry.

Their suite was gorgeous—ocean view, huge king bed, private deck with a hot tub—but the moment the bellhop left, Alan pulled her close and kissed her deeply.

“Baby, you’re shaking,” he whispered against her lips. “You okay?”

“I… I thought it would be more… private,” she admitted, voice small. “Like us doing stuff in front of people, but not… all this.”

Alan smiled, stroking her back. “That’s part of it. But there’s more I want to talk about tonight. After we get a couple drinks in you.”

They changed quickly. Stacy chose a tiny white bikini that barely covered anything, while Alan went full nude from the start, his cock already half-hard from the energy in the air. They headed straight to the pool bar.

The margaritas here were legendary—strong, icy, and served in oversized glasses with extra tequila shots on the side. After the first one, Stacy’s shoulders loosened. After the second, the constant sight of naked men stopped making her look away in embarrassment and started making her… curious.

She couldn’t help noticing how many of the men were hung. Really hung. Thick, heavy cocks swaying as they walked, some already semi-erect from the sun and the open sexuality around them. One guy in particular—tall, dark-haired, athletic—stood at the bar ordering drinks. His cock hung long and heavy between his legs, easily eight inches soft. Stacy felt a sudden, shameful throb between her own thighs.

Alan noticed her staring. He leaned in, voice low. “See something you like, baby?”

Stacy flushed and looked down at her drink. “I… I was just looking. Like you wanted.”

He chuckled. “Good. Because tonight after dinner, we’re playing the Dare Game. And I have a feeling you’re going to love it more than you think.”

Back in the room after the pool, the third margarita hit Stacy like a warm wave. She was tipsy, giggly, and the bikini had come off the moment the door closed. Alan had her bent over the balcony railing, fucking her slowly from behind while the ocean breeze kissed their skin. Anyone walking the beach path below could look up and see them—her small tits bouncing, his cock sliding in and out of her shaved pussy—but it felt thrilling instead of terrifying.

After they both came, they showered together and dressed for dinner. Stacy chose a sheer white cover-up with nothing underneath. The fabric clung to her nipples and the outline of her pussy lips. She felt exposed, but the alcohol made it exciting.

At the beachfront restaurant, they were seated at a table overlooking the water. Candles flickered. Nude waitstaff moved gracefully. Alan ordered another round of margaritas and finally leaned forward, eyes serious.

“Stacy… I need to tell you something. I didn’t just bring you here to fuck in public or watch other couples. I want more.”

She tilted her head. “More?”

“I want to watch you fuck other men.”

The words hung in the air. Stacy blinked, the buzz in her head suddenly sharpening.

“What?”

“I want to see you with another guy. A hung guy. I want to watch him take you while I sit there and stroke my cock. I want to see you lose control and cum on a stranger’s dick right in front of me.”

Her heart hammered. This wasn’t what they had discussed. Not even close.

“Alan… I thought we were just going to be exhibitionists. Me and you. Maybe watch some stuff. I’m not… I’m not a hotwife.”

He reached across the table and took her hand. “You could be. You’re the sexiest woman here, baby. Shy little Stacy who’s never even kissed another man since we got married. Imagine how hot it would be to see you open up. I’ve fantasized about this for years. That’s why I finally got you here.”

Stacy’s mind reeled. Part of her wanted to be angry. Part of her—the part that had been staring at those big swinging cocks all afternoon—was already clenching.

“I… I don’t know if I can,” she whispered.

Alan smiled softly. “We start slow. Tonight we play the Dare Game at the bar after dinner. Just like the couples do here. If you hate it, we stop. But I think you’re going to get so wet you won’t want to stop.”

Their food arrived. Stacy barely tasted it. Her mind kept flashing to the dark-haired man at the pool bar, his heavy cock, the way it would look sliding into her while Alan watched.

By the time dessert came, the margaritas had done their work. Her pussy was slick. Her nipples were hard points against the sheer cover-up.

“Okay,” she said finally, voice trembling. “We can play the game. But I’m not promising anything else.”

Alan’s grin was pure triumph. “That’s my girl.”

The Beach Bar after dark was a different world. Low lighting, reggae music, naked bodies everywhere. A group of couples had already gathered in the open-air lounge area for the nightly Dare Game. A handsome resort host in a tiny thong explained the rules: couples took turns drawing dares from a spinning wheel or a deck of cards. Mild to wild. Everyone watched. No means no, but yes meant full commitment in front of the crowd.

Alan and Stacy found seats on a large cushioned couch. Her heart was racing so hard she could feel it in her throat. The host spotted them and grinned.

“New couple! Welcome! First dare is on the house.”

He spun the wheel. It landed on “Flirt & Flash.”

Alan read the card aloud so everyone could hear: “Wife approaches any single male, flirts for two minutes, then flashes her tits and pussy for ten seconds while husband watches.”

Stacy’s face burned crimson. But the margaritas were loud in her veins, and the crowd was already cheering her on.

“You got this, baby,” Alan whispered, squeezing her thigh.

She stood on shaky legs and walked toward the bar. The dark-haired man from earlier was there again—still naked, still impressively hung. He was leaning against the bar, talking to a friend. Stacy stopped in front of him, heart pounding.

“Hi… I’m Stacy. First night.”

He turned, eyes sliding over her sheer cover-up with open appreciation. “Ty. You look nervous, Stacy. First time playing?”

She nodded, biting her lip. The two-minute flirt timer started on the host’s phone. Ty was smooth—complimenting her body, asking how she was handling the nudity, brushing his fingers along her arm. By the end of the two minutes Stacy was breathing faster.

The host called out, “Flash time!”

Stacy’s hands shook as she lifted the hem of her cover-up. She pulled it up to her neck, exposing her perky C-cup breasts and her smooth, puffy pussy to Ty and the entire watching crowd. The cool night air kissed her wet lips. Ty’s eyes darkened with lust. His cock twitched and began to thicken visibly.

Ten long seconds.

She dropped the fabric. The crowd cheered. Alan was stroking himself slowly on the couch, eyes locked on her.

Stacy walked back on wobbly legs and sank onto Alan’s lap. His hard cock pressed against her ass.

“Fuck, that was hot,” he groaned in her ear. “You’re soaked, aren’t you?”

She nodded, too embarrassed and turned on to speak.

The host spun the wheel again—this time for another couple—but everyone kept glancing at Stacy. The game was just getting started, and she could already feel the shift inside her. Shy little Stacy was still there… but something bolder, something curious and hungry, was waking up.

Alan kissed her neck and whispered, “Ready for your next dare whenever you are, baby.”

Stacy took a deep breath, the taste of salt air and tequila on her tongue, and felt the first real crack in her shell.


Chapter 2

The energy at the Beach Bar had thickened. More couples had joined the circle, and the dares were growing bolder as the night deepened. Stacy sat on Alan’s lap, her sheer cover-up now damp between her thighs from how wet she had gotten flashing Ty. Her husband’s cock was rock-hard against her ass, twitching every time someone cheered for another couple’s dare.

The host spun the wheel again. It landed on “Hands-On.” The card read: “Wife lets a chosen single male touch her breasts and pussy for one full minute while husband watches. No penetration yet.”

Stacy’s stomach flipped. She looked at Alan, eyes wide. “This is getting real,” she whispered.

Alan kissed her neck, voice husky. “You can say no, baby. But I saw how you looked at Ty earlier. Pick him.”

Her pulse thundered. Ty was still at the bar, his thick cock now semi-hard from watching the games. She swallowed hard, stood up, and walked over to him again. The crowd quieted a little, sensing fresh meat.

“Ty… would you… touch me?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

Ty’s smile was slow and predatory. “With pleasure, Stacy.”

The host started the one-minute timer. Ty stepped close. His hands were warm and confident as he lifted her cover-up. He cupped her breasts first, thumbs brushing her hard nipples in slow circles. Stacy gasped. No one but Alan had touched her like this in twelve years of marriage. The sensation was electric.

Then his right hand slid down her stomach and between her legs. Two thick fingers parted her slick folds and stroked her clit. Stacy’s knees buckled. She grabbed his shoulders for support as he rubbed her in firm, practiced circles.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” Ty murmured loud enough for the nearby guests to hear. “Such a pretty little pussy.”

Stacy moaned softly. Her hips rocked involuntarily against his hand. Alan sat forward on the couch, stroking his own cock slowly, eyes glued to the sight of another man fingering his shy wife in front of everyone.

Thirty seconds in, Ty slipped one finger inside her. Stacy cried out, her walls clenching around the intrusion. He added a second finger, curling them against her G-spot while his thumb kept working her clit. The wet sounds of his fingers pumping in and out of her were clearly audible over the reggae music.

Stacy’s breathing turned into short, desperate pants. She had never come this fast in her life, but the combination of public exposure, a stranger’s skilled fingers, and her husband watching hungrily pushed her right to the edge.

“Time!” the host called.

Ty pulled his fingers free, glistening with her juices, and brought them to his mouth, sucking them clean while staring into Stacy’s eyes. She stood there trembling, cover-up bunched around her waist, pussy visibly swollen and shiny.

The crowd applauded. Alan pulled her back onto his lap immediately, kissing her hard. “Holy shit, baby. You almost came on his fingers.”

Stacy buried her face in his neck, mortified and more aroused than she had ever been. “I can’t believe I let him do that…”

“You loved it,” Alan whispered. “And we’re just getting started.”

After a short break for fresh drinks, the host announced the next round would be “Audience Choice.” The crowd got to vote on the dare for the next couple. When the host pointed at Stacy and Alan, the group cheered loudly.

The voted dare: “Wife performs a naked lap dance on a single male of her choice for three minutes, then lets him suck her nipples while husband films it.”

Stacy’s heart raced. Three strong margaritas had melted most of her inhibitions, but this still felt enormous. Alan handed her his phone, already recording. “Go pick Ty again. I want to see his mouth on you.”

She nodded, legs shaky as she walked to Ty and told him the dare. He sat back on a wide cushioned chair, legs spread, his heavy cock now fully hard and resting against his thigh—easily nine inches and thick.

Stacy stripped off her cover-up completely, standing naked in front of twenty watching guests. Her small, perky breasts rose and fell with nervous breaths. She straddled Ty’s lap, facing him, and began to grind.

The music pulsed. She rolled her hips, sliding her wet pussy along the length of his thick shaft without letting him inside. Ty groaned, hands on her waist, guiding her movements. Every time she rocked forward, the head of his cock nudged her clit, sending sparks through her body.

“God, you feel good,” he growled. “So fucking wet for a shy girl.”

Stacy’s confidence grew with every cheer from the crowd. She arched her back, pressing her tits toward his face. At the two-minute mark, Ty leaned in and captured one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard. Stacy moaned loudly, grinding faster. He switched to the other nipple, biting gently, then soothing with his tongue.

Alan filmed everything up close—his wife’s naked body writhing on another man’s lap, her juices coating Ty’s cock as she humped him shamelessly. Stacy’s moans grew louder. She was right on the edge again.

When the three minutes ended, she was panting, clit throbbing, nipples red and swollen from Ty’s mouth. She climbed off on trembling legs, a thick string of her arousal still connecting her pussy to the head of his cock.

Alan stopped recording and pulled her into a deep kiss right there in front of everyone. “You’re so fucking sexy, Stacy. I’ve never been this hard in my life.”

She could feel his cock twitching against her stomach. Part of her wanted to drag him back to the room and fuck him senseless. Another part—the new, awakening part—kept glancing back at Ty’s glistening, massive erection.

The dares kept escalating. For the final round of the night, the host offered “Wildcard.” Couples could invent their own dare if the crowd approved it.

Alan raised his hand immediately. “My wife will let Ty eat her pussy for five minutes while I watch. She has to tell him exactly what she wants.”

The crowd erupted in approval. Stacy’s eyes went wide, but the alcohol and the constant throbbing between her legs made resistance impossible. She looked at Ty. He was already moving a padded lounge chair into the center of the circle.

She lay back on it, legs spread wide. The night air felt cool on her overheated, dripping pussy. Ty knelt between her thighs, his broad shoulders pushing her legs farther apart.

“Tell him, baby,” Alan said, kneeling beside her and holding her hand. His other hand slowly stroked his cock.

Stacy’s voice trembled at first. “Lick my clit… slowly at first.”

Ty obeyed, flattening his tongue and dragging it up her slit in long, deliberate strokes. Stacy gasped, hips bucking. He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, then sucked it gently between his lips.

“Oh god… yes… like that,” she moaned, growing bolder. “Put two fingers inside me while you suck.”

Ty slid two thick fingers deep into her soaked channel and began pumping them steadily. His mouth stayed locked on her clit, sucking and flicking. The wet, obscene sounds filled the bar area. Guests watched intently, some touching themselves or their partners.

Stacy’s back arched. She grabbed Ty’s hair with one hand and Alan’s with the other. “Faster… please… I’m so close.”

He obeyed, fingers curling hard against her G-spot while his tongue worked her clit relentlessly. The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. Stacy cried out loudly, her entire body shaking as she came hard on Ty’s face and fingers. Her pussy gushed, soaking his chin and the chair beneath her.

Ty didn’t stop until the five minutes were up, licking her through every aftershock until she was a whimpering, oversensitive mess.

When he finally pulled back, his face was shiny with her cum. He smiled up at her. “You taste incredible, Stacy.”

Alan helped her sit up, kissing her deeply, tasting Ty and her own juices on her lips. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” he whispered. “You came so hard for him.”

Stacy leaned against her husband, legs still trembling, pussy pulsing. She looked around at the smiling, turned-on faces watching her, then back at Ty’s huge, leaking cock.

For the first time all night, the shy wife didn’t feel embarrassed.

She felt powerful and hungry for more.


Chapter 3

The Beach Bar was still buzzing even though it was past midnight. Stacy sat wrapped in a light towel Alan had fetched for her, but her body was still humming from the powerful orgasm Ty had given her with his mouth. Her pussy felt swollen and sensitive, every shift of her legs sending little aftershocks through her. Alan kept one arm around her, his cock still hard against her hip, clearly proud of how his once-shy wife had just come undone in front of a crowd.

Ty hadn’t left the circle. He sat nearby, his massive erection still standing proud, the head shiny with pre-cum. He caught Stacy’s eye and gave her a slow, knowing smile.

The host approached their group with a mischievous grin. “We have a special request from several guests. They want to see the new hotwife take her first full cock tonight. What do you say, Stacy? Are you ready to go further?”

Stacy’s breath caught. She looked at Alan. His eyes were dark with lust. “It’s your choice, baby,” he said softly, but his voice was thick with excitement. “If you want Ty inside you, I want to watch every second.”

Her heart hammered. The margaritas had long since worn off, but the adrenaline and raw desire had replaced them. She had never felt so exposed, so wanted, so alive. Shy Stacy would have run back to the room. The woman she was becoming tonight wanted to feel what that thick cock would do to her.

She nodded slowly. “Okay… but only if Alan stays right here with me.”

The crowd cheered. Ty stood, his heavy cock swinging as he moved. Two staff members quickly brought a large, padded daybed into the center of the open bar area, complete with soft lighting and pillows. It was positioned so everyone could see clearly.

Ty lay on his back, stroking his thick nine-inch shaft slowly. “Come here, beautiful. Take your time.”

Stacy dropped the towel and crawled onto the daybed on all fours. Her small breasts hung beneath her, nipples still hard. Alan sat on a chair right beside the bed, phone in one hand to record, his other hand slowly stroking himself.

She straddled Ty’s hips. The head of his cock nestled against her slick entrance. It felt enormous compared to Alan’s. She rubbed herself along his length, coating him with her juices, teasing herself as much as him.

“Tell me you want it,” Ty said, hands resting lightly on her thighs.

Stacy glanced at Alan. He nodded encouragingly. She took a deep breath and whispered, “I want your cock inside me.”

She lowered herself slowly. The thick head stretched her open. Stacy gasped loudly as the first few inches sank in. She was so wet that it slid deeper than she expected, but the girth made her feel incredibly full. She paused, breathing hard, adjusting to the size.

“Fuck… he’s so big,” she moaned, looking straight at Alan.

Alan’s eyes were locked on the sight of another man’s cock disappearing into his wife’s pussy. “Take it all, baby. Let him fill you.”

Stacy sank lower, inch by inch, until her ass rested on Ty’s thighs and he was buried to the hilt. The pressure against her cervix was intense and delicious. She sat there for a moment, trembling, letting her body adjust.

Then she began to move.

Stacy started riding Ty slowly at first, lifting herself until just the head remained inside, then sliding back down with a wet slap. Each downward stroke forced a moan from her lips. The crowd watched in near silence except for the occasional murmur of appreciation and the wet sounds of sex.

Ty’s hands moved to her hips, helping her find a rhythm. “That’s it… ride that cock, Stacy. Show your husband how much you love it.”

She grew bolder. Her movements became faster, more confident. Her small tits bounced with every thrust. She braced her hands on Ty’s chest and fucked him harder, grinding her clit against his pubic bone on every downstroke.

“Oh god… it feels so good,” she panted. “He’s so deep… I’ve never been this full.”

Alan leaned closer, filming the way her pussy lips stretched tightly around the thick shaft, how her juices coated Ty’s balls and ran down to the sheets. “You look incredible, baby. Keep going. Cum on his cock for me.”

The encouragement pushed Stacy over the edge. She rode faster, chasing the building orgasm. Ty reached up and pinched her nipples, rolling them between his fingers. The sharp pleasure made her cry out.

“I’m gonna cum… I’m gonna cum on your cock!” she gasped.

Her body tensed, then exploded. Her second orgasm of the night hit even harder than the first. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around Ty’s thick cock as waves of pleasure crashed through her. She screamed, head thrown back, hips grinding desperately as she came.

Ty groaned, fighting to hold back. He let her ride through every spasm until she collapsed forward onto his chest, panting.

The crowd applauded and cheered. Several couples were now openly fucking or touching each other while watching.

Ty gently rolled them over so Stacy was on her back. He stayed buried inside her and began slow, deep thrusts. “My turn to fuck you properly,” he growled.

He drove into her with long, powerful strokes. Stacy’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. Every thrust made her moan loudly. The daybed creaked beneath them. Alan moved closer, still filming, his face inches from where Ty’s cock pistoned in and out of his wife’s dripping pussy.

Stacy came a third time, smaller but no less intense, her nails digging into Ty’s back.

Ty finally pulled out, his cock shiny and pulsing, but he hadn’t cum yet. He stroked himself slowly, looking at Alan. “She’s all yours now, man. Reclaim your hotwife.”

Alan didn’t hesitate. He climbed onto the daybed, flipped Stacy onto her hands and knees, and slammed into her from behind in one smooth thrust. Her pussy was loose, soaked, and still fluttering from the orgasms Ty had given her. The sensation of sliding into his wife’s freshly fucked hole made Alan groan loudly.

“Fuck… you’re so wet and open,” he growled, gripping her hips. “He stretched you so good, baby.”

Stacy pushed back against him, moaning. “I came so hard on his cock… Did you like watching me?”

“I loved it,” Alan panted, fucking her harder. “You were so sexy taking that big dick in front of everyone.”

The crowd stayed to watch the reclaiming. Some guests stroked themselves or their partners. Stacy’s moans filled the night air as Alan pounded into her. He reached around and rubbed her clit, determined to make her cum one more time.

“Tell me how it felt,” he demanded.

“It felt… dirty… and amazing,” she gasped between thrusts. “His cock was so much bigger… I couldn’t stop cumming.”

Alan’s pace became frantic. The dirty talk, the public setting, and the sight of his wife’s pussy still gaping slightly from Ty pushed him right to the edge. He pulled out at the last second and painted her ass and lower back with thick ropes of cum.

Stacy collapsed onto the daybed, spent and glowing. Alan lay beside her, pulling her into his arms and kissing her deeply. Ty leaned down and gave her a gentle kiss on the forehead. “You were incredible tonight, Stacy. Welcome to Elysium.”

Staff quietly brought towels and water. The crowd slowly dispersed, many couples heading off to continue their own play in private or on the beach.

Later, back in their suite, Alan drew a warm bath in the oversized tub on the private deck. He helped Stacy into it and joined her, holding her against his chest as the ocean waves lapped in the distance.

“You okay?” he asked softly, stroking her hair.

Stacy was quiet for a moment, then smiled. “I’m more than okay. I was terrified at first… but I loved it. I loved how you looked at me while I was with him. I loved feeling wanted like that.”

Alan kissed her temple. “This is only the beginning, baby. We still have five more nights.”

Stacy closed her eyes, her body deliciously sore, her mind already drifting to what tomorrow might bring. The shy wife who had arrived that morning felt very far away.

In her place was a woman discovering just how much she enjoyed being watched… and how much she wanted to do it again.


Chapter 4

Sunlight streamed through the open balcony doors of their suite, warm and golden. Stacy woke slowly, her body deliciously sore in all the right places. The memories of last night flooded back immediately — Ty’s thick cock stretching her, the crowd watching, the way Alan had reclaimed her so passionately on that public daybed. She blushed even though no one was there to see it.

Alan was already awake, watching her with a soft, proud smile. He pulled her close, kissing her deeply. His hand slid down between her legs, gently cupping her still-swollen pussy.

“Morning, my beautiful hotwife,” he murmured. “How do you feel?”

“Exhausted… and horny,” Stacy admitted with a shy laugh. “I can’t believe I did all that in front of people.”

“You were incredible,” Alan said, sliding two fingers inside her gently. She was still wet from the night before, a mix of her own arousal and the remnants of their passion. “I want today to be even better. No more hiding behind dares at night. I want to see you in the daylight, completely open.”

They showered together, Alan taking his time soaping her body, paying special attention to her breasts and between her legs. He didn’t let her cum, keeping her on edge. “Save it for the beach,” he teased.

For the first time, Stacy chose to walk out of the room completely naked. No cover-up, no bikini. Just sunscreen, sunglasses, and a small beach bag. The resort felt different in daylight — brighter, more exposed. Naked bodies were everywhere: guests sunbathing, playing volleyball, swimming, or casually fucking on lounge chairs.

They found a pair of loungers near the water’s edge. As Alan rubbed sunscreen on her back, Stacy noticed Ty walking along the beach. He spotted them and waved, his heavy cock swinging with each step. He was joined by another man — taller, muscular, with dark skin and an even larger cock that hung almost to mid-thigh.

Alan noticed her staring. “Want to invite them over?”

Stacy bit her lip, then nodded. The boldness from last night was still coursing through her.

Ty introduced his friend as Dex. The two men joined them, spreading towels nearby. Conversation flowed easily — compliments on last night, light teasing about how loud Stacy had been. Soon the talk turned sexual.

Alan leaned over to Stacy. “I dare you to let them both rub sunscreen on you. Everywhere.”

Her heart raced, but the sun and the open air made her feel daring. She lay on her stomach first. Four strong hands moved over her back, shoulders, ass, and legs. Fingers brushed her inner thighs, teasing close to her pussy but not quite touching. When she flipped onto her back, Ty took her breasts while Dex worked her legs.

Dex’s thick fingers finally slid between her folds, spreading sunscreen mixed with her growing wetness. Stacy moaned softly, hips lifting. Guests walking by slowed to watch the two men tease the pretty blonde wife while her husband sat stroking himself lazily.

“Such a responsive little slut,” Dex murmured with a smile. Stacy flushed at the word but felt a fresh gush of arousal.

The sunscreen game quickly evolved. Alan suggested they move to one of the large shaded cabanas that faced the ocean but remained fully visible from the beach path. Inside, there was a wide daybed and privacy curtains that could be left open.

Stacy lay on her back, legs spread. Ty knelt between them and began eating her pussy with slow, deliberate licks while Dex sucked and played with her nipples. The contrast of their techniques drove her wild — Ty’s skilled tongue on her clit, Dex’s rougher mouth on her breasts.

Alan sat in a chair at the foot of the bed, watching intently and occasionally giving instructions. “Finger her while you lick, Ty. Dex, bite her nipples a little harder — she likes that.”

Stacy’s moans grew louder. She no longer cared who walked by and stopped to watch. A small crowd of five or six guests gathered near the open cabana, some touching themselves as they observed the scene.

“I want to feel both of you,” Stacy gasped, surprising even herself.

The men switched positions. Dex lay on his back and pulled Stacy on top of him in reverse cowgirl. His enormous cock — easily ten inches and very thick — pressed against her entrance. She sank down slowly, whimpering as he stretched her even more than Ty had the night before. Once she was fully seated, Ty moved in front of her and fed his cock into her mouth.

Stacy was stuffed at both ends. Dex’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her to ride him in deep, rolling motions while she bobbed her head on Ty’s shaft. The wet sounds of her pussy and mouth filled the cabana. Alan filmed everything, zooming in on her stretched lips around Ty and her pussy lips gripping Dex.

“Fuck, look at her take those big cocks,” someone in the watching crowd said.

Stacy felt powerful and filthy all at once. She came hard within minutes, her cries muffled around Ty’s cock as her pussy clenched rhythmically around Dex. The men didn’t stop. They kept using her body, switching positions twice more — once with Ty in her pussy and Dex in her mouth, then both of them taking turns fucking her while she lay on her back.

By the time they finally pulled out, Stacy was a trembling, sweaty mess, her inner thighs shiny with her own juices. Neither man had cum yet; they were saving themselves.

Alan stepped in for the reclaim. He fucked her right there in the cabana while the two bulls and the small crowd watched. Stacy came again on her husband’s familiar cock, whispering dirty confessions about how good the other men felt.

After a long afternoon of rest and recovery by the pool, the group met again for dinner at the beach restaurant. Stacy wore nothing but a sheer sarong tied loosely around her waist — her breasts and pussy completely visible as she walked. She felt eyes on her everywhere and loved it.

During dinner, Alan proposed a new dare for the night’s game at the Beach Bar: Stacy would take both Ty and Dex at the same time in a full double penetration scene, with Alan directing and reclaiming afterward.

Stacy’s eyes widened, but after the day’s experiences she was dripping at the idea. “I want that,” she said quietly, squeezing Alan’s hand.

At the bar that evening the crowd was even larger, word having spread about the eager new hotwife. The host cleared space and brought out a specialized padded bench that allowed easy access from multiple angles.

Stacy started on her hands and knees. Ty slid into her pussy from behind while Dex fed his massive cock into her mouth. They established a rhythm, spit-roasting her steadily. Stacy moaned around Dex’s shaft, her body rocking between them.

After several minutes, they repositioned. Dex lay on the bench and Stacy straddled him, taking his huge cock deep into her pussy. Ty moved behind her, pressing the head of his cock against her tight asshole. He had prepared her earlier with fingers and plenty of lube from the resort’s discreet stations.

“Relax, baby,” Alan coached gently, holding her hand. “Take them both.”

Ty pushed forward slowly. Stacy gasped as her ass opened around him. The fullness was overwhelming — two thick cocks stretching both her holes at once. She cried out in pleasure-pain as they bottomed out, stuffed completely.

They began to move — slowly at first, then with building speed. Stacy was lost in sensation, moaning continuously as the two men fucked her in perfect sync. Her orgasms came in waves, one rolling into the next until she was shaking uncontrollably.

Alan watched with pure lust, occasionally stroking himself or reaching in to rub her clit. The crowd was mesmerized, many couples now openly fucking while they watched the double penetration.

When Ty and Dex finally pulled out and came — one across her back, the other painting her tits and face — Stacy looked thoroughly used and radiant.

Alan claimed her last. He slid into her well-fucked pussy and fucked her hard while she whispered how much she loved being his hotwife. He added his own load deep inside her, marking her as his once again.

As they lay together afterward, surrounded by applause and the sounds of other couples enjoying the night, Stacy turned to Alan with a glowing smile.

“I never want to leave this place,” she whispered.

Alan kissed her cum-streaked lips. “We still have three more days, baby. And I have so many more ideas.”


Chapter 5

The morning sun found Stacy and Alan tangled together in their suite bed, bodies sticky and marked from the previous night’s double penetration. Stacy woke first, her pussy and ass still tender, a pleasant ache that reminded her of every thrust. She slipped out of bed quietly and stepped onto the private deck, completely naked, letting the ocean breeze cool her skin.

Looking out over the resort, she realized how much had changed in just a few days. The shy wife who had clutched Alan’s hand upon arrival was gone. In her place stood a woman who craved the eyes on her body, the hands of strangers, and the intense reclaiming fucks from her husband afterward.

Alan joined her, wrapping his arms around her waist from behind. His morning wood pressed against her ass. “Ready for more?” he asked, kissing her neck.

“More than ready,” she replied, turning to kiss him deeply. “I want today to be bigger. I want to feel completely used… but still yours.”

They spent the morning at the nude pool, teasing each other and flirting with other guests. Word of Stacy’s enthusiastic performances had spread quickly. Several single men and a few couples approached them politely, expressing interest in joining the fun.

After lunch, Alan made a bold suggestion. “Let’s host a small group session this afternoon at the private beach cove. I’ll vet the guys personally — only the ones we both like. You can take as many as you want, as long as I’m there the whole time.”

Stacy’s pulse quickened. The idea of multiple men focused on her at once made her thighs clench. “Okay… but I want you to choose them and set the rules.”

Alan selected four men in total: Ty and Dex from yesterday, plus two new bulls — a fit, tattooed blond named Kevin with a long, curved cock, and a stocky, hairy-chested Italian named Luca whose thick tool was known for its staying power. All four were respectful, tested, and clearly excited by the prospect of the pretty blonde hotwife.

They gathered at a secluded but still semi-public cove accessible only by a short path. Lounge chairs and large padded mats had been arranged in a circle under palm trees. The area was open enough that resort guests walking the main beach path could see everything if they looked.

Luca had brought his own wife, Sophia — a curvaceous brunette with full breasts and a wicked smile. She had been watching Stacy’s progress all week and was clearly turned on by the idea of participating indirectly.

Stacy started on her knees in the center. The four men surrounded her. She took turns sucking each cock, savoring the differences in size, shape, and taste. Alan sat nearby in a comfortable chair, phone in one hand filming, while Sophia knelt beside him. At Alan’s quiet invitation, Sophia wrapped her soft hand around his hard cock and began slowly stroking him — long, lazy strokes that kept him throbbing without rushing him.

“Good girl,” Alan murmured to Sophia, eyes never leaving Stacy. “Nice and slow while I film my wife.”

Sophia smiled and continued her steady rhythm, occasionally glancing at the action in the center.

The pace intensified. The men flipped Stacy onto all fours. Luca took her pussy from behind while Kevin slid underneath her in a sixty-nine position, licking her clit as she sucked him. Ty and Dex took turns feeding her their cocks from the sides.

Stacy was in a constant state of orgasmic haze. Every hole was being used or teased. Fingers played with her ass, preparing her. Soon Dex — the largest — eased into her ass while Luca continued pounding her pussy. The double penetration made her scream in pleasure, her body shaking between the two powerful men.

Throughout it all, Alan continued filming every angle — zooming in on Stacy’s stretched holes, her bouncing tits, and her cum-glazed face. Sophia never stopped stroking him. Her hand moved with deliberate slowness, twisting gently at the head, keeping Alan rock-hard and edging him as he watched his wife get used.

“Fuck, look at her,” Alan groaned, voice thick. “She’s taking them so well.”

Sophia leaned in closer, whispering, “Your wife is such a good little slut. Does it turn you on watching her get fucked by all these big cocks while I stroke you?”

Alan nodded, breathing heavier. “Yes… keep stroking. Don’t let me cum yet.”

Stacy came hard again, her cries echoing across the cove as the men rotated. Each man took another turn in her pussy or ass. Kevin came first, painting her tits. Luca followed, filling her pussy with a thick creampie that leaked out when he pulled away, the sight of his own wife’s hand on Alan’s cock only making him thrust harder into Stacy beforehand.

A larger crowd had formed — maybe twenty guests now — some openly masturbating or fucking their own partners while watching Stacy get used by the four bulls, and the extra layer of Sophia slowly jerking Alan.

After nearly an hour of relentless play, the men finally pulled back, leaving Stacy a sweaty, cum-covered mess on the mat. Her pussy and ass gaped slightly, creamy loads dripping from both holes and streaking her face and chest.

Alan handed his phone to Sophia for a moment so he could step in for the reclaim. He slid into Stacy’s cum-filled pussy, the extra lubrication and the knowledge that four other men had just fucked his wife — while another man’s wife stroked him — driving him wild. He fucked her hard and deep, making her cum one more time before adding his own load deep inside her.

Sophia smiled and wiped her hand on a towel as the crowd applauded.

Back in their suite, Alan drew a luxurious bath with essential oils and rose petals provided by the resort. He carried Stacy into the tub, holding her against his chest as warm water enveloped them both. He washed her gently, kissing every mark and bruise, every spot where cum had dried on her skin.

“You were unbelievable today,” he whispered, stroking her hair. “Having Sophia stroke me while I watched and filmed you… it made everything even more intense. I’ve never been more turned on or more in love with you.”

Stacy turned in his arms, straddling him in the tub. Her voice was soft but honest. “I saw her hand on you… it was strangely hot. I love how you watch me. I love coming back to you afterward and feeling you reclaim me. It makes everything hotter.”

They made love slowly in the tub — tender, intimate sex that contrasted sharply with the raw group fucking earlier. Alan brought her to a gentle, rolling orgasm with his fingers and cock while telling her how proud he was of her transformation and how much he enjoyed the extra thrill of another wife’s hand on him.

After the bath, they napped together, bodies entwined. When they woke in the late afternoon, Alan had a new plan for the evening.

“I want tonight to be different,” he said. “There’s a special ‘Queen’s Night’ event at the main play pavilion. Experienced hotwives get to choose their bulls freely, and the husbands watch from a special viewing area. I want you to be one of the queens tonight. Pick as many men as you want, fuck them however you like, and know I’m watching every moment.”

Stacy’s eyes sparkled with a mix of nerves and excitement. “Will you still reclaim me at the end?”

“Always,” Alan promised. “And maybe I’ll have Sophia keep me company again while I film.”

They dressed (or rather, didn’t dress) for the event. Stacy wore only a delicate gold body chain that accentuated her breasts and framed her pussy, plus high heels that made her ass look incredible as she walked.

At the pavilion, a raised central platform was prepared with multiple large beds and lighting designed for perfect viewing. Several other hotwives were already there, but when Stacy stepped onto the platform, the crowd cheered louder for the newcomer who had been making waves all week.

The host announced her as “Stacy, our eager new hotwife on her journey.” Men lined up politely as she began choosing.

She started with Ty and Dex again, but quickly added Kevin and two more well-endowed guests who had been watching her all day. For the next two hours, Stacy lost herself in a symphony of cocks and hands and mouths on the platform, all while Alan watched from the front row of the viewing area. Sophia sat beside him once more, her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking him slowly and steadily as he filmed every thrust, every moan, every creampie.

Stacy’s final orgasm of the night came while riding one bull and taking another in her mouth, screaming Alan’s name as she came.

When the event wound down, Alan carried her back to their suite, her body marked and satisfied. He reclaimed her one last time that night — slow, deep, and possessive — whispering how she was his perfect hotwife and how much he loved sharing the experience with her while another woman edged him.

Stacy fell asleep in his arms, already dreaming of tomorrow’s possibilities, the image of Sophia’s hand on Alan’s cock mixing with her own memories of being thoroughly used.


Chapter 6

Stacy woke slowly, her body still deliciously sore from the intense Queen’s Night and the group session the day before. Alan was already awake beside her, gently stroking her hair. “Morning, my hotwife,” he murmured. “I have a surprise planned for today. Sophia asked if she could play with you first… and I said yes.”

Stacy’s pulse quickened with nervous excitement. She had never been with another woman, but the idea felt right in this uninhibited place.

They met the group at the large beach cabana again — Ty, Dex, Kevin, Luca, and Sophia. The cabana had open sides, allowing plenty of spectators along the beach path. After a quick round of sunscreen and flirty conversation, Sophia took the lead. The curvaceous brunette smiled at Stacy and pulled her onto the central mattress.

“I’ve wanted to taste you since I first saw you,” Sophia said softly.

She kissed Stacy deeply, their tongues dancing. Stacy moaned into the kiss as Sophia’s soft hands roamed over her breasts, pinching her nipples gently. The men watched with hungry eyes while Alan set up his phone to film.

Sophia guided Stacy onto her back and kissed her way down her body. She spent time on Stacy’s breasts, sucking and biting the sensitive nipples until Stacy was squirming. Then Sophia moved lower, spreading Stacy’s legs wide and lowering her mouth to her pussy.

The first long lick made Stacy gasp loudly. Sophia’s tongue was skilled and gentle — circling her clit, then plunging inside her soaked hole. Stacy’s hips bucked as Sophia ate her with enthusiasm, sucking on her clit and slipping two fingers inside her.

“Oh fuck… that feels so good,” Stacy moaned, her hands tangling in Sophia’s dark hair.

The men stroked their growing cocks as they watched the two women. Alan moved around the mattress, filming every angle — close-ups of Sophia’s tongue working Stacy’s clit and Stacy’s face contorted in pleasure.

Stacy came hard within minutes, crying out as her thighs clamped around Sophia’s head. Sophia kept licking through the orgasm, drawing it out until Stacy was trembling.

When Stacy recovered, she flipped positions eagerly. “My turn,” she said, voice husky.

She pushed Sophia onto her back and buried her face between the brunette’s thighs. Sophia’s pussy was smooth and dripping. Stacy licked tentatively at first, then with growing confidence, mimicking what Sophia had done to her. She sucked on Sophia’s swollen clit and fingered her until the older woman was moaning loudly and grinding against her face.

The men cheered them on as the two wives pleasured each other. Stacy brought Sophia to a loud, shaking orgasm, her face shiny with the other woman’s juices.

After their mutual orgasms, Sophia and Stacy knelt side by side in the center of the mattress, facing the four men. Both women were flushed and breathing heavily.

“Time to share the cocks,” Sophia said with a wicked grin.

They took turns sucking the men. Stacy started with Ty, taking his thick cock deep into her mouth while Sophia sucked Dex. They switched back and forth — Stacy moving to Kevin’s curved cock while Sophia took Luca, then swapping again. The cabana filled with wet slurping sounds and the men’s groans.

The women made it a game, competing playfully to see who could take each cock deeper or make the man moan louder. Stacy deepthroated Dex as far as she could, gagging slightly but pushing through. Sophia took Kevin all the way down, her throat bulging visibly.

Alan circled them, filming every detail — the way their lips stretched around the thick shafts, the strings of saliva connecting their mouths to the cocks, the eager looks in their eyes.

After several minutes of shared blowjobs, Sophia leaned over and kissed Stacy, their tongues swapping the mixed tastes of the men’s pre-cum. The sight made all four men even harder.

Sophia then pulled back and whispered something to Stacy before standing up. She walked over to Alan, who was still filming, and dropped to her knees between his legs.

“My turn to take care of you while you film your wife,” she said seductively.

She took Alan’s hard cock into her mouth in one smooth motion, sucking him with slow, deep bobs of her head. Alan groaned but kept the phone steady, zooming in on Stacy as she continued pleasuring the four men.

Stacy was now the sole focus. The men surrounded her again. She was put on all fours and gangbanged relentlessly — one cock in her pussy, one in her mouth, and the other two in her hands. The men rotated positions every few minutes, using her mouth, pussy, and ass in every combination.

Stacy moaned continuously, lost in the pleasure of being the center of attention. She came multiple times, her cries muffled around whichever cock was in her mouth.

Sophia never stopped sucking Alan. She took him deep into her throat, then pulled back to lick and kiss the head while whispering filthy encouragement. “Look at your wife… she’s such a perfect little gangbang slut. Keep filming. She’s loving every second.”

The gangbang intensified. Stacy was moved onto her back, legs spread wide and pulled back toward her shoulders. Ty fucked her pussy hard while Dex used her mouth. Kevin and Luca stroked themselves over her tits and face.

Throughout it all, Sophia continued sucking Alan’s cock with expert skill — slow, deep, and teasing, keeping him right on the edge without letting him cum. Alan filmed everything, his hands occasionally shaking with pleasure as Sophia’s mouth worked him.

Stacy looked over at Alan, eyes glassy with lust. “Tell them… tell them to cum on my face,” she gasped between thrusts. “I want you to film it… and take pictures. Something to remember this by.”

Alan grinned, voice thick with arousal. “You heard her, guys. Cover her pretty face. Paint my hotwife.”

The men pulled out and surrounded her. Stacy knelt in the center, mouth open, tongue extended, looking up at them eagerly. One by one they stroked themselves to the finish.

Ty came first, thick ropes of cum landing across her forehead and cheeks. Dex followed, aiming for her open mouth and covering her tongue. Kevin painted her nose and chin. Luca added the final heavy spurts across her lips and eyelids.

Stacy was a mess — her face glazed with four heavy loads, cum dripping down her chin onto her tits. She looked straight into Alan’s camera, smiling through the cum, and used her fingers to scoop some into her mouth, swallowing with a moan.

Sophia finally pulled her mouth off Alan’s cock with a wet pop. She looked up at him and said, “Your turn to finish on her if you want… or save it for the reclaim.”

Alan chose to save it. He helped Stacy to her feet, cum still dripping from her face, and kissed her deeply, tasting the other men on her lips. The crowd that had gathered along the beach path applauded loudly.

Back in the cabana, Alan wiped Stacy’s face gently with a warm towel, then pulled her into his arms for a tender reclaiming fuck on the mattress. He slid into her well-used pussy and made love to her slowly, whispering how much he loved her and how incredibly sexy she had been.

Sophia watched from the side with a satisfied smile, occasionally touching herself as she observed the intimate moment between husband and wife.

Later that evening, as they rested, Alan showed Stacy some of the photos and videos he had taken. She blushed but smiled, clearly proud of how far she had come.

“Tomorrow is our last full day,” Alan said, holding her close. “You choose what you want to do.”

Stacy nodded, eyes sparkling with anticipation.


Chapter 7

The morning of their final day at Elysium Cove felt bittersweet. Suitcases lay open on the bed as Stacy and Alan slowly packed their things. The week had flown by in a haze of sun, margaritas, and raw sexual awakening. Stacy stood naked in front of the mirror, running her hands over her body. Her skin was tanned, her pussy still slightly puffy from the relentless use the night before.

Alan came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. “Last day, baby. How do you feel?”

Stacy leaned back against him, smiling softly. “Different. Confident. Horny.” She turned in his arms and kissed him. “I’m ready for one last big experience before we leave… but I want it to be with someone new. Not Ty, Dex, or the others. Fresh cock for the final memory.”

Alan’s cock twitched against her stomach. “Anything you want. You’ve earned it.”

Stacy bit her lip, a mischievous spark in her eyes. “I saw a new guest check in yesterday evening while you were napping. Tall guy, muscular, dark hair with a bit of gray at the temples. He was walking to his room completely naked and… God, Alan. His cock is insane. Not longer than Dex or Ty, but so much thicker. It’s as big around as a Coke can. I couldn’t stop staring. I want to feel it. I want to suck it and have it stretch my pussy one last time as a goodbye gift to myself.”

Alan groaned, his hands sliding down to squeeze her ass. “Fuck, that’s hot. Let’s go find him.”

They finished packing lightly, then headed out to the resort still completely naked. The familiar sights of nude bodies and open sex no longer made Stacy blush — they made her wet. They walked hand-in-hand toward the main pool bar, where most guests gathered during the day.

Stacy spotted him almost immediately. He was leaning against the bar, sipping a Bloody Mary. Up close he looked even more impressive — broad shoulders, powerful chest, and between his legs hung the thickest cock she had ever seen. Even soft, it was obscenely girthy, the shaft as wide as a soda can with a heavy, plum-shaped head.

Alan squeezed her hand. “Go introduce yourself, hotwife.”

Stacy took a deep breath and walked up to the stranger with newfound confidence. “Hi… I’m Stacy. This is my husband Alan. It’s our last day here and I… I noticed you yesterday. Your cock is incredible. Would you be interested in playing with me before we leave?”

The man raised an eyebrow, then smiled slowly, his eyes roaming over her naked body. “Name’s Derek. First time here. And I’d be more than happy to help make your last day memorable.”

Derek joined them at a shaded cabana near the pool with open sides so anyone walking by could watch. Stacy wasted no time. She dropped to her knees on the soft cushion and took Derek’s heavy cock in both hands. Even semi-hard, it was a challenge. She stroked the thick shaft, marveling at its girth.

“It’s so fucking thick,” she whispered, looking up at him.

She opened her mouth wide and wrapped her lips around the head. It barely fit. She had to stretch her jaw to take him, sucking greedily while her hands worked the shaft. Derek groaned, placing a hand gently on her head as she bobbed, saliva already dripping down her chin.

Alan sat nearby, phone in hand, filming every moment. “That’s it, baby. Suck that fat cock. Get it nice and wet for your pussy.”

After several minutes of enthusiastic sucking, Stacy climbed onto the daybed and spread her legs. Her pussy was already soaked. Derek positioned himself between her thighs and rubbed the massive head up and down her slit, coating himself in her juices.

“Go slow at first,” Stacy breathed. “I want to feel every inch of that thickness.”

Derek pushed forward. The head alone stretched her entrance wider than anything she had taken all week. Stacy gasped loudly, her fingers gripping the sheets. Inch by thick inch, he sank into her. The pressure was intense — a delicious, burning stretch that made her toes curl.

“Oh my God… it’s so thick,” she moaned. “I can feel it spreading me open.”

When Derek finally bottomed out, Stacy’s eyes rolled back. He was only about eight inches long, but the girth made her feel completely stuffed, her pussy lips stretched taut around the base. Derek began to move — slow, deep thrusts that made her whimper with every stroke.

The cabana quickly attracted spectators. Guests stopped to watch the pretty blonde wife take the new bull’s massive cock. Stacy’s moans grew louder as Derek picked up speed, his heavy balls slapping against her ass.

Alan filmed close-ups of her stretched pussy, the way it clung to Derek’s thick shaft on every withdrawal. “You look so fucking good stretched around him, baby.”

Stacy came hard within minutes, her walls fluttering and squeezing around the impossible girth. Derek didn’t stop. He kept fucking her through the orgasm, then flipped her onto all fours and took her from behind even deeper.

Derek fucked Stacy relentlessly for nearly forty minutes, rotating through positions and drawing multiple orgasms from her. He finally pulled out and stroked his thick cock, aiming at her open mouth. Stacy eagerly swallowed as much as she could while the rest painted her face and tits in heavy, creamy ropes.

She lay there panting, pussy gaping and visibly stretched, cum dripping from her chin.

Alan stepped in immediately. He climbed between her legs and slid his familiar cock into her freshly-fucked hole. The difference was shocking. After Derek’s Coke-can girth, Alan felt almost small inside her. Her pussy was so loose and slick that he could barely feel the usual grip.

“Fuck… I can hardly feel you,” Stacy whispered, looking up at him with loving eyes. “He stretched me so wide.”

Alan groaned at her words, thrusting harder. “That’s so hot, baby. I love how ruined your pussy feels right now.”

Even though the physical sensation was reduced, the emotional intensity was overwhelming. Alan fucked her with deep, passionate strokes, kissing her cum-covered lips and whispering how much he loved her, how proud he was of the confident hotwife she had become, and how this week had changed everything for them.

Stacy wrapped her legs around him and held him close. “I love you so much, Alan. This week was everything I never knew I needed. I was so shy when we arrived… and now I feel powerful. Sexy. Yours. Even if I barely feel you after him, I still love every second with you.”

Her words pushed Alan over the edge. He came hard, adding his load deep inside her already-filled pussy. They stayed connected for a long time, kissing tenderly while the resort buzzed around them.

Later, after a shared shower and one final walk along the beach, they returned to their suite to finish packing. Stacy looked at Alan with sparkling eyes.

“Thank you for pushing me to come here. Thank you for every dare, every cock, every reclaim. I’m going to miss this place… but I’m excited to bring this new version of me home with us.”

Alan pulled her into a tight embrace. “This isn’t the end, baby. It’s just the beginning of our hotwife adventures. We’ll find new resorts, new bulls, new experiences.”

As they boarded the shuttle to the airport later that afternoon, Stacy leaned her head on Alan’s shoulder, a satisfied smile on her face. Her pussy still throbbed from Derek’s massive girth, a perfect final memory of Elysium Cove.

She was no longer the shy wife who had arrived a week ago.

She was a hotwife — confident, insatiable, and deeply in love with the husband who had helped her discover herself.
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