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Prologue

The heat hit me the moment I stepped onto the private balcony, but it wasn’t the oppressive, sticky kind of heat I’m used to back home. Here at Isla Azul, the air is thick with the scent of hibiscus and salt, a heavy, perfumed blanket that feels almost luxurious. I leaned against the polished mahogany railing, looking down at the expansive gardens and curated grounds. It’s ridiculous, really, how much time and money they funnel into making this place an Eden. Lush, manicured jungles of giant ferns and birds-of-paradise that look like they’ve been combed with a fork, framing winding infinity pools that seem to spill right into the sea. But despite their best efforts to impress, it’s the ocean water that gets me every time.

They call it Isla Azul for good reason. Below, the Caribbean isn’t just blue; it’s a thousand different shades of blue. Close to the shore, it’s a pale, translucent turquoise, so clear I can see the ripples in the white sand from five stories up. Then it deepens into a rich, sapphire lapis, calm and glass-like, until finally hitting the horizon where it turns into a bruised, dark indigo. It looks like a painting that’s too vibrant to be real.

I took a sip of coffee and turned my attention inland, and as I do my eyes fall upon my gorgeous wife Erin as she sleeps, one shapely leg and a partial breast exposed by the rumpled covers. Sexy without trying. I continue the sweep of my gaze, past the resort’s pristine golf course and towering minarets. The geography here is wild when I think about it. We’re perched at the foot of an ancient volcano, a sleeping giant that hasn't spit fire in millennia. The ground beneath this five-star hotel, with its luxurious linens and impeccable room service, is just hardened lava flowing down toward the sea. But here’s the real mind-bender, which the concierge mentioned casually at check-in five days ago, almost like a fun trivia fact rather than the most terrifying history lesson imaginable.

We are standing directly over the center of the Chicxulub crater. Right under my feet, buried deep beneath the volcanic rock and the limestone and the lush tropical topsoil, is the scar left by the asteroid that wiped out the dinosaurs. It’s poetic, in a dark sort of way. One of the most destructive events in the planet's history, the thing that ended the reign of the T-Rex, is now supporting the foundation of a spa where people pay hundreds of dollars a day for mud wraps.

I looked back out at the peaceful blue water. It’s hard to reconcile the violence of the past with this stillness. Sixty-six million years ago, this spot was likely a vision of hellfire and tsunamis. Now, the only waves are the gentle ones lapping against the private dock. The dinosaurs died so I could stand here in my bathrobe, watching the sunrise turn the water into liquid gold. Erin and I love it here. Love it.

Love. It.

Our stay this time was brief due to the exorbitant costs, but we may have found a way to return and stay much longer. Late last night we met a fellow traveler who explained that the service kiosks on the beach were available to rent for a full season, but you had to put up a lot of cash to secure one. Competition for a kiosk is fierce, so the hotel assigns only one per household. No multiple parties. They are super strict about that rule and warn that you will forfeit the money you earn plus your bond for violating it.

These huts handle several of the resort’s impulse accommodations. There is a kayak rental kiosk and a wine kiosk and a beer kiosk and a wind-surfer kiosk and a host of other services offered, one for anything a tourist might desire. It works like a stripper renting stage time. Someone, like me, rents the kiosk and handles the transactions. They are generally open for about four hours in the morning.

Management likes to hire English speaking staff to facilitate smooth transactions with the tourists, so a lot of Americans and Brits get the jobs. A ton of money can be made in a short time, and then the rest of the day is yours. They provide housing for every person on staff, a small room with a single bed. Erin and I wouldn’t sleep together at night like we do at home, but that’s all right. It’s only for three months. Meanwhile we’ll spend almost all day every day together, having fun and making a ton of money.

Everybody wins.

At least, that would be our plan. I haven’t spoken to her yet about my idea, but I’m confident she’ll want to come back and stay for a while.


Chapter 1

Erin discovered the power of flirtation on her first day. I was renting wind-surfing boards two huts away as she was checking IDs and opening bottles of ice-cold beer. She retied her bikini top, so it wasn’t so tight, allowing the diamond patches of bright red cloth to expose more of her tits. She thought nothing of it, simply responding to the oppressive heat and humidity, and the weight of her lovely tits pulling down on the bikini strings and forcing them uncomfortably into her neck. She thought nothing of the move, but the male patrons certainly thought a lot. Guys started to hangout around her kiosk. One group even placed their blanket close by, just to enjoy the view. I like that she turns heads, so I had no problem with them hitting on her. If they got her horny enough, I might get a blowjob way down by the jetty.

We agreed to rendezvous by the koi goldfish pond after we closed up. I got there first and waited, but when she didn’t show I went looking. Her kiosk still had five college-aged frat boys hanging out, chatting with her. She’d closed the wood flap on her hut, so this was just conversation. She had nothing more to sell. I ran my eyes over her hot little body and chuckled. No wonder those guys hated to see her go. They were doing all they could to keep her there, talking and gawking. She did look good though. She wore booty shorts to go with that tiny bikini top and her firm, round ass was sublime. Mouth-watering. When she was busy speaking to one guy the other guys looked her up and down. I bet she had wads of tip cash in her pockets.

I wandered closer. I had to be cautious since no connection was supposed to exist between us, except maybe a friendship struck up on day one, so I pretended to examine the hats for sale at the kiosk closest to her. Like us, the guy was closing but taking his time doing it.

“Come dancing with us tonight,” I heard the muscular blond guy tell Erin. “Club Horizon. We’ll be there at nine. We all want to get to know you better.”

Erin looked him up and down.

“Right,” she laughed. “I bet you do.”

He smiled like he knew his smile could melt a woman’s resolve.

“I do,” he admitted. “You are all kinds of fine, girl. Let me buy you drinks. Let me dance with you.”

“Sorry, boys,” she said. “I have a husband back in the States. He would disapprove.”

“Then why isn’t he here with you?”

“He travels for work,” she lied. “He’ll be here in a few weeks.”

“Challenge accepted,” Blond Guy said, arrogant. “I have two weeks to get you to dance with me.”

Erin laughed and pushed him away, her delicate hand looking small against his broad chest.

“I bet you a hundred dollars she dances with me first,” a tall frat boy with long dark hair said. “You don’t have a chance, Kyle.”

Erin looked at Tall Guy but didn’t argue. The look in her eyes told me the dude was right. Erin found this guy much more attractive than blond cocky Kyle. Too bad none of them would win that bet. She might flirt but Erin would never dance with another man.

At last, she’d delayed enough. She checked her phone and acted surprised.

“Dang it,” she said. “You guys will make me miss my lunch reservation. I gotta go.”

They tried to talk her into staying and Kyle even held her hand, but she pulled away and hurried off. I circled around to intercept her, coming in behind and walking to match her pace.

“Popular girl,” I teased.

She kept her eyes forward.

“They wouldn’t shut up.”

“That top drove them crazy.”

She looked down at her tits, surprised how much skin she’d inadvertently revealed.

“Oops.”

She tugged the diamond patches to better cover herself.

“Leave it,” I joked. “I bet your tips were great today.”

“Yes, they were, as a matter of fact. How about you, Ray?”

“Average. I’m thinking of wearing a bikini top tomorrow.”

She snorted a laugh.

“I’m going to swing by my room and grab a hoodie. Will you find a table with an open table close to it? That way I can sit and kind of join you.”

“Good idea. See you soon.”

I slowed down to watch her walk ahead of me. God, what a body. What an ass! I thanked the universe again for the good fortune that brought her to me.


Chapter 2

Sun and sand and ocean breezes always turn Erin on anyway, but a gang of hot frat boys drooling over her is going to light a fire all by itself. Over lunch I told her to meet me by the jetty, and she knew exactly what I meant. I got there ahead of her and found us a good hidden spot. My dick was already tingling with anticipation. I squeezed by cock through my swim trunks.

The sound of laughter made me turn.

Three guys, not the same group as before, played in the warm tropical water, catching waves as they raced to shore, bodysurfing, laughing, and having fun. I watched them for a while, hoping they followed the coast and would be gone by the time Erin got here. The current carried them slowly but now I saw a speck far down the beach toward the resort. Erin, coming my way.

The speck grew larger.

The guys had fallen silent, waiting for the next big wave, just three heads bobbing in the water. Waves came but they rejected them, waiting for something bigger. Erin saw me and untied her bikini top, whipping it off and spinning it over her head like a lasso. What could I do? Yell at her to put it back on? That would draw their attention for sure, and what man would do such a thing other than her husband? Frozen by indecision, I watched her tits sway and bounce. She looked sexy as fuck.

The guys thought so too.

All three caught the same wave and came riding in. When they landed in knee-deep water, they cheered her decision, applauding and encouraging her to take things farther. One guy pushed his swim trunks down and off, swinging them over his head like she had. Then the other two guys did the same. Three naked men, cocks bouncing.

Erin, mortified, stopped, yelped, and covered her tits with her arms. She’d not seen them and was now completely embarrassed. I had to do something, or it would have become obvious she had come out here for the sole purpose of secretly meeting me. That would arouse suspicion. That would connect us in a way that these three guys might remember.

I pushed my shorts down and off, swinging them over my head  and hurrying to join them, laughing and playing along. Erin looked confused for a second, but I trusted her to figure it out. She did, lowering her arms and moving closer. She gave me a knowing look.

“You guys are in my favorite spot,” she called out. “The current coming in around the jetty is so warm. I always come here after work.”

“We just found this spot about an hour ago,” one of the guys said. “Great waves. Hot water.”

We all ogled Erin. She tried to act casual but revealing your breasts to three strangers and your secret husband had to feel weird. I noticed my wife darting her gaze at their bodies, stealing glances at their chests, abs, and cocks. We all started talking, casual conversation about who we were and where we were from and what brought us to Isla Azul. I could tell Erin wanted to crawl into a hole, but this was an adult-only resort. Every beach was swimsuit optional. Nakedness was baked right in and so she forced herself to act casual about everything.

Eventually, a guy with a goatee suggested she join them riding waves. She explained she didn’t know how. The guy with a ponytail told her he’d show her how and took her hand, then handed his trunks to his friend.

“Let’s surf naked,” he said.

“Good idea,” Goatee agreed, handing his trunks over too.

All eyes went to Erin. A little too quickly, in my opinion, she agreed and whipped off her booty shorts. I handed my trunks over too. The remaining friend, the youngest and our bitch boy at the moment, began trudging through the water headed for the shore. He’d drop our gear there and rejoin us.

I felt for Erin, but I was also enjoying our situation. The guys were obviously smitten, stealing long looks at her wherever they could without getting caught, and for good reason because she looked hot as hell. My wife was a babe and that pleased me. No one had touched anyone yet, but body surfing lessons were about to commence, so I stayed alert. Ponytail took her aside and explained the dynamics of wave riding and we all slowly floated out into deeper water. Goatee caught the first one to show her how it was done. Ponytail continued to hold her hand, giving advice, and when the next swell came, he reached under the surface to lift her by her stomach.

“Kick!” he shouted. “Pump your arms. Kick your feet! Swim!”

The swell lifted her and caught, and Ponytail boosted her with an assist and away Erin went, screaming and laughing as the wave carried her towards shore. She rode until the water thinned beneath her and then stood and turned, arms raised in a triumphant V over her head, accentuating the teardrop curves of her fantastic tits. Rivulets ran down her succulent, womanly body, dripping from her vulva into the ocean once more. All four of us froze, struck by the sight of her raging feminine beauty.

“Fucking hell,” Goatee mumbled.

“For real,” Bitch Boy said.

Erin was beaming with joy and pride.

“Did you guys see that?” she called out. “I did it! I rode my first wave! I can’t believe it!”

“Marry me,” Ponytail murmured.

“She’s a vision,” I said, adding my two cents. “An angel.”

She began marching through the water to get to us.

“That was so much fun,” she called out.

She pumped her arms. With each difficult step her strong thighs flexed and her tits wobbled. Fucking gorgeous. She stopped after several steps, suddenly aware that four hungry wolves stared at her.

“What?” she said. Her eyes dropped to Ponytail’s crotch. “Oh.”

I followed her gaze. The water only came up to the man’s knees, gentle swells rising and falling. His cock had begun to engorge while staring at my wife and Erin now had her sights fixed on it, which only made things worse for him.

“Sorry,” he said. “You look amazing.”

“It’s all right,” she said, looking back towards the shore for a second before turning to look at his growing erection again. “I’m flattered.”

Her eyes jumped from man to man and so did mine. I was the only male not growing an erection. Erin bit her bottom lip, trying to look away but pleased with herself for having such an impact.

“Who wants to help me catch the next wave?” she asked meekly.

Ponytail stepped forward before I could raise my voice.

“I’m the surf instructor here,” he joked. “You’re my star pupil.”

“Teacher’s Pet,” Bitch Boy joked.

Ponytail held out his hand and Erin moved close enough to take it. His cock was half-mast now, rising and falling with the surging waters, and she glanced at it often, but he ignored his own erection and hunted for the next wave.

“Don’t worry,” I heard him tell her. “It will go away soon enough.”

“What a shame,” she teased.

Her eyes darted at me. She was playing, of course, taunting me with the tension of the situation. She was surprisingly comfortable nude around strangers but then again, we knew this place was adult only. We swam naked last time we were here years ago. We swam alone but we were naked. This time, her smirking eyes seemed to say, We have new friends.

Truth is, she loved the attention, and, if I’m honest, I loved the attention for her. When we were here last time swimming nude was the easiest way to turn her on. I wouldn’t call her an exhibitionist, not overtly, but in the right setting she can get playful. Like now. Four naked men stared at her with open lust yet remained respectful gentlemen. How could she not enjoy that?

A perfect swell came and Ponytail launched her again. She swam hard, catching the wave and riding almost all the way in. She turned as before and all four of us saw her moving in slow motion: heavy tits bouncing, abs and legs flexing. She looked good. He’d assured her his erection would soon fade but Ponytail was wrong. He got harder. His cock now lifted in a gentle upward curve and Erin stared right at it. The sexual tension was thick in the air, and I was trying to think of a way to get us out of this. I still wanted my blowjob. It was Erin that saved the day.

“All right, guys,” she said as she drew near. “This has been fun, but I’ve got to go. I’m sure I’ll see you around the resort.”

“What’s your name?” Ponytail asked.

“Erin. What are your names?”

“I’m John,” Ponytail said. “The guy with the goatee is Tony. That’s Jeff next to him.”

“I’m Raymond,” I added, pretending not to know her. “But everyone calls me Ray.”

“Nice to meet all of you,” my wife said. “I’ve never skinny-dipped with four men before. This was a blast.”

“You’re really beautiful,” Jeff blurted.

We all chuckled.

“Thank you, Jeff,” Erin replied. “I guess I better get dressed and head back. You guys be safe out here.”

“We will,” John said.

My wife was in no hurry to cover herself, allowing our lingering gazes to crawl over every inch of her. I saw in her eyes how horny we’d made her. I knew the blowjob I was about to get would be epic. We all trudged through the water towards our stack of wet swimsuits. We rinsed the sand off and got dressed.

“Which way are you boys headed?” Erin asked.

John pointed back towards the resort. I pointed away from it, farther down the shore.

“You?” John asked.

“I’m headed the same way as Ray. You boys have a good night.”

We all shook hands and parted company. I kept a stranger’s distance from her, a little more than arm’s length, in case any of them looked back at her ass. They all did. Erin and I walked in silence for a while. Once we were out of earshot, I chuckled.

“That was intense!” Erin croaked. “Fuck me. I’ve never done anything like that. I flashed some drivers out the sunroof of a limo once, but that was back in college. My heart is still racing.”

“I knew this vacation would be huge fun. I can’t believe we just swam naked with three strangers.”

“Me either.”

“I bet you loved the way they looked at you.”

“I ate it up. Jesus. I felt like the hottest woman on the planet.”

“You kind of are.”

“You’re sweet.


Chapter 3

The sun beat down on my back like a physical weight, a heavy, humid blanket that smelled of coconut oil and salt. I sat on the edge of a large boulder, part of the jetty, the rough surface burning hot against my bare ass, but I couldn't feel a thing below my waist. All my sensation, all my focus, was funneled directly into the wet heat of Erin's mouth.

She knelt between my legs, her dark hair a wild, tangled curtain shielding my crotch from the rest of the world. Her hair fell in thick waves over her shoulders, brushing against my inner thighs every time she moved. The contrast was stark: her pale skin, dark locks, big eyes, and the vibrant blue of the ocean stretching out behind her, looked like a goddamn postcard, the kind of paradise people spent their whole lives saving for. Yet, here I was, terrified we were about to get caught. There were simply too many people scattered along the shore. True, none of them were walking this way, but when I first envisioned this blowjob, I expected we’d be completely alone.

"Erin," I hissed, my voice cracking as I grabbed a handful of her hair. Not to pull her off, but to anchor myself. "Baby, someone is going to see."

She pulled back just enough to let my cock slide out of her mouth with a loud, wet pop. A string of saliva connected her lower lip to my head, glistening in the bright sunlight. She looked up at me, her eyes dark and mischievous, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Relax, Ray," she whispered, stroking me with a slow, twisting motion that made my hips jerk involuntarily. "We’re way down the beach. Those guys are long gone and nobody else ever walks this far away from the resort. Let me suck you off. I’m horny."

She was probably right, but I worried she wasn’t thinking clearly. If we got caught, we forfeited all our wages, but we also lost our room and board. We’d be on a plane headed home by midnight deep in debt. I wasn’t ready to leave this paradise. She didn't have the same paranoia gene as me. To her, this was a spontaneous, romantic tryst and the perfect response to skinny-dipping with three hot guys. To me, it was a threat to our vacation. But, God help me, I wasn't stopping her. The thrill of it, the sheer adrenaline of the risk, was mixing with the physical pleasure to create a heady cocktail that was making me lightheaded.

I scanned up and down the beach again. A lone seagull dove into the surf. A sailboat bobbed lazily way out on the horizon. No lifeguards. No police. Just endless, open water and the rhythmic sound of the waves rushing up the shore.

"Fine," I exhaled, leaning back on my hands, digging my heels into the sand. "Suck it. Try to give me a heart attack."

Erin grinned, that wicked little smile that always got me into trouble, and dove back down. She didn't tease this time. She took me deep, her throat opening to accommodate me, and the sensation was electric. The heat of the sun was nothing compared to the heat of her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the tip, tracing the ridge, and then plunged back down, taking me to the hilt.

I groaned, throwing my head back. The sun was blinding even through my eyelids. I could hear the distant laughter of someone inland or perhaps playing somewhere far down the beach, their voices carried by the wind. My heart hammered against my ribs. If the night has a thousand eyes, as the saying goes, how many more eyes does the day have? What if some random tourist decided to go for a long stroll?

Erin picked up the pace. She was bobbing now, her hair flying back and forth, creating a private little tent of pleasure. One of her hands came up to cup my balls, rolling them gently in her palm, while the other gripped the base of my shaft, squeezing in time with her sucks.

"Fuck, Erin," I gasped, my fingers tightening in her hair. "Your mouth feels so good. You're so damn good at this."

She loved it when I talked dirty, loved knowing she was the one making me lose control. She hummed around me, the vibration traveling straight up my spine and making my toes curl. I could feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, that familiar, tightening coil that meant I wasn't going to last much longer.

“You need cock because those frat boys turned you on,” I said, searching for a button to excite her more than a cock in her mouth. “I saw you staring at their dicks. You made John hard. I bet you liked that.”

She nodded as she sucked, her moan meaning a yes.

“I get it,” I continued, brushing her hair back so I could see her lips stretched around me. “Naked and playing in the water with four hot girls would definitely be fun. I don’t blame you for flirting. Truth is, I liked how they looked at you too. I was proud you were secretly my wife.”

She rubbed her tongue under the tip of my head, and I had to stop talking to groan. I caught my breath and continued.

“You can have any man you want and you pick me. I love it when you make guys stop and stare. I know you love it too.”

She opened wide and eased her mouth all the way down. I watched her lips merge with my pubic hair, then expand slightly as she took even more, her lips spreading as she engulfed every inch. I groaned again.

“I’m surprised they didn’t try to touch you,” I rasped. “I would have tried to touch you if it was me. You are too hot to just let you walk away.”

She pulled her mouth off my cock and looked up at me.

“Who said John didn’t touch me?” she asked, bashfully.

She slipped me into her mouth again before I could speak and then robbed me of the ability to speak. She chuckled around my cock.

“Did he?” I managed after a moment. “Did he touch you?”

She sucked for several heartbeats and then nodded, never breaking her pace. The suction was intense.

“When?” I asked. “How? Was it when his hands were underwater and he was helping you catch a wave?”

She hesitated but then nodded and kept sucking. Her hand continued the twisting motion as she stroked.

“I bet he touched your breasts. They looked so good all wet like that. Did he? Did her caress your tits?”

She nodded as she sucked.

“More than that?” I asked, growing alarmed. “Of course more than that. If I got away with that of course I’d try for more. He touched your pussy too, right?” I didn’t wait for an answer. I already knew the truth. “He caressed your little pussy and pushed his finger into you. I would have. He fingered you as you both stood there right in front of us, waiting for the perfect wave. He caressed your gorgeous tits and fingered your tight pussy. Am I right?”

I looked down at her. The sight was obscene and perfect. Her lips were stretched tight around me, red and swollen. Her cheeks were hollowed out with the suction. She looked like a porn star, my own personal angel of sin, right here on a beach in the middle of the afternoon. She slid her mouth to the head and opened only wide enough to answer.

“Yes,” she slurred, her tongue painting a swath up my hard cock. “Yes, to everything. It was extra hot because my loving husband was right there and we had to act like we didn’t know each other. I planned on telling you, but I needed your dick first. Now you know. Maybe you should fuck me as punishment, although I don’t think I did anything wrong. He touched me. I didn’t touch him.”

She stuffed me in again, bobbing fast and sucking hard. Adrenaline surged, making my cock harder than ever. I recognized John as a threat now, but something else was happening too. John’s desire for my wife made her more desirable in my eyes as well. You clutch what someone is trying to steal. Erin tugged my balls and brought her hand to her lips, timing her strokes to match her mouth up and down.

"I'm close," I warned her, voice strained. "Erin, I'm gonna cum."

She didn't stop. She just went deeper, harder, her hand pumping me frantically as she sucked. The risk, the fear, the beauty of her: it was all too much. My balls tightened and I felt the rush start.

"Jesus!" I shouted, not caring who heard anymore.

I exploded in her mouth, my hips bucking off the rock. She stayed with me, swallowing it down, vacuuming it out, her throat working as she took every drop. The pleasure ripped through me, sharp and intense, leaving me breathless and quaking.


Chapter 4

When I finally came back down, slumping backward on my elbows, Erin pulled away, licking her lips clean. She sat back on her heels, looking incredibly pleased with herself, her hair a mess and her eyes bright.

"See?" she said, wiping a smudge of semen from her chin. "Nobody saw. You worry too much."

I let out a long, shaky laugh and collapsed onto the sand, staring up at the cloudless blue sky. My heart was still racing, but for the first time in twenty minutes, it wasn't just from fear.

“That was amazing,” I muttered.

I closed my eyes. Moments later, a shadow passed over my face. I opened my eyes to see Erin’s sweet little pussy descending. She’d slipped off her booty shorts, straddled my head, legs wide, feet far apart, and now lowered her cunt to my mouth.

“Now do me,” she breathed.

Her head fell back as I trailed kisses up her inner thigh. I took my time. I was in no rush. We had nowhere to be, the beach was empty, and the air smelled like salt water and warmth. My limp penis, properly drained, hung between my legs. I felt the heat radiating from her slit before she even got close. When I finally reached the peak of her thighs, I paused, breathing her in. She smelled musky and spicy, a scent that always drove me fucking crazy.

I didn't tease her for long. I knew she was already worked up. Her hips rocked back and forth as if she were seeking my mouth and was unsure how much lower she needed to go. I stuck my tongue out and grazed her slit as she passed. She gasped and sank. I flattened my tongue and dragged it slowly through her folds, from bottom to top, tasting her.

"Fuck," she gasped, her hand coming down to tangle in my hair.

I smiled against her skin and did it again, slower this time. I lapped at her like she was melting ice cream, savoring the taste. She was wet already, slick and hot, and I groaned at the flavor of her. I spread her open with my thumbs, exposing the hard, sensitive bud of her clit. It was flushed and swollen, begging for attention. I zeroed in, circling it with the tip of my tongue, light, teasing flicks that made her thighs tremble on either side of my head.

"Ray," she whined, her grip tightening in my hair, pulling me closer. "Please. Don't tease me. I need it."

I loved it when she got demanding. It stroked my ego in ways I couldn't even explain. I stopped the gentle teasing and sealed my lips around her clit, sucking hard. She cried out, her back arching and her hips bucking. I held her down, my hands gripping her hips to keep her steady, and went to work. I alternated between sucking and flicking my tongue rapidly against the bundle of nerves, listening to the sounds she made. They were raw, unfiltered noises of pleasure that carried over the sound of the waves. I pulled my mouth away.

“This is the pussy he touched,” I murmured, and felt her stiffen with shock, worried where I might be going with this. “John had his fingers in you. I bet that felt good. I bet that excited you.”

“It did,” she admitted with a groan.

“I can tell. You’re soaked and I know that’s not all from sucking my dick. Did you think about sucking his?”

I don’t know why I went in that direction. I was just hunting for arousal and that seemed like a good place to look. Her gasp made me consider what I’d actually asked. I needed a quick follow-up, but she responded before I could think of one.

“Yeah,” she moaned. “His cock was pretty. He was pretty. I thought about sucking it.”

She ground her cunt into my mouth, and I wondered if that was partially to shut me up. I pulled my mouth away.

“That woold have been a good way to convince him we don’t know each other,” I said. “Maybe you should have.”

She gasped again, much louder, revealing she had arrived at a similar thought back at the time. The logical part of my mind filled away the idea: if we ever needed to convince someone that Erin and I were not a couple, having her suck some dick would work perfectly. I found myself mentally recoiling from that purely robotic analytical conclusion, but there was no denying the truth of it. I hoped our stay never produced such a situation.

I slid two fingers inside her, curling them up and back to find that spot that made her see stars. She was tight, gripping me like a vise, and she was soaked, proof our dirty talk was getting to her in a big way. I pumped in and out in rhythm with my tongue, fucking her with my hand while I devoured her with my mouth.

"Oh, God, yeah Baby," she moaned, her head back and her jaw slack. "Right there. Don't stop. Just like that."

I could feel her getting closer. Her muscles were tightening, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. I doubled down, sucking harder on her clit and stroking that sensitive spot inside faster. The sand was rough against my shoulders and back, but I didn't care. I could eat her sweet cunt for hours. She was getting closer and I wanted to make it epic.

“He’ll ask you out,” I murmured between licks. “If he sees you around the resort. He will. I think you should accept.”

She groaned from deep in her chest.

“Maybe he’ll show you his pretty cock again.” I wanted her to cum hard. “Maybe you’ll suck it after your date with him.”

I planted my mouth on her and attacked.

"I'm gonna cum!" she warned, her voice rising an octave. "Baby, I'm gonna cum!"

I didn't let up. I hummed against her, sending vibrations through her clit, and pushed my fingers deeper.

She shattered. Her whole body locked up, her thighs clamped tight around my head, trapping me against her as she rode out the tsunami. I kept licking her through it, prolonging her pleasure, drinking her down as she pulsed around my fingers and her cunt squeezed my tongue.  Her orgasmic screech echoed across the beach and out to sea. I was relentless, keeping her bouncing around among the stars. I used every trick I knew she liked and invented a few new ones.

When she finally collapsed, boneless and panting, I pulled my fingers free and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. I crawled up her body, my weight settled between her legs. I laced my fingers to make a table for my chin. I looked at her face. She was flushed, her chest heaving, her dark hair plastered to her forehead with sweat. She opened her eyes and looked at me, a satisfied, dopey smile spreading across her face.

"Holy shit, Ray," she breathed. "You're really good at that."

I grinned and leaned down to kiss her belly, then moved higher, letting her taste herself on my lips.

"I do try," I whispered against her mouth. "But I think the tropical setting helped. You have a thing for sun and sand."

“The dirty talk is what helped,” she mumbled. “That was fucking hot., Baby. You were bold.”

I kissed her chin and reached higher to kiss her eyelids.

“Do you honestly believe I could have any guy I wanted?” she asked. “Is that what you think?”

I made a small shrug.

“Yeah. You’re a world-class beauty.”

She seemed to chew on that for a second.

“What would that do to our relationship?” she asked. “Wouldn’t it drive you crazy with jealousy?”

I was confused. Then I understood. I chuckled.

“Baby,” I began. “When I say that, I’m not saying you can have sex with any guy you want. I’m just saying with your good looks, there is no man on Earth out of your league.”

Her eyes went wide. She started laughing.

“Oh, my God,” she said. “I feel so stupid. I get it now.” she laughed again. “I thought you had given me your blessing to have any guy I wanted. Duh. I’m so stupid.”

I kissed her stomach. My mind raced. She had just orgasmed harder than I’d ever seen her, all while believing I’d given her approval to fuck other men. We’d never ever discussed anything like that. I’d never even asked what her fantasies were. But right now, I felt like I might know the answer. Given what had happened with John, I knew I was right.


Chapter 5

This new insight nibbled at the edges of my mind. I always like it when men show they want her. Now I could add to that the knowledge that she sometimes also wants other men. It was no great revelation. She’s human. Of course she sometimes sees other attractive men. Now I knew she sometimes thinks about fucking those men. It’s just that I’ve never considered that thought before. I’ve never had that thought right in front of me. I’ve kept myself blissfully ignorant.

Sleeping in separate rooms was going to be especially difficult tonight. I wanted her and I wanted her badly. After our mutual oral sessions I thought I’d have time to recover and then I’d fuck her brains out, but when we got back to the resort, we discovered management had called a mandatory staff meeting. All of us gathered to hear them reiterate the rules and warn us again about double-booking kiosks. Mister Diego Rosales, hotel manager and merciless badass, shared a story about a family years ago that had come in and covertly taken over every hut, funneling all that money to themselves and colluding to raise prices. They also warned about a drug gang seen in the area and to be on the lookout for pickpockets working the beach and pools. After that a girl who Erin had befriended dragged her away to talk. I never saw my wife again all night. I retired to my single-sleeper unit and masturbated, cumming surprisingly hard. I sent her texts, but she must have still been out with her friend.

My penis began to rise again half an hour later.

I was reading a book, nonfiction, and felt it stir. I looked at my lap in disbelief, opening my bathrobe to watch in amazement as, completely untouched and unprovoked, my penis filled and rose. In minutes it stood up from my crotch like a meercat, surveying the savannah.

“What’s your plan, Big Boy?” I asked my dick. “She’s not here.”

If ever someone needed proof we humans have a subconscious, this was it. Clearly, there was something going on inside my head that I knew nothing about, something hot and sexy. What was it? What was I thinking on some deep level that caused a spontaneous erection? I couldn’t begin to figure it out, so I went back to my book. I tried to anyway. A throbbing dick will distract you from everything. I wondered if I could jack off again and I set my book aside. I closed my eyes, picturing nude Erin standing in knee deep water, rivulets running down her tits, dripping from her pussy and grabbed my penis, stroking slowly. My mind jumped to John helping her catch a wave, his hands underwater, supporting her, I thought at the time, but now knowing he was grabbing all the feels he could. No wonder his dick got fully erect. Erin never told him no. My wife never told him no because she wanted his hands on her.

My balls tightened.

Okay. So that’s what was going on inside my head. Perhaps I felt the need to compete with John for the right to breed Erin. Two cavemen, doing battle. No. That wasn’t exactly it. This was more primitive. More like my sperm wanted to compete with John’s sperm for the right to conception. I laughed. Humans are so simple at their root. I checked my phone for a reply and to check the time. It wasn’t so late. I decided maybe I needed a drink before bed and threw some clothes on. A shot of whiskey sounded good.


Chapter 6

I found a stool at the Sandpiper Bar and ordered my drink. I was halfway through when my wandering eyes saw Erin, dressed to kill and seated at a table with Mister Rosales. He wore the same suit he had on for the meeting, but Erin had changed into a lavender, off-the-shoulder dress that was barely long enough to cover her ass. She laughed at something he said, and he gently patted her hand. Dirty dishes told me they’d been there long enough to order a meal and eat it, and an empty wine bottle told me they’d had a few drinks too. I was starting to understand why she hadn’t answered my text. That dress had no pockets and I saw no purse. Rather than risk getting a message from me while she was out with him, she’d left her phone back in her single-sleeper unit.

I looked at Rosales in a whole new light. The man was maybe fifty, with jet black hair and mustache he probably dyed. He’d spent a lot on that suit, and I guess some would call him handsome. I’d seen him around talking to other women, always the younger and attractive ones, and apparently now he’d set his sights on my wife, unaware she is my wife. I sat and watched the man work. He was good, Fucking Latin Lover. He charmed her and listened closely to everything she had to say and touched her hand often and from her body language I could tell he was getting through. That tight lavender dress was stunning. Her tits looked amazing.

You can have any man you want, I’d told her, and she’d taken that to mean she was free to fuck any man she wanted. I’d laughed at the misunderstanding at the time, but now I wondered: why did she interpret what I said in that way? I knew the answer, but I did not want to face the answer.

Because she hoped that’s what it meant. Because she wanted it to mean that. Because she wanted to fuck other men.

There, I faced it.

Erin is young and gorgeous and her body is unstoppable. She loves me but she’s not blind. She gets hit on constantly. She must have some natural curiosity. Rosales is older, kind of wealthy, handsome, sophisticated, charming, and, at the moment, holds our fate in his hands. It’s a good tactical move on her part to accept the offer of a date.

But, how far will she go? I playfully told her to suck John on her imaginary date with him. What if she thought the same suggestion applied to any date? What if she thought the same suggestion applied to Diego?

I ordered another drink to kill time. I sat and watched until they finished and he took her elbow to walk her out. I trailed behind as they strolled the boardwalk and then gasped a little as he guided her towards his beach-side cottage. He opened the door and ushered her inside. My wife hesitated only a moment before entering his place. I glanced around to make sure I was alone and then circled his small house, watching as the lights came on. Erin sat in the middle of a strange sofa curved for several pieces of driftwood. Rosales spoke briefly and then left the room. Erin looked a little nervous but not scared. She dried her palms on the couch cushions.

Her head snapped up at a sound she heard, probably him speaking, and I moved to get a better angle to see through the window. Rosales had changed into a bathrobe but left it open all the way down the front, and now leaned casually against the wall. I saw a hairy chest and stomach and then below, a bigger than average cock hanging down. My gaze darted to Erin. She was on her feet now, pointing and talking fast, clearly upset. Rosales seemed to be apologizing but made no move to cover himself. He pulled a heavy chair around and flopped into it. His robe opened wider. He was in great shape for an older dude, but his cock was totally distracting. The head hung off the front of the chair. Erin was still standing but seemed to have calmed down a lot. I wondered what he was saying to her.

Whatever it was, it worked. My wife took her seat on the sofa, and they began a normal conversation, his cock hanging in her face. I watched her closely, noting how many goddamn times she looked at it.

I got comfortable. No way was I going anywhere. I stood in the deep shadows and watched my wife talk with this man until, finally, he stood and offered her a hand. My heart skipped a beat when she accepted but it was only to get on her feet. He kissed the back of her hand and walked her to his front door. My wife nodded her head several times. He bid her good night and Erin exited his place. I watched for a moment, giving her time to get away, and after a few steps she stopped and bent over, hands on knees. Was she hyperventilating? I waited until she started walking again and then I cut between hedges and came up beside her.

“Boo.”

“Jesus Christ!” she snarled, spinning.

She recognized it was me and jumped into my arms.

“What a night,” she whined. “I’m so happy to see you.”

We realized we were blowing our cover and quickly parted, putting an appropriate distance between us. We started walking.

“I was at the Sandpiper,” I said. “I caught the end of your date.”

“That was the mild part,” she said. “You should have seen what happened next at his place.”

“I did. I was outside looking in.”

“He just walked out like that. I did nothing wrong.”

“I know.”

“He wants sex with me.”

“He can get in line.”

“Be serious. I’m traumatized.”

“What did he say?” I asked.

“That I’m the sexiest and most attractive woman this place has seen in a long, long time.”

“Probably true.”

“Thanks, but stop joking about it. What do I do? I mean, obviously I tell him no but then what? The man can seriously fuck with our lives right now. We invested a lot to secure those kiosks. I won’t do it but if he decides to destroy me, we’ll walk away in a deep financial hole.”

“String him along?”

“I’m already doing that. He wanted an answer, but I said I had to think about it. He saw my wedding ring but didn’t care. I used the same excuse, that my husband travels for work. I came here on my own. He wants an answer.”

“What are your feelings about the man?”

“What do you mean, Raymond?”

“I mean I need to know where you stand on him. Is he gross? Is he a disgusting pig you’d never touch in a million years? Or is he sexy? Would you fuck him if you were single?”

“What difference does that make? I’m married.”

“Because stringing him along can take many stages. You can play this game well. Remember how long you made me wait after we first met? We have almost three months ahead of us. We either find another girl to distract him or give him a handjob in a couple weeks.”

“Raymond!”

“I’m just saying. It’s a game we might need to play. You’re a master at it, if memory serves.”

“A handjob next month, a blowjob the month after that?”

“Hopefully it will never get to that point. So. What are your feelings about the man?”

She pursed her lips.

“He’s sexy,” she said at last.

“Go on.”

“If I was single, I’d fuck him for sure. He’s got that Spanish accent, you know. Melts me. His eyes are dark and deep and he’s actually quite brilliant.”

“That dick was impressive.”

“You saw that, hm?”

“Yes. I noticed you looking at it too.”

“How could I not? He stuck it in my face. Nice cock. That’s probably when I decided I would fuck him.”

She laughed and I did too.

“Well,” I said. “Good to know. As I mentioned, hopefully we will never get to that point.”

We stopped walking to gaze up at the moon.

“If anyone saw us right now,” she said. “They’d think we were on a date. Maybe that’s a good thing.”

“True. I’ll start a rumor. Just in case someone does see us together. Although we should minimize contact.”

“Sadly, I agree. I really wish I could kiss you right now.”

I chuckled.

“I really wish I could take you to my bed and fuck your brains out.”

“That works too.”

She took a few steps and turned.

“Good night,” she said.

“Good night, Erin.”

I watched her walk away. That dress made her ass look fantastic.

I wondered if we should just take our hit and walk away from this place. It seemed like the walls were closing in, like we may be discovered any day. If Diego was going to trade sexual attention for turning a blind eye, I would have to ask myself, was it worth it? I pondered, but then I realized I was asking the wrong question. The real question, the one I was working so hard not to think about, was why am I, and Erin too, even considering this? For most couples physical contact was a line they simply would not cross. The fact that Erin and I were kicking it around like a viable option, unpleasant perhaps but something to consider, told me we already had a very different take on it.

Erin reached a bend in the path and vanished from my sight.

I loved showing her off. Was it really such a stretch to go from allowing the men to look, to allowing the men to touch? When I learned John had touched her under the water, I’d been more interested in her reaction than revenge against him. The truth, I was now beginning to understand, is that the idea of men touching her turned me on a little. Turn me on because I knew it turned her on. I chuckled. If men touching her a little was a little exciting, would men touching her a lot be a lot exciting? I filed that thought away for now.


Chapter 7

The next day on the beach she wore a new bikini top even smaller than the first. Full breasts bulged all the way around the tiny triangles. Her bottoms were booty shorts again but a pair I’d never seen her wear before. These were cut high on her butt cheeks, like Daisy Dukes, only made from the thinnest material I’ve ever seen. She’d learned how to boost her tips in only a day. A small crowd of guys, some younger and some older, had gathered around her booth, suddenly thirsty for cold beer. They’d make their purchase and then hang around, trying to get a better look at her. She never stopped smiling. The attention thrilled her and made her happy.

Just before noon Diego Rosales and another man walked onto the beach, making impromptu inspections. Diego wore trunks to his knees and a polo shirt and sandals, but his companion wore an expensive looking black suit, unbearable in this heat and humidity. Sand poured over the sides of his dress shoes. What the hell was he doing on the beach? The pair walked along slowly as Diego explained how things worked. The man looked menacing to me. They soon arrived at Erin’s kiosk and Diego ordered a bottle of cold beer for each. The crowd, sensing the mood had changed, dispersed. The men sipped their beer and chatted with Erin. Suit took off his loafers and tapped the sand out and Erin pointed at the kiosk nearby that sold sandals. Diego was talking when Suit Man placed his hand over Erins. My wife did not pull away. Diego boldly reached over the counter to adjust the strings of Erin’s bikini top, even moving the small triangle to the brink of her areolas. Then he moved them a quarter inch more, exposing the curved, darker brown edge. He gave her some advice about how that would help sell more bottles. Erin stared at her almost exposed nipples and then grinned. Twin points rose, poking the thin fabric. Did she like his bold move? Did his knuckle drag across her sensitive skin? Or was she simply turned on by what he’d done putting his hands on her?

I looked at her expression and decided it was the latter.

Diego had us in a tough spot. I presumed he had every person running a kiosk on his beach in a tough spot. He’d arranged things with all of us to make sure he held all the power. I never saw it coming. Diego seemed to ask Erin a question, and she turned to count her remaining stock and share that number with our boss. He told her to close up and come with him and his friend. My heart skipped. I was stuck here for another two hours. Erin smiled and thanked the man and quickly lowered the awning and folded the shutters. She locked them, managing a sideways glance at me that seemed to say, What can I do? and then the three of them walked away together.

Those were the longest two hours of my life.

This vacation was not going the way we’d planned.

When the last customer brought back their board, I flew around my kiosk, closing and locking. I couldn’t send her a text to find out where she was, so I meandered all over the resort property, eyes wide. Like an idiot, I saved the Rosales cottage for last. Why would they head back there in the middle of the day? I couldn’t see inside because of the bright sunshine outside, but I did discover a view of his fenced back yard if I stepped out onto the second-floor fire escape on the main building. I peered over that ivy-covered wall below and gasped. Diego and Erin sunbathed nude!

Erin was lying on one of the lounge chairs, her dark hair spread out like a spill of ink against the white cushion. She looked incredible. The sun was kissing her skin, turning it into a deep, golden bronze. Diego lay on his lounge chair next to her and they both sipped tall, cool drinks and chatted about who knows what, all while completely naked. Her body glistened with sweat and so did his. The hot sunlight had produced some swelling in his cock and that lazy python now lay draped over his thigh.

The stone patio was a shimmering heat mirage, but up here on the balcony, the breeze was just enough to keep me from breaking a sweat. I leaned against the railing, the cool metal biting into my forearms, and looked down at the scene playing out below. She was a goddess down there, legs slightly spread as she soaked up the rays, looking every bit like the trophy wife she was.

Beneath his scruffy hair Diego’s chest and stomach glistened with a sheen of sweat, his muscles fairly well defined as he adjusted his cushion. Erin spoke without opening her eyes and Diego lifted his cock and wiggled it. He thumped it side to side on his thighs, like a windshield wiper, and then slapped it hard against his stomach. I wondered what she’d said to make him do all that. He laughed and said a few things and she laughed too. Then she rubbed her hands up her stomach and over her fine, well-oiled tits.

I watched, my breath hitching in my throat, as my wife sat up and pulled a long draught on her straw, and then simply reached for his cock. She didn’t say a word. She didn’t have to. She knew Diego wanted her to touch him and so she did. I instantly told myself she played our game, but watching her delicate fingers curl around that soft, bulky shaft knocked the wind out of me. Diego didn’t hesitate. He got to his feet and towered over her, limp cock dangling before her face, his legs bracketing her knees.

Erin went to work.

She stared at his hanging meat, seeming to marvel at the size and shape. A strange excitement bubbled up inside me, like I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, yet at the same time what I was seeing was incredibly hot. My mind fluctuated between a hot naked girl touching a big cock and holy Christ, that’s my wife touching another cock. My mind was bouncing all over the place.

Eventually, after examining him from every angle, she smiled and lifted the head on her palm. She closed her fingers around the bulbous helmet and tugged gently, sliding him through her fingers. She did it again. He caressed her dark hair like she was a cat. She looked up at him and they exchanged a few words. I tried to swallow and failed. She turned her hand to circle the shaft and slid down to the base, her fingers looking pale and delicate against his darker skin. She held him upright, perhaps imagining what he will look like once he’s erect, and then lifted his balls with her free hand.

I desperately wished I could hear what she said to him. She released his cock and leaned back on her hands as if to get a better look at the thing. He impatiently took over, stroking his length with one hand while resting the other on his hip. Their conversation continued as he began to stiffen.

Once he stuck out from his hips like a spear, he let go and invited her closer with a gesture. My wife folded her hands in her lap and leaned forward. She locked eyes with the man and opened her mouth wide, easing his cock in. She kept her lips pulled back as she moved her head around, taking him to the back of her throat, and then closed her lips in a tight seal around the tube. Her cheeks dimpled. She closed her eyes as if savoring the feel of him in there, and I wondered if she’d been wanting to suck on it since the first moment she saw it. Her expression certainly looked that way. She scooted her butt to the edge of her lounge chair and wrapped both hands around his length, stacked, one next to the other. She pulled hard with both, dragging loose skin towards her lips. Diego’s head fell back. His hands went to her head.

I felt a jolt of electricity shoot straight to my groin. From this angle, I saw everything. I could see the way her lips stretched around him, the way her tongue flicked out to swirl around the head before she took him deeper. She was moaning around him, low vibrations that I heard faintly from up here. She took him deep and sucked hard, and then deeper, until her nose buried itself in the coarse hair at the base of his shaft. Her mouth stretched obscenely around his fat dick. Diego tangled his hands in her dark hair, holding her there with his long cock filling her throat. I gasped at the sight. Jesus. Erin offered no resistance whatsoever, like she enjoyed feeling him throb. My wife placed her hands on his hairy thighs. Diego moaned and I realized she must be working his inches with the muscles in her throat, probably swallowing over and over, massaging all along his length.

Finally, he pulled his hips away slowly. He was stiffer now, growing erect fast. She slapped his meat upright against his belly and feasted on his big balls, plastering his hanging nuts with her tongue. Her hands stroked his dick until the man was hard as glass and curving towards the open sky. He steered her head, craving her mouth again, and began to fuck her face, his hips moving in shallow thrusts. Erin took all she could. He was too thick and stiff for her to take everything again, so she worked the head and as many inches as she could.

She loved this. I saw it plainly in her face and body. She loved being used like this, loved the feeling of a hard cock filling her mouth, and the sight of her servicing this man with such eager, sloppy enthusiasm, was the hottest thing I had ever seen. I did not understand myself. How could I think that at a time like this?

She pulled back for a second, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lower lip to the tip of his dick. She looked up at him with heavy-lidded eyes, her mascara smudged, her face flushed. She looked wrecked, and she looked beautiful. Then she dove back in, sucking him with renewed vigor, her head bobbing up and down, her cheeks hollowing out from the suction.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My cock strained against my jeans, hard as a rock, and I had to adjust myself, the folds of denim almost painful.

Will he fuck her? I wondered. Why isn’t he trying to fuck her? I would.

I watched the muscles in Diego’s thighs tense up, watched his grip on her hair tighten. He was getting close. Erin felt it too. She doubled down, her hands pumping his shaft in time with her mouth, fast, working him toward the edge.

With a guttural groan, Diego orgasmed. He buried himself in her mouth, spewing hot sperm, and I watched Erin’s throat work as she swallowed him down, taking every gush he had to give. The man trembled and seemed to spasm, almost falling, and she kept pumping and sucking. God! I knew exactly what he felt at that moment. She continued to suck, gently now, milking him as his climax trailed away. When he stopped moving, his cock still resting in her mouth, he stood motionless except for his heaving chest. His hands left her head to land atop his own and still my wife held his shrinking cock in her willing mouth. They stayed like that for long minutes.

Eventually, Erin sat back on her lounge, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and smiled up at the man. He was dazed. He staggered backward a step and flopped onto his lounge chair, feeling euphoric and dizzy. He covered his face with his hands. Erin picked up his spongy cock with two fingers and kissed the tip, then draped his meat between his legs on the cushion. She gazed at it like it was a four-carat diamond ring.

She spoke to him and he raised a weak hand to wave and my wife got to her feet and slipped her clothes on. She kissed his forehead, but he seemed to be asleep already. She let herself out.


Chapter 8

I flew down the fire escape stairs. I followed her through the manicured grounds, watching her ass sway and thinking about all that semen she carried in her belly. Why did that make her seem even sexier? I told myself she did what she did because she had to, and I would get the full explanation soon enough, but for now I watched her strut and saw her in a whole new light. Oddly, my strongest emotion was the runaway desire to fuck her mouth and shoot down her throat, just like he had. I had no idea what tortured part of my mind that need sprang from, but my balls ached with want.

When she was far enough from his place, she pulled out her phone and hastily typed a text. My phone vibrated. I read her message:

Ohmygodohmygodohmygod! Baby! I just sucked his dick!

How does a husband answer a message like that? I was relieved she made no effort to hide anything, confessing the instant she could. I also felt relief that she knew she could trust me with a message like that. That she could speak the truth, and I would hear her despite my own feelings, whatever they might be.

While I’m on that subject, what are my feelings?

I was telling myself she only did it because she had to, but that opened the door to incredible lust. I was desperate to fuck her. I’d been desperate to fuck her for a few days now. First the skinny-dipping in the ocean with three other men, then spying on her at Diego’s place at night, and now this. I’d witnessed actual hot sex, sex hotter than any porn video I’d ever seen. I was over stimulated and way under satisfied.

I realized she must be feeling the same. We’d pleased each other orally, but a lot had happened since then.

Turn around, I typed and sent.

She stopped abruptly and spun, racing into my arms, risking exposure. I hugged her and pulled her off the path and out of sight behind some trees. I tried to kiss her out of habit, but she whipped her head around, avoiding my lips. She placed her palm over my mouth.

“You don’t want to do that,” she hissed. “I just swallowed about a quart of semen. I need to brush my teeth.”

She watched me closely for my reaction.

“I saw everything,” I admitted. “I was on the second-floor balcony overlooking his backyard.”

Her face turned to panic. She looked mortified. She looked ready to burst into tears. I quickly pulled her close and planted a passionate kiss on her mouth, risking everything. She melted into it. With one move I showed her all was well, and that I didn’t care about what she’d done. Her arms circled my waist.

“What do you mean you were on the balcony?” she mumbled.

“His cottage is below the main building. I discovered I could see into his back yard, so I watched. I watched you guys sunbathe naked and then I watched you suck his cock.”

“Why are you so calm? I’d be freaking out.”

“Because I trust you. I know you wouldn’t do that unless you had to. Plus, once I realized you were doing it for us, I could see how sexy you looked. I mean, you were hotter than a porn star, Baby, and I mean that in the most complimentary way possible.”

”I did have to do it. When he stopped by my kiosk he said he’d heard a rumor that one of the women was secretly working the kiosks with her husband, and he suspected it was me. I told him he was wrong, my husband is a thousand miles away. We argued. I asked what I could do to convince him and he said a blowjob would do it and then invited me to spend the rest of the afternoon lying in the sun with him. I knew he was just trying to get naked in front of me again, but I went anyway. I did it so he’d focus his attention on one of the other girls.”

I watched her speak and listened to her words and I knew everything she said was true, but I remembered how she’d sat up and initiated the act. He forced her to do nothing. His accusation was weak and he probably used it every season on a new girl. He’d learned all he had to do was sunbathe naked next to them and his big slumbering cock would cast a magic spell. The girls would give in. Lucky us, he’d picked my girl as his target this year.

We heard voices approaching.

“Better separate,” I said. “We can’t be seen together too often.”

“Okay. Yeah. You’re right. You know I only did it because I had to.”

“I know, Baby.”

Our eyes met. We risked a quick kiss and then she started to go one way while I went the other. She had to do what she did, technically, I understood that, but I now knew for certain she also wanted to.

“One last thing,” I asked.

She stopped and turned.

“Who was the suit with him on the beach?”

“Angel Cruz. He’s a multimillionaire. Majority holder in the resort.”

“Why was he on the beach with Diego?”

She hesitated and alarms sounded in my head. A look behind her eyes said she was hiding something big.

“I have to go on a date with him tonight.”

That sentence landed like a hit on the jaw. The way she said the word, date, carried a truckload of meaning. Understanding flashed through me. Erin was expected to give Mister Cruz at least the same service she’d provided Diego. At least. Adrenaline and ice water mixed in my veins. She was hoping I understood. She hoped I’d get it, and she wouldn’t have to explain, she wouldn’t have to tell me how she was on her way to fuck another man.

“A date?” I mumbled. “Date.”

She hung her head, staring at the ground.

“I don’t know what I should or shouldn’t tell you,” she said. “I’m in a tough spot, Baby. Do I protect your feelings or tell you the harsh truth, knowing there’s nothing we can do about it? I’m thinking it’s kinder to keep my mouth shut. Why burden you for no reason? I’ll just do what I have to do to get us through all this, and then we’ll sort it all out later.”

I studied every inch of her. She was conflicted, yes, but a big part of her was excited by the prospect. She shuffled her feet, unable to meet my eyes. She was actually eager to get to the man.

“Is Angel handsome?” I asked.

Her eyes came up.

“Why would you ask that?”

“I’m hoping it’s as emotionally painless for you as possible. Is he?”

“Yes.”

There was more. She was holding back. I remembered how she’d reached for Diego’s slumbering cock under the hot sun. He’d said something to her, and she’d said something back and then he’d played with his dick just before she sat up and grabbed him.

“Okay,” I said, understanding, finally. “I get it now. You made a comment about the size of Diego’s dick, and he mentioned Angel is hung too. That’s why you’re in a hurry to get to him. He’s rich, sexy, handsome, and hung, and you must fuck him to keep us safe.”

Her eyes came up, surprised at how I’d pieced all that together on remarkably few clues.

“Impressive, right?” I asked.

“Don’t be mad.”

“I’m not mad. We got ourselves into this mess and you’re getting us out. I should be grateful. I’m happy for you that Angel isn’t four feet tall and three-hundred pounds.”

She snorted a laugh.

“Go,” I said. “Go ahead. Save us. Save us from ourselves. Just know that whatever you do with Angel I’m going to do ten-fold to you. I’m not so petty that I want you to hate your time with him, but I’m not so selfless that I want him to rock your world. I don’t want you to love it and if it turns out he does and you do, keep that to yourself.”

She stepped close and tenderly kissed my cheek. The heat coming off her body melted my heart and woke my cock. My wife was aroused, but not for me. She was on her way to get fucked, but not by me. Tumultuous emotions surged inside me. I was at a loss for what to do or say.

A sudden urge to masturbate seized me.

“I’m not going to tell you to have fun,” I said. “I’m not going to say have a good time or I hope everything goes well. I’m just going to go back to my sleeper-unit and wait. Text me as soon as you can without fear of getting caught.”

She looked at me with so much love in her eyes I almost gasped.

Then she turned and hurried away.


Chapter 9

Spying on her and Angel was easy. Fucking Latin Lovers. I followed her to his sprawling villa and worried she’d disappear inside, but rich Angel had a private section of personal beach. Minutes after she vanished through the guard gate, they emerged on a steep, wooded walkway down to the water. They were already nude. I watched them descend the thousand steps to his beach, watching his long cock flop back and forth the whole way. They fucking held hands. I reminded myself she was doing her best to convince Angel and Diego that her often-absent husband was a thousand miles away or more, and watching her tits bounce and her smile turn to laughter made her pretty convincing. The warm night air smelled of salt and seaweed, and the sound of waves covered most other noises. Occasionally I heard a night bird call out.

Down near the water, Erin and Angel reached a raised deck furnished with a large sectional and an abundance of pillows. Tiki torches surrounded the platform but most of the light came from hidden bulbs emitting a warm, orange-red glow. Servants had prepared a small fire in the center ring and left behind pitchers of drinks. I worked my way along the ice plant covered hillside until I reached a sandy dune so close to them, I could have tossed a pebble into one of their glasses. I inched even closer, obsessed with the need to watch everything my wife did.

No way could I have simply gone back to my sleeper-unit and waited passively for her to text. No way.

I lifted my head over the dune. I had a perfect view of the deck below. Behind me was Angel’s palace. The house itself was a sprawling monstrosity of glass and concrete perched further up the cliff, but down here, near the water, was his private sanctuary.

Erin sat and leaned her back against a cushion, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders in loose waves that caught the late-night breeze. Her stiff nipples begged to be sucked, but she wasn’t cold. Her skin glistened like polished bronze. Honestly, she looked incredible.

Angel poured two drinks and then stood over her, offering a glass of something pink. His body was lean and well defined, with a limp cock that hung with more inches soft than I have hard. Erin took the drink, staring at his dick. He was the kind of millionaire that wore it well, like he was destined from birth to possess wealth. It just radiated off him, in the cut of his clothes, the easy confidence of his posture, and the way he looked at my wife like she was a piece of art he’d just purchased.

I felt a surge of arousal that surprised me.

Angel gulped some pink liquid and tossed the rest out onto the sand. Erin laughed and did the same but threw her entire glass away. Angel laughed and moved closer, speaking. The wind carried his words away so I couldn't hear, but Erin tilted her head back like she offered her throat to a vampire. He reached out, brushing a stray lock of hair from her face. His fingers lingered on her cheek, tracing the line of her jaw. She lifted her chin and I saw on her face how badly she wanted him. I’d sensed it earlier, but now here it was right in front of me. Jesus. My breath caught in my chest. I squeezed my eyes shut for a second, trying to unsee it, but the image was burned into my retinas.

When I opened them again, Angel’s hand had moved lower. He was running his fingertips up the sides of her arms and over her shoulders. My wife shivered with excitement at his gentle touch. She leaned into it, hungry for more. Her eyes were half closed, looking up at him with a mixture of impatience and desire.

"Fuuuuuuck," I whispered to the ice plant.

He might have fantastic self-control, but Erin doesn’t, and I watched my wife reach between her legs and start teasing herself. She stared at his long cock and Angel turned his hips towards her, giving my wife a good look. He was noticeably bigger, the swelling adding to his girth, but he was still pointed at the deck, his cock pulled down by its own weight. He leaned forward and kissed her forehead.

Erin stood, apparently finished with all this foreplay. He pulled her close, their bodies pressing together. I watched, almost paralyzed, as he lowered his mouth to hers. The kiss wasn't tentative. It was deep, possessive, and his tongue explored her mouth with an urgency that made my dick swell. Erin wrapped her arms around his neck and her fingers dug into his hair. She held his mouth tightly against her own.

They pulled back slightly to look at each other, both of them breathing fast. His cock had risen to take its rightful place between her thighs. Erin lifted her breasts to his mouth and Angel descended, licking and sucking all around her nipples before devouring the sweet nubs. Erin groaned and the thoughtful ocean breeze carried the sound to me.

I carefully drew down my zipper and freed my pulsating dick. I don’t know why I love this so much, but I do.

Erin gasped and her head fell back. I saw the flush spreading across her chest and neck. I saw how her leg already trembled, the way her body responded so instantly to him. He was rougher than I am in the ways he touched her. He’s less cautious. He sucked and bit and left red marks in his wake. She shifted slightly and I saw his cock now aimed straight between her legs. She rocked back and forth a little, dragging her clit along the top of his rigid meat. They returned to passionate kissing, and I reached for my dick, stroking slowly as Erin gradually gave herself to him.

He eased her down onto the broad lounge and then knelt between her legs. Erin gasped. She’d not expected him to do anything for her. She thought she was going to him to be used. His hands went to her inner thighs and he pushed her open, spreading her legs like he owned her. She lifted her butt to help him, and then she was spread out before him like an offered feast.

Angel locked his gaze on Erin’s bare pussy, and then he leaned forward, exhaling hot breath over her sensitive skin.

“Do it,” my wife begged. “I want it.”

He grinned and exhaled and my wife groaned, tilting her pelvis, desperately seeking contact. He wiggled his tongue lower, penetrating her asshole first before dragging that wriggling pink slug up her crack and into her wet cunt. He pushed her thighs farther apart and planted his mouth over her opening. His tongue must have been going wild inside her because my wife arched her back and grabbed his head with both hands.

He brought her close to orgasm again and again until she pleaded with him to let her cum. He looked up at her, saying something that made her nod frantically, and then he lowered his head again. I watched as Angel ate my wife out. He was aggressive, his tongue lapping at her clit, his fingers plunging inside her. Erin writhed on the lounge, her hands gripping the cushions, her moans carrying up the hillside to me. She was louder than she’d ever been. Her hips bucked against his face, chasing the pleasure he gave.

It went on for long, tortuous minutes, minutes that felt like hours to me. He toyed with her, allowing her to get right to the edge but never allowing her to orgasm. Her body tensed, her toes curled, and still he mercilessly tortured her. Angel didn't stop. He kept going, drawing it out, until she was practically sobbing from the intensity.

Finally, he rose, wiping his mouth with both hands. His cock was hard as iron and thick as her wrist. She tried to focus her gaze on it and then locked in, so very ready to feel him penetrate. He positioned himself at her entrance, looking down at her with smug satisfaction.

"Tell me you want it," I heard him say, his voice carrying on the wind.

"I want it," Erin breathed, her voice ragged. "I want your big, beautiful cock. I want it all the way in."

He didn't hesitate. He thrust into her in one smooth, powerful motion, knowing she was wet all the way. Erin cried out, a sharp sound, packed with pleasure and satisfaction. He gave her no time to adjust, but she didn’t need it. He set a punishing rhythm, slamming into her over and over again. The sound of skin slapping against skin was obscene, echoing up the hillside and across the water. She clawed at his back and lifted her hips, helping the man drive his fat cock deeper. I heard my wife growl with lust, grinding herself on him. I watched, mesmerized, as Angel deeply fucked my wife. He held her legs apart, his hips pistoning into her. Erin was meeting him thrust for thrust, her nails raking down his back. She looked wild, undone, a woman lost to desire. The woman I saw down there wasn't the Erin I knew. This was a stranger, a creature of pure lust.

"Harder," she screamed. "Fuck me harder!"

Angel grinned, a feral baring of teeth. He flipped her over, pulling her up onto her hands and knees, and then he entered her from behind, grabbing a handful of her dark hair and pulling her head back. The angle gave me a perfect view of his cock disappearing into her stretched pussy.

She was screaming now, unintelligible noises of pleasure. I saw the sweat running down his back, the muscles in his arms bulging as he held her in place. He was owning her, marking her as his.

I pulled on my cock and watched him steal her from me. How could I ever fuck her like this? I leaked gobs of precum, my balls aching with the need for release. I stroked myself, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. I couldn't stop. It was the most erotic thing ever. It tore me up inside, but it turned me on like nothing else ever had.

Erin moaned long and loud. He slapped her bare bottom and she moaned again. She knew how this must look. She knew the spectacle she made of herself at this moment. Knowing all that only threw gasoline on the fire. She’d never been slutty, not truly, but she was now, and she loved it. She lost herself in it.

Angel pounded her hole, sensing he could rip a monster orgasm from her. His pace quickened. Erin responded to this new urgency by lowering her head to the cushion and raising her ass. He moved higher over her and pumped faster, and I heard my wife release a soul-wrenching cry as she came, body shuddering, breath ragged, toes curled into fists. He fucked her like a breeding animal, and she screamed as the mind-melting pleasure drenched her in waves. He kept going as her climax peaked and soared, leaving her a mass of trembling, sweaty flesh. He leaned over her back and whispered hotly into her ear.

“Yes!” she croaked. “I want all of it.”

He was close. How could he not be? He slammed into her over and over, inching closer to his own orgasm. I watched his fat balls bounce, dreading the inevitable but also craving it. She already had a stomach full of Diego. It was only right that Angel should claim her womb. On and on he pounded my wife, forcing her to climax again, until one last thrust, when he buried himself deep and shouted at the stars. His body jolted and trembled, vibrating as he forced out one boiling blast of sperm after another. He filled my wife’s pussy, flooded her uterus, conquered her womb right in front of me. Erin quivered and sobbed and I realized she had cum yet again, driven wild by the feeling of his cock exploding inside her. They collapse together onto the lounge, a tangle of limbs and sweat.

I hurried to cum too while his thick cock was still inside her. That massive vein-covered plug held an ocean of jizz inside my wife. I watched his balls clench over and over as he squeezed out final drops. I jerked off and spurt into my hand, my body shaking with the force of it. I leaned back against the soft, warm sand, gasping for breath, dread washing over me in waves even as the heat of what I’d witnessed made me want to get hard and cum again.

Below, Angel stroked Erin’s hair, whispering something in her ear that made her smile. She looked content. Satisfied. Happy.

I wiped my hand on the ice plant, slowly zipped up my pants, and stayed there, hidden in the shadows, watching the woman I loved bask in the afterglow of another man as her lover.

I rolled onto my back and stared at the stars and movement caught my eye. Far up the hill at Angel’s palace, a man on guard duty strolled casually along a balcony with a machine gun slung loosely over a shoulder.


Chapter 10

Diego left us alone for the rest of our time at Isla Azul.

Angel did not.

Erin wanted him again and again. I was never around enough to stop her, and she was keeping us out of trouble. We spent our days together playing in the surf and sand, but she spent her nights with him.

She had hurried back to her sleeper-unit after taking his seed that night and found me waiting at the elevator. Her jaw moved but no words came out. We had hugged briefly and I saw her struggle to find the words and confess what she’d done, at least the act if not the details, but I’d raised a hand to stop her. She’d instantly understood.

“Again?” she’d asked.

I’d nodded.

“Ice plant sand dune by the stairs.”

“Jesus,” she’d mumbled. “You’re like a ninja. Are you angry? Are you heartbroken? I’m so sorry you had to see that.”

“You are so beautiful when you cum,” I’d muttered. “So sexy.” I’d leaned closer and lowered my voice. “I jacked off watching.”

Her eyes had flared wide.

“You did?”

“Yes,” I’d admitted. “I loved watching him fuck you.”

Angel had seen Erin on our first day and lightning struck the man. He was smitten. He told Diego to set the introductions. After Diego got his blowjob, he sent Erin to Angel’s place. You know the rest.

What you don’t know is Erin eventually got to the point with Angel that she felt she could reveal the truth about us, only to learn he already knew. He’d had Erin followed after their first time together. He had her investigated. She told him she was married but that only turned him on more. They spent a lot of time together, growing close.

So close, in fact, Angel followed us home.

Now, tonight, for the first time, I was to be included. Not to touch her as he did, but to watch. I sat in the armchair in the corner of the room, the leather creaking softly as I shifted my weight, my eyes glued to the bed. The sight before me was better than anything I could have imagined. Erin was on her hands and knees, her arching back displaying the incredible curve of her spine, leading down to the full, pale swell of her ass. Her long dark hair was a chaotic curtain, spilling over her shoulders and sticking to the sheen of sweat on her skin.

Angel was behind her, his powerful hands gripping her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her with a relentless, rhythmic precision. He was a man used to getting what he wanted, and right now, what he wanted was my wife. The contrast between them was stark. His bronzed skin against her pale softness. The headboard slammed against the wall with a dull thud that matched the tempo of their fucking.

"Look at you," I whispered to the empty air, though the words were mostly for my own benefit. "You look so beautiful taking it."

Erin let out a soft, breathless moan, her fingers clawing at the duvet.

"God, Angel. I love your cock."

I watched the muscles in Angel's back ripple as he moved. He wore a condom; my idea, since they’d been having so much sex lately, and they had been at it for a while already tonight, the marathon session evident in the flushed state of Erin's skin and the messy, tangled state of her hair.

But now, seeing that thin layer of latex separating them, preventing them from actually touching each other where it mattered most, now that barrier felt utterly wrong to me. It felt like an obstacle to the raw, visceral experience I craved the most.

The urge hit me suddenly and sharply. I wanted him unprotected. I wanted there to be no distance between them. I wanted to see the full reality of her pleasure, the messy, primal heat of it but mostly, I wanted him to spill his seed inside her again.

I stood up from the chair, the movement catching Angel's eye. He slowed his pace slightly, looking over his shoulder at me with a raised eyebrow, a question on his face. He wondered what I was there for.

I walked to the edge of the bed, the scent of their sex, along with her perfume and his cologne, hung heavy in the air. Without a word, I reached out, my hand brushing Erin's firm round ass. She turned, her eyes glassy and unfocused, but relaxed once she knew it was me.

I reached for the place where their bodies joined, where his thick shaft vanished inside her. With a firm, deliberate motion, I grabbed his hard cock and pulled him out. He chuckled, wondering what the fuck I had in mind. With one hand I held his throbbing shaft around the root and with the other I slipped my fingertips under the rim of the condom. Angel groaned low in his throat as he realized my intent. He pulled back slightly, giving me the space I needed. Erin turned to watch over her shoulder and then moaned once she realized what I was doing. I stripped the condom away in one swift motion, tossing it carelessly onto the nightstand. I ran my fingers up her soaked slit and smeared the wetness over her asshole.

“Baby!” she rasped. “What are you doing?”

I looked Angel in the eyes. No man had ever taken Erin this way and I felt if any man would, it should be done with a big cock like this. I slid my hand up his length until my fist rested just behind the head. I placed him at her puckered opening, pressing him into her flesh.

“Baby?” Erin whimpered, lifting her ass in anticipation.

I pulled him forward slightly, pressing the tip against her tight ring. He grabbed her hips to hold her in place and began to push. I watched her asshole flower, blossoming around his cock head, opening up to invite him in. Her ass swallowed him slowly, inch by inch as she moaned at the deep and forbidden penetration.

"Give it to her," I said, my voice thick with desire.

Angel crept forward, skin on skin now, the way it should be, and Erin whimpered deep and low, a raw, guttural sound that echoed inside my head. She was giving a part of herself to this man that no man had ever known, and she was doing it right in front of her husband. The erotic thrill was greater than either of us could take. I reached under to tease her clit with one hand while masturbating myself with the other. Erin melted, ass held high, as Angel slowly filled her ass.

Once he was fully balls deep, I sat in my chair again, close enough to feel the heat radiating from their bodies. I watched intently as he began to fuck her again, deeper than before. Soon he fucked her ass with smooth, strong strokes, and my wife lost her mind over and over. Her hair flew wildly as she took him, her head dropping and snapping up again. She shocked us all when an anal orgasm ripped through her, her first ever, and then she softly sobbed with pleasure as he claimed her ass.

As I settled in to watch, the leather of the armchair creaked softly. I shift my weight, getting comfortable for the show. From my spot in the corner of the master bedroom, I had a perfect view of the king-sized bed that Erin and I share every night. Right now, things looked completely different. The sheets were half-pulled off the mattress, and the bedroom air feels heavy, charged with a thick, electric tension that has nothing to do with the hum of the air conditioner.

I watch, utterly captivated, as Angel pushes and pulls his cock in and out of my wife. He moves with the easy confidence of a man who has everything: money, status, and a cock superior to most. Erin says he’s handsome and sexy, but it’s the size of his dick that holds my attention. He’s imposing and daunting and what he does to my wife makes my heart race with a mix of nerves and dark excitement.

Erin is on her hands and knees, her forehead pressed against the mattress, arching her back to present her holes to him. She looks beautiful like this, vulnerable yet eager, her body trembling. Her hands grip the comforter, knuckles white, pushing her ass at him to drive him deep, and gritting her teeth.

Angel pushes and pulls and the room seems to shrink around me. Her cries of blinding pleasure reverberate. I watch how his hard meat stretches her tight little hole slowly and deliberately, mesmerized by the way her body opens up to accommodate him. It’s an intense sight, seeing her take him inch by inch.

He takes his time, savoring the resistance, his large hands splayed across her ass cheeks, holding her steady. I hear her breath hitch, a sharp intake of air that turns into a long, low moan as he sinks deeper.

"Relax your ass, Erin," he murmurs, his accent strong, his voice deep and smooth. “You will take it all."

There was never any doubt. I feel the throb of arousal in my groin as I witness the raw physicality of it. This isn't just sex; it’s a conquest. He’s claiming her in a way I never have and never could, filling her completely. Earlier tonight he’d deposited huge loads down her throat and in her pussy. This is the last, final victory. My last, final defeat. I see the strain on her face, the overwhelming mix of pleasure and pressure as he buries himself to the hilt. He pauses for a moment, letting her adjust to the intrusion, letting the reality of his size settle in. He wants her to learn him.

Then he starts to move again.

His slow, penetrating strokes force gasps out of her. Soon he builds to a rhythm which shakes the bed. I watch the flesh of her hips ripple with every impact, the sound of skin slapping against skin fills our bedroom, wet and loud. It’s a beat I feel in my chest.

Erin is lost in it. Her eyes are squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent scream as he picks up the pace. Angel is done holding back. Now he’s fucking her with an intensity that borders on aggression, using her body for his own pleasure, and she loves it. That’s what she wants. I see how desperate she is to take more, her body shining with sweat. I sit there, eyes glued to the point where they are joined. It’s hypnotic. Seeing that huge cock disappearing into her ass over and over again, stretching her wide, owning her completely. I feel a strange dose of voyeuristic thrill. This is my wife, the woman I love, being used like this by a millionaire who could have anyone he wants, and right now, all he wants is her.

Angel growls, his breathing getting heavier. He reaches forward, grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling her head back, forcing her to arch her spine even more. Erin lets out a string of incoherent moans, her body trembling nonstop as he hits that deep, overwhelming spot inside her. His hefty balls have been slapping her clit for a long time and she’s building towards an orgasm from it, from that, and from the total dominance of this man fucking her ass in our marital bed. Her legs shake, the muscles in her thighs standing out rigid as she struggles to hold her position under his assault.

The sight is incredibly graphic. I absorb everything, the tight ring of muscle gripping him, the way she glistens, the sheer force of his thrusts driving her into the mattress. He’s so deep that I wonder how she can handle it, but she’s taking it all, greedy for every inch.

I adjust myself in the chair, my desire spiking as I watch the scene unfold. There is something incredibly hot about seeing her overwhelmed like this, about seeing a man of his stature completely dismantle her composure. He is fucking her with a raw, unfiltered masculinity that is intoxicating to witness.

Angel’s pace quickens even more, his thrusts becoming jagged and forceful. He’s getting closer. The bed is rocking violently now, the headboard slamming against the wall with a thud that echoes through the room. Erin is crying out, a mix of pleasure and pain, completely undone by the sensation of him filling her so thoroughly. She has submitted to him completely. Every one of us knows it.

He slows his thrusts but leaves most of his pumping cock up her ass. He’s almost there and I begin rubbing my crotch.  He buries his cock far up into her one last time, and then he groans like a man shot. His hips tremble, his muscles clench, and his body tenses, everything locking down as he launches the first blast of sperm inside her ass. Erin lets out a long, shuddering moan, collapsing forward onto the bed as he pumps and shoots, and pumps and shoots. He’s claiming her last hole and my dick has never been so hard. Erin is wailing. Angel grunts over and over as his massive cock spits semen deep inside her.

For a long moment, the room is silent except for their heavy breathing. I sit there in the aftermath, the image of them burned into my mind. Angel turns his hips to rest on an elbow, and I see clearly his veiny member lodged deep. My wife’s sphincter squeezes his shaft like she fears he’ll leave, like she wants that cock up her ass forever.

They lay connected like that for a long, long time. At last, he slowly pulls out. He sits back on his heels, looking smug, looking satisfied, while Erin lies sprawled across the bed, thoroughly used and exhausted.

I feel a satisfied exhaustion of my own. I was allowed to watch, and it was everything I hoped it would be and more.


Chapter 11

The silence in our bedroom was heavy, but not the kind of heavy that suffocates. It was the kind that buzzes, electric and thick, settling over the rumpled sheets like a physical weight. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling fan, watching it slice through the stagnant air, my heart still hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. The smell of sex was everywhere: musky, sharp, and undeniable. It was a scent of sex, but it wasn't mine, and that realization sent a fresh jolt of adrenaline straight to my gut.

Beside me, Erin shifted. The mattress dipped under her weight. I turned my head slowly, almost afraid to break the spell, needing to see her. She was lying on her stomach, face turned away from me, her dark hair a messy spill of ink across the white pillowcase. Her skin was flushed a deep, dark pink, glowing with the lingering heat of exertion. There were marks on her back, fingernail tracks dragging down her shoulder blade. The sight of them made my breath catch in my throat. She looked ravaged. She looked incredible. I reached out, my hand trembling slightly, and let my fingertips graze the curve of her hip. She felt different. Warmer. Softer. Naughtier. Deliciously used.

"Ray?" she whispered, her voice hoarse, scraped raw from the noises I’d heard her make all night. Noises that had driven me out of my mind.

"Yes," I croaked.

She rolled over slowly, wincing slightly as she moved, and faced me. Her eyes were wide, dark pools of uncertainty, searching mine for something. I didn't know what. Judgment? Regret? I saw the sheen of sweat still drying on her upper lip. I saw the way her lips were slightly swollen.

"Did you—" she stopped, swallowing hard, tugging the sheet up to cover her breasts, suddenly shy. "That was your first time in the room with us. Are you okay? Did you hate it?"

The question hung there between us. I felt a twist in my chest, a mix of fear and lust so potent it made me dizzy. I scooted closer, closing the distance until our knees touched.

"No, Erin," I said, my voice steadying as I looked into her eyes. "I didn't hate it. I didn't hate it at all."

She let out a breath she seemed to have been holding forever, her shoulders slumping.

"That was so intense," she murmured, pressing her face onto my chest. "He took my ass, Baby. I can’t believe it. I didn't think I could let go like that. Not in our own bedroom. Not in our own bed. Certainly not with you watching."

"I liked watching," I said, the words tumbling out before I could second-guess them. “I loved watching.” I ran my hand through her tangled hair, needing to ground myself in the reality of her. "God, Erin. Seeing you like that. Seeing how much you wanted it. How sexy you looked each time you came."

She shivered against me.

"I felt like a different person," she admitted, her voice barely audible. "I felt dirty and slutty and sexy. Is that twisted?"

"Maybe," I said firmly, tightening my arm around her. "But that doesn’t matter. It was the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life."

We lay there for a long time, just listening to each other breathe. The images were burned into my retinas: the arch of her back. The way her thighs wrapped around Angel's waist as he fucked her. The sounds she made for him that she’s never made for me. The way his thick cock opened her asshole and stretched her wide. It all should have made me jealous. The primal, possessive animal part of my brain did feel a sharp pang of it. But that pang was instantly drowned out by the overwhelming rush of voyeuristic pleasure. I had seen my wife in her element, unchained, and it was magnificent.

But now, the morning after logic was starting to creep in. The high was fading, replaced by the terrifying reality of the question I needed to ask. I needed to know if this was a one-time thing, a bucket-list item checked off and filed away, or if this was a door we had just kicked open.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself.

"Erin?"

"Hmm?"

I hesitated, my heart picking up speed again.

"I know this was a lot. I know we talked about it for a long time before we actually did it." I paused, stroking her arm, feeling the gooseflesh rise under my touch. "But now that we have, now that we know what it's like for me to be in the room with you, you know, during, I have to know how you’re feeling. I need to know if you want to do it again, or was this a one-time thing?”

She lifted her head to look at me, her expression guarded. She bit her lower lip, her eyes drifting away from mine, staring at the wall. The silence stretched, agonizing and loud. I watched her face, looking for a sign, a clue. Was she remembering how it felt? Was she remembering the way he touched her? Was she remembering how incredibly deep he can get and how that makes her cum so hard? Was she remembering all the ways she lost control with him?

"I don't know," she finally said, her voice tight. "It feels like I stepped off a cliff, Ray. I stepped off and I'm still falling."

"Was it too weird?" I asked.

She looked at me and a slow, shy smile curved the corner of her mouth.

"No," she whispered. "But it was intense. Insanely intense."

"Then maybe we should just take a few days to think about it?”

I slid my hand down to rest on her waist.

She laughed softly.

"You're terrible, Baby,” she chuckled. “Just admit it. You loved it. You’re encouraging me. You want me to do it again."

"I'm not encouraging you," I corrected, leaning in to kiss her forehead, tasting the salt of her sweat. "I'm enabling you."

She was quiet for another moment, thinking. I could see the wheels turning. She was weighing the morality of it against the sheer physical pleasure. I knew my wife. She was a good woman, a responsible woman. This went against everything she'd been taught about marriage and monogamy. But I also knew she had a fire in her that she kept banked, a fire that tonight had roared into an inferno.

"It changes things, doesn't it?" she asked quietly. "At Isla Azul we were boxed in. I had sex with those men to save us from financial ruin. Inviting Angel into our home was extra. Now we’re doing it because we like it. We want it and we like it. We can't go back to how we were before."

"I don't want to go back," I said, and I meant it. "I want this. I want you, but I want all of you, and a big part of you loves this. I saw it back then at the resort and I sure saw it again last night."

She looked at me with a mixture of awe and confusion, as if I were a puzzle she couldn't quite solve. Then, she shifted, rolling fully into my arms, pressing her body against mine. She was soft and warm and smelled like semen and men’s cologne.

"I might want to," she breathed against my neck. "Baby, I think I want to do it again, but not just with Angel."

The relief that washed over me was so intense it made me lightheaded. I pulled her tighter, burying my face in her dark hair.

"Good," I whispered. "Because I have a list of ideas a mile long."

She giggled, a genuine sound this time, and slapped my chest lightly.

"You're insatiable."

"You're insatiable," I shot back.

She laughed and buried her face in my neck. We lay there as the morning light began to bleed through the curtains, casting faint shadows across the room. We had crossed a line; there was no denying that. We had ventured into territory where most couples fear to tread. But as I held her, feeling her heartbeat in sync with mine, I knew we were going to be okay.

No, better than okay.

End.
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