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My wife Courtney hit 30 and hung her head. “It’s too hard!” she groaned and she pushed her breakfast plate to the middle of the table between us. We’d taken a week-long holiday to a resort now that the high season was over.
She got in with a new streaming production company running their accounting department. “Of course it’s fine,” she said. “It’s great. Everybody goes to the creative meetings, me included. Everybody talks. Everybody laughs. Me? I just sit there!” she said, raising her big brown eyes at me and shaking her head full of caramel brown waves of luscious hair.
“You have really good ideas,” I nodded at her and raised my eyebrows to emphasize it. “Why not just try once to speak up? Just take a risk.” I finished my breakfast and pushed my plate forward too.
She sighed and dropped her mouth open and looked sideways. “It’s always been like this for me, though, even in elementary school!” she moaned with frustration. “There’s always too much time between thinking of what to say and being picked to talk — my bloody mind!” she said with her eyes flaring widely at me. “It goes through all the things that could go wrong.”
“You need to be put on the spot, maybe,” I nodded. “A no-way-out situation,” I said. “So you have to act without thinking about the risk or the consequences.”
“I’d actually like that,” she said with a wide-eyed shrug and a half-grin pulling up the side of her face. “To not constantly have to calculate all the possible outcomes.”
“You need some practice winging it,” I snorted.
“There’s a man waving at you,” she said.
“What?”
“Your 3 o’clock,” she said, and she grinned, she hid her face with her hand cupped over her cheek and eyes, and she kicked my shin under the table. “Other 3 o’clock!” she groaned.
There was — and it looked like Ray, my old college roommate, a friend I’d been slowly losing touch with in the seven or so years since. I waved him over.
“How’s it hangin’ you old dog!” he grinned ear to ear and slapped my back too hard. “Ooo!” he said, recoiling his head back on his neck and popping his eyes wide open at Court. “Who’s the hottie?” he cried out in too loud a voice. He even ran his eyes up and down her body.
That was Ray. Gregarious to a fault, everybody’s friend whether or not they knew it or wanted it, and crass and charming all at the same time. And big — he obviously kept up his work-out routine even after leaving university and football.
Court blushed and dropped her mouth open at me and widened her eyes that she let sweep slowly the other way. She was appalled beyond belief, I could tell. But she overcame it, turned to him, held out her hand, and looked up at his imposing frame looming high over her. “Hi!” she fake-smiled at him. “Courtney, Donny’s wife?” she said with the raised eyebrows of opprobrium. “And you are?” she smiled with forced politeness.
He snorted and swung his face casually from hers to mine and lazily nodded at me with a spreading grin. “Ol’ Swing-annna-miss Donny finally connects for a homer, I see,” he said, and he raised his eyebrows. He took his time turning back to Court who continued with annoyed patience to hold her hand out for his to shake.
He finally took it in his huge paw and slowly shook her hand. I glanced at her and caught her glancing at his hand, checking if the feel of it wrapping completely around her hand was true — that it was that big.
She kept stiffly smiling and raised her eyes back up to him.
“Ray,” he nodded at her. “I raised your boy here from a mere pup,” he said. He put his arm around my back and pulled my far shoulder nearly out of its socket to tug me against his massive frame.
“What are you doing here?” I said.
He glanced over the massive half-outdoor room to the cluster of similar men to him all laughing boisterously and sitting at a long row table on the other side. Their voices echoed annoyingly off the high ceiling.
“Company sales-team retreat,” he nodded toward them. “Three day circle jerk,” he said, “away from the wives.” He spread his feet widely and clasped his hands together in front of his groin. He stared down at Court’s body and didn’t try to hide the fact.
She stared at me with a wtf grin and bulging eyes. She was wearing a deep water-blue bikini under a sheer white beach throw, and sandals with glass gems around the toes. I’d mentioned Ray to her before, about how the guy didn’t know the meaning of the word “courageous” because he’d never experienced fear of any kind or level in any situation. I remembered reading a book about how only in later adolescence do people develop the ability to calculate consequences of their actions. Not Ray, I thought. That never came.
“Pull up a chair, if you have a minute,” I said. I glanced at Court and she physically turned in her chair away from him, pulled one knee up over the other to shield herself further, and covered the side of her face with her cupped hand again. She pursed her lips into a tight and tiny circle and vibrated her head side to side with her eyes popping out. I snorted at her. “We’re just hanging out,” I smiled up at him.
My mind giggled at the juxtaposition. We were just talking, Court and I, about her need to take risks without overthinking what might happen. And who should happen by, but the cover model for the latest issue of “Risk-Taker Monthly”?
“Lemme just go get some of that fucking grub,” he said with a big smile, and he strode off to the tables of food up front.
“N-O!” Court spelled it out after she glanced over her shoulder to make sure he was gone. Her gaze, though, I noted, lingered longer than necessary by a second. He still had that walk of those athletes with big thighs — wide and laboured.
“He’s an old friend!” I gestured with my hand out. “Can’t just blow him off.”
She glanced over her shoulder again and watched him longer as he filled up two plates at once. She turned back to me. “I cannot believe you two lived together, let alone even knew each other,” she said shaking her head.
“He rescued me in grade 5 when I was the new kid at school. Literally, it was the bodyguard movie. I’ll tell you what,” I said, drinking back my coffee. “If there’s a puppy stuck in a well or a house full of children on fire or something, that guy there,” I said, and I nodded firmly at his broad back, huge even from across the room, “is the first one in, bar none.”
She turned again and stared longer.
“You know how you said you think too much before acting?” I said. She nodded without turning back to me. “He doesn’t think at all.”
She spun toward me when he turned and caught her staring at him. She burbled and covered her lip with her hand. “How do people live like that?” she said, but the smile on her face was odd. It was one of awe, especially with her eyes wide open. They were excited eyes. My wife was stimulated. And I liked it.
Ray pulled a chair from the table behind him without even checking if others were sitting at that table and dragged it up to ours backward and straddled it, leaned his massive chest into its back, and hunched over his pile of bacon, toast, eggs, fruit, and everything else that was on offer. He tore at the toast with his teeth bared like an animal separating meat from bone with a fresh kill.
“Holiday from the life of drudgery back home?” he said barely lifting his face to Court.
“What makes you think it’s drudgery?” she frowned her brow at him and retracted her chin into her chest with an amused grin. She watched him gather food from his plate like a herding dog circling and concentrating the sheep, and with narrowing, unbelieving eyes, she followed his fork, grasped like a shovel in his huge fist, rotate to his face and dump its load in his mouth. Her mouth parted and her jaw hung down.
He smacked his lips, leaned back and wiped half his face with the napkin, examining it for what it picked up before folding it over and putting it down. “What’s he got you doing up home?” he said.
“I beg your pardon?” she screwed her face up at him. “He,” she emphasized the word, “doesn’t have me doing anything — I have my own career, thank you very much!” She made a show of shaking her head at me.
He just laughed and rolled his face toward me. “Got you a live one on the end of your line, there, buddy, well done!” he said, and he slapped my back too hard again.
“She’s an accountant,” I nodded at him. “At T.A.W.”
He snapped his fingers and pointed a finger gun at me. “I fucking know them!” he said. He spun to Court, and because she was still staring at me with shock, he grasped her shoulder and shook her a little until, giving it a moment of bewilderment, she slowly rotated her face to his. “Streaming, right?” he nodded.
“Mostly,” she nodded at him. “Yes.”
He turned back to me but he leaned sideways over to Court the way you would if someone was trying to take your picture, and he ran his hand over her back and sank her far shoulder into the mitt of his huge hand and pulled her body against his massive chest. “Your little gem here is sitting at the tip of the blade of the cutting edge, my friend!” he said, and he rousted her against him, even causing her chair legs to skid across the floor toward him.
One more time, I noticed ambivalence on my wife’s face. It registered the appropriate — for her -- offence and discomfort, but it also betrayed a little of what I caught before: her eyes glowed a little bit, the corners of her lips curled a little bit, her chest jutted a little bit. I squinted over the table at her.
When he let her go and straightened up and dove back down into his feeding trough, I caught her with her face down glancing sideways at him through fallen strands of her hair. It wasn’t just a glance, either. Her eyes touched his bared bicep, travelled up to his wide neck, moved down over his bulging pecs — and down a little further, too, before she glanced at me, cleared her throat, pursed her lips to blow on her coffee — though it was already cool enough — and drank it. But I knew she was hiding her face as much as drinking coffee. Her blush was too obvious.
“I should go back and assert my dominance over that herd of apes before they plot my overthrow,” he said, pushing his plate away.
“A shrewdness,” Courtney said with a blank stare at him.
He squinted back at her.
“Apes,” she pronounced the word excessively. “They come in a shrewdness. Horses, cows, sheep and goats come in a herd,” she said.
He looked at her like he’d been injected with a paralyzing serum, before he widened his eyes and turned to me. “And I’m about to cum in my pants,” he said to me.
Court snorted and hunched over her chest and spun away, hiding her wide grin and trying to quell her eruption of laughter.
He smiled mischievously at her and reached out to wrap his hand around her bare thigh where her light throw had slipped from her legs. “That’s okay, wife of Donny,” he said. “No secrets between me and him, I know he loves showing you off and making the other men do that all day long.”
She gripped the arms of her chair to steady herself and turned to him uncertainly with her chest rising and her shoulders straining. She was struggling to keep control. “That was funny,” she said. She tilted her head at him, gave him a pursed lip smile, and momentarily flared her eyes at him. Under the edge of the table and just barely visible to me, Ray had wrapped his hand around her thigh and squeezed it.
She let him. She drew no attention to it. She didn’t pull away at all. And it was her who held their mutual gaze the longer — he had to look away first, after it went on too long for a husband right across the table.
He started speaking to me while still looking at my wife. “Gonna come over to your room around 9 tonight,” he said, before he turned to me. “Take you two out dancing. Club is awesome. Been there yet?”
“We just got here late last night,” Court answered him before I could.
“And you didn’t go?”
“It was midnight.”
“And?”
She finally drew her gaze back to me with exasperation. “Does your friend here never stop?”
I immediately pointed at Ray and twisted my face at him. “Don’t say it!” I said.
He snickered.
Courtney pushed herself up and reached for my wrist and tugged me out of my chair to follow her. “Room 101,” she said over her shoulder to Ray still at our table, and she pulled me out onto the pathway back to our room.
I caught up beside her and we walked hand-in-hand several yards in silence. I finally broke it. “You actually want to go to the club tonight? To dance?” I said and I squinted at the side of her head. Loud music, crowds of people: it wasn’t her thing.
She walked about three more strides before she stopped dead, turned to me and turned me to herself, too, and draped her arms over my shoulders, pulling her body in tight against mine. She jutted her hips forward and rubbed the front of her bikini bottoms back and forth against my shorts.
“Didn’t you say for me to take more risks?” she said, and she pushed her lips to mine and penetrated my mouth with her tongue. “To do things,” she said softly and privately, her lips touching mine, “without thinking?” She tilted her head sideways and pulled the back of my head against her face and necked with me in the sunshine on the path in her bikini with other couples making way, walking around us and averting their grinning gazes. She even moaned inside the long, writhing kiss.
“I did, didn’t I,” I said with a self-deprecating chuckle, and we wrapped hands around each other’s waists and strolled more tightly together, more languidly, back to our building and to our room. 
She packed a straw bag of supplies for us to go down to the big pool with — sunscreen, water, towels, books, ear pods and phones. “He’s everything I’m not, isn’t he,” she said randomly from the bathroom in our walk-out suite.
She was still thinking about him. “Besides you being a girl and he being a boy?” I said and I snorted.
She came out and pushed her body into mine again to tease my lips with hers and bite her tongue. “Besides that,” she said with sharp pronunciation. “Maybe a night out with him is just what I need, right?” she said and she pinched her tongue between her teeth and snorted with a wide grin.
I wrapped my hands around her waist and we hung back from each other considering each other’s faces. She held her grin for several beats but she finally lost it and giggled and hid her face and turned away.
“What?” I said.
“It’s stupid,” she said.
“Tell me!” I said, and I clasped my hands together in her back to keep her from twisting and squirming away from me.
“No!” she cried out through a smile. She pushed her stomach against my hands and shoved her hands down into my arms.
I could tell she was blushing again. “Not letting you go until you tell me,” I smiled at the back of her head.
She squealed and laughed. “It’s too embarrassing!” she cried out.
“Just whisper it then,” I said, “in my ear.”
She turned around and up to me bent at her waist over my arm. She narrowed her eyes distrustingly. “Promise you won’t laugh?” she groaned.
“Of course not,” I shrugged.
She thought about it a moment longer but she finally came up onto her toes and turned my head sideways to put her mouth to my ear. “Maybe I should go out with your friend alone tonight,” she said.
The suggestion was stunning. I took her shoulders in my hands and put her at stretched-arm distance in front of me.
She bit her lip and hung her head and pulled her hair over her face. “I told you it was stupid,” she said to the floor beside us.
“I like it,” I said.
“No you don’t,” she nearly whispered. She pulled her hair harder down over her face and with a pained groaned she covered her blushing face with both her hands.
“Ray would be down for anything,” I said to her, trying to pull her back up. She was hanging over my arms so far and low her hair brushed the floor.
“What do you mean?” she groaned like it was the worst ordeal she was going through.
I pulled her hips back into my groin and as though instinctively she pushed her ass into my pelvis and rocked it against me. It seemed as though she wasn’t thinking.
“Why don’t I get him to treat it like a date with you?” I said. I guess the “no-thinking” thing was influencing me too.
“That’s dumb,” she whispered.
“Are you thinking about it again?” I asked her.
“No, because it’s dumb,” she said.
“Nobody knows you here,” I said, gently swinging her side to side from my hips. Her head of hair completely fell forward over her face and she let her arms hang down too. “We’re away from home, on a holiday, letting loose,” I said. “You wanted to stop overthinking everything,” I went on.
“I didn’t mean go on a date with a stranger,” she said.
“You’re thinking too much again,” I said. “You should just say ‘Yes’ and let the world unfold for you for a change.”
“You can’t just do that,” she moaned.
“I’m going to make you,” I said.
“Stop it,” she cried in a light voice and she lightly stomped her heel down on my foot.
“I’m going to find him and talk to him today,” I said.
“No you won’t,” she said.
“You can wear that short black dress you looked at in the resort store,” I said.
She quickly spun up and around and pushed herself against me and buried her face in my neck. “No!” she squealed. “Not that one!”
“Too short?” I grinned.
“I don’t wear slutty little things like that,” she said.
“I’m going off to buy it for you — that seals it.”
“No!” she shrieked and she bit my neck.
“And if you want to — without thinking about it! . . . ” I said, “. . . you can even bring him in here when you get back from the club.”
“Oh my god!” she gasped and she spun her body around against me and pressed her shoulders, back and ass against the front of my body and slid herself side to side against my groin. She reached down and behind her and found my wrists and pulled my arms up around the front of her body and slid her hands down my arms until she held my hands in hers. She pulled them up and clasped my palms over her breasts. “Stop it,” she said.
“Imagine making out with him,” I teased her, squeezing her tits through her blue bikini top.
She arched her back and pushed her ass harder into my crotch. “Cut it out,” she groaned.
“Necking with him on the couch,” I said.
“Donny,” she exhaled. She pulled one of my hands down over her ribs and her stomach.
“And you can take him out onto the patio, on the big round thatch-covered bed,” I grinned into her hair. She told me making love with me on that bed outside at night would be like a fantasy come true.
She rocked on the sides of her feet and her toes curled and fought each other. “Stop,” she barely whispered. She pushed my hand under the low waist band of her bikini bottoms and found the tip of my middle finger. She pushed it further down and through the cleft of her pussy lips.
She was soaking wet.
I curled my finger and entered her. She inhaled sharply, arched further in her back, bent her knees, and jutted her chest far out. She reached up and over her head and snaked her fingers into the hair on the back of my head and tugged my face over her shoulder from behind. “What do we out there?” she said.
“Who?” I grinned and nibbled her ear. I fingered her slowly and deeply.
“Me and Ray,” she groaned and she pushed her ass hard into my pelvis and grinded herself against me.
“Whatever you want to do, and without any thinking at all,” I snickered.
“Fuck,” she breathed out-loud. It wasn’t a word she used very often. She fumbled with the back of her bikini and worked her thumb under the waist and frantically pulled them down to stretch between her thighs. She lifted herself and stretched out her hands to poke them through the curtains and pressed her palms on the glass to the patio outside.
I opened my shorts and pulled down my fly and eased my thickening cock out into my hand.
“No consequences at all,” I said to her.
She reached under her stomach and her fingers scrambled around until she found my erection behind her ass and she squeezed it nearly too hard. “That’s dangerous though,” she winced.
“No risk, not consequence, no thinking,” I said.
She tugged my cock and spread her feet wider on the floor in front of the window. “What if things happen?” she said nearly out of breath.
“Holiday means holiday,” I said. She knew what I was saying. She’s the one who reads the anthropology books, and she’s the one who told me that most ancient cultures had “holidays” where nothing counts, where laws aren’t enforced, and where people screw whoever they want and nothing happens. Medieval Europe had that. Rome had that, for some people. Everywhere had that, she assured me.
“But I’m married,” she gasped.
“Holiday,” I just repeated.
“Right in front of you?” she said in what almost sounded like a real cry. She had wrapped her hand firmly around my cock and drew the head of it up and down and side to side over the lips of her pussy, now shining with her glisten.
I thought a second. “I’ll hide when you come in,” I said. “Close the curtains when you go outside on the patio,” I grinned. I pushed with my hips and sank the head of my cock into the wet folds of her pussy lips.
“It’s wrong!” she groaned. She pushed her hips back and took my cock deeper into her pussy.
“You’re not allowed to think,” I said, and I seized her hips in my hands and drove myself home, smacking her ass with my thighs.
“Anything?” she cried out with a voice jolted by my thrusting.
“Anything,” I agreed. I felt it too: the liberation of not thinking. I pumped her harder from behind.
She groaned and rammed herself back at me just as hard as I rammed myself into her. “But what if I don’t stop?” she said. “Or he doesn’t?” She almost couldn’t breathe.
“Holiday!” I emphasized and I jerked myself into her harder still. “Nothing counts. Whatever happens here stays here,” I nodded and I pulled her hips back hard into mine.
“Are you sure?” she winced. She bent over further.
“I want you to do what you want,” I said.
She shook and gasped like a woman falling from a cliff, and she stiffened for a moment before she laid back against my body and poured down onto the floor like her bones had turned to liquid. “Jesus,” she moaned. Her climax had been big.
We made it to the pool in the afternoon. I had called the front desk when Court was in the bathroom getting cleaned up and ready (again) and put a message in for Ray. “Come talk to me a sec,” I said, “Main poolside, 2:30 or so.” I didn’t tell Court.
We hung out with our books and towels in the sun on the loungers. Ray came by at almost exactly 2:30.
“Look who the cat dragged in,” Court said, looking up and shading her eyes at him.
I glanced at her and smirked. She had become quickly familiar and even friendly with him, which was odd enough. But she also didn’t move from her pose, lying on her back, spread out in only her bikini this time, virtually directly under him. She didn’t sit up, she didn’t cover herself, she didn’t even look away from him. She smiled, in fact, and made eyes at him.
“What we got to talk about?” he said.
Court glanced at me but then got up and walked blithely away. “You boys obviously have some business,” she said, and she walked sexy and slowly to the edge of the pool.
Ray swung around and laid in her lounger beside me and stared at the back of Court as she took her sweet time dipping her toes in the water and letting the sun splash her back. She knew full well he was staring at her. I snatched up my phone and took a picture of her standing at the edge of the pool. She looked beautiful, especially as it was unlike her to show herself off like that, to pose like, that knowing a man like Ray was eating her up. That’s the picture on the cover of this book.
Ray snatched my phone from my hand and stared at the picture. “Look at that,” he said like someone looking at a plate of roast beef. Her sharp blue bikini bottoms hugged her ass. Her top tied at her mid-back in a big looping knot with long tales. Her caramel brown hair cascaded down her shoulders and back like a burbling creek. She arched slightly and poked her shoulders up. Just before she jumped in, she spun around, grinned directly at Ray who she knew was staring, and drew a strand of hair through her lips. She knew what I was going to talk to him about, too. She dove in and swam across the pool giving us all the time we needed.
I thought of all the different ways of broaching the subject with Ray. I thought of the reasons, the idea, the thinking, the plan, the ‘holiday’ thing. I thought of it all, but there was really only one way with Ray: Straight up.
“I want you to take my wife out on a date tonight,” I said.
He recoiled with his chin and hung his wrist under his neck. “Say what?”
“Date her,” I said and I nodded once firmly.
He stared at me and I stared right back at him. “You want me to take your wife out on a date?” he said.
“You need your ears examined or something?” I said.
He looked at Court backstroking over the pool and back to me. “Without you?”
“Wouldn’t be a date with me going along for it, now would it?” I shrugged at him.
“Okay,” he said, and he nodded. “I’m cool with that,” he said.
“And if she invites you in, go in,” I said.
“Wait a sec,” he grinned suspiciously.
“Seriously,” I said, and I extended my hand out to shake his. “It’s nothing fucked up,” I nodded.
“You sure about that?”
I sighed and chewed the inside of my cheek. “Court,” I began again, and I turned to him and sat up on the side of the lounger. He mirrored me so we faced each other nearly knee to knee with heads hung between our shoulders. I told him about her overthinking everything, about her inability to share her ideas at work, about her frustrations with imagining every consequence, with considering every risk. “You’re no threat to me,” I said. “She hates guys like you.”
“Thank you very much,” he said.
“But she’s fascinated too,” I said. “I want her to see what it feels like to have at least one night when she isn’t allowed to consider the risks or think about the consequences.”
“That’s a pretty radical way to get there,” he said.
“We talked about it,” I said.
“You and her already figured this out, did you?”
I nodded at him. “She wants to do it.”
“And by ‘it’ . . . ” he twisted his head sideways but kept his eyes in their corners on my eyes. “ . .  .we talkin’ what?” he said.
“She is not allowed to think,” I said. “It’s open ended. ‘It’” I said, “is whatever she wants it to be. No consequences, no thinking, right?”
He whistled and raised his eyebrows. “No limit,” he said and lifted his eyes to me to make sure he was hearing right.
“I don’t think she’s had one minute in her life where she wasn’t wrapped up in her head thinking everything out,” I said. “She’s never once done anything she truly wanted to do, spur of the moment, not thinking it out, not planning it.”
“And I’m the one for that,” he said, snorting and shaking his head.
“You are,” I slapped the side of his knee and chuckled. “It’s a tough job, but,” I snorted.
“And where you going to be during all this?” he lifted his chin at me.
“I’ll be drinking at the pool bar knowing my wife is out at the club with the likes of you,” I said. “Having a few stiff ones.” I chuckled. “And then I’ll be hiding in the suite.”
“You’re going to be in there?”
“She wanted me there to watch over her,” I nodded.
“But hiding,” he frowned.
“Make it feel like she’s on a date, alone, with you,” I nodded.
“I don’t know man,” he grinned widely and exhaled deeply.
“She might want to go out onto the big round covered bed on the patio,” I said. “She’ll close the curtain,” I added.
“What the fuck,” he said through a grin at me and we wiped palms.
I shrugged. “I think outside like that, in the night air, on the big round bed, maybe a fantasy, you know?”
“And you’re fine with whatever goes down, are you?” he nodded firmly at me.
“It’s all up to her,” I said. “And nothing counts.”
“Nothing counts, heh?” he said, and he shook his head again. “What if things start getting heated?”
“Nothing counts,” I repeated.
“I’m not going to hold back, if you keep saying that,” he warned me.
“Court controls things,” I said.
“This could get messy, you know,” he squinted at me.
“Nothing counts,” I repeated.
“Jesus fucking Christ,” he said. “So you’re not coming to the club either?”
“I’m not even going to be in the suite when you come to get her,” I nodded.
“Fuck me,” he moaned. “Just so we’re perfectly clear on things,” he looked hard at me. “We’re talking here about . . . “ he said and he trailed off and pushed his hands together and laughed deeply.
“As of around 7 this evening, until sometime in the wee hours of the morning, Courtney is officially a single girl by herself on a holiday,” I nodded. I had just made that up, but I was excited about telling Court the plan.
“A single girl, you say,” he said, and he leaned back in her lounger and gazed out over the pool at her. She was staring at him from the far side with her hand over her eyes, shading her gaze. He waved at her with his fingers. She looked left and right and grinned deeply before diving under the water to hide, she was so shy.
Before she came back up, Ray slapped my leg, stood up, and said, “Fine!” He laughed again looking down at me. “I’ll be there at 9!” he nodded, and he turned and left without looking back.
Court came out of the pool and came to the lounger and picked up her towel to pat her face and neck. “He didn’t want to stay?” she said.
“He’s coming at 9,” I said to her.
She pursed her lips, bunched the towel hard against her chest, and squeezed her body for two beats before she squealed, dropped onto my lounger, and hid her face in my neck, stretching out against me on her side.
“Oh my god!” she groaned in a high-pitched voice. Then she nuzzled her face against mine until she rolled my head up and she pushed her lips to my ear. “Why don’t you go buy that black dress for me, then?” she whispered.
She flew around like a fly trapped in a window her excitement was so off the charts. She spent hours getting ready. She sent me to the stores several times for makeup, for a razor, for this, for that. You’d have thought it was her wedding day all over again.
When she stepped out of the bathroom, she stood facing me straight on with her hands turned slightly forward, her arms straight down at her sides.
“How do I look?” she said. Her eyes were lined and dark. Her lips were frosty and pink. Her nails were crimson. Her hair was beautiful. She wore a tiny gold chain around her neck, gold bracelets, and a tiny chain around her ankle. I came close. She wore a scent of vanilla and cedar. I nearly swooned.
“Good?” she grinned with excitement, and she rinsed her hands around my forearm.
“Sexy,” I said and I nodded.
She scrunched down in her shoulders and pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth and snorted. “Help me?” she said, handing me the new black dress. I held it for her to lift her feet into it holding my shoulder for her balance, and I zipped up the back. “Shoes?” she said, sitting on the bed and wiggling her foot. I knelt and worked her high heels on her feet. I touched the anklet. “Is that okay?” she said quietly. “I read about it.”
“It means something?” I frowned up at her.
She sagged in her shoulders and rolled her eyes and exhaled deeply and grinned. “Yes,” she said with exasperation.
“What’s it mean?” I smiled at her with a frown.
She snorted and pursed her lips at me like I was playing with her, teasing her. “You know!” she said.
“I don’t,” I shook my head.
She leaned forward, cupped her hand around my ear, and breathed with her mouth next to my ear. “It means,” she said, and then she whispered, “a wife whose husband lets her play with another man.”
“Jesus,” recoiled back from her. “Where’d you find that out?”
She stood up and stretched her arms out straight and clasped her hands around my shoulders. I couldn’t believe how hot she looked, and she started very hot to begin with. “I’m called a ‘hotwife’ now,” she said. “Isn’t that cute?” she smiled and she pushed both shoulders up. She lifted one calf behind her and dropped the front of her body against mine with her forearms laid into my chest, and she put her pretty painted lips to my ear. “And you’re called a ‘cuckold’ now,” she whispered. She stepped back from me and dusted the front of her dress. “Is that okay?”
I stepped back and my expression went blank. I was gripped by fear about what I had done.
She looked at her phone. “You better go,” she said. She pursed her lips to hold down her grin. “I don’t think my date wouldn’t like to find another man in my room when he comes to get me,” she said shyly.
“Okay, well . . . “ I started.
“Bye!” she said, and she pulled the door to the suite open.
“Text me if . . . “ I started again.
“Go!” she said, cutting me off again.
When I went out the door and looked over my shoulder as I went down the hall, she waved her fingers at me, raised her shoulders, and squealed a tiny squeal.
I hit the bar. Minutes passed like hours. My mind swirled. I’d never been so torn in half over anything in my life. Was this a fun and exciting adventure for my wife, a way to break out of her paralyzing overthinking habit? Or was I making a grave mistake encouraging my wife to date — and likely more — with another man?
I ambled back to the suite and stumbled around inside, unsure if I should call the whole thing off or shut myself in the walk-in closet and turn out the light. My mind was made up for me by the sound of the door combo buzzing and the door handle opening.
I took a big breath and closed the door on myself. It left a gap just big enough to give me a one-eye view of most of the suite.
My wife came in first, backward, her arms extended and her hands wrapped around Ray’s waist. She was laughing. He pushed the door closed behind him and she pushed him backward into the door.
I widened my eye and held my breath. I knew they’d been out to the club, and I knew that meant they likely danced. In my mind they’d have drinks back at our suite, talk, maybe laugh, maybe kiss, and maybe — slight chance, but I allowed for it — they’d flirt a little, take things a little further.
What I didn’t account for was full-on necking, hands all over bodies, and clothes coming off, all against the door in the first minute of coming back.
My wife moaned gutturally — a transformed woman already — and licked her flicking tongue over his mouth and up his cheek. She spread her heeled feet around his feet and put her pretty face up into his face and gasped as she kissed his jaw and neck. Her fingers peeled back his jacket that he let fall behind him by taking his hands off her waist and sinking his shoulders behind him.
She didn’t pause, but tugged his t-shirt up and groaned impatiently when she had to struggle to lift it up over his up-stretched arms. I glared through the gap and my heart rate pounded. She ran her palms all over his bare chest and ribs and stomach and she licked his jaw and neck and all the way down his chest.
I nearly bounded out of the closet. I was paralyzed. I blinked and swallowed. Court laughed and moaned with her head falling back and she slid her body down tightly against his. She same to her knees between his feet and she looked up at him like something wild, like something I’d never seen before, and she whipped her hair over her face. As though angry, she tugged his belt and popped the pin from the tail and whipped it off his pants.
She hugged his waist to her face and kissed and licked his stomach below his belly button. “You didn’t think I would, did you,” she said, and she stuck her tongue out at him. She pulled the button from his pants and yanked his fly down roughly.
“Not what I said,” he said, looking down at the top of her face.
“You better not be just a tease,” she said.
I frowned and took my hand back from the knob. I blinked my eyes and rubbed them with my fists just like in a cartoon. It didn’t seem like Court at all — it was like Ray brought a whole other woman back to our suite.
She pulled his pants down his ass and legs, and she took his underwear with them. He pried his shoes off and wriggled his legs to make his pants fall down to his ankles. My wife dropped her mouth open and looked up at him through strands of her hair. She wrapped one hand around the back of his bare ass and her other hand around his large cock. She poked her tongue at it and chuckled and kissed the tip of the head and smirked.
My knees rattled and I felt blackness close around the periphery of my vision.
She ran her puckered, kissing lips up the side of his shaft and cuddled his cock in her hand and cupped his balls in her other hand. She played with his cock, poking it around her eyes and forehead and cheeks and nose and she kissed it and licked it and chuckled and squealed up at him.
“You want it so bad, don’t you baby,” she said up to him from her knees with her mouth dropping wide open in front of his naked groin.
“I think you want it just as bad,” he grinned down at her.
She immediately pushed her mouth over the head of his cock, moaned in a muffled tone, and sank her face into his groin, challenging herself to take his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.
I stood and stared and stopped breathing. I saw her head draw back and the top of her throat bulge with what could only have been the head of his cock.
She pulled all the way off him and caught her breath and laughed languidly and stroked his saliva-coated coat into her face.
“I’m a good girl, aren’t I?” she said in a high, little innocent girl tone.
He smirked, snorted, and drove his fingers through the hair on the top of her head, and my wife sank back down over his cock and pumped her lips and hand up and down his shaft with moaning concentration.
She pulled off and twisted around as she lifted herself back up in front of his body. She bent over with her ass shoved back against him, and she tossed all her hair up and over the top of her head so it hung down in front of her.
Ray undid the zipper that I had done up a few hours before. But when he tried to pull her dress straps off her shoulders, she bit her tongue, grinned at him over her shoulder, and said, “Nn-nn.” She backed up facing him and stopped directly in front of the door to the closet — me behind it. She caved her shoulders forward, wriggled her hips, and pushed her dress down her body with her hands. In her special black underwear, she turned around, opened the closet door, and with raised eyebrows, handed me her dress.
Her eyes were glassy and she bit her lip. I took the dress from her and she shut the door on me. Still in her high heels, she stepped toward Ray and kissed him. She turned around again and, facing me, he let him unclasp her bra. She let the straps fall down her arms and held the cups of her bra to her chest a moment longer, staring at the crack in the door where she knew my eye was bulging out, before she let it fall from her body.
She was in only her black panties and high-heel shoes. Ray was wearing nothing at all. She took his hand in hers and lead him out to the patio, but she didn’t close the curtains. There were dim mini lights in the thatch overhang over the bed lighting up their bodies just enough to see. I crept out of the closet and sat in the chair that faced the patio doors and the bed. Had she earlier positioned it right there?
She wrapped her arms around his neck and they kissed more. I saw her smile shyly and hide her face in his neck. Her eyes glanced at my eyes, but only briefly. I could hear their voices — she left the doors open a couple of inches.
“No!” she said. But she grinned and kissed him harder. “Stop it,” she said, but it was with such a deep breath and wide grin, he only smiled.
He turned both of them around together and pushed her backward until the backs of her calves came to the edge of the round bed. She squealed when he pushed her further and she toppled down under him. She pulled her knees up and set the points of her heels down in the sheet and crumpled her fists around each other and covered her body with her arms and she pushed her fists up under her chin.
Ray knelt on the bed and put his hands on her knees. She shook her head “No” and grinned nervously. He pushed and she squealed and arched deeply to look up and sideways and away. I knew she was blushing. He pushed more and she grabbed his wrists with her hands and bit her lip and showed him a serious expression. But he pushed her knees apart nonetheless.
My wife pulled the sheets up and covered her face. Ray spread her legs apart. My wife pressed her heels into the bed harder and pushed her body up further on it — she was after all thinking of her comfort, and his.
He hugged her leg to his body where he knelt high over her and then he kissed her toe. She laughed and squealed. He licked and kissed her ankle. She squirmed and peeked out from the folds of the sheet crumpled around her face. He dropped his head down between his shoulders and kissed and licked a meandering trail over her calve and shin and the back of her knee, and my wife squirmed and nearly rolled over and back and kicked her other foot into his chest. He kissed it and licked it too, all the way to the inside thigh. My wife watched, she opened her mouth wide, and she breathed so heavy her chest visibly heaved.
He unstrapped one shoe and my wife quickly, madly, whipped the other one off and tossed it carelessly aside. When he set her feet down and merely touched the inside of her knees this time, my wife parted them widely open before him with a high-pitched cry. He reached under her ass and pulled the waist of her panties and she instantly shoved her hips up and nasally groaned and wriggled her body to help him pull them down her legs and off her feet. She laughed and covered her bare pussy with her cupped hands with her knees up again, and pressed together. He only kissed lightly as a feather the top of one knee, and my wife groaned, she arched deep in her back, and dropped her legs wide open all over again.
He kissed down the inside of her thigh and she bit on her bent knuckle hard. He poked his pointed tongue at her other thigh higher up, and she rolled her head side to side and gasped out loud. When he kissed the skin directly above her pussy, my wife thrashed under him and twisted her fists in the sheets she was pulling free of the mattress. When he sank his face into the apex of her thighs, her back arched as deeply as an ocean wave, her heels and head pressed down into the bed, and her breasts stuck high up into the cooling night air. She didn’t breathe. She didn’t make a sound. His head moved on her and her forearms spastically twisted and her hands and fingers stretched like someone being electrocuted slowly and painfully.
She began to make short, sharp, and loud gasps, higher and higher pitched, until she let her breath out in a long groan, only to start the cycle over again, higher up yet. She sounded helpless. She sounded distraught. She sounded completely taken. Her climax was enough to make me fall on my knees.
He climbed up over her body and she snatched and yanked at his dangling erection and tried to lift and chase him with her hips. When he ducked down with his face toward her face, she lifted her head off the bed and seized his mouth with her mouth. She snaked her arms around his neck and pulled her body up to his, mashing her bare breasts into his chest. She crossed her legs around his waist and locked her ankles in his back and lifted her hips up.
He laughed and she kissed his mouth and he recoiled his hips up and she dropped her mouth wide open, complained with a whine and writhed like a worn on a hook trying to capture his huge, hard, and dangling cock with her wet, open and undulating pussy. I gaped from the other side of the glass doors. I’d never seen a woman so needy, so wanting.
He reached around his neck and peeled her fingers from his skin and she groaned and kicked. He sat back on his calves and she squirmed and punched her little curled up fists into his chest. He rolled off her and she chased him, rolling her little body over top of his, pinning his wrists down in her hands and pressing her hips down into his hips.
“Gotcha!” she said and she waved her head at him taunting him and her hair brushed over his face.
She covered his mouth with her mouth and pushed her ass down into his lap so that his cock folded down under her, but popped back up like a spring in front of her stomach, and she laughed and sat back on her calves.
The talking and laughing and flirting happened like I anticipated, only they were naked on the big bed, my wife was straddling his lap, and she was stroking his cock against her tummy. It was not what I pictured in my wildest moments. I was unprepared even more for what followed.
They laughed and kissed and stroked and touched all over. And then my wife fell forward onto her hands planted into the bed to either side of his face, and she dangled her bare hanging breasts into his mouth and tittered. She curled her spine in and jutted her hips forward and back, and dragged her exposed and glistening pussy lips up and back over the head of his cock. I held my breath and bit the back of my knuckle.
My wife taunted him, she teased him, and she tickled him. She played with her nipples over his face and laughed. When he pushed his hips up, she shook her head and said “No, no, no!” and chuckled. But when he dropped is hips down again, she followed, and teased the head of his cock with her engorged lips and laughed.
She kept doing it. He thrashed under her and she only laughed more. She dangled her nipples in his mouth and pulled away when he tried to suck on her. She dragged the cleft between her pussy lips up the underside of his shaft and stuck her tongue out at him. Even I was bursting from the other side of the glass doors.
Finally he seized her hips in his hands and his biceps bulged and his neck strained. She screamed and curled her spine away and flexed her thighs, but he overcame her resistance, he held her firmly down over him, and he shot his hips up and penetrated her fully and deeply.
Her head rolled back and her chest jutted out. She gasped like someone stabbed and her knees spread on the sheets and her hips fell down into his, forcing his cock up into her completely. She corkscrewed her body over his body and grinded her hips into his hips.
He held her and rolled her over and pummelled her with his ass rising and falling between her up-stretched legs like a jackhammer. My wife cried out loud. When he tapped her she knew and she got on her elbows and knees and waved her ass at him kneeling behind her.
He plunged into her so hard her whole body jolted and her fists twisted in the sheets. His cum gushed from her pussy and when he pulled out and flopped over onto his back. My wife rolled onto her back, held his hand looking up into the sky, and more of his cum oozed out of her worn-out pussy.
He dressed and went back to his room without seeing me or saying anything. I came out when my wife was showering, and we went to bed together. When I tried to touch her, she said “A little sore,” and rolled away.
The next day, they played in the pool together, shrieking and laughing. Mid-day, my wife woke me up where I was snoozing in the shade and whisperered in my ear, “I’ll be back in a bit, okay?” and she kissed my cheek. I opened my eyes to see her in that blue bikini skipping away toward his building holding his hand. It was dinner time before she reappeared from his suite.
She was ravenous at dinner, too. She got ready to go out again, and when I asked her where she was going, she shrugged her shoulders and looked sideways with a pained grimace.
“Date again?” I said.
She skipped toward me and kissed my cheek. “You don’t mind, do you?” she said. “It’s his last night here!”
“When do you think you’re coming back?” I said.
She shrugged again and pursed her lips. “Maybe I can see you at breakfast?” she said in a light, high tone.
We sat at the same table in the same chairs as two mornings before, with much the same food in front of us, too. Only, Court looked sore and tired.
“He’s gone?” I said.
She pursed her lips and nodded.
“Not much sleep last night, huh?” I said.
She shrugged and bit her lip and snorted. “No,” she said. “You didn’t warn me about him!” she gasped at me.
She got moved over to creative from accounting less than a month later. To celebrate, she suggested another trip to the resort. “Maybe you don’t have to come this time though,” she said in a chipper, high-pitched, and happy voice.
“Ray’s going down?” I squinted at her.
She snorted hard and looked sideways and down. But then she lifted her face to mine. “Yeah,” she said. “I asked him to.”
I looked at her and realized: She was demanding things that she wanted. She was being promoted at work. She was articulating her wishes. Another man might have regretted opening his wife up to the likes of men like Ray.
But not me. My wife had never been happier, more fulfilled and excited every day than she had been the last couple of months since that trip to the resort.
“Okay,” I said with a shrug. “Have fun, I guess,” I said.
She giggled and ducked her head shyly. She didn’t lose any of that. “I think I just might,” she said in a light voice, and she threw her arms around my neck and sank her mouth against mine with a deep, long kiss. “It’s  just a holiday, right?” she said.
“Right,” I nodded at her. “A holiday.”
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