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      As summer rolls around things are getting hot. The Ultimate Hotwife Summer is a multi-author series that explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies and their lovers are finding they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy Hotwife stories.

      

      Read the entire series here: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifesummer 
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      I think it’s important to know that the characters have a history that predates the actions in this story.  While you can read this book as a stand-alone story, I think you’ll find it more enjoyable if you read Sharing My Bride and My Hotwife’s Holiday Boyfriend first.
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      "Are you sure you want to do this?" my wife asked. "On our Honeymoon?"

      We were standing in the TSA line waiting to pass through security so we could make our flight to Cabo San Lucas.  Daniel, my best friend and my wife's sometime lover was waiting for us at the gate.

      "Yeah," I said with as much confidence as I could muster.  Ever since I'd let my buddy fuck Monica at my bachelor party I couldn't shake how much I loved to share her.  I knew I was walking a tightrope and could face a disastrous fall at any time, but I wanted to push the limit nonetheless. "I think it would be fun, swapping."

      I'd already let my wife fuck Daniel several times.  Besides the bachelor party, there was the night of our wedding and the holiday work party.  In the six months since I let my wife play the part of my friend's girlfriend, she'd gone on two other dates.  Now, we were on our way to a beachfront resort in Baja California where Daniel and I would spend a week laying out, drinking lots of tequila, and fucking my wife all she wanted.

      I booked two rooms, one for Monica and myself and one for Daniel.  On the way to the airport, I concocted a plan to add a little more spice to our already kinky vacation.  Daniel and I would swap places—he would be Monica's husband and I would be her lover on the side.

      It added a whole new dimension to our little triangle and I wanted to experience the thrill of being on the outside of a hotwife relationship.

      "Have you talked to Danny about this?" my wife asked.

      "No, I wanted to run it by you first."

      "I appreciate that."  Monica thought for a few minutes. Her face was still, unreadable, as the idea of pretending to be another man's wife churned through her mind.  Finally, a smile formed on her lips and she started nodding her head.  "Yes.  I think that would be fun.  Being Danny's hotwife.  This could be so much—fun."

      My wife sounded more than excited about my idea, and for a moment I was afraid I made a huge mistake. That sense of unease passed when Monica pulled me by the collar and kissed me fiercely on the lips, slipping her tongue into my mouth like a thirsty tigress.  My cock began to fill with blood and I looked around a little embarrassed as she started nibbling at my neck.  Luckily no one was paying us much attention.

      "I think it would be so hot, cucking Daniel with you."

      Is that what my wife thought she was doing, cucking me?  We never really tried to put a label on what we were doing.  I just knew I was sharing my wife with another man and enjoying the experience of watching and reclaiming her after.  Obviously, my wife's experience varied.

      "Yeah," I said.  “That would be so much fun."

      "Get a room guys."  One person had been watching our public display of affection.  It was Daniel, sitting at the gate, thumbing through a Sports Illustrated.

      "Shit, you'd be doing worse," I said as I gave his shin a friendly kick.

      He gave Monica a leery smile, "Yeah, I probably would be."

      Daniel stood up and gave my wife a chaste kiss on the cheek.  I enjoyed sharing my wife but wasn't keen on letting other people know about it.  Although, I guess that was all going to change if he agreed to my idea.

      "So you guys ready to enjoy your belated honeymoon?" my friend asked.

      "Yeah, about that,” I said.
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        * * *

      

      "Let me see if I have this correct," Daniel said after I'd explained my plan.  "You want me to play the part of Monica's husband?  And you, Bill, will be my best friend who gets to fuck her occasionally."

      My wife nodded right away, but I felt I needed to make a few things clear.

      "Yeah, yeah. Sort of.  Yes, she will stay with you, but I'm hoping I'll get to have sex with her more than occasionally."

      My wife kept nodding while Daniel took time to think on it.  I didn't know what he could find objectionable in my offer.  He'd get to share her bed, wake up with her, have sex with her.  What more could he fucking want?

      "Hm.  That's a really weird plan."

      "Dude," I said.  "Sharing Monica with you is weird.  This is just—a variation on the theme."

      My best friend laughed but admitted he would love to pretend to be my wife's new husband.

      "This is going to be so much fun," my wife said.  She started rubbing her hands together like a scheming scamp.  "So many sexy possibilities.  I can hardly wait."

      Daniel pulled out his boarding pass and handed it to me.

      "What's this for?" I asked.

      "Well," Daniel said, drawing out the word.  "If Monica is going to be my wife on this trip, she's got to be sitting with me."

      Before I could argue, Monica latched onto Daniel’s arm.  "You are so right, hubby.  If this is our 'honeymoon' we must sit next to each other."

      "You heard the lady," Daniel said with a wicked smile.  "Don't worry.  My seat is first class, too.  Just two rows back."

      "Fuck," I mumbled to myself as I gave up the seat next to my wife to my best friend.  As I did, I came to the realization I was going to have to start thinking of her not as my wife, but as my best friend's.

      Even as my penis was starting to fill with arousal, I couldn't help but think this trip was not starting as I had planned.
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        * * *

      

      "Would you care for a beverage, sir?" Kesha, our lovely flight attendant asked.  Her smile shown brightly on her smooth brown face.

      Usually, I just got a soda since Monica and I only fly coach, but since we were in first class I decided to ask for something a bit stronger.

      "Jack Daniels," I said, spitting the last word as I looked forward and across the aisle at my wife and best friend sharing a laugh.  "And could you make it a double?"

      "Most certainly, sir."  Kesha pulled out two small bottles of whiskey.  "Would you like a mixer?"

      "No, just a clean glass.  And maybe one small ice cube."

      My eyes were glued to my wife.  I couldn't see much, but I was able to tell she was rapt by whatever Daniel was saying to her.  My heart was thumping, seeing her having such a good time with another man, and my cock was aching hard, as it had been since Daniel and I had swapped seats.  My row mate was engrossed in his spreadsheet and didn't notice my discomfort.  If Kesha noticed, she did well to hide it.

      I had to admit, I was loving the feeling of angst that raced through my bloodstream.  Seeing Monica happy made me happy, no matter the circumstances.  Even though we were pretending she was Daniel's wife, in reality, she still belonged to me.

      My wife took a sip of her drink and, without warning, turned to look my way.  She smiled when she saw me staring and tipped her glass my way.  I smiled back.

      The moment was broken by the sound of a single chip of ice tumbling into my glass.

      I looked up at the flight attendant and said, "Thanks."

      "You're very welcome," she said and moved on to the next flyer.

      When I looked back at my wife, she had gone back to chatting with Daniel.

      I gave a deep sigh and poured my two shots of Jack into the glass.  I took a gulp.  The burn felt good.  And as the warmth spread down my throat and into my gut a silent mantra played through my brain.  She's Daniel's wife. She's Daniel's wife.   She's Daniel's wife.

      And I smiled knowing that I was going to get to fuck her anyway.

      For the next three hours, I sat and watched my wife flirt with my best friend.  It was not the first time I'd done that, but this time was different.  She wasn't just flirting with another man, she was flirting with her new husband.

      At one point they were kissing passionately.  She was running her fingers through his hair and he was groping her breast.

      "I wish those two would knock it off." I was startled by my row mate’s comment, reminding me we weren't the only three people on the plane.

      I turned and tried to pretend I wasn't watching my wife and friend make out.

      "What do you mean?" I said, reaching for a magazine from the pocket in front of me.

      "That horny couple in row two," he said, pointing to Monica and Daniel.  "I mean, I wouldn't mind making out with her, but she's making me hard and I hate not being able to do anything about it."

      "Too much information," I said.  I started flipping through pages, trying to find an article to pretend to read.

      "It looks like they might be on their honeymoon.  I see her ring."

      I was glad when the man stopped talking, but the relief didn't last because a moment later he was back at it.

      "Don't see a ring on him though.  Odd."

      "You really can't let it go, huh?"

      "What do you care?"

      I pointed to my magazine.

      "I'm trying to read here," I said.

      My row mate laughed.  "Whatever."

      I tried not to notice he was adjusting himself.  I don't know if I should have been ashamed or proud of the fact my wife was making three different men hard.  I just hoped he didn't start rubbing himself.  That would have been too much.

      Luckily it didn't get that far because the pilot came over the intercom to let us know he was starting his approach into San José del Cabo and asked the flight attendants to start preparing for landing.

      Daniel and Monica stopped making out.  My row mate stopped his gawking and started putting his laptop away.  I decided to try to finish the article on New England barbecue that I was browsing.  I was near the end when a wadded-up napkin fell into my lap.

      I looked up and saw Monica looking my way, a friendly smile on her face.  She nodded her head my way, indicating the trash in my lap.

      I opened up the napkin and she had written a note.

      Can't wait til my hubby shares me with you. XXOO

      I looked up again and her smile had turned wicked.  Then she blew me a kiss and turned back to her 'husband.'

      I looked down again at the paper in my hand.  My heart raced with excitement like I was back in high school and my crush had passed me a note, telling me she wanted to meet up after gym class, under the bleachers.

      The angst that gnawed at my soul didn't completely go away, but it did slacken as I settled into my new role as lover instead of husband.  It was an odd feeling, but one I was starting to enjoy.  Maybe it was the newness, or maybe it was because I was relinquishing control.

      As Monica's husband, I was able to call the shots.  It was up to me to let her fuck another man.  Without my permission, it would be cheating, and I was quite certain my wife would never do that.  Or so I hoped.

      As her lover on the side, I no longer had any right to tell her what she could or couldn’t do.  Right now, I was enjoying our game, but if that feeling changed, I'd have no one but myself to blame because I was the one who came up with the brilliant idea in the first place.
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        * * *

      

      If the display on the plane could be rated on a heat scale of eight, the half-hour taxi ride from the airport to the resort was a fucking twelve.

      The cab driver was still putting our suitcases in the trunk when my wife and her lover, I mean her husband, resumed their foreplay.  This time she was rubbing his cock through his pants while he had his hand up under her blouse and was mauling her breasts.

      "Oh shit, Danny, that feels so nice."

      "We are going to have so much fun this week," he said.  "I'm going to fuck you in every hole you have.  I'm going to fuck my wife's pussy, gonna fuck her ass, and fuck her beautiful little mouth."

      Monica was moaning at the end of Daniel's little kinky monologue.  I don't know if it was his words or the fact he had slipped his hand under her bra and was pinching her sensitive nipples.

      Needless to say, I was feeling just a little left out from all the fun.  My wife must have sensed something was wrong because she turned her body and placed one of her hands on my knee.

      "What about my hot lover here?" she said.

      Daniel stopped kissing her neck and gave me a waned smile.

      "And I'll really enjoy watching Bill fuck you, too."

      While he didn't actually roll his eyes when he said it, he didn't exactly say it with any sense of conviction.

      "Por favor, wait until you get to your resort before you do that.  I don't want to have to charge you a cleaning fee for my cab.  The stench of sex lingers for a very long time."

      Instead of being embarrassed, we all laughed.  This obviously wasn't the first time the cab driver had to deal with horny tourists.

      For the most part, the kinky couple behaved themselves for the rest of the half-hour drive to the resort.  There was no actual fucking, or blowjobs, but they still couldn't keep their hands off of each other.  If I didn't know better myself I would find it very easy to believe they really were newlyweds on their honeymoon.

      I tried to enjoy the scenic view outside the cab.  The vast Pacific Ocean spread out to our left, with the Mexican countryside to the right.  The moans of my wife filled my ears as Daniel slipped his hand down her pants.  Manuel, our cabbie, played Mexican folk music and that helped a little, but still, my mind was focused on the erotic scene that played out next to me.

      By the time we rolled up the drive to the resort's main building, I had a massive and painful case of blue balls.  My first thought was I would take Monica to our room as soon as we checked in and fuck her brains out.  Then I remembered we weren't going to be sharing a room and I was probably going to have to wait my turn.  At least I could still rub one out to tide me over.

      When I stepped out of the taxi, the balmy ocean breeze pulled me out of my little funk.  The sounds of the waves hitting the beach in the distance soothed my aching heart.  In the palm trees that lined the drive, several species of birds I didn't recognize held a boisterous conference.  I could stand there and soak in the tropical ambiance forever.

      "Come now," the cabby said, his arms full of our baggage.  "Let's get you checked in."

      Manuel escorted us to the front desk.  Daniel and my wife were already busy checking in, so I got to pay for the ride.

      I stayed with the luggage and watched Monica and my friend.  While they filled out the paperwork and showed their IDs they took every chance they got to touch each other.  She'd put her hand on his arm.  He'd slip his hand into her back pocket.

      They looked like a true couple.

      I wondered if Monica and I looked the same when we were out.  Unfortunately, there was r no way for me to know.

      "Okay, we got adjacent suites in building One," Daniel said.

      "They're right on the beach," Monica added.  "The clerk said the sunset view is spectacular."

      "Here ya go, buddy."  Daniel handed me a key card.  "We'll meet you by the pool in a couple of hours."

      I looked at my wife.  "That it then?"  She smiled but said nothing.

      "For now," Daniel said.  "Take some time to get unpacked, relax.  We got a whole week."

      I knew the first thing they did wouldn't be unpacking and relaxing.

      My wife yelped when Daniel gave her a quick whack on the ass.  "Hey," she said.

      I had a feeling my wife would have smacked my face if I did that back home in Dallas, but I guessed she was just feeling the Cabo vibes.

      "Come on," Monica said as she grabbed her suitcase in one hand and Daniel in the other.  "I can't wait to get out of these pants and into a swimsuit."

      "I can't wait to get you out of those pants, period."

      They laughed and hurried off to their suite.  I followed, but not too close.

      I decided I was going to let them have their fun.  That's what this vacation slash honeymoon was all about—fun.  Sexy fun.  And I had to wrap my mind around the fact that I was now the third wheel, the interloper.  Daniel was Monica's main partner now.  I hoped it would get easier as time went by.
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      If I thought the act of unpacking would lower my state of arousal, I was wrong.  For one thing, I kept finding things that belonged to my wife in my suitcase.  We didn't know she and I would be in different rooms when we packed, so I had a few of her toiletries, her hairdryer, and two of her bikinis.

      I held up the skimpy top and bottom and imagined my wife in them.  They were new, still had the tags on them, and I hadn't seen her in them yet.  I pictured her lovely breasts snuggly cradled in these two small red triangles of cloth and felt my penis tingle.

      There was also the constant sound of thumping from their room.

      I moved to the shared wall and put my ear to it.  I could just make out a few muffled words between the sounds of the headboard smacking into the wall.

      "Fuck, Danny.  I missed this."

      "Oh, god Nikki.  I love fucking that tight pussy of yours."

      "And I love having you fuck it."

      My cock was rock hard hearing the pillow talk between Daniel and my wife.  I wished I was in the room watching.  Seeing the look of pleasure on her face while he plowed her with his huge shaft.  I started stroking my cock, slowly, to prolong the pleasurable sensation.  I wasn't sure how much I'd enjoy hearing them fuck after I came.

      I shut my eyes and continued listening.  Their words sparked my imagination allowing my mind to place me in the room.  I could almost smell the aroma of my wife's arousal, and see her legs hooked around my best friend's lower back, pulling him deeper inside her.

      "Harder, Danny.  Fuck me harder."

      My wife's demands were answered with deep groans.  I heard her moan.

      "Yes, yes. Fuuuuuuuuuck me," she screamed.  I could tell she was coming.  I was close as well but I was waiting for—

      A loud grunt.  "Take it, Nikki. Take it all."  There it was, that nickname, that fucking nickname.  Daniel and Monica won a karaoke contest at his holiday party singing a duet of I Touch Myself by the Divinyls mixed with Darling Nikki by Prince.

      "Take my cum."

      "Oh shit, Danny.  I can feel your cock pulsing. So good.  Feels so fucking good."

      I came as my best friend shot his load into my wife’s womb.  He filled her with his seed, while mine spilled onto the bedroom floor.  I shivered, with my head against the wall, milking my cock, squeezing out every drop.

      "Oh, Danny, you're the best husband a woman could want."

      The words cut me but caused my cock to stir again, even though I had just come so damn hard.

      "And I love having you as my wife, my darling Nikki."

      My heart started racing, my legs grew weak, I could hardly breathe.  What had I done?

      I slumped to the floor, my back against the wall.  Was I going to lose my wife?  On our honeymoon?  Yeah, it wasn't a normal honeymoon, but we were supposed to be playing.

      Then I heard a loud knock on the wall next to my head.

      "Did you enjoy the show, sweetie?”  It was Monica.  She must have known I was listening and was performing for my benefit.

      "Now get yourself cleaned up," Daniel said.  "Put on your swim trunks and meet us by the pool."

      Well, I sure as hell wasn't going to stay in my room.  It was time to get into my role as Monica's lover on the side.  I grabbed a towel to wipe up the mess on the floor and took a quick shower to wash away any remaining spunk and clear my head.

      I was not going to enjoy this holiday if I kept thinking of Monica as my wife.  I had given up that right back at the airport.  Now, I needed to forget I was her husband and take on the role of the man she was fucking with her husband's permission.

      As I came to this realization I could feel my mood brighten.  I was a lucky man, I was going to get to fuck another man's wife, right in front of him.  The thought gave me a strange sense of power.  I had to give up the expectation that Monica was just going to give me access to her body.  I had to take a lesson from Daniel's past performance and go out and seduce her.  I needed to be the man she wanted to break her wedding vows for.

      The task was daunting, yet thrilling at the same time.  There was something about me Monica found attractive or she wouldn't have agreed to marry me in the first place.  I had to rediscover that confidence.  I needed to slough off the complacency of married life and take on the mantle of a bachelor on the hunt.

      Or at least start acting like a man who didn't expect to end each night in bed with a hot piece of ass like Monica, just because he'd put a ring on her finger.

      I got out of the shower and pulled on my neon green swimming trunks and headed off to the pool.
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        * * *

      

      Since the ocean wasn't safe to swim in on this side of Cabo, the pool at the resort was packed.  I looked around and spotted Monica and Daniel across the way, near the path to a group of hot tubs nestled amongst some tropical foliage to give a sense of privacy.

      I smiled when I noticed they'd saved a lounger of me.

      Time to step into my role.

      "Hey, guys," I said.  "Thanks for saving me a spot."

      Monica was rubbing sunscreen on Daniel's back.  "When we got here there was only a double.  Daniel had to grab that one from across the way.”

      "Thanks, buddy," I said.

      "No prob, dude.  Didn't want you to feel left out."

      I set down my towel and leaned over to kiss Monica.  I hooked my finger under her chin and turned her head toward me.

      She gave me a surprised look but didn't pull away.  Instead, when I bent over, she parted her lips and accepted my tongue.

      "Congratulations on your marriage, beautiful,” I said.

      I was shocked to see my wife, I mean Daniel's wife, blush.  "Thanks, Bill."

      "Hey, Dan, why don't you go get us some drinks."

      This was the moment of truth.  Could I pull off the role of pushy boyfriend?  The man who could pry a wife away from her husband, if only for a moment.

      Daniel gave me a hesitant look, but then realized what I was doing and smiled.

      "Sure thing buddy, a beer good with you?"

      "Yeah."

      "Get me a mimosa, darling," Monica said.

      Daniel scampered off to the poolside bar.

      I reached down for his wife's hand (see, I was getting into it now) and pulled her to her feet.

      "Let's take a quick dip, shall we?” I said.

      "Sure thing, lover boy," Monica said, giving me a quick peck on the cheek.

      We slipped into the deep end and floated around.  I pushed Monica up against the wall, my hands on either side of her.  She wrapped her legs around my body to keep her head above the water's surface.

      "Wave to hubby," I said.

      We turned toward Daniel as he made his way back to our lounge chairs, his hands full of our drinks.  His eyes burned with a look of jealousy I found familiar, and kind of thrilling.

      "You look lovely in that bikini," I said,  "You wearing that for me?"

      Monica wrapped her arms around my neck.  "Would you like me to say I was?"

      "I just want the truth."  Although that was a lie.  I did want her to tell me her sexy outfit was for my benefit.

      "Yeah, it's just for you, my stud."  The smile she wore told me she was humoring me.  Maybe she was telling a half-truth, still getting comfortable with Daniel and I swapping places.

      "You guys made such a racket back there," I said.  "I hope you didn't cause any structural damage, banging the bed up against the wall."

      "Oh, I can't promise that.  I wasn't thinking about anything else, but his big fat cock pounding my pussy."

      "You dirty, slut."

      "You love it."

      For a moment, I let the façade slip and I had to admit to myself it was so hot, hearing my wife fuck another man.  "Yeah, I did."

      My cock had grown hard and I began rubbing it along Monica's groin.

      "What's say I slip those bottoms aside and reclaim you, right here, right now?"

      "Now, now, lover.  You can't reclaim what's not yours."

      We were back to the role-play.  I guess the reclamation sex would have to wait until we get back to the States.

      "Then how about we—"

      I didn't get the chance to finish.

      "I need a drink," Monica said as she slipped under my arm and swam away.  I followed, my cock aching with need.

      "You guys have fun out there?" Daniel said as he handed me my beer.  His mouth was all smile, but I saw a twinge of jealousy in his eyes.

      "Sure did," I said, taking a swig of beer.

      Monica dried off and pulled out the sunscreen lotion.

      "You want help with that?" I asked.

      "You'll have to ask my husband," she said, without missing a beat.

      I turned to Daniel.  He took a drink and shrugged.  "Whatever dude, my wife's a free woman.  She can do what she wants."  I saw the joy return to his eyes when he called Monica, his wife.

      Monica lay down on her stomach and untied her bikini top, letting the strings fall to the side.  This was something she'd done dozens of times before for me, but it took on a more erotic feel in this moment.

      I started with her legs, squeezing out a line of lotion up the back of her left thigh before rubbing it in.  The feel of her smooth skin had me hard.  I sensed how forbidden this was, touching another man's wife this way.  It was a novel experience for me.  I looked at Daniel and he too sensed the eroticism of the moment.  I smiled when I saw him adjust his cock.

      A sense of new power swept through me, knowing I could make another man jealous.

      I repeated the motions on Monica's right leg, making sure I got the lotion under the hem of her bottoms.  I looked around to make sure no one was looking and slid my finger along the edge to brush against her pussy lips.

      My wife gave a little moan before saying, "You naughty boy, and your wandering fingers."

      "Very sorry, gorgeous," I said.

      "Sure you are," Daniel said.  I could almost taste the envy dripping from his words.  I was surprised at how far he'd fallen into the role of the possessive husband.

      This holiday was going to have a transformative effect on our relationship.  For good or bad, it was too soon to tell.

      I worked my way up Monica's back, making sure every inch of exposed skin was coated with sunscreen.  As my hands moved up her side, she lifted her torso slightly and I took the opportunity to squeeze her breasts.

      "Nice," she sighed.

      I heard Daniel let out a low growl.  Then Monica did something unexpected.  She turned around on her back, exposing her tits to everyone.

      I was shocked until I realized something I hadn't noticed up to this point.  I had been so focused on my angst and jealousy that I missed the fact that several women were laying out at the pool topless.  It just wasn't an issue here, although if I gave in to my first instinct and started massaging Monica's tits in the open I might draw a few dirty looks from more than just her husband.

      Even though I would have loved to take my time, I quickly rubbed more lotion into my lover's abdomen and shoulders.  Monica took the sunscreen from my shaking hand and said she'd do her breasts, saving me from any embarrassment I might be feeling.

      My cock grew hard watching her rub her tits, then lay back to let her skin soak up the Cabo sun.

      We spent the next couple of hours sunbathing, swimming, and reading cheesy novels.

      Although I have to admit I found it hard to pay attention to the best seller in my lap when Monica and Daniel were out together in the pool.  I watched them horseplay—Daniel would toss my wife around, she'd splash him with water in retaliation and then they'd wrestle around until they ended up in a passionate kiss.

      I was aroused by the display and had to cover my growing erection with my book.

      The funny thing was, if just the two of us had been on vacation here I probably would be ogling all the bare flesh that paraded around us.  But due to our current situation, I couldn't keep my eyes off the woman who was my wife.

      Being relegated to the role of lover had given me a new appreciation of Monica's beauty.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      When the sun began to set, we decided to head to one of the resort’s many restaurants for dinner.  First, we headed off to our rooms to shower and change clothes.  Again, it felt weird when we parted at the door to our rooms, my wife going off with her new husband instead of with me.

      In the shower, I thought about what I had witnessed this afternoon, Monica acting like Daniel's wife, letting him decide how bad she could be.  I remembered being allowed to rub her skin and steal a feel of her soft breasts.

      As my mind wandered through the erotic events of the afternoon, my hand wandered down my abdomen toward my erection.  With soapy hands, I began to stroke myself, imagining it was Monica's hands gliding along my shaft.  I reached underneath and began rimming my asshole sending waves of pleasure through my body.  I nearly lost all the strength in my knees when I felt an orgasm approach.

      I stopped playing with myself before I came, intent on maintaining my aroused state.  I was planning on fucking Monica later in the evening and didn't want to have any trouble getting hard.  Not that I thought just the sight of her naked body would fail to get me hard.

      I got to the restaurant just ahead of Daniel and Monica.  I was getting seated when they came in.

      My heart skipped a beat when I laid eyes on the couple, and I grew light-headed as the blood raced to my groin.

      Monica was a vision of beauty in her black spaghetti-strap dress that hugged her curves.  Even though I'd seen her wear it before, back home, tonight, seeing her in it with her arms wrapped around Daniel, was a new experience.

      I wanted to stand up to greet the couple but was afraid my erection would draw unwanted attention, so I remained seated and let Daniel, her husband, have that honor.

      "You look lovely tonight," I said.

      "Thanks," Daniel said.

      Monica groaned at the joke and I just rolled my eyes.

      "You look nice yourself," she said to me.

      "So, you guys got cleaned up fast," I said.  "No repeat of this afternoon’s performance?"

      "I thought we'd save it for after dinner," Daniel said.

      "Plus," my wife added.  "We weren't sure we'd have an audience."

      "Well, I'm thinking maybe we could have a nightcap, the three of us," I said.

      My wife's eyes lit up at the thought.  It had been several months since we last had a threesome.

      "That sounds fun," she said.  She rested her hand high up on my thigh.  Her eyes opened wide when she felt how hard I was.  Her smile made my cock twitch and she began to slowly rub her finger on the crown.  Even through the material of my slacks, the familiar touch set my senses on edge.

      This woman had a magic that I had never recognized before.

      "Oh about that honey," Monica said, turning to Daniel.  "You up to a little party of three in our room tonight?"

      I could see the cogs turning in Daniel's head.  He was my friend from way back, before I'd even met Monica.  We always shared things: cars, money, secrets.  Monica was the first woman we'd ever shared.  She was with me first, but from my bachelor party on, in a way, she was ours.

      Before this weekend, it was me who was doing the sharing, now it was Daniel, and I wasn't sure how he would react.

      "Danny, what are you thinking about?" Monica asked.

      "Oh, nothing.  Just.  It's our honeymoon."  Daniel leaned over and kissed Monica on the lips.  "And I thought."

      "Oh, come on sweetie.  It's early.  Let's have some fun."

      It felt amazing to hear my wife beg another man to let me fuck her.  Yes, knowing the decision was in another man's hands was hard to take, but knowing she really wanted to fuck me was a great ego boost.

      Eventually Daniel said yes and it was settled.

      We had a simple dinner and enjoyed a little small talk.  When our waiter asked if we wanted any dessert we said yes, but wanted it to go.
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        * * *

      

      We walked back to our room together.  Monica was settled between us, her arms wrapped in ours.  It felt like we were a true team, three people who shared an intimacy that few others could.  My heart swelled with pride that I could call her my wife at the same time I could let her explore her sexuality.

      We stopped at the threshold of their room.  Monica pulled Daniel down for a kiss with one hand around his head.  Her other hand grabbed my belt and pulled me toward her.

      The last time we had a threesome with Daniel, he was in charge.  I felt that tonight would be her doing.

      As the lover on the side, I could have stepped up to take charge, like Daniel did in December, but instead, I decided to follow Monica's lead.  I didn't think she'd lead me astray.

      "Let's take this inside, husband," she said to Daniel and turned to kiss me.

      Our lips met and sparks exploded in my brain.  Monica devoured my mouth with hers, her tongue probing, snaking around mine.  She tasted of wine and garlic.  Her arms grasped my head, pulling me close.  I wrapped my arms around her back, grabbing her ass and squeezing for all I was worth.  I felt my cock harden and wanted nothing more than to fuck her right there in the cool ocean breeze.

      I would have been happy if Daniel had taken an hour to get the door open, enjoying my newly discovered pleasure of kissing his wife, my wife.  This was all getting so confusing.  Was I falling into the role too deeply?

      Before I knew it, Monica was pulling at the collar of my linen shirt and dragging me into their suite.

      "Go sit over there," she said to Daniel, pointing to a padded chair in the corner.  “I’m going to take my time with my lover."

      I went in for another kiss, but she brushed my hand away.

      "In due time, Billy," she said.  "Go sit on the couch."

      I did as I was told, as Monica took out her phone and pulled up the music app.  Soon the room was filled with the thumping beat of Megan Thee Stallion's WAP.

      Monica ground her hips to the music and began a mesmerizing dance.  She locked her gaze on me as she slipped the thin straps of her dress off her shoulder, letting the black material fall to a sparkling dark pool on the floor.

      She stood before us, writhing seductively.  I felt my cock grow harder than I could ever remember and a trickle of spit roll down my chin.  I had never seen Monica look so fucking hot.

      As the song played, she moved closer.  She broke eye contact with me and glanced over at Daniel.

      "You like?" she said.  She was dancing in her black bra and panties, sliding her hands down her body, starting with her tits, over her taut abs, and into her panties.  She rubbed her fingers through her labia and withdrew them. Her digits were dripping wet.

      I heard him mumble something I couldn't recognize.  Monica must have liked what she heard because she gave him a wicked smile and licked her sticky fingers.

      I couldn't help but moan a little and start rubbing my erection.  I glanced down and saw a dark wet spot growing in the crotch of my slacks.

      A shadow fell over my hand followed by a slap.

      "Stop that," Monica said pulling my hand away from my groin.  "You two only do what I tell you tonight.  Capisci?"

      Daniel and I mumbled in agreement.

      "Good.  Now, where was I?"

      It was a rhetorical question, so I didn't say anything.  I just moved my hand to my side, waiting for Monica to tell me what to do, like a good boy.

      I was rewarded by getting to witness her reach behind her back to unhook her bra.  She pulled it free with one hand but kept her breasts shielded with her other arm.  I'd seen her naked so many times before, but being denied an unobstructed view at this moment was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen.

      Monica dropped her bra and used her two hands to cup her tits, occasionally granting me a glimpse of her hard nipples.  I licked my lips, some feral force burned inside me, filling me with a desire to lunge at her and fuck her brains out.  It took every fiber of my willpower to stay seated.

      "God, I'm so wet," Monica said.  "Such a wet pussy.  I need a cock inside me."

      Was this the woman I married?  This horny creature standing in front of me?  Yes.  Yes.  And I was the luckiest man in the world.

      "But first," she said while kneeling between my open legs.  "I need a cock in my mouth."

      I leaned back and let Monica unbuckle my belt and open my pants.  I lifted my ass to let her pull them down, along with my boxers.  I felt weird being naked from the waist down, with my pants wrapped around my ankles.  That feeling soon vanished as my wife engulfed my raging cock with her mouth.  I moaned as she started bobbing up and down on my shaft.

      "Oh, fuck, Myka," I said.  "That feels so good."

      She just mumbled around my cock.

      After a few minutes, she pulled away and looked over at Daniel.

      "You okay over there, hubby?" she asked, still stroking my saliva-slick cock.

      "Yeah.  You're a great cocksucker, wifey.  So fucking sexy."

      I glanced over and saw Daniel had pulled out his cock and was stroking it.

      "Glad you like.  Now why don't you bring that beautiful cock over here and fuck me while I suck off your friend."

      Monica looked up at me and smiled before going back to sucking my cock.  I leaned back and closed my eyes enjoying the experience.

      My lover worked my erection like a pro.  She'd engulf my entire length and suck me off for a while.  Then, when it seemed I was ready to pop, she’d pull away and start licking along the shaft, keeping me hard without letting me cum.

      She had my cock fully lodged in her throat and was running her tongue under the shaft when I heard her gag and her nose planted into my stomach.  I opened my eyes and looked down.  My entire erection had disappeared into Monica's mouth.  Daniel was behind her, thrusting his cock into her dripping wet pussy.

      "Oh, take it bitch, take my cock."

      Monica couldn't say anything at the moment since her mouth was full of my erection.  Eventually, Daniel pulled away and let her up for air.

      "Shit, is that any way for a husband to talk to his wife?" she said before leaning down to lick my balls.

      "It is when she's a horny slut like you."

      This light banter was something I was going to have to remember the next time the roles were reversed.  I wasn’t used to calling my wife a bitch, but she seemed to enjoy it when she was in the right frame of mind.

      "Oh god, that feels so good," Monica said as Daniel fucked her.  She stopped taking care of me to enjoy her own pleasure.  I ran my fingers through her hair as she laid her head on my stomach.  She grabbed my free hand and kept mumbling 'thank you' under her breath.

      Her new husband grabbed her hips and repeatedly thrust his hips, driving his cock deep into her inviting pussy.

      "Oh shit," he said through gritted teeth.  "I love the way your cunt hugs my cock.  So tight, so perfect.  AHHHHHHHH." With a final thrust, Daniel held Monica tight and pumped her full of cum.  I felt her fingers squeeze mine tight as he came inside her.

      Daniel gave a few more strokes, making sure he gave Monica every drop of his cum before pulling out with an audible plop.

      Monica took her time catching her breath.  I could tell she hadn't cum yet.  My cock was throbbing for attention and I was more than willing to give it to her.

      I stood up and laid my lover on the couch.  She opened her legs invitingly.

      "Come here, Bill.  Fuck me like my husband can't."

      The words were for Daniel, but they hit a special chord for me.  I think it was because she had internalized our game.  In her mind, Daniel was her husband.

      Of course, at the moment it didn't matter to me.  I was going get to fuck Monica for the first time on our honeymoon and I was going to enjoy it.

      I tapped her engorged clit with the tip of my cock.

      "You fucking tease.  Fuck me, you bastard."

      I smiled and thrust my erection to the hilt in one smooth motion, lubricated by her juices and Daniel's cum.

      "So full," Monica moaned.  I knew it was part of the game, trying to get under Daniel's skin, but it gave a huge boost to my ego.

      I began moving inside Monica's fleshy tunnel, enjoying the way her muscles felt around my shaft.  I knew I wasn't going to last too long, but I was determined to make her cum first.

      I reached between our bodies and began rubbing her clit.

      "Oh. Shit.  God.  Fuck."  Monica started speaking unintelligibly.  Her words were a jumble of filth and made-up words.  I knew she was close, so I sped up my thrusts in an attempt to climax when she did.

      "Fuck, me.  Fuck me hard.  God. Fuck.  Billlllllll," Monica screamed my name as her vaginal walls constricted around my cock.  She was cumming on my cock, something she never did.  Her orgasm sparked mine and I erupted inside her, filling her with ropes of my white tacky semen.

      After I had emptied my balls, I collapsed onto Monica, my energy spent.  I wrapped my arms around her and began kissing her neck and nibbling along her earlobe, something I knew she liked.  I heard her coo in my ear and felt her wrap her legs and arms around me, keeping me lodged inside her.

      "I love you so much, Bill," she softly said.

      I felt a warmth spread through my soul.

      We held each other for a few moments until Daniel tapped me on the shoulder.  "Mind if I have my wife back?"

      His words were friendly, but I could sense tension underneath them.

      My wife ended her embrace and I reluctantly pulled out of her.  Daniel reached down and helped her off the couch.

      "That was hot sweetheart," he said.  "But I think it's time I reclaimed you."

      With a hand placed on the small of her back, Daniel guided Monica toward the bedroom, giving her a playful pat on her bare bottom.

      Monica yelped as she scampered off.  When she got to the threshold she turned and blew me a kiss.  "See you at breakfast lover."

      She turned and was gone before I could say goodnight, my disappointment tempered by her kiss.

      "So, that was fun," he said to me.  "And I think it's time for you to go.  My wife and I would like some alone time."

      Even though he might not have been thrilled watching Monica and I fuck, it did make him hard.  He'd already had her twice today and was still eager for more.

      My friend didn't even bother to pull on his underwear while I got dressed.  His nakedness, a reminder he was about to fuck my wife at least one more time this evening.  That thought made my heart ache a bit but also sent a tingle through my groin.  I may be spending the night alone, but at least Monica was going to have some fun, and that was half of what made my fetish so fucking enjoyable.

      I stepped out into the evening and turned to say goodbye.

      "See you at seven for breakfast," he said and closed the door before I could reply.
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      Back in my room, I lay in bed and contemplated the day's events.  This Honeymoon swap we'd made was not turning out like I had imagined.  I thought Daniel and I would be having fun fucking Monica.  But Daniel seemed to be getting a bit too possessive, and I wasn't fitting into the role of lover.

      I got undressed and sat on the bed, my ear pressed against the wall.  I couldn't hear anything like the action earlier in the day.  They must either be in the shower together, or they were too tired for any more fun.

      So, instead of letting the angst of the moment keep me twisted up in knots, I decided to turn in.  I got a glass of water, opened the window, and got into bed.  I read my novel for a bit, then, when my eyes could no longer remain open, I turned out the light and let the soothing sounds of the waves lull me to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      Sometime that night, I woke up to use the restroom.  When I returned I heard something outside my window.  I looked at the clock next to my bed.  It was 3 am.

      "Look, out there, I think I saw a whale breach."  It sounded like Monica.

      "I don't think so, I read somewhere, they don't come around here until the winter."  That was definitely Daniel.

      I moved to the window and peeked out.  The couple were sitting out on a blanket in the sand a few feet from their door.  They were wearing their bathing suits.  Daniel was sitting cross-legged, Monica lay beside him with her head in his lap.    She was pointing into the surf, he was stroking her hair.

      They made a very handsome couple, I had to admit.  I almost felt I should shut my window and give them some privacy—almost.

      "Then what do you think it was?" she asked.

      "I'm not sure, maybe some dolphins."

      "Oh, I know.  A Russian submarine." Monica started laughing at her own joke.

      "No.  Not a Russian sub, maybe a Loch Ness monster."

      "Silly, we're not in Scotland." Monica started tickling Daniel.

      He squirmed around.  "Maybe it's a flying saucer reflected in the waves."

      They were both laughing now.  His wife—my wife, I couldn't keep it straight in my head—had crawled on top of Daniel.  They rolled around and wrestled for a bit until the heat of the moment took over and they started kissing.

      My heart ached as I watched Monica lay on top of my best friend with their mouths locked together, her hands sliding through his brown locks while his roamed over her luscious curves.

      Daniel rolled our wife over and she eagerly wrapped her legs around his waist.

      "I'm having so much fun on this trip," Daniel said.

      "So am I," Monica replied before going back to their kissing.

      I heard the couple moan as they started dry-humping.  Without thinking I started rubbing my growing erection through my underwear.

      "You know," Monica said.  "When you asked me to dance for my husband at his bachelor party, I thought you were nuts, but now, I'm so glad I let you talk me into it."

      "I could say the same," Daniel said while sliding her bikini bottoms slowly down her legs.  "Otherwise we'd never have hooked up."

      Monica giggled while she lifted her hips.  "I don't know what came over me.  The atmosphere… the music… the fact Bill came too fast."

      "That will never be a problem with me."

      I watched as our wife pulled down his shorts and started stroking his erection.

      "You're going to make some lucky girl very happy, someday."

      "What about tonight?  Don't I make you happy?”

      Daniel was kneeling between Monica's wide open legs, his cock poised at her entrance.  She reached up and caressed his cheek.

      "Tonight, I am so happy.  But you know I was talking about the future."

      "I can make you happy in the future."

      Monica closed her eyes and started moaning as Daniel penetrated her with his bare cock.  He fucked her for a few minutes, trying to prove a point I imagined.

      "Oh, that feels so good, Danny.  You fill me up so well."

      "I love the way your pussy grips my cock, Nikki.  You're so fucking tight.  I love it."

      "Oh god, so do I.  You stretch me like no other man ever has.  You touch me so deep—"  Monica stopped talking and started shivering.  I could tell she was having a small orgasm.

      After a moment, she reached up and wrapped her arms around Danny, pulling him to her.  She whispered something into his ear, something I couldn't hear.

      When she was done, she kissed him and he started fucking her in earnest, driving his cock hard and fast, like he was trying to pound her into the earth.

      "That's it Danny, fuck me.  Fuck me hard.  Fuck your wife like you mean it."

      I knew she was playing her role, as was Danny, as was I, but I still felt like I was watching my wife slip away.  It hurt, but I couldn't stop stoking my cock.  I could feel pre-cum dripping down my hand and I knew I was close to my own climax.

      "Oh, god.  Fuck Danny, I'm coming again.  You bastard, you feel so fucking good."  It sounded like she was almost crying.

      As Monica came she continued to hold Danny's torso to hers as his hips keep pistoning in and out of her.  When her screams of joy waned, he slowed but didn't stop.  Instead, he started kissing her, his thrusts becoming deep and steady.  I knew at that moment something had changed, and I felt a burning ache in my heart as I watched my best friend make love to my wife.  They were no longer just fucking but emotionally bonding.

      I knew it was inevitable, from the moment I watched them next to me on our wedding bed, I knew they were forming a relationship that would go beyond just fuck buddies.

      And the strangest thing was, it made me happy.

      Yes, I was jealous that my wife had affections for another man, deep and tender affections.  But I knew she had more than enough love to share with both me and him.

      I took a deep breath and became intoxicated by the cool salty ocean breeze.  I resumed stroking my erection since I wasn't going to go back to sleep without climaxing.  I felt I was close and from what I heard outside my window, so was Danny.

      "Oh, that's it lover," Monica said softly into his ear.  "Cum inside me.  Fill me up with your cream.  I want to feel your release. Oh—"  Her words became moans as Daniel climaxed, coating her womb with his semen.

      "Oh god, oh god, oh god."  If I wasn't mistaken my friend was almost crying.  When he was done he collapsed onto Monica's chest.

      "There, there, love, let it out.  Let it all out," she said.  I wasn't sure if she was talking about his emotions or his cum—probably was both.

      As I watched their bond grow stronger, I came; my semen spilling into my palm, while Daniel's filled my wife.

      After I came, I felt a light depression come over me.  My arousal had disappeared and I wasn't sure I could continue witnessing the act of love taking place on the beach.  Tomorrow was a new day, so I left the lovers and went back to bed.
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      I was the first to arrive at the buffet for breakfast the next morning.  I expected the newlywed couple to be late, after last night's little tryst in the sand.  What I didn't expect was my wife to show up alone.

      "Morning, lover," she said as she set down her plate of fresh-cut fruit and cottage cheese next to mine.  "Mind if I join you?"

      "Would love it," I said as I stood up and kissed Monica on the cheek.  She looked rather cute this morning.  She was wearing a pair of khaki shorts and a neon pink bikini top along with a white cotton blouse she hadn't bothered to button up.  She was showing off the light tan she'd started to develop.

      Before I could sit down she grabbed my face and kissed me on the lips, slipping me a little tongue before pulling away.

      "Now, that's how you greet a hotwife," she said with a sultry smile.

      I adjusted myself before sitting down.

      We ate in silence for a while.  Occasionally our eyes would meet and I'd catch a glimpse of her radiant smile.  She looked so goddamn happy—relaxed and satisfied.  She was definitely enjoying her honeymoon, and that made me happy as well.

      "So where's Daniel?" I asked, before taking a sip of my coffee.

      "Oh, he's still knocked out, I think," she said.  "I really wore my husband out last night."

      "Yeah, I heard."

      "I was hoping you would."

      "So that was all for my benefit?"

      "I wouldn't say that.  Daniel and I got a lot of enjoyment out of it."

      "You thought about me while he was fucking you." Hearing that helped heal my wounded feelings.

      "Well…" Monica paused to think before completing her reply.  "I'm not going to lie.  While we were fucking all I thought about was Daniel and how good his cock felt inside me.  But after.  After my climax faded, yes, I thought of you.  Hoping you heard and enjoyed the show."

      "Oh,  I sure did,” I said.  "Had to clean up a little mess."

      My wife snickered.

      It felt good to share this moment with Monica, and I thought about ending our little swapping game.  But I had to admit the angst was stimulating at times, so instead of ending our game, I decided to extend the time we had together, just the two of us.

      "Hey, wanna take a walk with me?" I asked.

      "Well…" Monica paused to think, or so she wanted me to think she was thinking.  "Daniel did say he might not make it to breakfast, so, sure, what's the harm."

      The resort was all-inclusive, and we didn't have to wait to pay for our meal, so we just got up and headed out.  We stopped by my room to grab a blanket on our way.

      The early morning breeze felt good caressing my skin.  We walked hand in hand down the beach.  We took off our sandals so we could enjoy the sand between our toes.

      "This is so nice," Monica said as we approached a secluded patch of sand grass that shielded us from the row of beach bungalows.

      We spread out the blanket and sat down facing the wide open ocean, our backs to the resort.  The waves on this side of the peninsula were rough and the undertow was strong so no one swam out here.  That left the beach mostly empty.  Except for a beachcomber with a metal detector up the way, we had this section of the beach to ourselves.

      Monica had her legs tucked in with her arms wrapped around her knees.  I put my arm around her back.

      "You having a good time?" I asked.

      My lover answered while staring off into the surf.

      "A wonderful time," she said.  "I'm on holiday in Cabo, no worries.  Warm days, cool breezy nights, with two handsome men to take care of me."

      She turned to me, her eyes glazed.   She was living her hedonistic dreams and I felt so lucky to share in them.

      Back at home, I would probably ask her to make love to me.  But then I remembered I was her lover and from what I knew from witnessing her with Daniel, she didn't like to be asked, she liked to be taken.  And that's what her eyes were telling me right now.

      I seized Monica's head and pulled her in for a kiss.  I planted my lips on her mouth.  Her lips parted to accept my probing tongue.  She closed her eyes and moaned as we made out.

      I laid her back onto the blanket and began kissing her neck.  I could feel goosebumps forming on her skin.  She moaned in pleasure as I lightly ran my tongue along the valley between her neck and torso.  She tasted fresh and salty and I was appreciating that she hadn't put any sunscreen on yet.

      I unhooked the front clasp of her bikini top and released her gorgeous breasts.  I traced a circle around her left and right areola before taking a nip at her nipples.  She voiced her pleasure with a sigh.

      "That feels nice, Bill."

      "You taste wonderful."

      Monica giggled as I continued my quest down her body, leaving a trail of kisses down her stomach.  Her skin glistened with sweat. The aroma of her fruity body wash teased my nostrils.

      I undid her shorts and she lifted her hips so I could remove them, along with her panties.  I set them aside and she opened her legs revealing her moist pussy.  She ran her fingers through her wet fleshy folds.

      "You ready for some dessert?" she asked, offering herself to me.

      Without answering, I licked my lips and dived head-first between Monica's thighs.

      The aroma of her sex assaulted my senses and filled me with desire.  My cock stirred as I feasted on her juices.  I started low, using my tongue to part her petals, revealing her pink tunnel which I delved into, lapping up the essence she exuded.  Monica yelped when I pinched her clit between my lips, sending a shudder up her spine.

      "Oh, fuck, Bill. You know what I like."

      The benefit of being a longtime lover, I thought to myself.  Daniel may show her new pleasures, but I could give her the familiar comforts.

      Eventually, Monica came on my tongue.  She held my head in place as she climaxed.  The Pacific surf crashed against the shore as waves of pleasure washed over her body.  She shook and thrashed her head from side to side, her cries of pleasure drowned out by the ocean's roar.

      She relaxed her grip on my head as her orgasm faded with the receding waves.

      "That was wonderful," she said, pulling me up for a kiss.  She feverishly licked her juices off my chin and mouth.

      "Better than your husband?" I said.

      She smile at me and said, “So much better."

      She could have meant better than Daniel, or that I'd outdone myself, or both.  I didn't think about it too deeply because she started clawing at the front of my shorts, trying to free my erection.

      "I want you inside me," she said.  There was an odd urgency in her voice.

      Monica guided my cock to her warm inviting pussy.  I thrust my hips and embedded myself deep inside her.

      "You feel so good, Bill.  So fucking good."

      It felt wonderful, the melding of our bodies.  My heart beat fast as I moved my cock within Monica's womb.

      "Cum for me, lover.  Cum inside me.  Fill me up with your cream.”

      I wanted to last forever, but with the feeling of Monica's sensuous body beneath me and her words of encouragement in my ears, I only lasted a few moments.

      With a shudder, I came.  My cock pulsed and I shot several ropes of semen into Monica's womb.

      "That's it, lover.  Give it to me.  Give me your cum."

      Sweat dripped down my face, maybe a few tears.  I was lost in total pleasure. I was in heaven.

      Monica wrapped her arms around me and pulled my body against hers.  My face pressed against her bare breasts.

      I'd never been so in love with Monica.

      Eventually, my heart rate stabilized and my mind came back to earth.

      "That was fantastic," she said, petting my head.  "But, I think I need to get back to my husband."

      The reality of the moment hit like a hurricane.  "If you must," I said with a sigh.

      We got dressed and quickly made our way back to the rooms.  We laughed together on the way about our naughty antics.

      Daniel was waiting for us, standing at the threshold to their suite, a stern look on his face.  For a moment I thought he was mad at us, but then his taut face relaxed into a grin.

      "I've been waiting for you guys."

      "Sorry," Monica said.  "We got lost walking along the beach."

      I don't know why she lied.  Was she worried Daniel would get mad at us for fucking behind his back?  It wasn't like we were cheating, or anything.

      "No problem.  I was just eager for you guys to get back.  I was looking forward to having some fun together."

      Oh, we had fun, I thought to myself.

      "Cool, cool," I said.  "I'll go throw on my swimsuit and we can head over to the pool."

      Monica jumped into Daniel's embrace and kissed him.  "Or did you want to go into town?  Maybe go to a club?"

      "No, no.  I have something better in mind.  I want to really know what it's like to have a hotwife.  I want to watch you two fuck."

      Monica and I looked at each other and smiled.

      "Sounds good to us," we said pretty much in unison.
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      Inside the cool, air-conditioned bedroom, Daniel sat in a chair in the corner.  Monica and I were standing, facing each other, at the foot of the bed.

      It felt a little weird, but I wasn't going to say anything.  This was a game I devised, so it was only right I played it out.

      I looked at Monica and smiled.

      "You ready?" I asked.

      "I sure am, lover," she said.

      I was reaching a hand up to caress her cheek when Daniel said, "Hold up."

      I looked over at my friend, he had pulled out his penis and was stroking it to life.

      "I think I want to direct this.  I want to get into the role of the cuck." Daniel looked directly at me and added.  "No offense."

      I just rolled my eyes at him.  I may have liked watching my wife fuck him but I wasn't a cuck.

      "None taken," I said, then turned back to Monica.  "Can I kiss her?"

      My lover smiled and licked her lips in preparation.

      "Sure," Daniel said.

      I tried to pretend she wasn't my wife.  Instead, she was just another stunningly attractive woman who I was going to have sex with.  I looked at her face, as if for the first time, soaking in her beauty.  I caressed her cheek and felt a subtle shudder. Her eyes expressed a desire that I had forgotten she felt for me.  My ego swelled bigger than my cock.

      I leaned in for a kiss.  I had meant for it to be soft, but it turned passionate immediately after our lips touched.  Half of the passion came from the fact we were performing for Daniel, but half arose from the depths of my being, knowing that although I let her fuck other men, Monica was mine.

      While we kissed, I wanted to rip her clothes off, but in the back of my mind, I knew I had to wait for Daniel's permission.  Talk about a mind fuck.

      "Can I take his clothes off?” Monica asked.  I was glad she was as anxious as I was to get naked.

      "Sure thing, wifey," Daniel said.

      He hadn't finished his sentence before our hands were all over each other, pulling at buttons and undoing zippers.  I got a little overzealous when I pushed her back onto the bed and tore her panties off.  We both laughed at the sound of ripping material.

      I finished removing my shorts and now stood between Monica's legs.  Her pussy was open, dripping with her arousal and the cum I had recently deposited.  I stopped for a moment when I heard Daniel give a small gasp.  Did he see the cum that was slowly crusting around her labia?

      "I want to see Bill go down on you, sweetheart," my friend said.

      I smiled.  If he thought I'd balk at cleaning my wife, he was mistaken.  It wouldn't be the first time I'd feasted on Monica's freshly-fucked pussy.

      She lay wantonly before me, her fingers playing with her messy flesh.

      "Come here, lover," she said.  "Worship my cunt with your tongue."

      Now it was my turn to lick my lips, as I moved closer to enjoy her intimate treasure.  Monica moaned when I replaced her fingers with my tongue.  I lapped up the dried cum from around her opening before scooping out the still-soft cream from deeper inside her.  I could feel her begin to build to a climax.  I grabbed her hands to stop her from touching herself and she squirmed and thrashed as I teased her.

      "Do it, you bastard," she cried.  "Let me cum."

      I ignored her pleas and continued to thrust my tongue into her folds staying away from her clit.

      "Should I let her cum, Daniel?" I asked.

      I think he was enjoying her torment because he took a moment to answer.  "No, not yet."

      Monica wailed in frustration.  "Please.  I need to cum."

      "Soon," her 'husband' said.

      I started lightly forming the letters of the alphabet on her pussy with my tongue as she sobbed for relief.

      Eventually, Daniel was merciful and told me to make her cum.

      I immediately pinched her throbbing clit with my lips, setting off her orgasm.  She locked her legs around my head and held me tight as she rode out her climax.  I kept furiously sucking and flicking her bean until she could take no more and pushed me away.

      "Enough," she sighed.  "Fuck that was good."

      Another stroke to my ego, knowing I could get her off like that.

      After she caught her breath, she beckoned me to fuck her.

      "I need you inside me now," she said.

      I moved between her outstretched legs, my raging hard-on leading the way.  I had just started rubbing the length of my cock along the furrows of her labia lips when Daniel cleared his throat.

      "Before you do that," he said.  "I need you to put this on."

      I turned to look and a small foil package struck my chest and fell to the floor.  It was a condom.

      "Huh?"  I said.

      "Well, my wife isn't on any birth control, and I don't want you getting her pregnant."

      He smiled at me.  I knew that wasn't true.  Monica had been on the pill ever since our holiday adventures last year.  I guess Daniel wanted to add a new wrinkle to our game.

      "I'm sorry," I said.  "I only fuck bareback."

      Daniel was ready for me.  "Well, then I don't think you can fuck my wife then."

      I looked down at Monica.  She shrugged.

      "Fine," I sighed.  I picked up the foil package and ripped it open.

      "Let me help you with that," my wife said.

      She placed the condom on the tip of my erection and then used her mouth to roll it down my shaft.  I nearly came when her lips kissed the base.  She'd taken my entire cock into her mouth.

      She pulled away and gave me a smile.

      "You blow me away," I said.

      "No, I want you to fuck me instead." She said, laying back.  "Now, come on and give me your cock before I ask my husband to."

      I wasted no time mounting my wife.  It felt different with a latex barrier between our skin— not bad, just odd.  I fucked Monica with slow deep thrusts trying to get used to the new feeling.  Between having just come not too long ago, and the numbing effect of the condom, I felt like I could fuck forever.

      After a few minutes, Monica started to moan again as another orgasm started building for her.

      "Fuck, me lover.  Fuck my married pussy."

      Monica smiled at me as she continued to play the part of Daniel's wife.

      "You love my cock, don't you?" I said.

      "Oh yeah.  I love your cock."

      "Better than your husband’s?” I asked.

      Monica looked over my shoulder and smiled.  I knew she was looking at Daniel.

      "Oh, yeah," she said.  "Much better than my husband."

      The personal dynamics in the room had crossed wires.  I was her husband, but her lover.  She was his wife, but actually mine.  He was also her husband, but not.  Was I fucking her better than him? Better than myself?  Or was it all a fantasy, words meant to push buttons, with no real meaning?  I was lost in a fantasy and loving every minute of it.

      Daniel was too.  I glanced over and saw him furiously masturbating as I plowed into Monica's well-lubricated pussy.

      "Take it, Myka.  Take my cock."

      "OH! Fuckkkkk.  Fuck me you stud."  She screamed so loud I was sure it would draw attention from anyone walking down the beach.

      "So, fucking tight,” I said.

      "Fuck the bitch good," Daniel said, adding to the surreal sexual dynamic.  My friend urged me on to fuck my wife who was playing his wife.  With so many crossed currents we were creating a maelstrom of emotions and displaced connections.  My marriage was becoming our marriage.

      I wasn't sure how I felt about that, but it was something I would have to think about later because right now my mind was focused on fucking Monica.

      "That's it. Myka.  Cum on my cock.  Milk it with your cunt."

      I felt Monica's pussy begin to pulse around my latex-covered shaft.  She was cumming.

      I looked down into my wife's face.  Her eyes fluttered and her body shook.  Her legs were waving in the air and her mouth was open in a silent scream.  For a moment I was worried she would pass out.

      She eventually settled down.  I was still inside her, my cock hard as steel.

      Monica looked up at me, a smile blooming on her face.

      "Thank you," she said.  I knew she had experienced grander climaxes with Daniel, he is bigger and rougher than I am, but I was sure it was the best orgasm I had ever given her.

      I leaned down to kiss her.

      "You're welcome," I whispered into her ear.  "Anytime."

      "You still haven't come?" she said as I pulled my still-hard cock out of her pussy.

      "The condom does dull the sensation a bit," she said.

      My wife looked over at Daniel.  "Can I suck him off?" she asked.

      Daniel took his time answering but eventually said yes.  My cock twitched when he did.  I never knew giving control of our sex life to another man would be so much fucking fun.

      Monica quickly freed my cock from its latex prison and took it into her mouth.  If the taste bothered her, she didn't let it show.  She went to town on my erection, peppering it with kisses up and down the shaft.  She even licked my balls as she stroked me.

      I would have loved to spend the night with Monica worshiping my cock, but all good things must end.

      "I'm so close, Myka," l said.  "I can't hold off any longer."

      "Don't hold it back, lover," she said, looking up into my eyes.  Seeing her sweet smile set me off.  My cock started pulsing, releasing ropes of pearly white cream across my wife's face.  The first shot landed on her forehead.  She closed her eyes as the second and third pulses landed square on her face. She laughed as it started running down the bridge of her nose.  She quickly enveloped my cock with her lips drinking down the last few spurts.  She sucked on my quickly deflating cock until she had taken every drop.

      "A hand?" She said, her eyes still closed tight.  "I don't want to get any in my eyes.  Stings like hell."

      To everyone's surprise, including myself, I reached in and started liking my spunk off her face.  She giggled as I wiped my tongue over her eyelids.

      "Silly man," she said.  "You could have used a towel."

      "This is more fun."

      "As much fun and eating it out of my pussy?"

      Now it was my turn to laugh.  "No.  Not as much fun as that."

      "You missed a spot," Monica said, pointing to a drop of semen on her breasts, which I quickly licked off.  "You are nasty."

      "You do that to me."

      "Okay, love birds, break it up."

      We turned to look at Daniel.  He was still dressed, but his hard cock was sticking out of his shorts.

      "It's my turn, with my wife."

      I would have loved to continue what we were doing, but that wasn't my call.  Instead, I stood up and backed away, gathering my clothes as I did.

      Daniel helped Monica to her feet.

      "Let's get you washed up," he said as he guided her toward the shower.  "See you at dinner."

      And they were gone.
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        * * *

      

      Back in my room, I contemplated how different Daniel was from me.  Yes, he had a bigger cock.  And yes, he could fuck Monica rougher and harder than I could.  But also, I don't think if she actually was his wife, he would share her like I do.

      I mean… he didn't even want to touch her after I had her until she had a shower.  If I had been in his place, if I hadn't come from stroking myself while watching, I would have bent her over the dining room table and fucked her right there with him watching.

      No, Daniel was not a man who would like sharing his wife.  Did that make him better than me?  I didn't think so.  But I wondered how Monica felt.

      She loved me, but did she like my willingness to share?

      Yes.  She did.  She was the one who made the first move, fucking Daniel at my bachelor party.  I could have stopped it, but I didn't.  In fact, I quite enjoyed watching her cum on his cock.  If that disgusted her, I don't think she would have gone through with the marriage.  I think she liked fucking around as much as I liked her fucking around.  I was one of the few men who would let her do that, and she knew she was lucky to have me, just as I was lucky to have her.

      We were a perfect couple.

      I took a shower and laid down for a little nap.  I fell asleep to the sounds of my wife and Daniel making love.  It wasn't loud and intense, like the night before, but I could still hear the familiar sounds of Monica's moans and the occasional thud of the headboard striking the wall.

      Despite having climaxed two times that day, I still had a raging hard-on listening to my wife with another man.  To me, it was the most erotic thing I could imagine.  Eventually, I fell asleep.  Visions of Monica, on her knees, sucking Daniel's cock, filled my dreams.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up a little before four in the afternoon.  I could hear Monica and Daniel in the next room.  They were not fucking, just moving around and talking.  I couldn't hear what they were saying, but I didn't try too hard to snoop.

      I truly wondered where my marriage was heading.  I loved my wife and she loved me, but she also loved fucking Daniel, and I think she might have been developing feelings for him.  Real feelings.  And I couldn't blame her.

      I'm not one to think you have to love the person you're fucking.  Wanting to share an evening with someone, does not mean you'd want to spend the rest of your life with them.  You could find someone physically attractive who had a horrible personality.  Or maybe you had zero shared interests.  Or they may not be on your level intellectually.  But you did like the way their tits felt, or how good their cock felt inside you, so they were worth sharing an intimate moment or two, before going your separate ways.

      With Daniel though, I felt Monica was forming a bond that went a little further than fuck buddy.  I saw glimpses of it on our wedding night when I shared her with my groomsmen.  My new wife fucked him with a little more intensity than she showed Leon and James.  And the way she took to my game of swapping husbands, she was doing more than just acting.

      As I thought about this kinky game we three were playing, I came to understand I was sharing more than just Monica's body, I was sharing her affection.

      The realization hit me like a ton of bricks, not because I was jealous or hurt, but because I wasn't upset about it at all.  Most men, even those who liked watching their wives flirt with and fuck other people, are possessive of their partner.  They want to know, in the end, she belongs to him.  For some reason, I didn't.  I was happy to know she was happy.   Which brought me back to the beginning.  I loved my wife, she loved me, and if she also grew to love another man, so what.  It's not like affection is a limited resource.  Would you say a mother who has three kids has more love to give than a woman who has one?

      In that moment, what I didn't know—what I couldn't know—was that another load of bricks was speeding my way.
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        * * *

      

      Dinner was mostly uneventful.  Over fish, Monica talked about how she wanted to take a trip over to Lover's Beach.

      "It's secluded and you can only get there by boat," she said.

      "You know it's going to be busy," Daniel said.  "Since every cab driver and tourist guide recommends it."

      "But it could be fun just to check out," I said.  "Plus I wanted to see the arch.”

      "Yeah, maybe we can do some snorkeling," Monica said.  She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, before turning back to Daniel.  "What do you think husband?"

      My friend didn't answer right away.  He looked at me, with just a hint of jealousy in his eye.  I could feel the emotions roiling around in his brain, I had experienced them myself many times since my wedding day.  From the look on his face, I didn't think he was enjoying them as much as I did.

      "Sure, sounds like fun," he said, eventually.  "We can do a day excursion tomorrow, and maybe go clubbing after dinner."

      Monica clapped her hands with excitement.  "Yes.  That sounds like a blast," she said, planting a kiss on his lips.  My cock twitched a little when I saw her slip him her tongue.

      Daniel made eye contact with me and smirked, before returning the passionate kiss with my wife.  I don't think he knew she was also rubbing the bulge my cock was making in my pants at the same time.

      "Do you two want to take this to our suite?" Monica purred.

      "Would love to," I quickly said.  I was hoping there were no pre-cum stains on the crotch of my pants.

      Daniel didn't answer right away and I didn't like what he had to say

      "I think, I'd just like to spend a little time alone, with my wife tonight."  Daniel put his arm around Monica's shoulders, an obvious sign of possession.

      "Myka?" I said.

      My wife looked at me, then at Daniel.  I knew she had been looking forward to another threesome, but didn't want to upset either of us.  Monica was in a tough spot.

      She laid her head on Daniel's shoulder and looked at me.

      "Would you mind, sweetheart?" she said, her eyes pleading with me not to get upset.

      I had been looking forward to another night of sex with Monica and Daniel.

      "How about if I watch?" I said.  "That would be fun."

      "Yeah, how does that sound Danny?" Monica said.  She was rubbing his thigh while she asked.  There's no way I could have resisted giving her what she wanted.

      Daniel is a harder man than I am.

      "Nah," he said, looking straight at me.  "I think I want to be alone with you.  Maybe tomorrow, after the club."

      Monica wasn't totally pleased but was open to compromise.  "Sure.  After the club."

      "Yeah, after the club," I added, my blue balls hanging heavy in my pants.

      We had dessert, then headed back to our rooms.  Monica gave me a kiss on the cheek while we stood at the threshold.

      "Something to hold you over," she whispered into my ear before heading inside with Daniel.

      Even though I had already had sex with Monica two times that day, I still felt a welling desire for her that wouldn't just go away.  Usually, I would have loved to listen to her climax on another man's cock, but at the moment, I didn't think I could handle it.  So I went for a walk on the beach alone, instead of listening at the bedroom wall.

      The evening was still.  The beach was washed in moonlight, ocean waves softly rolling up the shore.  In the distance, I saw the silhouette of another couple walking hand in hand.  It was a nice, romantic night, perfect for making love with your wife on your honeymoon.

      I picked a spot to sit down and looked out over the water.  The song of the night filled my ears, the splash of the waves breaking against the rocks further down the coast, the music from the clubs spilling out into the streets behind me, the gulls calling out in the darkness.

      I gave my wife and her lover about an hour before I headed back to my room.  I took the long way around the resort, walking by the pool area.  Two guys were sharing the hot tub.  The way they were sitting so close, and one guy's hand was moving, I figured they were lovers.  I passed by the restaurant, three of the kitchen staff were sharing a smoke, while a crew of ten men unloaded supplies for the next day's breakfast.  Off in the distance, a cruise ship was heading off to its next stop, and I realized the drama playing out between Monica, Daniel, and myself meant next to nothing in the grand scheme of the universe.

      I got back to the room around midnight.  There was no noise coming from my wife's suite.  I guess they must have fucked each other to sleep.

      So sweet, I thought, then laughed.  With no carnal sounds to fill my ears, I fell into a dreamless sleep.

      The next morning I got up just as the sun was peeking out from the eastern skyline.  I took a quick shower and got dressed.  My stomach growled, so I headed to the restaurant.  I didn't bother knocking on my wife's door.  I'd let them sleep in if they wanted.

      After a hearty meal of huevos rancheros and two cups of coffee, I was ready for the day.  I knocked on the door to Monica and Daniel's suite.  There was no answer.  I guess they really did wear themselves out.

      I went to my room and called theirs.  No answer. I could hear the phone ring through the walls.  What the hell was up?

      I dug out my cell phone and called Monica.  After five rings it went to voice mail.

      I sent her a text.

      
        
          
            
              
        What's up?  We going to Lover's Beach?

      

      

      

      

      

      There was no immediate reply.

      Since the day trip seemed to be off, I decided to spend the morning by the pool.  I read a little bit, I watched people swim and float around.  A couple from Seattle sat down next to me and we chatted.  She was finishing her Master's degree while he worked at some tech company.

      They were polite and didn't ask why I was alone.

      I went to grab a sandwich for lunch and the couple was gone when I got back.  My spot had been taken by a family of four so I went back to my room.

      I was starting to get worried about where my wife was, when I felt my phone buzz.  It was a text from Monica.

      
        
          
            
              
        Went into town.  You were out.  See you around four

      

      

      

      

      

      I guess they changed their minds about our excursion.

      "Fuck," I said to myself.  Another day of my honeymoon spent alone.  This wasn't turning out to be as much fun for me as I expected.  Me and my stupid ideas.

      Instead of going back to the pool, I decided to work out some of my growing frustration at the gym.  I exercised for about an hour, took another shower, then grabbed my book and took a walk down the beach.  I ended up at the same spot where Monica and I had fucked the day before.  It seemed like forever ago.

      I sat down and tried to read, but I couldn't get into the book.  I was too frustrated.  We were supposed to be having kinky fun, the three of us.  I didn't like that I was being left out.  I decided I would spend tomorrow alone with Monica and let Daniel fend for himself.

      It was around 2:30 when I went back to the room to wait for their return.  I set my alarm for 4 and took a quick nap.

      I was woken up by the phone next to my bed.

      "Hey, you, wake up."  It was Monica.

      I looked at the clock, it was 5.

      Shit!  I checked my phone.  I'd set the alarm for four AM, not PM.

      "Sorry, fell asleep," I said.

      "Well, get your ass over here.  We're going to dinner, then to the club."

      For the next few hours, everything was grand.  All the worries and aggravations of the day slipped away.

      "Sorry we didn't tell you earlier," Daniel said after we had ordered.  "Monica wanted to do a little shopping, so we got a taxi into town and before we knew it, the time have flown."

      "Yeah, you weren't in your room," Monica said.

      "You could have texted," I said.

      "I know," Monica said, sheepishly.  "I'm sorry.  Will you forgive me?”

      I looked at my wife.  She batted her eyes and I knew it was no use getting mad.  Not that I was all that upset.

      "Of course," I said.

      "You'll love the dress I bought her," Daniel said.

      "We went over to the big Hilton resort on the other side of the bay," Monica said, her voice filled with excitement.  "They've got some high-end fashion stores."

      "It's black, and sparkles," Daniel said, talking about the dress.  "Looks phenomenal on her.  The way it hugs her curves."  My friend slid his hand down Monica's side.  She giggled when he touched her hip.

      "Hey!" my wife slapped Daniel's hand.  "After all we've been up to."  Monica lowered her voice, before adding, “All of the fucking."

      "I just can't keep my hands off my beautiful wife," Daniel said.

      She kissed him.  "That's so sweet.  Hope you'll feel the same way in ten years."

      The words stopped my breath.  She was talking to Daniel, but he was only playing her husband.  Were those words meant for me?

      "Oh, I will," Daniel said.  He pulled Monica in for a passionate kiss before she could say anything else.

      I wasn't going to let the moment slide though.

      "So will I," I said.  I reached over and stroked Monica's hair.  She turned her eyes to me and smiled, without breaking the kiss.

      After dinner, we went to our rooms to get dressed.  I was expecting Daniel and Monica to take longer since I expected them to have a quickie before we went out, but I was pleasantly surprised.

      I threw on a pair of black linen slacks with a pink silk shirt.  I was gathering up my phone and money clip when I heard a knock on the door.  I opened it and was shocked to find my friend standing there alone.

      "Where's your wife?" I asked.

      "Oh, she'll just be a minute.  Wants to look extra special for 'her two favorite men' as she likes to say."  He actually used air quotes around the phrase.  We shared a laugh.

      "Want to wait inside?” I asked.

      "Sure."

      We sat around and chatted.  Daniel was very friendly and seemed to be having a good time and that's why what happened later that evening came as a total surprise.

      I took a sip out of my bottle of water and my friend asked if I'd get him one.

      "Gotta stay hydrated," he said.

      "Sure thing," I said and handed him one from the room fridge.

      As I was sitting down, there was another knock on the door.

      I got up to answer the door and I was stunned when I saw Monica standing before me.

      She was a vision.  Daniel was right about the dress.  It looked fabulous on my wife.  The way the black material clung to her body.  The material shimmered in the moonlight.  The dress ended about halfway down her thigh and the neckline was cut to show off her cleavage.  Monica's long black hair was pulled up into a ponytail, and her makeup was subtle but effective, giving her a glamorous look without going overboard.  I felt myself grow aroused and I had to adjust myself.

      "You going to let me in?" Monica asked, her hand resting akimbo on her hip.  "Or are you just going to stand there and play with yourself?"

      My wife was going to cause quite a stir tonight, I thought.  And I was right.

      We arrived at the club about a half hour later.

      It was around nine o'clock on a Wednesday, so the place was busy, without being too crowded.  The DJ was playing a nice mix of salsa tunes and house music.  The dance floor was a grinding mass of bodies, writhing to the beat.  The air was thick with sweat and cologne.

      We found a table in the corner, not quiet but isolated enough.  Daniel and I took turns dancing with Monica.  She was insatiable.  I danced with her for a few songs, and when I was worn out, Daniel would take my place.  By the time he had had enough, I was recovered enough to step in.

      I thought that after an hour of dancing, Monica would be ready to sit down for a bit, but I was wrong.

      "Come on," she said, pulling on Daniel's arm.  I had landed in my seat with a thud and was waving the harried waitress down to get another drink.  Daniel refused to get up.

      "Give me a moment, sweetie," he said.  "I'm still catching my breath from the last time."

      Just then a tall dark-skinned man stepped up and took Monica's hand.

      "If Señorita would like a dance, I'd be more than willing to offer my services."

      All three of us looked at our new friend.  He had dark brown skin and black hair, cut short and slicked back.  He wore tight black jeans and a red button-down shirt that looked just a little bit too small.  Not enough to be silly, but to reveal the muscles he worked hard to maintain.

      Monica was the first to speak.  "And you are?"

      "I am Juan Giménez, and I would love to dance with you."

      Monica looked at Daniel.  He shrugged his shoulders, then she looked at me.

      "Have fun," I said.

      Juan offered my wife his hand "Shall we?"

      She took it and off they went.

      "This is the fun part," I said to Daniel.  "Watching my wife have fun with someone else.  Seeing her look so happy, and I don't have to do anything but sit back and enjoy."

      We watched Monica and her new admirer make their way through the crowd.  I loved the way my wife moved her body, letting the music take her and guide her movement.  She followed Juan's lead, but would occasionally improvise and rub her body provocatively against his.  Juan took it all in stride, enjoying the show Monica was putting on for all three of us.

      I glanced over at Daniel and he looked a little uncomfortable.

      "Don't you like the way Monica looks?" I asked.  "I mean, the way she moves her hips, her arms.  God, it's so fucking sexy."

      "Yeah," Daniel said taking a sip of water.

      "Come on.  She's beautiful out there."

      "Yeah, but she's with another man."

      "Yes.  She is.  And she's loving it."

      "Whatever."

      I wasn't going to let Daniel get me down.  I was going to enjoy the show.

      Juan wasn't being conservative in his dancing.  He let his hands roam all over Monica's body, mostly safe, but I noticed a few times his hands slipped down her back and rested on her ass.  At least one time I saw him give her a squeeze and she started laughing but didn't tell him to stop.

      The DJ was going on a break soon, so he started up a slow song to let things cool down.  Most of the dancers left the dance floor, but not Juan and Monica.  They stayed out there.  Juan held my wife close to his body, his arms tight around her waist.  Monica had her hands clasped around his strong neck and her head resting on his chest.

      It looked so fucking hot.

      I could feel Daniel stir next to me.

      "I think it's time to go," he said.

      "What?  It's not even eleven o'clock yet."

      "Monica and I were up early today, I think we're ready to call it a night."

      I looked over at my wife, dancing like she was back at university, and I suspected she might not agree.  I wasn't going to say anything though, because I wanted to get back to the resort so we could cap off the night with a good fuck.

      When the song ended Monica and Juan made their way back to our table.

      "Do you want to sit with us for a little while?" Monica asked her new friend.

      I didn't have any problem, but Daniel was quick to chime in.

      "I think it's time we head back to our rooms.  Got a busy day tomorrow."

      I didn't know of any plans, but I wasn't going to argue with him.  Monica gave Daniel a weird look, but she, too, didn't contradict him.

      "Sorry, Juan.  You heard my husband.  We gotta go."

      "No need to apologize, mi querida.  Maybe some other time."  And without a hint of indecision, he bent down and gave Monica a lingering kiss on the lips, nothing too passionate, but long enough to be more than just a friendly smooch.  And a kiss most other men wouldn't share with a woman in front of her husband.

      "Juan knows what's going on," I said.

      "Not everything," Monica said before giving me a playful pat on the ass.

      "Let's go," Daniel said.  My friend went off to pay the tab and Monica and I headed out to hail a taxi.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

        

      

    

    
      The city streets were mostly quiet, everyone either home in bed or still at the clubs, so it wasn't too hard to catch a taxi.  Monica and Daniel got in the back while I gave the driver directions.  Daniel closed the door and locked it before I could get in.  I gave him the side eye, but he just smiled and shrugged.

      It was either cause a scene or ride up front, so I did what any good third wheel would do and took the seat next to the driver.

      Manuel was pretty quiet, so I spent most of the time trying to start up a conversation with my wife and friend, but they were more focused on making out, so I had to settle for playing games on my smartphone.

      Luckily it was a short ride.

      As we were walking to the room, I felt the rift between the couple and myself grow ever wider.  Instead of a third wheel, I was feeling more like a wad of gum caught on the bottom of a shoe.

      As we approached our rooms, Daniel told Monica to go ahead.  When she was out of earshot he pulled me close.

      "Hey, Bill," he said, his voice low.  "I don't think I want to share Monica anymore."

      "Huh," I said since I didn't know if I heard him right.

      "Yeah, I don't think I want to watch you and her together anymore."

      "Dude, she's my wife." I raised my voice, just a bit, but Monica heard.

      "Come on, why'd you have to do that?" Daniel said.

      My wife came over and put her arm around both of us.  "You two aren't fighting are you?"

      "No," Daniel said.

      "Yes," I said.

      Monica just sighed.  "That's not going to work, my husbands getting upset on our honeymoon."

      The fact she used the plural was not lost on me.  I felt my cock give a slight pulse as I remembered how depraved our arrangement was.

      "So, what's the deal?" our wife said.

      "He doesn't want me to fuck you anymore," I said, while Daniel was saying "I don’t want you fucking him anymore."

      She looked at both of us, her brow furrowed and I saw the wheels spinning behind her eyes.  While she thought, Daniel and I stewed.  This was supposed to be a lark, a fun game, but now my friend had decided he wanted to change the rules and up the stakes.

      "Bill, lover," Monica finally said, "did you not say that for the duration of this trip, Daniel was my husband."

      I didn't like where this line of questioning was going.

      "Yes, kinda," I said through gritted teeth.

      "Kinda?"

      "I didn't use those words, but yeah, that's the gist."

      I looked over at Daniel and saw him smirk.  I never in my life wanted to punch the fucker's face as much as I did at that moment.

      "Okay."  Monica turned to Daniel.  "Now, husband.  Didn't we have an agreement, that you would enjoy watching me fuck Bill, your best friend?"

      "No!" Daniel said, a little too quickly.

      "But, that's what the deal was—" I started to say before Monica interrupted me.

      "Bill.  Bill.  Leave this to me."  My wife gave me a stare that caused the words to flee my brain.  When she was satisfied I wasn't going to interrupt her again, she turned back to Daniel.  "Danny, I think that agreement was assumed."

      "You know what happens when you assume," Daniel said.

      I'd heard enough, I pulled my arm back to throw a punch, but my wife anticipated me and put her hand against my chest, causing me to hold off.

      "No, darling, I think it was a valid assumption."

      "Well, I changed my mind,"  Daniel was talking to Monica but keeping his eyes on me.  "I thought I'd like watching you fuck Bill, I really did, since he seems to like watching us together.  Well, it turns out, I don’t mind sharing my home, my car, even my money, but I don't like sharing my woman."

      "She's not—" I stopped myself this time.

      "Okay, okay.  So, this is how you want it.  Husband."

      "Yes.  It is," Daniel said.

      Monica sighed again.  "Then that's the way it will be."

      What the fuck, I thought.  I wanted to say something, I wanted to yell and scream and cry, but then Monica pressed her hand to my cheek and all the pain just slipped away.  She looked me in the eyes and told Daniel to go inside, and that she would be in shortly.

      Daniel gave a victorious fist pump and left us alone.

      "Calm down, dear," Monica said.

      "How?  Why?  This is crazy," I said.

      "Billy, our whole arrangement is crazy.  You letting me fuck Daniel at the strip club.  You inviting your friends to fuck me on our wedding night.  You letting me go to Danny's holiday party as his girlfriend.  It's all crazy."

      I knew it was true, but still.

      "Don't give me that look," Monica said.  "You're the one who handed me off to another man, you can't blame him for taking advantage of it."

      "Maybe we should call the whole thing off.  Come back to my room and be my wife again.  You can get your things tomorrow."

      "But that will ruin our vacation."

      "Daniel's already ruined it."

      "No, Bill.  Don't you see, he's still playing the role.  The role of my husband.  And as such, it's his right to hold me to our marriage vows."

      God, I hated that my wife was making sense.

      "Look, just because Daniel doesn't get off watching me fuck other guys, doesn’t mean you can't keep enjoying it."

      "Ugh!" I grunted.

      "I know, you hate it when I'm right, well suck it up, cause you know that's why you love me."

      Monica gave me a friendly kiss on the cheek and whispered in my ear.  "So, for the next several days you get to listen and watch me get fucked.  And then, when we get back home, imagine what the sex will be like when you reclaim me."

      My wife gave my dick a squeeze and I yelped.

      "Shh, don't want my husband to hear."

      "Whatever,” I said.  "Fine, we'll keep playing this game.  Although I don’t think I'm going to enjoy this level as much as the previous one."

      "Don't say that," Monica said as she moved toward the suite she shared with Daniel.  "You never know what you'll enjoy until you try it.  Remember, you wouldn't have discovered how much you like to watch me with other men if I hadn't taken that first step."

      Monica blew me a kiss.

      "Now, go to bed, and dream of me."

      I said goodnight to a closed door.
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        * * *

      

      Sleep did not come easy.  Partially from my worries over the new rules of our game, but mostly because Monica and Daniel were making quite a racket.  I think they must have fucked all night.  My wife came at least two times and Daniel once before I was finally able to fall asleep.

      The next morning I was the one late to breakfast.  When I finally pulled myself out of bed it was after nine o'clock.  Monica and Daniel were still at the restaurant when I got there.  They were sitting at a two-top and there wasn't room for me to join them, so I took a seat a few tables over.  Monica waved at me when she saw me.  Daniel looked my way but gave no indication he even saw me.

      Seeing my wife at least wave at me lifted my spirits more than I thought it would.  It reminded me this was still a game and I'd just have to find a different way to enjoy it.  Since the couple wanted to be left alone, that's what I did.

      After breakfast I had a relaxing massage at the resort's spa, then I took a nice walk down the beach.  After that, I had lunch, alone, followed by reading my book by the pool.  A light dinner followed that and it was six o'clock before I knew it.

      The resort we were staying at had a Thursday night social event, so I made my way to the rec center at the main building.  It was disco night, which meant a rotating dance ball and Bee Gees music.  There were only about a dozen or so people in attendance, none on the dance floor, which was just an area they cleared and laid down some temporary tile.

      I grabbed a free beer and a handful of chips and sat in the corner to watch the sad people who thought this was something fun to do in Cabo.  I made it a point to not look in the mirror behind the bar.

      I saw a few clueless tourists who just got into town and still had their luggage with them wandering into the room and then right back out.  More than a few people came in for the free beer and munchies and then left for their room or the pool.  And yes, there were about a dozen people who sat around and chatted and bobbed their heads to the music.

      While I was watching, an older couple, maybe in their late sixties, came in.  They headed straight to the dance area and started moving their hips.  They looked like they were having fun and they were fun to watch.  The couple might not have been beautiful or able to keep up with the beat, but I could tell they didn't care.  I imagined them, back when disco was king, maybe he was a lawyer, she was a school teacher, or maybe a nurse.  During the week they'd be all professional, but come the weekend it was off to Club 54 for lines of coke and an evening of sweating it out under the flashing lights to KC and the Sunshine Band and the Village People.

      Well, if they had met in some swanky club back in the seventies and made it this far together then who was I to judge them?  I just hoped Monica and I would be in the same space, half a century down the road.

      For some reason, I spent several hours drinking bad beer, eating really bad food, and listening to music even my parents would have made fun of back in their day.  I even got up and danced once, by myself.  Under normal circumstances, I would have been too embarrassed, but after four Tecates I didn't really care.  Besides, there was no one here I knew or would ever see again.

      By nine, I'd had enough and decided to call it a day.  As I head back to my room I congratulated myself for behaving like an adult.  Not getting flustered, or angry, just accepting that my idea for a fun sexy holiday had blown up in my face I should just chill.  And the best part was, I only thought of what my wife and her 'husband' might be up to half the time.  I felt I deserved a fucking medal.

      So, I staggered back to my room.  While I was fumbling with my key I decided to knock on my neighbor's door to see if they were in.  I knock several times but got no answer.  I imagined they were out clubbing again.  Monica loves to dance and I'm sure Daniel did too.

      I wasn't quite ready for bed yet, so I grabbed a large towel from my room and wandered onto the beach.  I laid down and looked up at the night sky.  There were so many stars, more than I was used to seeing.  I imagined Monica looking up at the same time, looking at the same star as I was, and I was content.

      After about a half hour of staring into the void and listening to the eternal ocean, the day finally caught up with me.  When I found myself almost dozing off, I went back to my room to fall into bed.

      Luckily, there was no fucking in the room next to me and I was able to fall asleep.  I dreamt of dolphins and starships and Diana Ross.
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        * * *

      

      In the morning, I woke up to find a note slipped under my door.  It was from Monica, inviting me to join her and Daniel for lunch.

      How sweet, I thought.

      I went to breakfast, expecting to find them there, but didn't.  After that I decided to lay out by the pool for a bit, maybe finish my book.  I got a couple more chapters read before thoughts of my wife and her lover drowned out everything else.

      It had been almost two days since I'd made love to Monica, and while I know it wasn't the longest dry spell I'd had since our wedding, it sure the fuck felt like it.  Just thinking of her made my cock twitch, and thinking of her fucking Daniel got me hard.  So I left the pool to avoid the embarrassment of pitching a tent in my swim trunks.

      Around noon, I jumped into the shower to rinse off and put on a pink polo shirt and my khaki shorts, and went off to the buffet.

      Monica and Daniel were sitting at a table in the corner and they had saved me a seat.

      "There's my boy," Monica said as she stood up to greet me with a kiss.  I tried to plant one on her lips, but she turned her head at the last moment and we traded smooches on the cheek.

      "To what do I owe the pleasure of this invite?" I asked with as much sarcasm as I could muster.

      "We just thought it would be nice to have lunch with you, Bill," Daniel said.  "We are still friends, right?"

      "Yeah, I guess,” I said, not sure how else to reply.

      "Just because I don't want you fucking Monica, doesn't mean I don't like you."

      I turned to my wife, she just shrugged and got up to visit the buffet table.

      When she was out of earshot, or mostly, I laid into my friend.

      "Why are you being an asshole, Daniel," I said.  "I thought this was supposed to be fun."

      "Bill, you handed your wife over to me for the week.  And like I said two days ago, I'm not like you.  I don't like to share my women."

      "Well, you sure don't mind borrowing mine."

      "Hey, Monica is pretty hot, I'm not passing her up, ever."

      "Come on man, we were supposed to role-play.  I would be her lover and you would be her husband."

      "Yes, and I'm playing that role.  I'm just not a husband who wants other men to fuck his wife."

      "Ugh." I wanted to say more but Monica had returned to the table, so I went to get lunch instead.  I grabbed some ham and cheese for a sandwich and some potato salad.  When I got back to the table Monica was alone.

      "Where'd he go?"

      "Oh, Danny had to piss.”

      With my friend gone, now was my chance to ask Monica what I'd been dying to ask.  "So, how about after lunch, you tell your hubby you need to take some alone time and we sneak off to the dunes and fuck again."

      My wife sighed.  "If it's alright with Dan, I'd love to."

      "Why do we have to ask him?"

      "Bill, you know why.  Do I have to spell it out for you?”

      "He's not really your husband."

      "While we're on vacation he is.  It was the deal and I'm sticking to it."

      "Don't you love me?"

      Monica's eyes turned dark.  "Don't you even start, mister.  This whole game was your idea.  For now, Danny is my husband, and I won't go behind his back.  How would you like it if I did that to you?"

      I thought for a moment.  I enjoyed sharing Monica and watching her fuck other guys, but if she cheated on me—that would hurt.

      "Fine," I said.  I looked over and saw Daniel heading back to the table with a plate of food.  I moved closer to Monica and whispered in her ear.  "But when we get back to the States, I'm going to fuck your brains out."

      "You better," she said.

      "He better what?" Daniel said.

      "Bill said he was going to let me borrow his book when he's finished.  I still haven't read it."

      I was stunned by how quickly she came up with that lie.  I mean she didn't have to.  Telling Daniel she was going to fuck me when we got home wasn't some great revelation.  But I guess she really wanted to keep the act going.  Which made me think.  Had she ever lied to me before?  Come up with a story to cover something she didn't want me to know?

      I quickly jumped off that train of thought.  Its destination was madness.

      The rest of the meal went by as smoothly as could be expected.  We talked about what we had done the previous day.  Monica and I compared notes on the spa, we had both had the same masseuse, a petite Hispanic woman with surprisingly strong hands.  I told them about the disco party and how they didn't miss much.

      Daniel told me the day before they'd gone out to Lover's Beach.  It was a beautiful place, with warm sand and a good place to swim.  Monica told me about she had convinced her hubby to go snorkeling at a nearby reef.  The way they talked about seeing all the fish and the coral and meeting a few new friends along the way, made me so jealous.  While I was alone, my wife was having a honeymoon to remember.

      About this time, I decided I had enough food and took my leave.  We all stood up.  Daniel shook my hand, and Monica gave me a friendly goodbye hug.  They stayed behind after I left.

      I roamed around the resort for a little bit.  Then I decided to go swimming in the pool.

      I think that was a mistake, because so did Daniel and Monica.

      I saw them setting up near the deep end, so I grabbed a spot closer to the hot tub.  I watched Daniel rub suntan lotion on my wife.  He started on her back, then worked his way down, making sure her ass was completely protected.  His fingers dipped down between her butt cheeks and I saw my wife jump, but she didn't stop him from playing.  Then she laid on her back so he could get her front.  He paid minimal attention to her abs and spent most of his time mauling her breasts, under the guise of applying lotion.  I found myself getting hard watching their antics.

      Funny thing was, I was the only one paying attention to the couple.  There were enough hot young men and women roaming around the pool to draw most people's interest.  I wouldn't have been surprised if no one even noticed if Daniel started fucking Monica right there on the lounger.

      After Daniel had his fill with my wife's tits, he handed her the sunscreen and asked her to reciprocate.

      She did.  And when she was done applying a layer of protection over every inch of exposed skin, she looked around and made sure no one was looking.  She seemed content that no one was and then reached her hand down the front of Daniel's swim trunks and started rubbing his cock.

      She then looked me dead in the eye and gave me a wink and a wicked smile.

      I almost came right there.

      When she saw the effect she had on me, she pulled her hand away and wiped the remaining lotion onto her towel.

      God, it was going to be a long two days until we were back home.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      I watched my wife and her lover flirt and play around for about an hour, my cock in a perpetual turgid state.  Never in the three years I'd known Monica, have I wanted her more than I did in that moment.  I was learning the truth of how denial intensifies longing.

      My wife was so close to me, but because of our game, I couldn't have her.

      When I'd had enough torture, I went back to my room.

      That worked until around four when the happy couple returned and started fucking each other's brains out.

      I leaned my head against the shared wall and closed my eyes, imagining I was in the room with them.

      "Fuck, Danny, that feels so good.  I love the way you stretch me."

      "So, goddamn tight.  I love this pussy."

      "It's yours, hubby, it's all yours."

      Did she know I was listening?  Was she acting for me? Or saying her true feelings?  And which was worse?

      "Fuck, fuck fuck," she screamed.  Daniel was fucking her so hard, the headboard was pounding against the wall.  I just hoped I didn't get charged for any drywall damage.

      "That's it baby.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.  Yes. Yes. Yes."

      I heard Daniel grunt and knew he was coming in my wife.

      After lunch, I decided I wasn't going to masturbate, at all, until I had reclaimed my wife.  I was going to save up all my sexual frustration and release it when I finally had her again.  I was about to break that pledge to myself, so I quickly ran to the en suite bath and took a cold shower.

      By the time my erection had subsided and my penis shriveled up, the couple had finished rutting.

      I noticed a text on my phone.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hope you enjoyed.  Going clubbing.  Be back?

      

      

      

      

      

      Well, at least I'd have some peace tonight.
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        * * *

      

      I was woken up around two in the morning to more sounds of fornication.

      "God, I love fucking this ass."

      He wasn't the only one, I thought.

      "I think Juan would have liked to fuck my ass, too.”

      "Everyone in that fucking club wanted this ass."  Daniel punctuated every word with a grunt.  "But this is my ass.  No one else's."

      "Oh, yes, baby.  This is your ass."

      It's only a game.  It's only a game.  I kept repeating that over and over.  It was driving me crazy with lust and jealousy.  I wanted so badly to break through the wall, pull Daniel off my wife and have my way with her.

      I took a few deep breaths.  No, that was the hormones talking.  I hated the torture, but I loved the torture.  My rock-hard cock was proof of that.

      I went to the refrigerator and pulled out a couple of ice cubes to throw down the front of my shorts.  I wasn't going to come.

      And since the horny couple didn't seem to be winding up their sexual gymnastics any time soon,  I slept on the couch, far away from their bedroom wall.
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        * * *

      

      I woke up Saturday morning with a sore neck from sleeping wrong, but at least my ears weren't filled all night with the sounds of Daniel enjoying something I wasn't allowed to.

      In the shower, I thought of my wife and how badly I wanted to fuck her.  I absentmindedly started playing my with penis, soaping it up real good and stroking it to attention.  Now, I'm sure I went through longer periods without making love to my wife since we've been married, but I was absolutely sure I'd never gone more than four days without an orgasm.

      I could almost feel my balls squirming, filling with seed, waiting to expel my load in a burst of pleasure.

      I quickly pulled my hand away.  I planned on saving this batch for when I reclaimed my wife.  The thought of how wonderful that would be sustained me.

      I was pulling on a pair of swim trunks and a cotton t-shirt when I heard a knock on the door.

      "Wasn't expecting to see you this morning," I said when I saw who it was.

      "You want me to leave?" Monica said.

      "Of course not.  Come on in."

      "I can't stay long.  Daniel's waiting for me by the pool."  My wife was the vision of beauty, her black hair pulled back in a ponytail.  She wore a brown and beige conservative bikini, one that would have been acceptable at a family get-together.

      How I longed to kiss her, to fondle her body, to taste her sweetness.

      "I said, I can't stay long."

      "Sorry, sorry, I was just thinking of something."

      Monica looked down at the tent in my trunks and laughed.  "I bet I know what it was."

      "Myka, you have that effect on men."

      "Sure thing, lover boy."

      I know it was a simple throwaway phrase, but hearing her call me lover boy sent my arousal skyward.  I knew she was flirting and had no intention of taking it further.  Now I was experiencing what other men felt, falling under her charm, left with a frustrating erection they would have to take care of themselves.

      "So what can I do for you?" I said when I could finally get control of my tongue.

      "I came to get that book."

      I hadn't finished it yet, but since I didn't think I'd be able to get back into it anyway I gladly gave it to her.

      "Thanks, sweetie."  She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and was off before I could even say you're welcome.

      My heart fluttered.  I loved that woman so much and was so happy to see her enjoy herself.  But at the same time, I was jealous of my friend, getting to spend more time with her, and have full access to her body.

      I had to take another cold shower to get my hard-on to go down.  After that, I went to the buffet and grabbed an energy bar and a bottle of water.  Instead of laying at the pool to wallow in self-pity watching Daniel and my wife making out, I went to the health spa to run on the treadmill.

      The physical exertion helped ease the stress that was building inside me.  I still desired my wife, but at least my body was no longer tense.  After a 45-minute workout, I headed for the pool, hoping the couple would be gone.  They were.

      I swam a few laps, trying to ignore all the beautiful people around me.  I put on some lotion and soaked in a bit of sun.  I wanted all my co-workers back home to be jealous of my tan and know I had a good time on vacation, even if it wasn't as much fun as I had hoped.

      After lunch, I took a walk into town.  It was a pleasant day out and I had nowhere in particular to be.  I could have taken a boat tour to some of the party spots along the coast, but again, watching other people having sexy fun wasn't something I wanted to do right now.  I was too focused on what Monica was up to.

      God, I wanted to be with her so badly.  It hurt.  But I was also aroused by the act of denial.  I wanted her because I couldn't have her, even if she, by all rights, was mine.  But again, I was reminded that she didn't really belong to me.  She may have my ring on her finger, but Monica is her own woman, and I wouldn’t want it any other way.

      Around four o'clock I had an early dinner at a tapas bar near the club where we met Juan.  It was a pleasant meal, and around five I headed back to the resort.

      My wife and Daniel were sitting on the beach outside the doors to our rooms and looking out at the ocean.  Their backs were to me and they probably didn't know I was there. The sun was dropping behind the horizon, setting fire to the sky.  An orangey halo surrounded the couple.

      I saw them share a kiss.  It hurt to see.  I knew it was something more than lust, maybe, dare I say, she might have a stronger emotion for my friend.

      Of all the torment I had endured these past few days, seeing this stung the worst.  I had thought I was instigating a fun game when I told Daniel to be Monica's husband for the duration of our trip.  I was wrong.  Instead, I exposed a hidden desire between my wife and my best friend.

      That didn't mean she loved me any less, but I knew, as I had the night of our wedding, that Daniel was more than just another fuck for her.

      I watched as my wife leaned back onto the blanket they had spread on the sand and Daniel cover her with his body.  They would be fucking as soon as the sun went down, I was sure.

      I would have stayed and watched, but I knew I'd get too aroused and want to stroke myself.  That was something I promised myself I would not do.  So I turned around and headed inside to grab a little booze from the room’s minibar.

      I should have gone to bed, but I didn’t.  Instead, I waited for the sun to set and I slipped back to see what Daniel and my wife would get up to.

      They were still making out.  I moved as close as I felt I could without drawing their attention.

      "Oh, honey, that feels good," I heard Monica say.  From what I could see, Daniel was rubbing her pussy as they lay next to each other.

      "I could do this forever."

      Monica chuckled.  "I'd get sore eventually."

      "Then I'd just have to kiss it better."

      "Ooh, I like that."

      Daniel then took the opportunity to slip his head between her open legs and started eating her out.

      Monica grasped his head between her thighs and moaned.  "God.  Fuck.  Danny.  Fuck, that's so good.  You do that so good."

      "Better than Bill?"

      Fucker.  Why did he have to ask that?

      "Yes.  Yes.  Yes."

      Monica was yelling the affirmation.  Was she answering his question or lost in her orgasm?  Probably didn't matter.  My cock was rigid.  I wanted to cum so bad, but I was dead set on waiting until I could cum in my wife.

      After she climaxed, my wife pulled Daniel up.  "Oh shit. I need you inside me, Danny.  Right.  Fucking.  Now.”

      She reached between their bodies and guided his erection into her pussy.  He eased forward and Monica gave a soft mew.

      "Your pussy was made for my cock," Daniel said, as he thrust into my wife.  "You feel so fucking good.  So tight."

      "I love the way you stretch me out.  That's something Bill can't do.  Oh, yeah,  don't stop.  I love the man, but he can't touch the places you do.”

      My heart ached listening to the two love birds, but I couldn't pull myself away.

      "Any time, babe.  Any time.”

      "Just fuck me, Danny.  Fuck me hard."

      I watched him obey her command.  My friend started pounding my wife for all he was worth.  As he pistoned his hips, driving his cock repeatedly between her thighs, he leaned over and kissed her.  She reached up and grabbed his face, returning the kiss.

      My mind was reeling.  My cock was steely hard and I knew if I kept watching their lovemaking I would cum in my shorts, even without touching myself.  I turned to go and heard Daniel start to grunt.

      "That's it, lover.  Give it to me.  Give me your cum."

      Oh those sweet words I wished to her.  I covered my ears to muffle my wife's moans.  I wanted her to enjoy herself, but I also longed to be a part of her pleasure.

      I slammed the door behind me and leaned against it as if I could keep the erotic tension at bay.  I couldn't.

      I looked out the window.  The couple was a silhouette in the distance, rolling on the sandy beach like Burt Lancaster and Deborah Kerr in From Here to Eternity.

      I took two more shots of whiskey and somehow fell asleep in the comfort of knowing we would be leaving this purgatory tomorrow evening.
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        * * *

      

      I spent the last night on the couch again.  I didn't want to chance getting woken in the middle of the night by my wife and her new husband going at it.  It was the last evening for Daniel to have Monica as his wife, and I knew he'd want to take advantage of that.  I knew I would.

      I woke up with the sun coming through the blinds.  I looked at my phone, it was nine.

      I took a quick shower and went to the buffet for breakfast.  I didn't hear anything from the neighboring room, so I figured they had exhausted themselves the night before.

      I was wrong.

      After breakfast, I went to sit by the pool and found Daniel and Monica frolicking in the water.  They looked like the perfect newlywed couple, splashing each other, stealing kisses, and feeling each other up.  It was erotic to watch, and painful, too.

      I smiled, happy I was able to give my wife this experience.  I knew she loved me.  I loved her, and whatever the fuck happened here could never change that.

      Around noon, I slipped away to grab a bite to eat.  I enjoyed a lite lunch and then went back to my room to shower, change clothes, and pack.

      Our flight left the airport at 9:14.  The taxi ride would take less than an hour.  I looked at my watch.  It was ten to three.

      I texted Monica.

      
        
          
            
              
        What are your plans for today?

      

      

      

      

      

      I restrained myself from adding, besides fucking Daniel to the message.

      It took a few minutes for her to reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        not much

      

      

      

      

      

      That meant, fucking Daniel.

      
        
          
            
              
        I'm going to head up to the airport.  I'll see you there.

      

      

      

      

      

      There wasn't much of a pause before she texted back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sound good.  See ya sweetie

      

      

      

      

      

      I sighed.  This honeymoon was not what I expected.  But it also was my fault that it turned out the way it did.

      The ride to the airport was pleasant enough.  The cab driver played a Latin music station and kept quiet.  I think he could tell I wasn't in the mood to talk.

      Oh, my mind was reeling.  Monica was spending her final few hours as Daniel's wife and seemed to be enjoying the hell out of it.  I couldn't blame her, or my friend.  Although, his decision not to share her still rankled me.  I wondered if they'd squeeze in one final fuck at the resort before heading back to real life.

      I spent a few hours at the airport bar.  I tried to pace myself, but I was a bit tipsy when I saw Daniel and Monica make their way through security.  We met up near our boarding gate.

      Finally, this ordeal was over.

      I kissed my wife, she turned her head and my lips landed on her cheek.

      I looked at my watch.  It was 8 o’clock.  "You liked cutting it close," I said.

      "Yeah, we lost track of time," Daniel said.  "But it's all good."

      "It's been a fun vacation, but it will be good to get back home," I said.

      Monica kind of nodded in agreement.  Daniel said, "Sure it will."

      I went to put my arm around my wife, but she stiffened.  "Bill, my husband will see."

      "Are we still—?"

      "Vacation's not over until we land in the States."

      I wanted to scream, but I kept it to a low groan.

      "Now, Bill.  This was your idea," Monica said.  "We're just giving you what you wanted."

      Sure they were.  Anyway. I grabbed my carry-on and got in line to board.

      When I was seated the flight attendant asked me what I wanted.  I couldn't tell her what I really wanted so I asked for a rum and coke instead.

      After the three beers at the bar, and now, a shot of rum, it didn't take me long after takeoff to pass out.
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        * * *

      

      I woke up mid-flight.  The cabin was dark, underneath the low drone of the engines, I heard the familiar moans of my wife.  It was soft but unmistakable.

      I looked across the aisle.  Monica and Daniel were cuddled together, a blanket covered their bodies.  I could see they were spooning, my buddy behind my wife.  The way he was subtly moving his hips and my wife's sighs indicated they were not sleeping.

      They were fucking.  On the plane.  My wife and Daniel were joining the mile-high club.

      "Fuck," I said quietly to myself.  I had never had the chance to try fucking my wife on a plane, I didn't even know how that would work.  It looked like Daniel had found a way.

      I watched as his movement sped up.  My wife bit her lip and I could see the way she was squeezing her eyes shut tight that she was climaxing.  Daniel made one final thrust and held my wife's body close to his as he filled her with his cum.

      My cock grew rock hard as I watched the two come down from their mutual climax.  I closed my eyes and smiled, content in knowing my wife was in good hands.

      The next thing I knew, the pilot was announcing his descent into Dallas.

      I sprang awake, my body knowing what that meant.  Monica would be my wife once more after we touched down.

      I looked over.  Monica and Daniel had collected themselves.  Their seatbelts were fastened and their tray tables were stored.  Maybe I had been dreaming.

      As soon as we landed and were parked at the gate, I jumped up.

      "Ouch," I said.  I had bumped my head into the overhead compartment.  The fair-skinned man who sat next to me chuckled.

      "In a hurry?" he asked.

      "Yeah," I answered as I opened the bin and started pulling out my luggage.

      "Your wife meeting you?"

      How could he tell?  My ring, the look on my face?  I didn't know, I didn't care.

      I hoped he didn't look at my crotch because he would have seen I was sporting a raging hard-on.  Five fucking days is too long to go without sex, especially when your wife was so close, and down to fuck with your friend.  But, a game is a game.

      Now, the tension was coming to a boil—watching my wife flirt, the denial, all the beautiful young bodies on display.  Oh fuck, did I need to have my wife.

      I looked over at Monica.  She gave me a sultry look and typed something into her phone.  I disengaged airplane mode and my phone buzzed.

      
        
          
            
              
        I can't wait to get my husband home

      

      

      

      

      

      I typed back

      
        
          
            
              
        He ain't waiting until you get home

      

      

      

      

      

      My wife's eyes opened wide as she read my text.  She glanced at me, her face full of concern.  I wondered what she saw in me—her loving husband longing for her touch or a raving horn dog who couldn't wait to thrust his steely cock into her wet pussy.

      The door opened, and fresh warm air filled the cabin.  I grabbed my carry-on with one hand and my wife's arm with the other.

      "Could you collect her bag from the overhead?" I asked Daniel.

      "Hey—"

      "And meet us at the baggage claim."  I didn't care what he was saying.  I had a 'date' with my wife.

      I pulled her quickly down the jetway.  I knew only one thing.  I needed to have her.

      I sensed she felt the same.  She didn't try to pull her hand away.  She wasn't dragging her feet.  She was moving as quickly as I was.

      Unfortunately, I didn't have a clue where I was going.  I wasn't thinking straight.  My heart was pumping all my blood to my feet and my cock and there was none left for my brain.

      We were the first ones out of the gate.  The airport was dark, with only a few lights still on to guide us.  The sign straight ahead pointing left said Baggage Claim.  I pulled Monica to the right.

      We weaved through a maze of seats and stanchions.  In the back of my mind, I knew we were probably being watched on some security camera somewhere.  I didn't care.

      I came to a corner restroom.  It was for family use.  It would do.

      I pushed open the door and pulled my wife inside.

      "Bill, what?”

      Before she could begin I slammed the door behind us and turned the deadbolt.

      I grabbed her forearms and pulled her toward me.  I claimed her mouth with mine, ravishing her lips with my tongue—probing, exploring.  When I'd had my fill I pulled away and turned her body around so her back to was to me.

      I pushed her up against the sink and pressed my body against hers.

      I looked into the mirror.  Monica was Beauty.  Her black hair was mussed a little, her face lovely in its symmetry.  Her eyes were limpid pools I'd die to drown in.

      Then I glanced at my face.  I was Beast.  Sweat dripped down my tanned skin.  My nostrils flared, my eyes burned with lust.

      "Do it, you monster," Monica said.  "Take me.  Use me.  Fuck me hard."

      She didn't have to ask twice.

      I pushed her forward with one hand and pulled her leggings and panties down with the other.  I then released my raging cock from the confines of my jeans.

      I pressed the tip against her dewy lips, dripping with her juices.

      "You are drenched," I said.  "You cock-hungry slut."

      Where were these words coming from?

      "How dare you deny me.  You’re my wife.  Mine!  And your cunt belongs to me."

      My wife yelped as I thrust forward, driving my shaft to the hilt.

      "Fuck me," she said.  "Fuck your wife's cheating cunt."

      I obliged, my body was a machine pounding my cock into her body with a force I didn't know I had.

      "Harder. Harder."

      I became a demon.  My vision tinted green.  My world was enveloped by my wife's vaginal walls.

      Monica started to loudly moan.  Her hands slapped against the mirror and she started pushing her ass in counterpoint to my thrusts.

      "God, you feel so good.  Yes, yes, fuck me, my love, fuck me."

      All of the pent-up frustration, built up over the last five days, drove me.  I fucked my wife with every muscle in my body.  I could feel a ball of energy welling within me.  I wanted to come, but I wanted something else first.

      As I drove my cock into her womb, I knew some of the lubrication I felt was Daniel's semen.  I was trying to pull his cum from her womb with my penis, to supplant it with my own.  I knew my wife was on birth control, but still, my lizard brain knew another man had planted his seed and I need to displace it, so she'd have my child and not his.

      That's when my wife came.

      I felt Monica's pussy constrict around my shaft.  Like she was trying to milk the semen from my balls.  Then her whole body shook and her moans turned quiet.  In the mirror, I saw her eyes roll back as she slipped toward her own nirvana.

      I fucked her through her orgasm, forcing my hardness through her pulsing flesh.

      "Oh shit, fuck. That was good."

      "Better than him."

      Monica's gaze caught mine in the mirror.  Her eyes sparkled with mischief.  She smiled and said, “Of fucking course, better than him.  You're my husband."

      "Good."

      I pulled out and turned my wife around to face me.  I lifted her onto the sink and moved between her open thighs.

      "Now it's my turn," I said.

      "Yes it is." Monica reached down and guided my erection into her pussy.

      Now I was the one moaning.

      "You feel so good."

      "I know, I know." She grabbed my head and gave me a sensual kiss on the lips.

      "It was so hard, waiting.  Watching you."

      I moved slowly within my wife's core.  I wanted to last as long as I could, but I knew that wouldn't be too much longer.

      "But you liked watching, didn't you?"

      "Yes,” my answer not more than a grunt.

      "You liked when I teased you."

      My cock twitched.

      "Yes, I see you did," Monica said.

      "You liked teasing me."

      "Only because I knew you'd enjoy it."

      "I did.  I did." My words came in syncopation with my thrusts.  "I do.  I do."

      "My sweet hubby, I'm glad to hear that, because I have a confession to make."

      I continued to fuck my wife,  the ball of energy I'd held on to was ready to be released.  I could feel my balls tighten.  I was close to coming.

      "Denying you my body wasn't Daniel's idea, it was mine."

      Her words were the spark that set me off.  With a growl, I erupted.  My cock pulsed and I shot my load.  Five days' worth of ache and desire released in ropes of pearly white semen to paint the walls of my wife's womb.

      "Yes.  Yes.  Fill me up, lover.  Fill my cunt."

      I kept moving, making sure I pumped every drop of cum into my wife.

      Until now, my sole focus for the past five days was to fuck my wife, now my sole focus was to find out, why?

      I pulled back, my energy spent, my deflating penis slimy with ejaculate.  A few pale tears of cum slowly slid down her tanned thighs.

      She was a slut goddess.

      "Why?"

      Monica put her finger to my lips.  "I'll explain it all, on the way home.  But right now, we need to get out of here and claim our luggage before we get into trouble."

      I looked at my watch.  It felt like we'd been in the little family restroom for an hour, but it was only ten minutes.

      "Bu—"

      "Later, I promise."

      Monica unlocked the door and left.  I was close behind her.

      We met Daniel at the Claim area.  He had collected our suitcases.

      "Hurry up you two," Daniel said as he grabbed two of the cases and headed toward the exit.  "We don't want to miss the last shuttle."

      Luckily we didn't.  The three of us were the only passengers in the van that went from the terminal to the parking lots.  I sat next to my wife.  Daniel sat across from us.

      "So, who's going to start?”

      Daniel looked at Monica.  "You tell him already?”

      She nodded.  "It felt the right time, in the moment."

      "My state of mind was slightly altered by hormones, so yeah it was better to tell me then, than while we were driving home."

      "We wouldn't want you to have an accident," Monica said.  Then she leaned and whispered to me, “In your pants."

      I just rolled my eyes.

      "I want you to know," Daniel said, "I didn't want to do it.  I was enjoying the game we were playing beforehand.  In fact, I quite liked watching Monica play with you.  I really felt like she was my wife and I was sharing her."

      I laughed and said, "Throwing Monica under the bus already, I see."  I turned to my wife.  "Now, you need to tell me why the fuck—"

      "Lower your voice please," Monica said.

      I continued in a softer volume.  "Why the fuck did you decide to change the rules?  That hurt."

      "I knew it would.  But I also knew you'd like it to some extent."

      "It is making sense now.  You talking me out of calling off the game.  You teasing me through the walls and playing out in the open outside our room."

      I felt myself starting to get worked up.  Sure, part of the enjoyment came from the pain, but I wasn't sure I liked my wife going behind my back like that.

      "It was all a show for you sweetheart," Monica entwined my arm in hers and kissed my cheek.  "This was our honeymoon and I'm your sexy hotwife."

      "I just wished you would have told me.  I might have enjoyed it more."

      Then my wife gave me a wicked grin,  "But I might not have."

      "What?  You enjoy hurting me?"

      "Only as much as I know you can bear.  Come on, admit it, the reclamation sex would not have been as awesome if you'd known the truth."

      She had a point.  "Yeah, the sex was awesome."

      "Where'd you two end up?" Daniel asked.

      "In a restroom,” we said, together.

      "Gross."

      "That didn't enter our minds," I said.

      "Well, when you set my naked ass on the sink."

      "They probably just cleaned it," I said.

      "If I get a rash—"

      We all laughed.

      The van stopped and Monica and I got out.  Daniel was in the next lot over.

      "Give me a call," he said to me just before the doors closed.
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        * * *

      

      Later in bed, my wife asked me if I was still mad at her.

      "Honey, I'd never be able to stay mad at you."

      "And you know all that stuff I said, back in Cabo, was just part of the game right?"

      "Yeah."

      "Like the stuff you said in the bathroom.  About owning my pussy."

      "I think I used the word cunt."

      "Anyway.  That's also just dirty talk.  You don't own me.  I don't own you.  We're partners."

      "Absolutely."

      I rolled over on top of my wife, and we made love.

      "That was nice," I said, after a short post-coital cuddle.

      "Making love with you is always nice," my wife said.

      "And fucking?"

      "Uh, there's a scale."

      We both started laughing.

      "You're not disappointed that you didn't get to fuck me for the last five days?" Monica asked after we wore ourselves out from tickling each other.

      "Nah.  I'll just make sure I fuck you for the next five days."

      "About that, I'll have to take a rain check.”

      "What?"  I turned to my wife.  She wore a timid look on her face.

      "I've got a date for Friday night, with Danny.  And you know there's no sex the night before one of my Hotwife dates.

      I sighed.  "Shit."

      I went to sleep knowing at least I'd get to fuck her for the next three days.  And the sex after she came home from her 'date'—that would be amazing.
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      As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi-author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.

      

      Book 1: A Hotwife Summer by Aila Glass 

      Book 2: A Hotwife On Fire by Alexa Sommer

      Book 3: A Hotwife Exposed by Daisy Dennis

      Book 4: A Hotwife On The Go by Cyra Wilde

      Book 5: A Hotwife in The Sand by Kyle Canon

      Book 6: The Hotwife Next Door by Kevin Jaxon

      Book 7: My Hotwife’s New Husband by Sean Geist

      Book 8: A Hotwife Playa Cabana by Hank Dolworth

      Book 9: A Hotwife Marooned by Olivia Lawless

      Book 10: A Hotwife Gets Wet by Anya Knightly

      Book 11: A Hotwife Anniversary by Dilana Rose

      Book 12: A Hotwife At The Hideaway by Zoey Adams

      Book 13: The Hotwife Getaway by Lillia Wett

      Book 14: A Hotwife Bares It All by Hardison Parker

      Book 15: A Hotwife Road Trip by Devon Haze

      Book 16: A Hotwife Takes it... Easy by Delores Swallows

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Sean Geist

          

        

      

    

    
      Hotwives At Play

      
        
        Three hot stories of wives who like to break their wedding vows and husbands who love to watch.

        Christian wonders why his wife is so popular at their Tennis Club and he gets to watch her beat another man on the courts and then in the bedroom.  Brett has to find entertainment for the bosses while they work out a multi-million dollar business deal. When his first choice drops out, his wife eagerly volunteers for the task.  And a couple likes to play flirting games with strangers while on vacation. One night, the wife gets tired of playing pretend and her husband finds his life changed forever.

      

      

      

      The Things We Do For Lust

      
        
        Peter and Robin planned to spend a week in Las Vegas celebrating their anniversary, but an unexpected stroke of good fortune interrupts the happy couple's plans. They win a nice little jackpot and the attention of a handsome stranger. Suddenly, they find themselves celebrating with a man they hardly know – someone Robin finds intriguing, and Peter finds intimidating. A night of flirting and a day of seduction later finds the married couple at a crossroads. Will Robin be lured away? Or will she be able to control her desires for a man other than Peter? Or maybe – something else.

      

      

      Cuckold’s Gift

      
        
        Glen and Trisha are a rather mundane couple. They have 9 to 5 jobs, work around the house on the weekend, and share an average sex life. Then, one weekend, they have their safe bubble burst, when a complete stranger exposes a sexual kink that neither spouse was aware of. One experience leads to another and the couple finds themselves exploring a treacherous path towards an uncertain fate. Can their loving relationship survive when deeper desires are revealed? And what happens when your favorite gift is the one you never thought to ask for?

      

      

    

  

OEBPS/Images/image00093.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00092.jpeg









OEBPS/Images/cover00094.jpeg





