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Chapter 1

I tore the foil packet and withdrew the latex sheath. I placed the rubber circle over the tip of my erection. Wendy’s hand drifted down on top of mine.

“Wait, Paul,” my wife said softly. “Maybe we shouldn’t this time.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“I’m thirty-six,” she said. “Since we want a kid or two, I’m thinking maybe we should get started on that. Before I run out of time.”

I leaned back.

“This is a huge step,” I said. “What changed your mind?”

She shrugged with one shoulder. I ran my eyes over her naked body lying on the sheets. Thirty-six, yes, but fit as fuck. I suffered some chest pains three years ago and we both decided to get in shape. She looks amazing now. Not defined or muscular, but toned and smooth and strong. I am delighted to say that despite losing a little softness over the rest of her body, she managed to keep her lovely full breasts intact.

“I’m in my best condition since high school,” she said. “I met Julie for lunch yesterday and she had little Nathan with her and watching her with him made me want to be a mom. I started thinking about our careers and where we are in life, and I discovered this might be the perfect moment. I’m sure you’re tired of using those condoms every time. I know I am. Just think how much more intense our lovemaking will be when you’re inside me bare and we’re trying to create life.”

“Fucking with a purpose.”

She laughed.

“That’s one way to put it. Not terribly romantic, but yes, fucking with a purpose. I’m excited by the idea of your naked cock in me. I haven’t had much sex, but the men I’ve been with have always worn a condom. Every time. I think it’s sweet that you, the one I married, will be the first man to ever be truly inside me. You know, like skin on skin.”

I opened my mouth to speak. My phone rang.

“Ignore it,” Wendy said, reaching for my erection. “Come on. Put your cock in me, Baby.”

That’s a hard argument to resist, but I made the mistake of glancing at my screen and reading the name of the doctor that cares for my elderly mother. I hesitated.

“Don’t answer it,” Wendy pleaded, horny.

“But it’s Doctor Thompson,” I said.

“Oh. Shit. Yeah, you better.”

I rolled away towards the nightstand and answered. I soon learned my mother had taken a turn for the worse and Dr. Thompson advised that I come to the hospital right away to be with my mom. We ended the call and I relayed the message to my wife. She helped me get dressed and out the door.


Chapter 2

“Take the tickets,” my best friend Scott Ramin said. “Take them and use them. You’ve been through a lot, Paul. You can just unplug your mind at this place. Isla Azul is perfect for that. Tammy and I have gone several times. We love it there. It’s your turn. Take Wendy and go.”

I glanced around the restaurant.

“I can’t pay for these,” I said. “I know they’re expensive.”

Scott chuckled.

“Expensive doesn’t come close to how much it costs,” he said. “They’re astronomical. You have no idea. But don’t worry about that. I paid for everything ages ago. Tammy and I cannot make the trip this year due to her family, so these tickets will be wasted if you and Wendy don’t use them. I know you need this. Losing a mother is hard. Believe me, I know. Just go visit this island and forget everything. Come back a new man. Wendy will love it.”

I weighed the tickets in my hand, choking up.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“All you gotta say is thanks,” Scott said, wrapping his arms around me in a big bear hug. “Call Wendy and tell her to pack. Leave tonight and don’t look back. Everything is paid for. Bring nothing.”

“Clothes?”

Scott shrugged.

“If you want, I guess. The place is hot and humid with miles of beach and a dozen pools. Tammy and I wore bathing suits the whole time, or nothing at all.”

We shook hands.

“I must run,” Scott said. “Call Wendy.”

I hugged him again and he was gone. I paid the bill for lunch and examined the tickets. Isla Azul sounded exotic and tropical. I had time off from work and so did Wendy, so why not go? I called her and explained and she was thrilled. We’d barely seen each other for the last two weeks between my mother’s passing and all the time I spent at the hospital, the million details after her death, and then making up what I’d missed from work.

“This will do us a world of good,” she said. “Tell Scott he gets a big hug from me the next time I see him. I’ll start packing. We can fly out this evening.”


Chapter 3

We arrived late at night and saw almost nothing of the place in the darkness. A porter led us to our bungalow. I knew my buddy Scott was wealthy, but these lavish accommodations had me reassessing just how much money the man must have.  Wendy and I were exhausted for many reasons, so we showered and fell into a deep sleep.

In the morning, I stepped out onto the private balcony which ran around all four sides, and I was smacked in the face by the heat. It wasn’t the harsh, dry kind of heat I’m used to back home in Los Angeles. Here at Isla Azul, the air was thick with the scent of wildflowers and sea salt, a heavy, perfumed carpet that instantly felt luxurious. I leaned against the dark mahogany railing and looked down at the expansive gardens and handpicked foliage. Everything worked together to dazzle the eyes and please the mind. I marveled at how much time and money they funneled into making this place resemble Eden. Lush jungles of giant deep-green ferns and colorful birds-of-paradise framed infinity pools that seemed to go right to the edge of the ocean. The ocean was a spectacle all by itself. Who knew water could be that color? I understood at that moment, standing there and gazing at paradise, why they called this place Isla Azul. The Caribbean wasn’t merely blue; it was a hundred-thousand shades of blue. Near the shore it was a pale turquoise. Farther out, it deepened into a rich, indigo, calm and glassy. By the time my eyes lifted to the horizon, the ocean had transformed into a dark cerulean. No painting ever came close to this literal reality.

I heard the pad of bare feet behind me. Wendy’s arms slipped around my waist and her face pressed against my back. I let her hug me for a heartbeat or two and then took her elbow and led her around in front. I watched her face closely as paradise revealed itself.

“What the fuck?” she muttered, as taken by the sights as I had been. “Jesus. Seriously. Are we living inside a painting?”

I hugged her and she hugged me and neither spoke for a long time, simply basking in the stunning beauty.

Nearby, the curtains slid to the side of the bungalow closest to us, and a gorgeous, petite, brunette woman, completely nude, surveyed the beach. She caught us looking and waved, smiling, utterly unashamed. Her hot little body was astounding. Fantastic tits and ass to go with that face.

“Well, good morning,” Wendy murmured.

I looked away out of respect for my wife, but she gently elbowed me.

“Don’t worry, Baby,” she said. “Stare all you want. We are in a sultry tropical paradise. We are going to see lots of gorgeous bodies. Let’s just give each other a break on that particular front.”

“That’s very generous of you,” I quipped.

A man walked up behind the woman and kissed her on the shoulder. He took a spot next to her, gazing out at the blue, blue ocean, and he was as naked and in shape as she was. He sported a phoenix tattoo covering most of his chest. His soft cock swung like a weighted pendulum before coming to rest pointed at the sand.

“Never mind,” I joked. “Your idea is stupid. Look away.”

Wendy laughed but did not look away, running her eyes over both man and woman.

“Jesus,” she mumbled. “Look how hot they are. They’re perfect.”

I looked my wife up and down. She still wore the semi-sheer nightshirt she’d slept in.

“Look who’s talking,” I said.

She hugged me tighter. We pretended to gaze out to sea again but both of us stole plenty of glances at our nudist neighbors. Minutes later a pretty woman walked by carrying gear for the beach. She was topless with a sari tied around her shapely hips. Wendy and I watched her pass and then my wife looked up at me.

“What did Scott tell you about this place?” she asked.

“Almost nothing. Hot. Humid. Everything is already paid for.”

“You didn’t question him?”

“No. He was giving me something free. Why would I question him?”

Wendy swung her gaze back to the first couple, but the woman had vanished inside. The man remained, leaning against a mahogany post with arms folded across his chest and limp cock hanging down long and fat.

“Hm,” my wife said. “Let’s get dressed. I’m famished.”


Chapter 4

Three hours later we had a much better idea of what this place was all about. We were a little shocked. We stopped for mimosas with brunch and contemplated our situation. Several mimosas later, Wendy proposed an idea.

“What if we just went along with it?” she said. “What if we simply blend in, go native, embrace this decedent place for what it is. No one knows us here. Everything is paid for already. I’ve seen no cameras anywhere and we both happen to be in great shape. What if we just let ourselves fully accept this crazy place and behave like everyone else is behaving?”

“You mean walk around everywhere naked?”

She chuckled.

“Not exactly. I was thinking we’d save the nakedness for the beaches and pools, but otherwise, yeah, we let ourselves act like everyone else. I mean, you’ve got to admit this place is sexy. We’re going to get turned on all the time. What better place to make a baby than here, the most beautiful place on Earth?”

“I thought it was the mimosas making me horny.”

She leaned forward like we were planning a bank robbery.

“Let’s go to the nude beach,” she said. “Los Angeles has none and I’ve never been to one. Have you?”

“No.”

“Perfect. Let’s do our first nude beach together.”

We gulped the last of our drinks and hurried back to the bungalow. We changed, laughing about what was the point of wearing swimsuits to a nude beach, but we were too self-conscious to simply walk out nude. I grabbed big towels and sunscreen and a hat for her, and then off we went. We found a good spot away from others but not so far away we looked antisocial, and I spread our towels.

“You first,” she said.

I looked around.

“Best not to think about it,” she said. “Just do it.”

“If that’s true then you go first.”

She shocked me by untying the knot behind her neck. I hooked my thumbs in my waistband. She pulled her bikini top off, exposing her sexy tits to the bright sunlight and I shoved my trunks down. She pushed her bottoms off and we dropped our swimsuits into a pile. I quickly laid down but she wanted to indulge in the moment, looking around at those looking at her. She looked fucking hot. I saw her the way others saw her right then: sexy, confident, and in great shape. Knowing others, especially other men, gawked at my wife gave the moment an extra kick.

She smeared lotion over her face and lily-white breasts and then coated her stomach and legs too. I watched her, fascinated. In a way, it was like watching my wife masturbate. She joined me on the sand, lying on her back to face the sun. The heat and light soon worked some magic, and I felt a lot of stress I held inside melting away.

I got drowsy and I dozed.

I awoke to a deep voice trying to speak quietly. My head was already tilted that way, so I opened my eyes to mere slits. A naked older man, with thinning hair and a closely trimmed beard, knelt in the sand next to Wendy, his knees were spread, and his large cock and fat balls hung down in front of her face. She did not seem to mind.

They conversed in hushed tones, thoughtfully allowing me to nap. She asked about events and clubs, and he shared all he knew. I couldn’t help but notice the number of times my wife looked directly at his cock. I’m a little bigger than average and she loves my dick because of it, but this man looked about twice my size. My wife asked lots of questions. The man knew everything about this place. Eventually their conversation dwindled.

“Lucas,” Wendy said. “I am so pleased to have met you.”

“Likewise, Wendy,” he said, keeping his voice low. “You’re an exceptionally beautiful and intelligent woman.”

They shook hands and he turned and strode away, heading for the waves.

“I know you’re awake, Paul,” Wendy chuckled. “Why didn’t you join us for the conversation?”

“I didn’t want to interrupt. You guys were doing great.”

She looked down at her sweaty, gleaming skin.

“I liked the way he kept looking at my naked body.”

“Just like how you kept staring at his cock.”

“His dick was in my face.”

“That’s worth one look. You kept staring because it’s big.”

She laughed.

“Busted. Yeah. Big and pretty.”

“Pretty what?”

“Just pretty. He has a pretty dick.”

She was watching him enter the water, so I lifted my head to watch too.

“How much did I sleep through?”

“A lot. Lucas has this place wired. He’s been coming here for years and years. I told him our story, and he said to tell you he’s sorry you lost your mom. He recommended a party tonight to take your mind off sadness.”

“What kind of party?”

She turned her attention fully on me.

“An orgy. I asked if he was serious and he said yes. He asked if I’d ever been to one and I laughed, explaining we are fairly conservative. He suggested we attend just to watch. He says there will be plenty of observers. We wouldn’t feel strange. I said we’d think about it.”

“Will we? Think about it?”

“I already have. I’d like to check it out. This vacation is all about doing things we’d never do.”

“I thought it was about getting you pregnant.”

“Which is something up to this point in our life we’d never do. We don’t have to go tonight if you’re too chicken.”

I rolled my eyes.

“You’re the one that will run screaming from the room.”

Wendy rolled onto her stomach, grinning.

“Lotion my back please, Baby,” she said.

I sat up. Lucas was too far away to see details now. I squirted lotion and began to smear.


Chapter 5

Hours later, the heavy mahogany door clicked shut behind us. I felt Wendy's hand tighten around mine. We stood in the dimly lit antechamber of what the hostess had called The Entertainment Room. I suspected that it would prove to be a severe understatement. The air was thick with the scent of expensive candles and aromatic oils, as well as a musky smell that made the hairs on my arms stand up.

We had left the beach and returned to our room for a hot shower to rinse away the grit and sunscreen. I’d put a move on Wendy, still trying to have that unprotected sex that kept dancing just out of my reach, but a knock on our bungalow broke that up. A lovely woman handed us the required invitation to the orgy. She explained the rules and wished us well. It started earlier in the evening than I’d expected. After we received the invitation, Wendy was focused on getting ready to go.

Now, we were three steps into the Entertainment Room and nervous as hell.

"Are you sure about this, Paul?" Wendy whispered, her wide eyes scanning the room with apprehension.

Her dress was a modest black slinky number she'd chosen specifically for this party. I wore khaki slacks and a black polo, but we both felt out of place among the silk robes and see-through lingerie of the other guests.

I squeezed her hand.

"We can leave anytime. Just remember we're here to observe. That’s all. Nothing more."

Ahead of us the door to the big main room was slightly ajar, and through it came sounds that made my throat dry: moans, playful laughter, and the rhythmic thump of flesh against flesh. I opened the door wider, and the scene before us snatched the air from our lungs.

Bodies writhed together in what appeared to be a meticulously designed pleasure chamber. Velvet drapes in deep burgundy lined the walls, concealing alcoves where couples and groups engaged in acts I'd only seen in porn videos. The center of the room featured a circular platform covered in crimson satin, where a woman with jet black hair was being pleasured by three men simultaneously while others watched and touched themselves. Wendy made a small choking sound beside me and I turned to see her face flushed, her mouth slightly agape. I felt a similar shock, a visceral jolt that was part horror and part utter fascination.

"Maybe this was a mistake," I murmured, but Wendy's eyes were fixed on the scene across the room, her expression changing rapidly from shock to something else entirely.

"Look," she whispered, pointing toward an alcove where two women and a man tangled with each other.

The man's hands moved over both women's bodies with practiced ease, and the women responded with movements that seemed almost choreographed, beautiful despite the raw sexuality they displayed. I followed her gaze and felt an unexpected stirring in my groin.

The man lifted his head. Lucas.

This was wrong. Entirely wrong according to everything I'd been raised to believe. Marriage was monogamy. Sex was private. But watching these people, so unashamed and free, I couldn't deny the thrum of arousal beginning to pulse through me. I turned my attention to Wendy again and discovered she was fixated on Lucas and his two lovelies.

I nudged her towards a loveseat against the far wall, far enough to be observers but close enough to see the details that made my face burn. Wendy sat stiffly beside me, her hands clenched in her lap, but her eyes kept darting back to that alcove. One of the women was lifting Lucas’s heavy cock and kissing all along the length.

A curvaceous redhead with elaborate tattoos across her back caught our attention as she moved from one partner to another, her confidence mesmerizing. She paused to kiss a dark-haired woman deeply before turning to accept the advances of a muscular man who dropped to his knees before her. Wendy shifted beside me and I glanced over to see her nipples now pressing against the fabric of her dress. Her breathing had grown shallow, and when our eyes met, hers were dark with a depth of desire I hadn't seen in years.

"Paul," she whispered, her voice husky. " This is way more intense than I expected. I never imagined it would look like this."

"Me either," I admitted, my voice thick with controlled arousal. "It’s animalistic, but I can't look away."

As if sensing our growing comfort, a woman in a flowing silk robe approached us. She was perhaps forty, with streaks of silver in her dark hair and a body that defied age.

"First time?" she asked with a knowing smile.

Wendy nodded, blushing furiously.

"It's overwhelming at first," the woman said, her voice soothing. "But there's something beautiful here, don't you think? People letting go of shame, just accepting their bodies and the bodies of others, accepting pleasure freely given and giving pleasure freely." She gestured to the room. "No one here will judge. No one will push. Watch as long as you like. Join when and if you're ready. If you are never ready, that’s okay too."

With a grin, she moved on, leaving us to our observations.


Chapter 6

The longer we watched, the more the shock transformed into appeal. I noticed details now, the way certain couples maintained eye contact even as they engaged with others, the tender kisses exchanged between acts of wild abandon, the delighted laughter that punctuated the moans. This wasn't just mechanical fucking. There were real connections being made here, just not the exclusive kind I'd always known.

Wendy's hand found mine again and she squeezed. I followed her gaze and saw Lucas leaning back against the wall as both pretty women ran their lips and tongues up and down his now fully engorged cock. His penis was a weapon. His penis demanded attention. My wife stared for long moments before squeezing my hand again and looking away.

"Would you ever?" she began, then trailed off.

“Let two women suck me off at the same time? No. What about you? Would you ever with two men?”

I was so sure she would answer no that I didn’t even wait for her response. Her thumb stroked the back of my hand as she watched a slender man pleasure a much larger woman with his mouth, his devotion evident in every movement. A gorgeous Asian woman with an angelic body knelt before a well-hung black man and worked his cock to the back of her throat. I watched them, spellbound. The question I’d asked hung unanswered between my wife and me. I watched my Asian princess gobble black cock; unaware Wendy had swung her attention back to Lucas. By the time I noticed, Wendy was entranced. She had locked eyes with Lucas, and they now shared what was being done to him. I felt the need to interject.

“He wants you so badly,” I murmured.

My wife slowly nodded. The next words out of my mouth shocked me, and I don’t fully know why I uttered them. Perhaps because I had just watched an Asian woman suck a black man’s cock, and I pictured myself as him.

“Do you imagine yourself as one of those women?” I asked.

Wendy turned to me then, her face illuminated by the soft lighting of the room. Her pupils were dilated, her lips slightly parted. When she leaned in to kiss me, I tasted the wine she'd had before we left our bungalow. Her tongue teased mine as her hand moved from my palm to my thigh, inching higher until she was stroking me through my trousers. I got hard fast, throbbing with a need that went all the way back to the States, all the way back to the days before the passing of my mother, all the way back to that condom sitting on the tip of my throbbing erection.

"Paul," she moaned against my lips. "I want you so much right now."

I kissed her deeper, my hand sliding up to find her breast and tease her nipple as we watched the room's activities through half-closed eyes. A man with an impressive physique had positioned himself behind the silver-haired woman on the platform, driving into her as she cried out in what sounded like genuine ecstasy. Nearby, a group of four had formed a daisy chain of oral pleasure, their movements synchronized and mesmerizing.

"We could find a corner," Wendy suggested, her fingers deftly undoing my zipper. "Just us, me and you, but here, in this room, with this crowd surrounding us. Do you like that idea?"

The thought sent a jolt through me. Public sex had never been on my radar, but the thought of being part of this tapestry of pleasure, even as a monogamous unit, was intoxicating.

After the passing of my mom, Wendy and I had discussions about pursuing a life that took more chances. Death will make you think about life. I knew Wendy was remembering those conversations right now and wanted to act on those feelings, but another thought also tickled the back of my mind.

Did Wendy want to fuck me in front of Lucas?

"Here?" I asked, my voice ragged. “In front of everyone?”

She freed my cock and began stroking in earnest.

"Yeah," she confirmed, standing and pulling me up with her.

She did not wait for an answer. She dragged me to a quiet alcove with a velvet chaise lounge and pushed me down. She knelt between my knees. I couldn’t help but notice she had moved us closer and we were now in plain view of Old Man Lucas. I became aware of several observers who had turned their attention to us, and I thanked God for my big cock, but I’d never done anything in front of anybody, and I had no idea if I’d like it or not. A couple smiled encouragingly from nearby, their hands moving over each other's bodies. Wendy drew my full attention when her hot mouth closed around my erection.

The exhibitionist thrill was immediate and overwhelming.

My gaze darted around the crowd. People were watching us! Strangers were watching my pretty wife suck my dick. It felt amazing to hold their attention like that. There was sex happening all around us, but these people wanted to focus on us. It felt good to be the center of attention. I thrust up into Wendy’s mouth. Her cheeks dimpled as she sucked hard, trying to please me but also to impress Lucas, I think. I knew we had crossed a threshold from which we would not return.

"Touch me," she commanded, taking my hand and guiding it to her breasts. "Let them see how much you love me."

I circled her nipples with my thumbs, and she sucked faster, her moans and mine joining the symphony of pleasure filling the room. The assault on my mind was unprecedented. Overwhelming. I got way too excited way too fast. A huge part of my arousal was all the eyes on Wendy. This was totally out of character for her, and I loved that she had captivated almost everyone.

Yeah, I thought. Watch my sexy wife suck my big dick. Look how hot she is.

I was thrilled she was on display. My balls tightened rapidly and before I could regain control, I began spurting. She moaned loudly and sucked harder, swallowing every drop I spewed. My powerful orgasm left me dazed. My head dropped back as I savored the pleasures rushing through my veins.

“Stare into the silent abyss,” a musical female voice announced. “Men to the left, ladies to the right. Stare into the silent abyss. Stare into the silent abyss. Men to the left, ladies to the right.”

I lifted my head, confused. Wendy met my gaze equally befuddled. We watched the crowd to see what was happening and noticed all the women moving to one side of the room and all the men to the other.

“I think I’m supposed to go too,” Wendy said.

“I think so. Let’s play along.”

I stood and started to buckle up but then glanced around. We were now the only people still dressed. Wendy noticed and shrugged. We quickly stripped, feeling silly and excited, and piled our clothes in the corner. We kissed and moved to separate sides of the huge room.

“Men to the left, ladies to the right,” the hostess announced again. “Stare into the silent abyss. Stare into the silent abyss.”

I felt some regret. I had orgasmed but my wife had not. I watched as groups formed to the left and the right. I joined the gathering of men, keeping my eyes lowered for the most part. I noticed Lucas in the crowd and exchanged a smile but then ignored him.

Once the crowd was fully separated, the lights turned off. Total blackness swallowed us. I had a mental picture of the room’s layout but could not even see my hand before my face.

“Seek, and you shall find,” the hostess announced with a chuckle. “Silence, silence.”

I felt the men around me begin to fan out. Nobody spoke.

All at once I understood.

We had to find our way back, back to whatever partner we wished, but we must do it in complete darkness. Touch was our only guide. Wendy and I had to feel our way back to each other.

I extended my hands. I instinctively understood this game. What an effective way to get strangers to touch each other. I crept forward with my hands out and I soon felt a shoulder, then another hand seeking contact like mine was. I suppressed a chuckle. It was a children’s game in its simplicity but in this setting, all too adult. A hand touched my ass. I didn’t care. Then the hand slid around my butt cheek and lifted my balls. I gasped but launched no complaint. The darkness was a blanket. Everything under that blanket was forgiven. I marveled at how easily my preferences had been stripped away, at how easily any complaints died before they were born. The hand on my balls felt good. That was all that mattered. Would I demand someone turn on a light so I could determine if I should be insulted or pleased, flattered or outraged? No. The darkness was a blanket, and everything under that blanket was forgiven.


Chapter 7

We had advanced far enough that I reasoned we should soon reach the women. I bumped into another body and felt a hand slide down my stomach to my cock. I waited and then gasped as a hot mouth enveloped my penis down to the root. I had recently orgasmed and felt sure my dick was finished for the night, but the mystery of this happening fired my brain. I felt a rush of adrenaline and a surge of blood. I began to thicken. The mouth sucked more firmly. I forgot to care if it was male or female. It simply felt fantastic. The loss of eyesight drove my mind, in its search for understanding, deep into my other senses. Every moment of contact with another person sent an electric thrill through me.

A bomb detonated in my skull the moment I realized the same thing must be happening to Wendy.

I sent my blindness around the room but saw nothing, not one iota of light. They’d done their job well, sealing us off. I was deeper in the crowd now and hands came from every direction. I was touched all over, well-oiled hands glided across my ultra-sensitive skin. Goose bumps rose all over me. The sensations bombarding my mind were too fast and varied to decipher. I bumped into another body and stopped and immediately felt someone wedge their face between my butt cheeks to tongue my asshole. I groaned. A mouth affixed to my balls from below. A hand tweaked one nipple while another mouth latched onto the other. I felt a debt to return some of the pleasure I was receiving and reached out, discovering a small breast which I teased. Electricity rumbled through me. My penis, which I had thought finished for the night, rose steadily until I throbbed. A new mouth sucked my balls. Someone guided my hands to new breasts, one large, one small. I writhed while standing, moaning in absolute pleasure.

The intent of this place was that you’d never find your way back to your husband or wife. That task was virtually impossible. This was the purpose of this place. This. Me, like so many others, pleasured from every angle. I felt a growing need to give back more of what I was receiving. I released the large breast and pulled that woman forward, kissing her neck before suckling her stiff nipple. My balls ached and my hard cock pulsated.

What was being done to Wendy?

I almost cried out, overcome, mentally and physically.

The mouth left my penis to go hunt new game and the mouth sucking my balls soon followed. I pulled my large-breasted companion closer and then dropped to my knees, intent on giving her what I’d received. My hands roamed her anonymous body, and my mouth found her pussy. I licked her clit until she trembled, only then discovering she was being fucked from behind. A thick cock sawed in and out close to my wriggling tongue as I tortured her clit.

All around me the vow of silence began to shatter. Orgasms rang out. Cries of blinding white pleasure echoed around the room. Men grunted and groaned. A hot penis grazed my face, seeking her holes, but I simply maintained my assault on her pussy. When she orgasmed, the man in back and I had to keep her upright. When she finished, she crawled away, seeking a safe place against a wall. I pushed a stiff cock out of my way, grabbing the thing firmly and guiding it into the closest pussy I could fine, and then I regained my feet, inch forward, endeavoring, I hoped, for the place where I’d last seen my wife. I moved cautiously, bumping and sliding through slick bodies, delivering pleasure whenever I could.

Finally, I heard a moan I thought I recognized. I crept closer and discovered an upright leg waving in the open air. I followed it down and found a firm male ass rising and falling, wedged between open legs and fucking deep and strong. I rested my hand on the man’s butt cheek for a minute, savoring the insane wildness of what we did. His ass turned to rock with each thrust as he buried his cock inside the woman beneath him. This was powerfully primal. This was a fertility ritual from a thousand years ago, ensuring the growth of the tribe. I let myself experience his anonymous fucking of her and then I slid my hands along her hip and up her body. They were kissing wildly so I helped myself to her exposed breast. She moaned at the addition of my touch and bells went off in my head at how familiar her sounds were.

Was this Wendy?

When the man raised himself, I caressed her other breast, hoping for identification but failing. I couldn’t be sure. I refused to begin asking every woman I encountered if she were my wife. I would single-handedly ruin the magic spell this place had created. I refused to do that. Wendy and I would sort out events later. This was the path of risk we had sought. For all I knew, Wendy had backed out of the crowd and now stood waiting for me against a far wall, untouched and anxious. I ran my hands over this woman, caressing her flat stomach and then heading lower. The man lifted higher and I reached between their bodies to curl my fingers around his slippery cock. I felt him gliding through my hand, back and forth, in and out of her tight pussy with a cock as thick as my wrist. I found her clit and teased it and heard her instant gratification. Her moans grew louder and then her body suddenly snapped rigid as an epic orgasm seized her. Her cries of bliss filled the room, triggering other females here and there to achieve climaxes of their own. I teased her clit mercilessly, driving her orgasm ever higher until she writhed and thrashed beneath the man. His moans grew louder and then he exploded, thrusting erratically as his wild cock spewed hot sperm inside her. They clutched each other, trapping my hand and arm between them. I worked her clit as he emptied his balls and she shrieked as another, more powerful, orgasm slammed into her.

Drawn by the sounds of passion, a hand found my waving erection followed by a hot mouth descending. I sucked in air and held it, savoring the insanity of the moment. The man lifted slightly in his throes, and I pulled my arm free, grabbing the head that sucked me and forcing more cock into their mouth. They responded with a suction that left me dazzled and then I exploded for a second time tonight, spraying semen all over their teeth and tongue. The suction was intense and I poured every drop I had down their throat. I collapsed next to the woman on the floor.

In time, the man on top rolled off.

I lay there panting as did he and the woman. I heard her softly chuckle, astonished and overcome.

The moan may have sounded familiar, but the chuckle was exact.

“Wendy?” I murmured. 

My voice was smothered by the sounds of lust filling the room. I cleared my throat.

“Wendy?” I rasped, only a little louder.

I felt her body stiffen next to me. Had I offended a stranger?

“Paul?” she whimpered, almost too softly to hear.

My world spun. My universe flipped and cartwheeled. I had just felt this woman get inseminated! She turned half towards me, and her hand held my face, turning me towards her in the pitch-blackness.

“Baby?” she mewled. “Baby? Is that you?”

“Yes.”

Her lips were pressed against mine in an instant. My hand shot across to her body, sliding along her hip before dipping between her legs. I pushed a finger into her sperm-filled cunt, rocking my world with knowledge that screamed. She moaned at the intrusion and grabbed my wrist. Her kiss suddenly turned frantic. I pushed my finger in deeper, sinking through an ocean of hot, slick semen. I groaned, but not purely in dismay. Dismay was mixed in with a thousand other demanding emotions, the strongest of which was an insane need to fuck her right now. She clutched at me, pulling my body closer, desperate for intimate contact with her husband. I craved it too. I pulled her away from the other man and rolled her on top of me. I wrapped my arms around her and held on tight, kissing her mouth with passion. She met my passion, her voice wobbly and bordering on tears.

“I fucked someone, Baby,” she croaked, confessing from the bottom of her soul. “I fucked another man. Baby, I fucked another man.”

Her words bounced around inside my empty skull, ricocheting off useless gray matter. I had no thoughts going on in there at all. She grabbed my cock and pulled, growling with animal lust.

“Fuck me, Paul,” she demanded. “Fuck me, Baby. Right now. I need it. I need you in me. Fuck me, Baby.”

I kissed her fervently, her lips, and all over her face.

“I can’t,” I grumbled.  “I want to, Baby, but I can’t.”

“Did you fuck someone too?”

“Someone sucked me. My dick is soft, Baby. I want to fuck you so bad, but I can’t. I want to so badly.”

She wiggled lower through my arms until her mouth found my limp penis. She sucked me in and scooped my balls, licking and sucking everything she could reach. She was desperate for me. Her foot bumped into my hand, and I pulled her leg by the ankle, turning her body. I felt her shift in the darkness and quickly found myself in a sixty-nine with her. Her mouth was a tornado attacking my cock and balls and while I wasn’t getting hard, it yet felt fantastic. I pulled her hips lower and licked her pussy from clit to asshole. Her loud and heartfelt moan sent a thrill through me. I spread her labia and attacked her inner folds, licking and sucking and nibbling until my wife writhed on top of me, speaking gibberish.

Now I needed to make her climax. I’d just heard another man give her two, two that I knew about. I had to make her cum. I licked soft and tender and I licked rough and aggressive. She loved all of it. My penis regained some life from her efforts, and she bobbed forcefully on me, taking my cock down to the root over and over. I increased my assault on her pussy, and I knew I was winning when she backed off my dick. Soon she stopped altogether, her head rising as she savored what I did.

“I’m gonna cum, Baby,” she whined. “Fucking mother fucker yes!”

She slammed her face into my crotch and screamed, screamed like she was dying. I licked faster and her climax, despite the pitch-black room, rocketed her into the sun. She burst into tears but ground her cunt into my mouth. I was thrilled, my heart racing. I was giving her the strongest orgasm ever. I cared not at all that her pussy was salty and slippery. I loved her used cunt. I tortured her clit until she shrieked and trembled and stopped moving at all.

I let my head fall back.

We lay there for a long time, neither moving, and then Wendy got unevenly to her feet. I shifted to the side, making room for my wife to join me, and waited.

I waited.

I heard people moving all around me and the sounds of naked lust still filled the room.

I waited.

“Wendy?” I whispered. “Wendy? I’m right here. Where are you?”

No answer.

Nothing.

Just like that, this den of carnal insanity had whisked her away into the darkness again. She was somewhere else, somewhere, bent over perhaps, fucked by a hard cock from behind while her mouth got stuffed with throbbing dick. I tried to scan the room instinctively, but my useless eyes were greeted by total blackness. I listened to the many moans and groans and gasps, the sounds of people lost to lust, but I never heard her voice. She was out there somewhere, fucking and getting fucked, sucking, and getting sucked. I shocked myself by reaching for my penis.

Do I go hunting again? I had the advantage of a spot fixed in my mind the first time I sought her. I knew where she was when the lights went out. Where was she now? I began to stroke myself. I wanted her back but couldn’t shake the deep arousal of imagining a fat cock gliding in and out of her pussy. I was drunk on lust, as drunk as every other person in this crazy room, but I had to try. I had to at least try to find my wife.


Chapter 8

The darkness in that room was absolute, a physical presence that pressed against my eyelids even when they were wide open. It was the kind of blackness that swallows light, leaving only the raw, unfiltered inputs of the other senses. My heart hammered a frantic rhythm against my ribs, a drumbeat of panic in a room that had its own, much more primal percussions.

I had been hunting for maybe ten minutes. That was my guess. The blackness robbed me of my ability to sense the passing of time too.

"Wendy?" I softly called out, my voice thin.

No answer. Not from her, anyway. Others reacted to the proximity of my voice. Women, mostly, triggered into ecstasy because they believed another man was close and about to touch them. The air was thick as I crept around, humid and heavy with the scent of sex, sweat, perfume, and semen. It was the smell of bodies in heat, multiplied over a thousand times.

"Wendy?" I called again, my low voice a hoarse whisper.

The room swallowed my plaintive call instantly. The darkness was complete. I took a shuffling step forward like a blind man, hand raised, searching. The carpet, plush under my bare feet, muffled my steps. All around I heard the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, bodies on bodies. A woman's low moan, drawn out and luxurious. A man's sharp intake of breath, a hiss of pleasure or pain. It was a tapestry of intimacy, a chaotic orchestra of lust, and my wife was lost somewhere in the middle of it all, and not alone.

My hand brushed against something warm and smooth. A leg. It slid closer, enticing me with an unspoken offer. In here, everyone was free to touch everyone. I snatched my hand back. The temptation was there. I admit that. I too could lose myself in the euphoria of this decadent room. A man chuckled nearby, a low, rumbling sound.

"Swallow what I give you,” I heard him mutter to his anonymous and invisible partner, followed by soft grunts as his cock began to spew.

Feminine whimpers as some woman obeyed his command and was happy to do so. I kept moving, a ghost in their machine. I was navigating a minefield of human bodies. The floor was a landscape of writhing limbs and tangled torsos. I stepped over what felt like an arm, my foot sinking into the soft carpet beside a shoulder. Everywhere I reached, there was flesh, hot, slick with sweat, moving flesh. I felt the curve of a hip, the hard muscle of a back, the soft swell of a breast. None of them matched my internal code for identifying my wife. 

Where was she? I felt a pang of something, a flicker of jealousy I dismissed as insecurity. I was here too. I was as guilty, if guilt even needed to be assigned, as guilty as she.

I moved deeper into the room, my senses on overload. The air grew thicker, the sounds more intense. I could hear distinct voices now, fragmented words floating in the dark.

"Yes, right there… " a woman pleaded.

"God, don't stop… " a man groaned.

Then, and I almost missed it, Wendy’s little laugh. She was close.

I turned, my hands outstretched, and shuffled towards the sound. My knee bumped into a leg. I bent forward. My fingers brushed against a cascade of hair. It was long, soft, and the right texture. My heart leaped into my throat.

"Wendy?" I breathed, my voice trembling.

I ran my hands over the body before me. The hair belonged to a woman who was on all fours, her body moving in a steady, powerful rhythm as a man behind her pumped his cock in and out. She tilted her head at my touch, and then I felt the second man, the one in front, the one fucking her mouth like it was a pussy. My frantic hands searched her shape and I pulled away. This wasn’t her. This wasn’t my Wendy. The man fucking her from behind groped wildly to find my arm and pull me closer. He pushed and shoved until he maneuvered me to take his place and then someone, probably him, grabbed my dick and shoved it deep inside this woman’s hot wet cunt.

I groaned as sensations slammed my brain. My hands instinctively dropped to grab her ass and pull her onto me. I fucked her hard and fast, trying to trigger an orgasm, but who knew how many she’d already had? She moaned with delight, clearly aware someone new moved inside her. I fucked harder, tapping into my angst. She gagged on the cock in her mouth and then hands grabbed my shoulders and pulled me away. I stumbled back, my foot catching on someone's outstretched leg. I fell sideways, my hand landing flat on the small of someone's back. The skin was damp, the muscles beneath tensing and releasing with each thrust.

"Easy there," a male voice said calmly.

I crawled away, crab-walking on my hands and knees over tits and dicks until I felt a wall. I leaned against it, trying to catch my breath, the cool wallpaper was a small comfort against my feverish skin.

I was a fool. What was I even doing? Why was I even looking? Did I expect to pull her away from whoever I found her with? Would she come away with me, or would she resist, wanting to stay and finish with some new man? She wasn’t dragged in here against her will. We were in this together.

I slid down the wall, sitting on the thick carpet. The sounds and vibrations of the orgy continued around me, a pulsating, breathing entity. I felt the tremors through the floor. I heard the symphony of pleasure. I was alone with my thoughts, with the shattering realization that the woman I loved more than anything in this world, the woman I shared a bed and a life with, was, right now, willingly, eagerly, giving herself to strangers in the dark.

I don't know how long I sat there. Time had lost meaning. I grew calm and as I did, I realized my erection had returned. I’d been hard for a while. The reasons why were a mystery to me, but there was no denying my throbbing erection. Then, close by, off to my left, I heard a happy sigh, and I knew.

“Wendy?” I murmured.

The air turned tense. I felt it.

"Paul?" came her whispered response.

I couldn't speak. My throat knotted with relief. I left the wall and crawled forward on hands and knees. I found her body. I felt slow, rhythmic bumping. I sent my hands over her, exploring, and discovered my wife on her back, legs spread wide and curled around a man between them. She’d locked her ankles behind the small of his back as if she feared he might get away. I found his ass and rested my hand on his butt, feeling the smooth rise and fall as he slowly worked his cock in and out. He fucked my wife in the missionary position but there was intense intimacy between them. I sought her face and found her lips and leaned between their bodies, kissing my wife on the mouth as this man deep fucked her. She moaned from the bottom of her heart.

“You kissed me?” she murmured, planting another hot kiss on my lips. “That’s the sexiest thing ever. Feel his cock, Baby. He’s big. He’s bigger than you, Paul. He feels incredible.”

She was drunk on lust. Out of her mind. I slid my hand across her stomach and down to where their bodies merged. He thoughtfully lifted himself higher, having heard her words, and allowed me to bracket his cock between two fingers. He was wide and hard as iron, and I felt his ridged cock slide between my fingers as he moved in and out of her. Wendy reached for me in the dark, pulling me up for another kiss. I guided her open hand to my erection and she gasped.

“How are you hard again?” she asked.

“This room is like a dream.”

“Feed it to me,” she said. “Feed me your hard cock, Baby. Let me suck you while he fucks me. I want this night to never end.”

I moved towards her and offered my cock to her mouth. She sucked me in and moaned loudly, caught by surprise, tasting the pussy already on my dick. I resisted the urge to pull away. My wife attacked me, and I had to calm myself or start cumming. He held his body over hers, his hips pumping smooth and strong, and I held her head against the carpet and fucked her mouth. Her muffled cries grew louder and louder, and I grew more excited because of them.

“Fuck me!” she finally wailed. “God! Lucas! Fuck me!”

My wife exploded in orgasm. My blood boiled in my veins. This was Lucas! He’d somehow found her in this stygian darkness and put his oversized cock in her. My wife was screaming around my cock in her mouth, climaxing harder than ever. His dick was driving her insane and I had to listen to it. She thrashed beneath us, moaning and weeping from bliss too strong to take.

Lucas filled his lungs and thrust faster. He’d wanted my wife from the moment he saw her and now the lucky bastard was about to claim her. I thought about shoving him away, shoving him all the way out of her but then I remembered the sensation of him gliding through my fingers. I heard what he was doing to her. I heard in her cries how much she wanted him.

I pulled my cock out of her mouth just to listen, just to hear clearly how much she loved what he did, how he made her feel. I stroked slowly, absorbing everything. No longer splitting her attention between him and me, she grabbed his shoulders and held on. Her climax went on and on. The sounds that poured out of her rocked me to my core. I jerked my meat and listened to every moan, every gasp, and every cry.

“It’s coming,” he rumbled.

I heard Wendy pull him in with her legs and arms, trapping him. There was no need. He lowered his body and thrust even faster and then he groaned, shortening his thrusts until he pushed his big cock all the way in and held himself buried, groaning as his throbbing phallus spewed liquid fire straight into her unprotected womb.

Her womb!

Holy fuck! I’d forgotten, caught up in the madness. Her womb!

Reality came crashing in. No birth control. No condoms. Worse, other men had claimed her unprotected pussy before me. The rush of emotions jolted me. I stroked faster and then faster again. I listened to his every grunt, understanding that each time he voiced such a sound, he launched another blast of potent sperm far up inside her.

It was too much. The emotional rush was too strong. I growled that I was cumming too and aimed my dick in the direction of Wendy’s face. I spurt, cumming hard and painting her with all the semen I had left in me. Pleasure cascaded through my mind and rolled throughout my body, making me convulse as my dick spat. My legs twitched and I drooled. My orgasm wrecked me and the whole time, in the back of my mind, was the realization that other men had her bare cunt before me. I don’t know why that made me cum so hard, but it did. It gloriously did.

Lucas landed atop Wendy and I landed on the floor beside her. We all gasped for breath. We were covered in sweat and the stink of long sex. Wendy searched for my arm and pulled me closer, kissing my mouth passionately with Lucas still lying on top of her. I returned her hot kisses.

“I can’t believe it,” she muttered. “I can’t believe it. I can’t. I can’t believe it. I can’t.”

I was too wiped out to ask what she meant. I presumed she meant our whole night. I scooted closer as Lucas rose above, pulling his cock out from deep inside her and dragged it up her body to place the head on her lips. My wife slurped him in, nursing on the fat, leaking head. I heard her clean his cock and then I heard him kiss her.

“I will find you again before you leave this island,” he murmured, kissing her mouth again.

“Okay,” she muttered. “Okay. I’d like that.”

He wandered away, instantly swallowed by the darkness. I found her hand and held it, staring wide-eyed into black nothingness. We lay for a long time.

Eventually, the lights began to gradually grow brighter. Not bright, just brighter, never rising above a dim glow. People got their bearings, collected what few belongings they brought with them, and quietly drifted out. Wendy and I were among the last to leave. I watched that parade of exhausted humanity exit that room and marveled at our part in it.

When I turned to Wendy, she lay still, on her back, eyes closed, wry smile curling her lips. She slid a hand down to her pussy, gently probing and testing her tender slit. She eased her finger inside to feel the warm liquid mess and then wiped that fingertip on her nipple.

“I guess we should go,” she rasped, her voice gravelly from all the screaming and moaning she’d done. “I love what we did, and I hate that it’s over.”

What could I say?


Chapter 9

The huge ball of blinding illumination in the sky was almost directly overhead. The heat was immense, burning away sweat and lotion and salt water, and almost anything else in its path, but it couldn’t touch the memories of our wild night. Wendy and I spoke nothing of it as we staggered back to our bungalow last night, and we spoke nothing of it this morning as we staggered to the beach. She hunted for the perfect spot and noticed our sexy bungalow neighbors already soaking up the sun, naked, as expected. His phoenix tattoo gleamed with sweat and oil.

“Nice tat,” Wendy said.

The man smiled at her and then at me. His wife sat up and waved us closer. I ran my eyes over her incredible body. Her perfect tits made my mouth water.

“I’m Natalie,” she said. “This is my husband, Todd. We saw you on your first morning here. You guys look great. Very sexy.”

Wendy rolled her eyes.

“Please,” she said. “You two are the sexy ones. Gorgeous faces. Unbelievable bodies. What do you do for a living? Answer mortal’s prayers?”

Todd laughed.

“We own several gyms in the Hollywood area.”

“Hollywood?” Wendy asked, clearly impressed. “That’s where we’re from. What part?”

“We have the gyms all over, but our home is in Holmby Hills.”

“Wow,” Wendy said, even more impressed. “We are moving there soon. Paul’s mother passed recently and left us her house. I guess that makes us neighbors.”

Todd stood up to shake my hand, man to man, but I knew his real reason was to show off his thick cock to Wendy. She stared, of course, and Natalie watched her do it. I got the impression Nat got turned on by women wanting her man. A vicarious power trip. I bet she’d love to watch Todd fuck Wendy’s brains out. By the expression on my wife’s face as she ran her eyes over Todd’s body, she’d love that too.

“You guys should stop by our bungalow some time,” Natalie said. “No advance notice required. Just come on in. Any time. We can share some weed and get to know each other a lot better.”

I swear Wendy shivered at the thought. She ran her eyes over Natalie’s body too.

“We will,” she said with certainty. “Isn’t that right, Baby?”

“Absolutely,” I agreed. “Soon.”

“Enjoy the beach,” Todd said.

“Same to you,” my wife said, taking one last look at his thick phallus.

We wandered off.

“They seem nice,” I said.

“They do.”

I wanted to mention something about the way she’d lusted after Todd, but given the night we’d had, it felt awkward under such a bright sun. We soon found a spot and placed our chairs. Wendy shed her bikini without hesitation, baring her nude body for all the world to see. I dropped my trunks too, joining her in this new freedom, but where she seemed to be a being of light and music this morning, I was filled with darker things. I was haunted by the truth: men other than me filled my wife with sperm before I did. My heart ached and my guts churned but for reasons lost on me, my penis kept inexplicably rising. I turned my thoughts to mundane things to make it go down.

As we let the sun boil away every last vestige of our very first orgy, I felt my penis rising over and over again, stimulated by the warmth. I tried to adjust the thing to make it less obvious but failed. What could I do? I was naked. There was no way to hide it. I gave up. The whole time I struggled Wendy was on her back with her eyes closed, still sporting that damn wry smile. I knew I had no need to hide it from her since she couldn’t see it.

“You’ve got a hard on, don’t you?” she said, her eyes still closed. 

“Dammit. How do you know?”

“I can feel it. It hums like a tuning fork, and I pick up the vibrations.”

“Right. Weirdo.”

She chuckled.

“It’s because of last night,” she declared.

I fidgeted.

“Last night was crazy,” I said.

“You’ve been awfully quiet about it. Usually, you talk a million miles an hour after something big happens. Today you’re mute, a statue, in more ways than one.”

I fake-laughed.

“It was hot and wild, that part’s true,” I agreed. “But deep down I think I’m upset.”

“About what? Last night was the most incredible event of my life. Yours too. Nothing compares. What is there to be upset about? We both had sex with others and we’re fine. Why are you upset?”

“You had more sex than me.”

“So?”

I squirmed. I fidgeted again.

“Spit it out, Paul. What’s bugging you?”

“Lucas and that other man came inside of you.”

“Yes, they did. I wanted them to.”

“I wanted that for me.”

“You’re my husband. Of course you’ll have that too.”

“Not before they did.”

She shook her head, confused.

“So? What does the timing matter?”

“You once told me that all your partners, including me, have worn condoms. A few weeks ago, we agreed to try for a baby, and I was free at last. Then things kept interfering and I never got to; I never got to cum inside you. Then, last night, those guys did. Two men you before I did.”

“I hate to break it to you, Honey, but more than just those two guys did. You were there for the first and the last, but not the guys in between.”

“What?”

“You and I were apart for a while inside that big room. I’d guess four or five men fucked me last night and all of them came in me. It was fantastic. But what’s the big deal? Is cumming in a woman some kind of male versus male competition thing? Do you own us if you cum in us?”

Four or five! I could hardly breathe.

“Wait,” she continued. “Is that why your dick keeps getting hard? Am I a prize that must be reclaimed? Men are so funny about sex. Is that it, Baby? Are you dying to re-stake your claim to me? I actually kind of like that idea. I’m the treasure. Those men stole me. You want to steal me back. Am I right about that?”

She sat up to look at my erection. I was ready to burst. I throbbed under the hot sun, deep red and covered with raised veins.

“Your cock looks so good right now, Paul. You want me to roll over so you can fuck my brains out in front of everyone? I’ll do it. I don’t give a shit. After last night, there are a lot of rules I plan on breaking.” She moved closer, lifting my erection off my stomach with one hand and sliding her fist up to the head and down to the root. “You never get this hard, Paul. Right now, your dick is telling me you loved last night. You actually like that those men had me first. You’d be soft if you were truly upset. This is not upset; this is arousal. Troubling arousal, sure, but I think that’s because it happened only hours ago and you’ve not had time to think about things. Your dick knows what it wants even if you don’t.”

“Why are you so fucking calm about what happened?” I blurted.

She held my dick just to feel it throb.

“Last night was magical,” she said. “Last night was something I desperately needed but had no idea I needed because I never knew it existed. Jesus, Paul, it was Heaven. Maybe last night you never fully let yourself go, but I certainly did. I gave up all my rules and all my self-imposed limitations. I felt panic right at first but that faded quickly, when the first unfamiliar hand caressed my breast. A gorgeous woman standing right next to me when the lights went out grabbed me and kissed me and told me I was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen at Isla Azul. She went down on me after our kisses, and I came hard right in her mouth. She’s the first woman I’ve ever kissed like that. I returned the favor, tasting pussy for the first time in my life. I liked it. A lot. But strangely, it made me crazy for dick. I thought I was heading for you, but I never made it. I was popular. I think they knew we were the new couple, and everyone wanted a piece. I lost myself in it, Paul. I let go of everything and fully embraced what was happening to me. I want to do it again. Tonight, if they have one or whenever the next orgy is scheduled. I want to do it again. Will you? Please?”

My cock pulsated like a trapped beast. The words spilling out of her mouth inflamed me, drove me crazy. In all the years I’d known her she’d never expressed such an ardent need for sex. The angst I felt made me want to bite into something. To sink my teeth and tear something apart. Her hand began a slow and sensuous stroke, lightly gripping, sliding up and down.

“There are probably men all around us on this beach that had me in some way last night,” she continued. “I lost count of how many cocks I sucked. I wonder if they know it was me. Look. There’s naked Lucas walking along the water’s edge. He’s the only man I can identify for sure. He’s older and experienced. We can question him. Should I call him over?”

My mind refused to engage. I was running on adrenaline and sleep deprivation. I saw the old man strolling, his big cock and balls flopping as he walked, bouncing off his thighs. I remembered how hard Wendy had orgasmed on that thing.

“Fine,” I croaked.

What else could I say? She flashed a playfully wicked grin and stood. Lucas saw her and she waved him over, her heavy tits wobbling.

“Good morning, my loves,” he said, beaming. “I trust you slept well?”

“Like a rock,” Wendy replied.

“Not great,” I added.

“Join my husband and me,” Wendy said, gesturing at her lounge chair. “Have a seat. Talk to us. How did you sleep?”

I stopped listening. Lucas had stepped between our chairs and sat his bony ass on Wendy’s lounge. That caused his knees to point right at me. As he settled in, they parted. My face was level with his heavy cock hanging between his legs, the hefty club that had done so much damage to my marriage last night. Wendy and Lucas chatted freely but I paid them no heed. I was obsessed with that thick appendage. Wendy had orgasmed so hard on it. Those fat hanging balls had given their all, ejecting a glut of sperm far inside her.

Sperm that was still inside her, I realized with a start.

They conversed, but I stared. His attention was fully on my naked wife, so I gawked shamelessly. My bigger than average penis had always made me feel special, but what this thing had done to Wendy last night toppled my self-esteem. It slumbered now, but I’d felt it fully engorged.

“So, you pretend to be shy?” Wendy said.

Lucas chuckled.

“Yes. It’s a game I like to play. I pretend I speak no English. I act shy and insecure and lonely, and they invite me into their lives.”

“You mean the wives invite you.”

“Mostly. But husbands too.”

“You didn’t take that approach with us. Why not?”

“I saw right away you are smarter than the average tourist. I feared you’d see right through my subterfuge. Also, you are exceptionally beautiful, Wendy, and I wished to waste no time. The invitation to the orgy was a gamble, but I trusted my instincts. I thought I saw buried desires behind your eyes. I was right.”

“You certainly were.”

Wendy stretched her legs out as she leaned back in her chair, extending them across his lap. He thoughtfully began to massage her feet. My wife moaned.

“Good God,” she whimpered. “How can that feel so good?’

He attacked her pressure points as they talked. She moaned and groaned and gasped, and the sounds she made slowly got to him. Beneath her legs I saw veins rise as his penis began to fill. The man was insatiable. My stress soared. Would he try something right here on the beach? Would Wendy? I dreaded the thought of others seeing him take her in front of me. I felt like I no longer knew what she was capable of. Hell, I mused, after last night, I no longer knew what I was capable of.

I relaxed a little but kept my eye on his cock. That thing owned Wendy for the moment, in more ways than one. I stayed watchful for any sign sex was about to happen again. My ears perked up when I heard Wendy mention last night.

“It was the most incredible night of my life,” she admitted to Lucas. “But it didn’t mean anything. Not anything serious. Not anything real. It was sex at an intensity I’d never imagined even existed, but today I have the same job, same house, same husband. It altered nothing except my perspective, I think.”

“How about you, Paul?” Lucas asked. “You’re quiet through all of this. Share your thoughts about last night.”

I glanced at Wendy’s pretty face and then Lucas. My eyes darted underneath to his now partially engorged cock hanging heavy.

“I heard my wife fall in love with your cock,” I said. “I was frustrated by the darkness last night but now I’m grateful I only heard it and didn’t see it.”

His face turned to stone. Wendy choked.

“That sounds harsher than I mean,” I quickly added. “My thoughts are jumbled. I have yet to sort my feelings. But as my wife pointed out earlier, I get an erection thinking about what happened. If I had seen it as well as heard it, I would most likely be trying to get her to fuck you again right now.”

I stunned them. I stunned Lucas, but I shocked the hell out of Wendy.

“She carries your sperm in her right now,” I rasped. “The thought eats at me. For reasons I cannot begin to fathom, that truth also turns me on.

They just stared at me. Seagulls cried in the distance. Waves crashed. Out to sea, a yacht sounded its horn. Lucas patted my ankle.

“Isla Azul changes us all,” he said.

“I don’t know what that means,” I replied.

“I want to go back to our bungalow,” Wendy said, breathless. “I want you both, at the same time.”

Lucas took her hand and guided it across the gap between our chairs, placing it in mine. He smiled at us both and stood, his partially engorged cock swaying hypnotically in front of my wife.

“Later,” he said. “Perhaps tomorrow. Today, the day after such an event as last night, today should be spent in intimate reflection. Reconnect with each other. Discover that your fear that last night will drive a wedge between you is unfounded. Trust me. I am older and wiser. Last night we did not erect a wall, we opened a door.”

He leaned in to kiss the top of Wendy’s head and then did the same to me. He walked away, back to the water and down the beach. Wendy and I looked at each other.

“He’s like a character from a novel,” she said.

“He’s like Yoda,” I said. “Old, wrinkled, and dispensing wisdom.”

She laughed.


Chapter 10

With his departure, my erection returned. I soaked up the searing sunlight and felt myself roasting all the way down to my bones. My mind had so much to think about that it gave up, choosing to think about nothing at all instead. The heat felt fantastic and realized I could lay there and listen to Wendy giggle about my uncontrollable erection, or I could take another sip from the exhibitionistic cup again. I mumbled to my wife that I was going to burn off some nervous energy and left her there, strolling along the water’s edge, partially hard. I turned heads and I liked it. A hard dick feels good.

I visited a nearby kiosk for two ice cold beers and noticed Todd and Natalie playing chess under the shade of an umbrella. They were nude, as always, and I drank in her feminine juiciness before saying hello. They waved. It was Todd’s move, so Nat got up and walked towards me. I gasped. She looked so sexy I wanted to bite her neck. My wicked penis began to rise instantly.

“Hi,” she said, making a vague gesture towards my erection.

“Hello.”

“I like the way you look at me. I hope I’m the cause of that.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be. I’m flattered. Do you and Wendy swing? I think the four of us would really enjoy each other.”

“I don’t think we do but honestly, after the night we just had, anything is possible. I’ll ask her and get back to you.”

“That would be great. I get the impression you’re probably a fantastic lover and I know Todd wants Wendy.”

I had no idea what to say. She was so pretty and so sexy I felt tongue-tied.

“Thank you,” I blurted, and then immediately blushed.

“God, you’re so cute!”

“I have no idea what I’m doing.”

“That’s the vulnerability I find so attractive. You’re so real. I admit I do not mind at all that your dick is big. I love the effect I have on you. You make a girl feel pretty.”

“You are pretty. You’re incredible.”

Her eyes narrowed. She stepped closer, shielding us with her body. She lifted my ball sack with her fingers and ran her hand up my length until she squeezed the head. I gasped.

“Is your wife on birth control?”

“No.”

“Will that be a problem?”

There was so much implied in her question it left me breathless. Todd was such an imposing stud. Could I really just hand Wendy over to him?

“No problem,” I rasped. I cleared my throat. “We have options.”

She grinned and looked me in the eyes. I don’t know what she was searching for, but she must have found it. She grinned, squeezed my dick again, and released me.

“Todd won’t hurt her,” she said.

“Good.”

I had no idea what else to say. I ran my eyes over her naked body again and marveled at the power of women. Their shape is a powerful spell. She extended her hand and we shook and she returned to her game. I bought two beers at the kiosk. I returned to my wife and handed her a bottle. She sat up.

“It’s amazing to me how quickly I became comfortable with nude beaches,” she said, taking a sip. “I never want to wear clothing again.”

“I support your decision.”

She chuckled and squeezed my hand.

“I just had an interesting conversation with Natalie,” I said.

“Is that right? What did she say?”

“She wants to have sex with me and said Todd wants to have sex with you.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes.”

She turned to scan the beach, looking for Todd. She found them, under the umbrella, playing their game. I watched my wife’s eyes crawl over his body. I wondered if the sight of him made her pussy wet.

“Can I?” she asked.

“Can you what?”

“Can I have sex with Todd?”

I raised my shoulders and let them drop.

“Sure,” I said. “Why not? I mean, where do we go from here, and I don’t mean for lunch. I mean our marriage. What happens now? If we are free to have others whenever we want, what does the future hold for us?”

“Are you asking if we’ll take all this home with us? Will we go back to how we were or will we be something different when we get home?”

“Exactly. Yes.”

She turned to face me.

“Do you wish last night had never happened?” she asked.

I searched my feelings. In some ways I did wish that but in more ways by far, I did not. The truth was that I loved what we did.

“No,” I admitted.

“That says a lot, don’t you think? I mean, if we hated it, we would have recoiled in horror, right? You certainly didn’t. Neither of us did.”

She swung her legs off the chair and took my hands in hers.

“I’m hopeful we can keep some version of this in our lives when we get home. I told Lucas the acts themselves were meaningless and I truly believe that. I feel like I masturbated with living dildos. I couldn’t even see their faces. The darkness rendered everything a purely physical act. I get that your Y chromosome was triggered by the presence of other males, but just so you know, they were merely hard cocks to me. I don’t want anything more than that from them. I want everything from you.”

“That’s good to hear. I’m not jealous, not in any traditional way. It’s complicated and layered.”

“You got off listening to me get fucked. You say you are glad the lights were out so you couldn’t see it, but I think we should test that. I think you’d actually love it, even if it tied you in knots. Look at your penis, Paul. You’re hard again. You’re hard all the time now.”

She was right. Last night, something shifted in me. To witness her so uninhibited, so free, so wildly desired by others and craving their desire. Something had awakened in me I didn't know existed. A capacity for voyeuristic thrill that was both exhilarating and terrifying. Wendy had discovered something similar in herself.

“You were incredible,” I said.

"Really?" she whispered.

"Really. You were beautiful in pitch darkness. You were alive, so full of life I swear you vibrated. I heard your laughter, your uninhibited moans. The way you let yourself be free. It was the sexiest thing ever."

A slow, genuine smile returned to her face, lighting up her entire expression.

"I was worried," she admitted. "I hid it, but I was worried you saw me differently, worried you found me disgusting now."

"Never," I said, shaking my head. "Am I turned on? Absolutely. Am I confused? Definitely." I paused, trying to articulate the complex mix of emotions churning inside me. "But here's the thing, Wendy. As much as I enjoyed it, I'm also scared. What does this mean for us? For our marriage? Are we still us?" My voice cracked slightly. "Or are we something else now? Are we the couple who has sex with strangers, or are we the couple who is trying to have kids?”

"Paul, we're still us," she said firmly, her hand tightening around mine. "We're the same people who fell in love years ago. The same people who built a life together. What happened last night doesn't change that."

"But it does," I insisted. "It has to. How can it not? We crossed a line last night, a line we can't uncross. We've been with other people. That changes things. Doesn’t it?"

"Maybe," she conceded, her expression softening. "But change isn't always bad. We've always said our marriage is strong because we're not afraid to grow and evolve together. Maybe this is just another form of that."

"What if we’ve taken a step too far? So much could go wrong."

"Those are valid fears," she acknowledged, her voice gentle. "But they're fears, Paul. Not realities. Not yet anyway. We can't let the what ifs paralyze us. We have to trust each other, trust what we have. That’s what we’ve always done."

"I do trust you," I said, and I meant it. "I trust you more than anyone. But I'm scared. I'm scared of how I felt last night. I enjoyed you with others. A part of me wants more, just like you do. I’m worried you’ll think less of me because I agreed to share you. What kind of husband feels that way?"

"A husband who's secure in his relationship," she said immediately. "A husband who knows his wife's heart belongs to him, even when her body is busy elsewhere. A husband who's not threatened by his wife's pleasure but celebrates it and celebrates it with her."

Her words were a balm to my frayed nerves, but they didn't completely soothe the anxiety coiled in my gut. I studied her pretty face and decided to flip things around.

“I know you tasted pussy on my cock,” I said. “How did that feel? How did you feel knowing your husband had fucked another woman?”

A shadow crossed her face, and for a moment, I saw a flicker of the same vulnerability I felt.

"It was intense," she admitted slowly. "There were moments when I felt jealous. I wanted all the cock but wanted you to sit and wait for me."

I laughed.

"Right?” she said, chuckling along with me. “But then I remembered this was us. This was our adventure, not just mine. The jealousy faded quickly, but it was replaced by this incredible sense of connection. Like we were sharing a secret, even in a room full of people."

I nodded, understanding. I'd felt that way too. A strange, paradoxical mix of distance and intimacy. The physical separation of being with other people, but the emotional closeness of experiencing it together.

"So where do we go from here?" I asked, returning to my original question. "I think it’s a given we’ll indulge again while we are on Isla Azul. I’m sure of it. But do we take this home? Do we make this a regular thing? Or do we call it a one-time experiment and go back to being just us? Let’s not forget you are taking no birth control. That’s an added risk."

Wendy left her chair to sit on mine. Her fingers curled around my stiff dick. She squeezed, testing how rock hard I was.

“That was a huge part of the thrill for me,” she murmured. “No man had ever cum inside me. Then, in one night, I take four or five or six. I don’t even know how many. I discovered I fucking love feeling a man’s cock throb deep inside me as it explodes. There’s no way for you, as a man, to understand what I’m talking about. Fulfilled is the only word that comes close and it falls woefully short of the emotions I feel in those moments. Allowing a man to inject the essence of himself inside me is the ultimate intimacy. I feel complete. I feel content. I’m doing a terrible job of describing what happens inside my head and my heart, but all I have are words. Just try to picture it without recoiling from the gay aspect. Just imagine a pulsating cock thrumming as it erupts and sprays. I wish I’d known when I was young that it would feel so fantastic, so magical. I would have been fucking bareback ever since. So much wasted time.”

Wendy was quiet for a long moment, her gaze thoughtful as her mind roamed all the memories of one stellar night.

"We should set boundaries,” she continued. “Think about what we’re comfortable with and then push that envelope until it threatens to break. We need to be honest with ourselves and each other about everything."

"That sounds good,” I said.

She looked at me, her eyes clear and steady.

"I want you, Paul. I want us. I want us to keep exploring, together. I don't want to go back to the way things were before, not completely. Last night something awakened in us both. Something we must save."

I felt a wave of relief wash over me so intense it made me dizzy. Strangely, I wasn’t looking forward to the new pussy I would now get to enjoy. I was nervously looking forward to watching Wendy lose her mind again. She leaned in and kissed me, a soft, lingering kiss that tasted like a promise. When she pulled away, she was smiling. Her hand slid down my dick to cup my balls and roll them around. She was thinking about something while she weighed my testicles, probably my essence of myself stored in there, but she kept those thoughts to herself.


Chapter 11

The first thing I noticed when I woke up was the coolness of the sheets beside me. I'd been dreaming of something inconsequential, like a work presentation or maybe a forgotten grocery list, but the sudden absence of Wendy's warmth was a jolt to my system. My hand instinctively reached out, patting the empty space where she should have been. My eyes fluttered open, adjusting to the moonlight filtering through the sheers of our beach bungalow. The clock on my phone said twelve-ten. A knot of concern tightened my stomach. Was she sick? Had she gone to the bathroom and not come back? I listened, straining to hear any sounds which offered explanation.

Nothing.

I slid out of bed, my bare feet silent on the cool mahogany floor. I padded towards the bathroom. The door was ajar, the light off. Empty.

A different kind of feeling began to creep in then, a prickle of curiosity laced with a strange, anticipatory dread. This wasn't like Wendy. She was a sound sleeper, a creature of habit. I realized our recent choice to change our marriage meant I would experience such a rush of dread each time something unexpected happened. I looked forward to it.

I walked to the open living area. The large windows offered a panoramic view of the resort to the right and the dark, dark ocean to the left. The moonlight turned the white-sand beach to spectral silver and the ocean to black glass.

That's when I saw her.

A slip of pale against the dark. It was Wendy, or rather, the silk robe she keeps hanging by the bed. My wife stood on our porch, leaning against a post, listening to the waves crash. I debated with letting her have her moment of solitude and wanting to join her. The breeze blew back her long hair, exposing the nape of her neck, and I felt myself drawn in. I came up behind her and kissed her earlobe. She shivered.

“Do that again,” she murmured.

I kissed her other lobe.

“Now listen,” she said.

I did. I heard waves and wind and then, woven in low and sexy, a soft feminine moan.

“He’s fucking her,” she said.

“Who is fucking whom?”

“Todd. Todd is fucking Natalie. Just picture it.”

I listened. She was right. Not banging away at the headboard fucking, but sexy, slow, and sensuous fucking. Natilie moaned again.

“She’s so little,” Wendy muttered. “I bet his cock feels huge to her.”

“It is huge.”

“It is, but just imagine her trying to take it.”

“All right.”

I rubbed my chin, pretending to think about Todd fucking Natalie. Wendy punched me softly in the stomach.

“Don’t be a smart ass,” she chuckled.

“I’ve had thirty-eight years of training.”

“Shush. Just listen. It’s soooo sexy. Moonlit night, waves in the background, warm breeze blowing. Everything’s perfect.”

I thought about teasing Wendy because I knew she was damn well pictured Todd fucking Natalie.

“I bet you wish that was you making those sounds.”

“Of course I do,” she said. “This is the best thing about our recent discovery. I can speak the truth fully. Yes, I was standing here wishing Todd was fucking me. I wanted Todd instantly the first time I saw him, but I had to hide that from you. Now, why lie?”

My heartbeat kicked up a notch. I wrestled with what I thought I was about to say.

Fuck it, I concluded. Wendy is right. Stop hiding. Speak the truth.

“You know,” I muttered, listening again to Natalie’s sexy sounds. “She did invite us over. Advance notice not required, she said that day on the beach. Just come on in. Any time.”

Wendy gasped, remembering when Natalie spoke those words.

“You’re right.” She looked across the sand at their bungalow. “Do we dare? It’s late.”

“It’s not that late.”

She was nervous. I could tell how badly she wanted Todd by how nervous she was over the thought of it. I decided to let her have what she wanted.

“Let’s go,” I said.

She took a tentative step off our porch, but I grabbed her elbow and turned her. I loosened the sash around her waist and let the warm breeze peel her diaphanous silk robe away, leaving her gloriously nude in the moonlight. The wind sent her robe bouncing down the beach.

“Naked?” she rasped. “I just walk over there naked? You want me to walk into their bungalow naked?”

“It really is your best look.”

We locked eyes. This was a whole new level of bold.

She turned her back on me and strode across the sand.

I moved to the post she’d vacated and hid slightly behind the billowing sheers. My heartbeat was a heavy, thumping rhythm under my ribs. Their bungalow was identical to ours, but their sheers weren't drawn. Their sheers were never drawn. They were gorgeous and sexy and cared not at all who saw them nude in this place. Wendy and I had caught glimpses here and there over the last few days and they were always naked.

Wendy reached the steps up to their floor and paused.

“Todd?” she murmured. “Natalie? It’s Wendy.”

After a long wait, a shape stepped forward, illuminated by the moonlight, and then there he was, fully erect like he’d just pulled the thing out of his wife. Moonshine gleamed on his thick, curved cock and bold phoenix tattoo. My wife took a step backward, momentarily stunned by the throbbing Adonis before her. I don’t know what she expected, but it certainly wasn’t Todd answering her call naked and hard. He was even more impressive now that he gazed down at my wife. He didn't seem surprised to see her. He simply smiled, a slow, knowing smile, and stepped aside to let her in. My wife, my sweet Wendy, took his offered hand and walked into their bungalow.

My body heat soared.

A week ago, such an event would have been a dagger straight to my heart. Instead, it felt like a key turning in a lock that before this crazy vacation I never knew existed. I left our porch and approached. The few words we’d exchanged with our new but temporary neighbors made it clear they were sexually voracious. What Wendy and I had only just discovered, they’d known for years.

As my angle changed, I saw that Natalie sat on a low sofa, legs spread. Like Todd, she wore nothing. She looked up as Wendy entered. There was no shock on her face, no anger. Just a quiet, welcoming warmth, which quickly dissolved into naked lust. She arranged the cushions beside her, and my wife sat, her movements a little stiff, at first, but then visibly relaxing as the other woman said something I couldn't hear.

My wife nodded.

I was mesmerized. This wasn't a sordid, back-alley affair. This wasn’t a betrayal. I’d given my wife a precious gift. I wondered if I’d feel the same when Todd filled her pussy with sperm.

I reached the steps to their bungalow and climbed, waiting in the doorway to see what happened next. Todd moved towards the women like a predator with gentle steps. He stood over them, allowing his thick cock to bob in their faces like a fishing lure. Both women stared at it and then at each other before giggling and holding hands. The man knelt in front of Wendy, his hands coming to rest on her knees. I gasped as this stranger slowly eased her thighs apart, his eyes locked on hers. I saw the familiar curves of my wife's body in the pale light.

Natalie reached out, her fingers tracing a line down Wendy's arm. My wife shivered but didn't pull away. She leaned into the touch, her head tilting back slightly. A soft gasp escaped her lips, and while I was too far away to hear it, it was a sound I knew well. My breath stuck in my throat.

This was it. The point of no return.

Todd dipped his head to kiss Wendy’s knee.

My wife turned to her new lady friend and her lips parted. They kissed as Nat deftly slid her hand up to cup Wendy’s breast. Todd slid his hands up my wife’s legs and her thighs parted wider. As his hands made the trip back down, Wendy moaned and fell back into the couch, her legs spreading all the way open. Todd dipped his head again, kissing higher on her inner thighs. Nat placed her hand on the back of his head and impatiently guided him forward.

“Taste her, Baby,” Natalie told her husband.

Wendy’s back arched and her mouth dropped open.

He was savoring her sweet pussy right now. I know what that expression on her face meant. The women kissed again but this time with far greater passion. We had all seen each other many times coming and going, and it was clear that their lust for us had grown. They had no time to waste. Foreplay was unnecessary. They wanted Wendy and they would have her.

Todd lifted Wendy’s ass and pulled her to the edge. His head dove into her crotch and she gasped, this time loud enough I did hear. Natalie rose slightly and offered Wendy a stiff nipple and my wife greedily sucked it in, alternating her attention between breast and hot kisses. I’d never seen my wife with another woman and while it was a delectable treat, I found myself yearning to see her with Todd. I know how she loves men and loves their cocks, and now that love was out in the open.

“She’s ready,” I said, strolling into their bungalow.

Natalie looked up at me like I was the pizza delivery guy and she was starving. I smiled at her and shifted my gaze to my wife, a question on my face. She needed only a moment to understand. She turned her attention to Natalie, appraising the woman’s beauty, and then back to me.

“Fuck her brains out, Paul,” my wife said.

I placed my hand on Todd’s bobbing head.

“You do the same to Wendy, my friend,” I said.

My wife melted into the cushions.

“Oh, my God” she groaned. “Is this really happening?”

Todd rose from his place on the floor, wiping her pussy juice from his mouth. He turned his hips slightly and then I saw it. Even in the dim light, there was no mistaking the thing. His cock was big. Long, but thick all the way to the head. Wendy was going to feel this. A lot. Looking at him was almost a physical blow to my chest. He was already rock hard for her, a fact that was both shocking and, to my utter astonishment, deeply, profoundly arousing. I felt a surge of something I couldn't name, a mixture of intimidation and a raw, primal excitement. The phoenix on his chest stared at me with an accusing eye.

Wendy's reaction was unmistakable. Her eyes widened, her lips parted in a silent wow, and then she reached out a tentative hand, her fingers barely brushing against him before curling around his girth. The sight of her small hand wrapped around his thick shaft sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock, which had been waking slowly ever since I discovered my wife missing, was now rising fast. I had gorgeous Natalie before me.

Todd helped Wendy stand, admiring her fit form and stroking his dick in anticipation. He led my wife a short distance away, nudging her to sit on a huge, overstuffed chair before kneeling between her legs again. I had one last glimpse of her excited eyes before his big body blocked my view. Natalie watched, her expression one of supreme pleasure. Her hand rested between her thighs, teasing her clit. She masturbated as yet another woman in a long line of women succumbed to her husband’s masculine charms.

“Come,” she said. “Join me. Sit and watch. This is my favorite part.”

I sat next to her on the sofa, and she grabbed my growing erection, jerking me but keeping her gaze glued to her studly husband.

“You like to watch him fuck other women?”

“No, I love to watch him fuck other women. They abandon everything they hold dear for him. Children are forgotten, husbands cease to exist, careers are discarded. It’s beautiful. It’s the sexiest thing there is. Watch how your wife loses herself under him.”

Wendy had enough oral pleasure and now dragged Todd up between her legs. She looked around frantically until locating his meaty spear and then grabbed it with both hands, guiding him forward. He lifted one of her legs, spreading her open, parting her labia, and giving Natalie and me the perfect view of her impending penetration.

“Here it comes,” Natalie whimpered, masturbating us both.

My wife placed the large head at her entrance and drew a deep breath. I watched as he began to enter her. I saw the moment he pushed her inner folds wide, and I saw her eyes grow big and then bigger. Her jaw fell, slack. The air escaped her lungs in a long, drawn-out hiss. Her back arched off the chair, her expression twisted into what I knew was exquisite pleasure. Her pussy was shoved into a tight pink circle around his shaft.

“God!” Wendy cried out.

Her hands left his cock to slap on his muscular ass. She pulled him forward, but he was in control, feeding my wife his cock slowly.

“God!” she cried again. “Fuck!”

Natalie was breathing hard and fast. My emotions were a chaotic storm. There was jealousy, yes, a sharp, acidic taste in the back of my throat. But it was completely overshadowed by a wave of intense, almost overwhelming arousal. I loved seeing Wendy like this. I loved the look of pure, untainted ecstasy on her face. I loved knowing she was experiencing this, this intense pleasure, this feeling of being completely and utterly filled. The thought of his size, of how he must be stretching her, touching her in places I never could, even with my big dick, was intoxicating.

My hand drifted over, parting Natalie’s pussy lips. I teased her clit and pumped a finger. She let me take over. Our eyes were glued to the scene unfolding before us. We watched as he hooked his arms under Wendy’s knees, lifting her legs, changing the angle. Her cries grew louder, more desperate. I saw the slickness on his shaft as he pulled out, only to plunge back in, deeper this time. My wife was going to orgasm quickly.

“Will you cum inside me?’ my wife croaked.

“Fuck yes,” Todd said. “No one will stop me.”

“Oh, God,” Wendy moaned.

Todd sawed his cock deep and smooth and bent over to kiss her mouth and suck her sensitive tits. She glanced at me and Natalie, pleased to see me with someone while she took new cock. Her moans pitched higher and louder.

The combination was too much. Wendy threw her head against the back of the chair and bit his shoulder, screaming a muffled scream as his cock ripped a huge orgasm from her. Natalie and I watched in wonder as Wendy thrashed beneath this stud.

“That was only the first,” Nat said.

The sight of my wife being fucked by this man while his beautiful partner caressed me, the sounds of their shared pleasure echoing in the quiet night: this might be the most erotic thing I had ever witnessed. Natalie moved to all fours, facing the lovers.

“Fuck me from behind,” she told me. “Let me feel your cock in me while your wife feels his.”

One look at her was all it took. I hurried to get behind this gorgeous babe, and I slid my cock home. I fucked her as Todd fucked my wife. I already knew he’d be blasting her full of semen multiple times tonight. I looked forward to each one. I built speed and power, knocking Natalie’s tits around with each thrust, until she started whimpering, warning me she was close. I fucked her harder and then she wailed as she came. I never slowed and she came even harder. That set Wendy off and I listened to the sweet music of two hot women climaxing at almost the same time. I felt my orgasm building, a pressure mounting at the base of my nuts. I saw Wendy's body tense again, her hands flying to his biceps. Her head snapped back and she screamed again and as another orgasm hit like a tidal wave, riding the first. I groaned and released all I had inside Natalie. She urged me to give her every drop. My orgasm was so intense it left my legs shaking. My heart hammered against my ribs.

Todd wasn’t even close yet.

Nat and I caught our breath and then sank into the sofa again. We watched Todd power fuck Wendy until he got to his feet, taking her with him and fucking her from below as he stood before us. Wendy held on, arms around his neck, kissing him wildly. He turned my wife in his arms, turning her until her back was against his chest and her widespread legs opened to us. His strong hands gripped her behind each knee. Wendy was losing her mind. We saw close up how his cock pumped in and out. Natalie left me on the couch and dropped to her knees, eating Wendy’s pussy as her husband fucked it. These two seasoned swingers knew all the tricks. She darted under to lick his balls but always returned to my wife’s pussy, focusing on her clit. Wendy orgasmed again, her body starting to turn limp.

“Give it to her,” Natalie said. “Cum inside her right in front of her husband. She wants it. Do you want it, Wendy?”

“God, yes,” my wife sobbed

“Say the words,” Natalie teased. “Let Paul hear his pretty wife beg for another man’s sperm. Say it.”

Wendy sobbed.

“Cum inside me, Tood,” my wife pleaded. “Please. Cum in me.”

Todd quickened his pace. He drove into her with a series of powerful, final thrusts before groaning long and loud and burying himself deep inside with a rough moan. He stayed there for a long moment, his body tense, his thick cock spewing. Wendy writhed on him, impaled and helpless, eager to accept the sperm he pumped. He shot over and over before staggering backward and seating himself in the same overstuffed chair. My wife quickly spun around to face him, careful to leave his cock inside her as she moved, and kissing his face and lips. I watched as they lay there, a tangled, beautiful mess of limbs and satisfaction. Todd stroked Wendy's hair and pressed a soft kiss to her shoulder. There was no shame, no regret. Just a peaceful, shared intimacy.

I felt alive. More alive than I had in years. I felt a fierce, possessive love for my wife, and a newfound, thrilling understanding of her desires, and perhaps, my own too. Natalie joined me on the sofa, and she began to kiss her way down my body to my dick. This was going to be a long night of sex with two people that knew how to do it right. When our time on Isla Azul finally came to an end and we went home, we’d have Todd and Natalie just one neighborhood away to keep teaching us all the tricks they knew. I made a mental note to thank Scott for the tickets. Then another thought occurred to me. I stroked Natalie’s hair as she licked my messy cock.

“Nat?” I asked.

“Hm?” she answered without releasing my meat.

“Do you guys know a man named Scott Ramin?”

She stopped licking.

“Scotty? Yeah. Why?”

I had to chuckle.

“Nothing,” I said, easing her head back to my dick. “He’s a friend of mine too. A good friend. A really good friend. My best friend, actually. It was he that gave us the tickets to Isla Azul.”

Natalie laughed.

“That makes sense,” she said. “We had plans to meet him here. We were surprised when you guys took his bungalow. Scotty is hung like a horse. He plays with us all the time back home.”

Wendy lifted her head to look at me and smiled broadly, pleased by this new information. Not only had our relationship changed, but our relationship with Scott was about to change too.

Epilogue

Scott eyed me carefully before taking a sip from his beer.

“Congrats,” he chuckled. “Big changes ahead.”

We sat in my mom’s old library, which was now our new library, but we watched Wendy and Natalie across the hall as they worked their way around a spare bedroom. They talked about space and lighting and color schemes.

“Do you know yet if it’s a boy or girl?” Natalie asked my glowing wife.

Wendy shook her head, lifting her gaze to look at me.

“We don’t want to know,” she said. “We’re just thrilled to be pregnant. We don’t care too much about anything else.”

Scott smiled at me.

“Is that true, Paul?” he asked, keeping his voice low. “You don’t care if it’s a boy or a girl?”

“Nope,” I said.

“I know what that island is like,” he said. “I know the kinds of things that happen there. Don’t you worry who the father might be?”

I met his mocking eyes.

“Nope,” I said.

My best friend again eyed me carefully.

“Todd’s a hell of a guy,” he said, changing the subject but not really.

“He certainly is. Smart, funny, successful. The ladies love him.”

“All the ladies?”

“All of them.”

“I thought you guys would benefit from a meeting. That’s why I backed out and sent you two instead.”

“I get it. We’re grateful. We love Todd and Natalie. They are one of the best things to ever happen to us. Totally turned our lives upside down, but in the best possible ways.”

Scott hated that I wasn’t taking his bait. He studied Wendy across the way, looking, I knew, for early signs of pregnancy.  She wasn’t showing in the belly yet, but her tits were definitely bigger. Scott suspected Todd might actually be the father and wanted to know if he was right, but I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction. Yes, we owe him for introducing us to Nat and Todd, but where the baby is concerned, I draw the line.

The truth was, we honestly didn’t know yet. We were offered NIPP testing but we said no. Wendy found the mystery highly erotic. I found her heightened arousal highly erotic. My wife and I fuck nightly. She can’t get enough dick.

Natalie and Todd had been frequent guests at our new place, and every evening ended with intense fucking. I never knew such a concentrated and powerful level of intimacy could be shared with another couple. Scott thought it would be funny to throw us in with Nat and Todd, his big joke to put the wild couple next to the conservative couple. He did it just to see what happened, but we had come away from Isla Azul with far more than my friend ever expected. In many ways, he was the odd man out now.

Natalie took Wendy’s hand and pulled her close. I watched the two women kiss and there was more behind it than just a simple peck between friends. Natalie almost worshipped Wendy these days. The possibility that her husband had impregnated Wendy sent her husband-sharing fantasy into high gear.

Actually, it did that for all of us.

End.
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