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Chapter 1

Lucas was up to his old tricks again. I love watching him play his little game. Husbands and wives fly into Isla Azul from all over the world and Lucas seduces those wives and turns them into his personal sluts. He’s not much to look at physically. He’s tall, but he has thinning hair. He keeps his beard trimmed close, but he’s got to be close to fifty, maybe older. His one outstanding physical characteristic is his over-sized penis, and in an adult-only, five-star resort like this, that takes him a long, long way.

I see him on the beach all the time. He acts like he speaks only broken English, but the truth is he’s fluent. He’s fluent in five languages, actually. He’s filthy rich and kind of brilliant, but he’s bored and he finds it amusing to stay at our resort and worm his way into a marriage, acting shy and lonely, until he has some formerly faithful wife gobbling on his knob while the husband wrestles with his own conflicting emotions. Lucas is a bastard, but he’s a charming one. I’ve seen him end more marriages than a Justice of the Peace.

Sometimes, however, the wives and husbands seem to enjoy him. They came to this luxurious world-class resort for just the kind of adventure he provides. He starts on the beaches or by the pool, casually removing his ever-present tiny black Speedos, and then placing himself strategically close to the couple he’s selected as his target for that day. The wives are always the hottest babes around. He considers it a challenge to fuck the woman every other man also wants to fuck. His success rate is off the charts. I watch him closely because I love what he does. It fascinates me. I see him smoothly step in and ease these women away from their husbands, who never see him coming, never see through his clever disguise. He takes the wife’s hand and leads her astray and the husband does nothing to stop him, as much a victim of Lucas’s big cock as the wife. Both fall under the same spell.

I continued folding towels by the main pool and watched Lucas zero in on his current target. She was stunning. That’s the truth. She had long dark hair and a killer body, and her face made me stop and stare. Lucas look intently at the woman, which is how he always starts, but I know he does that to provoke the husband. Lucas learns right away which women are a waste of his time and which women will eventually cave, and it all starts with the husband. If the man encourages Lucas to gawk, then Lucas will almost always end up fucking that wife. Sometimes the husband initially reacts with rage, but Lucas can bring him around. Often the old man simply moves on. He’s never done anything to get himself kicked out of Isla Azul. He’s too crafty for that.

He stared at this gorgeous sleeping American with her long dark hair and amazing body, and the husband soon folded the top of her swimsuit down, exposing his wife’s breasts. I chuckled. Game on. I knew it was only a matter of time before Lucas fucked that woman. This poor couple had no idea of the hurricane heading their way.

My wife, Sofia, cleans the rooms after the guests depart. She has found forgotten cell phones and laptops, still open, still displaying the pictures and videos from the sexual carnage Lucas brings. Husbands make recordings of the things Lucas does to their wives. I find that amazing. What must they be feeling? How intense are such emotions? Sofia and I have watched a few together, until she gets too embarrassed and looks away. We turn the forgotten items over to the Lost-and-Found. Mister Diego Rosales, the hotel manager, always gives Sofia a reward for doing so. He always flirts with her too, but she must take it, as they are unaware Sofia and I got married. Isla Azul has rules against employee fraternization. We would both be fired in an instant and lose our apartment in town. That would be it for us. There is no other work on the island. We would be forced to move back to the mainland and start over, but unemployment is quite high. Sofia could get a job stripping, she’s so pretty, but of course we hate that idea. So, she puts up with Mister Rosales.

I see the gorgeous American wife awaken and fix her top. She speaks with her husband for a short time and seems to get upset, but that quickly passes. He suggested something she did not like, but now she’s considering it. After a moment, she rolls her one-piece bathing suit down, exposing her luscious breasts to our welcoming sun. I joined Lucas in staring. The woman is something special. She reclines, allowing all of us to appreciate her large naked breasts. I wonder if I could ever convince Sofia to show off her exceptional tits. She is shy but she might, if I catch her in the right mood, but we would need to be far away from this place, I think.

“Excuse me,” a woman says, and I am jolted from my musings.

“Hello,” I say. “How can I help you?”

“I need two big towels for me and my husband.”

She is blonde and she is pretty, as so many of the wives brought to this resort are. I cast a quick glance at her body, barely hidden behind a designer swimsuit. She catches me but doesn’t mind. I hand over the towels.

“Are we allowed to go nude around this pool?” she asks, and I can see she already knows the answer, she just wants to say the word to me.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I reply with a smile. “Feel free to take off your bikini anywhere you’d like.”

She likes that I’ve pictured her naked. These people are so horny all the time, but then again, so am I. She opens her little bedazzled purse and stuffs a twenty into my tip cup.

Across the deck I see the American wife and her husband leave. Lucas waits for my blonde to take her towels and depart and then he comes to me.

“Leo,” he says in perfect English. “My man. Find out which suite those two Americans occupy. Their names are Penny and Dan. I want to hang around their room and see if I can get myself invited to join them for lunch.”

“You’re a villain, Mister Ibarra,” I said.

“Did you see her? Exquisite. You would fuck her too if you could.”

“This is true.”

“I will do it for you. Poor husband has no idea what he wants. Today or tomorrow, I will show her my hard cock. This will be easy.”

“They have no chance against you.”

“None. Find me their room number.”

“As you command.”

He wandered away, moving his lounge chair to spy on the blonde woman as she removed her bikini.


Chapter 2

The air in the executive office was thick enough to chew, a cloying mix of expensive leather, stale cigar smoke, and the faint, sharp scent of Diego Rosales's cologne. It was a scent I'd come to associate with a knot of dread in my stomach. If I am called to his office, somebody is getting chewed out, maybe fired. I stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, ostensibly admiring the panoramic view of the resort sprawling below us, but my eyes were fixed on the reflection in the glass. There, just a few feet away, was my Sofia, and Diego, the man who held our careers in his manicured hands.

Sofia was a statue of composed professionalism. Her dark hair was swept up in a neat bun that exposed the delicate curve of her neck, a neck I loved to kiss when we were alone in our small apartment. She wore a navy-blue jacket and skirt, uniform of the cleaning staff, but wrapped around her young and vivacious body looked sexy. She clutched a clipboard to her chest, a thin shield, as Diego leaned against the edge of his massive mahogany desk. Other employees stood back and waited for their own lecture, just like I did.

"Señorita Sofia," Diego purred, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floor.

The man was maybe fifty, with jet black hair and mustache he definitely dyed regularly. He always spends a lot on his suits, and I know many of the women working here call him handsome. He had a barrel chest, a thick neck, and hands that looked like they could crush iron.

"The rooms you cleaned yesterday were truly inspired. Well done.”

"Thank you, Mister Rosales," Sofia replied, her voice clear and steady, though I knew her well enough to hear the slight tremor she couldn't quite suppress. "I'm glad you found it satisfactory. The team works very hard."

He waved a dismissive hand.

"Ah, yes, the team," he said. His eyes roamed my secret wife, a slow, greedy inventory that made my fists clench in my pockets. “The team,” he said again. “Isabel and Tonya, I again received complaints about you both. These complaints must end.”

“A man grouped me,” Isabel said. “I smacked his hand.”

“Did he harm you? Are you hurt? No. Just put it from your mind when a client does such a thing. It was a simple touch. We need no grievances from our guests. Zero. That is the expectation. Another complaint and you will be finished here. Understood?”

Both women nodded and looked at the floor.

“Look at Sofia,” he continued. “A woman with her attributes attracts a lot of attention. Does she hit clients when they offend? No.”

He moved from around his desk and closer to my wife. Sofia instinctively took a half-step back, her posture ramrod straight. Diego drew a fingertip down her shoulder and then her arm all the way to her hand.

“Do you see?” he said. “No recoil. No flinch. Sofia does what she must to achieve the highest marks.”

Diego took another step, closing the distance between them. He was so close now his hip almost touched hers. He held her shoulders and gazed into her eyes, flexing his power for all of us. I noticed his hips bend forward slightly, closing the gap between them. She must have felt his penis behind his pants. My wife held steady. He chuckled, a deep, unpleasant sound.

“The rest of you may leave,” he said. “Return to your stations. Sofia, Sam, Jacob, and Leo, please remain. We have more to discuss.”

The crowd turned and quickly shuffled out. Diego moved to close the door behind them and then returned to his spot beside my wife.

"You four are my best,” he said. “Always so professional. I admire that. But there is a time for business and a time for other things." His hand moved from her arm to her shoulder, his thumb stroking the fabric there, touching her. She did not like it. "Let me show you what I can offer you. Not merely a promotion, but a different, better life."

She. Did. Not. Like. It.

From my post by the window, I felt a surge of hot, impotent rage. Every fiber of my being screamed to turn around, stride across the room and smash his face into his expensive desk. But I couldn't. We were a secret. Our marriage was a fragile, hidden thing. If Diego knew, he wouldn't just fire us; he would blacklist us from the entire industry, the entire island. We were young, with nothing but our ambition and each other. Revealing ourselves would be professional suicide. So, I stood there, a silent, useless spectator, watching my wife endure a predator's advances.

"The clients have singled you four out as the most attractive. Over and over I read comment cards attesting to your charms, your good looks. Starting today, whenever our clients flirt with you, I want you to flirt back. I cannot order you to prostitute yourselves, and I’m not suggesting you do so, but happy customers are customers that come back again and again, and we all want that.”

“I’m not always comfortable,” Sofia said, stepping away from him. “They want to touch me and I don’t want to be touched.”

He moved with a surprising agility, blocking her path to the door. His smile was gone, replaced by a look of cold annoyance.

"You misunderstand me," he said, his voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. "This is not a request, Sofia. This is an opportunity. An opportunity which each of you would be wise to accept."

"I must decline," Sofia stated, her chin held high.

She was magnificent in her defiance, a tiny, fierce warrior standing against a giant. Diego stared at her for a long moment, the silence in the room stretching into an eternity. I feared he would fire her on the spot. Only her popularity with the guests saved her. I saw the calculation in his eyes, the shift from persuasion to intimidation. He was a man unaccustomed to hearing the word no.

Then, he did something that made the blood freeze in my veins. He laughed, but it was a short, sharp bark of disbelief. He looked each of us in the face, one by one.

“I am going to remind you of the power I hold,” he said. He slowly unbuttoned his suit jacket, letting it fall open. Then, with deliberate, unhurried movements, his hands went to his belt. "Perhaps you don't understand the currency we're dealing with here, Sofia," he said, his voice thick with a chilling confidence. He unbuckled his belt, the metallic clasp echoing in the silent room. He unzipped his trousers.

Sofia coughed a tiny, audible gasp. She took a step back, her eyes wide with shock, trapped between him and the window where I stood. Sam and Jacob watched in disbelief. She couldn't turn to me for help without exposing our connection. Diego reached into his pants and, with a crude flourish, pulled his penis out and draped it down the front of his slacks. We all gawked at his thick, heavy appendage that seemed almost grotesquely large in the dim light of the office, but that may have been my mind recoiling in horror from the situation and my own sense of helplessness. This was a raw, primal display of power, a statement meant to overwhelm and intimidate us, and it worked.

"I can do as I please," Diego said, his voice a low, triumphant growl as he gestured down at himself. "I take my cock out to show you there is no one to fire me. Who will you run to? This is the situation you are dealing with. The sooner you recognize that I have all the power, the easier things will be for you. Any other manager would be instantly fired. Not me. With one word from me, you can lose your job. I can have you banned.” He studied our faces, amused by his own outrageous act.

“Or,” he continued. “You can learn to play my game. Earn a promotion. Earn many promotions. I will share my power and influence. All you must do is whatever I tell you to do. That’s it."

Sofia was frozen, a mask of absolute control. She hid her emotions completely. Her eyes were locked on what he showed her, and I thought I saw a flicker of revulsion, but I may have imagined that because that’s what I wanted to see on her face. My body was rigid with a fury so pure it felt like a physical force. I wanted to knock him out, to shatter the window, to scream, to do something. But I was paralyzed by the secret that bound us.

After a moment that felt like forever, Sofia's gaze lifted from his display and met his eyes. Her expression told me she’d found the key to this man. She was not worried. She was not afraid.

“It’s big,” she said. Her voice cut through the tension like a razor. Rosales grinned. I hid my shock. Did she play his game? Was she coddling him to get his guard down? "Put it away, Mister Rosales," she said, her words clipped, precise, and fully under control.

Sam and Jacob and I all looked at each other. I wondered what their thoughts were. They looked as astonished as I felt. Diego slowly, almost reluctantly, tucked himself back into his trousers, zipping and buckling. She watched every move he made. The air in the room, already thick, now felt suffocating, poisoned by what had just transpired.

“You can go,” Diego said.

I hurried to the door and let us out. Sofia went one direction, Sam, Jacob and I went the other.

“What the fuck was that?” Sam said. “Rosales is fucking crazy.”

“I almost laughed in his face,” Jacob said. “He just whipped it out. Right in front of Sofia. What a jerk. Although I’m sure you guys saw the way she looked at it, right? Aye, mama. What a hottie she is. I would love for her to look at my dick the way she looked at Diego’s.”

“She loves the D,” Sam agreed.

“What are you guys talking about?” I asked. “She looked ready to vomit.”

They both laughed at me.

“You as crazy as Rosales,” Sam said. “Me and Jacob saw the same thing. If we weren’t there, she would have jumped on that bone. I bet she goes back later to get to know it better.”

“He tries to shock her and all she can say is how big the dude is?” Jacob said. “Come on. That right there tells you what she was thinking. She wasn’t disgusted. She wanted a taste.”

They laughed. I clenched my jaw. How could our opinions be so different? I would ask her tonight once we were off the resort property and at home.


Chapter 3

Like Lucas Ibarra, Angel Cruz enjoys hanging around Isla Azul as well. He is also wealthy, maybe more than Mister Ibarra, but rumors say he is connected to some cartel. I’ve seen men with machine guns patrolling his mansion on the side of El Colmillo Del Diablo. The women around here love him. He’s like a younger, more dangerous version of Lucas. I’ve seen him take many women up to his palace above the beach.

Right now, he was talking to Sofia and making her laugh.

Her laughter made me jealous.

Angel caught her between rooms. He noticed her body first and then her face and he hurried over, striking up a conversation. They stood next to a huge ceiba tree and conversed freely. 

Sofia and I never talked about what Mister Rosales had done. I never got to pick her brain regarding what she thought of his stunt. I got home well after she did and she greeted me wearing only a bath towel. She fucked me right on the living room floor. Our apartment is small and I’m sure the neighbors heard. Hopefully everybody kept to themselves. One of the reasons we picked this apartment complex is the many routes available to me to get home. I take a different path every time, confusing anyone trying to link me and Sofia. After sex we had some pizza and fell asleep. She was up before me and out the door.

Angel placed his hand over hers in his effort to make a point and my wife did nothing to remove it. Worse, she stacked her free hand on top of his. He had intercepted her on the way to clean another room and now flirted with her. Her blue skirt and jacket did nothing to hide her tight little body. I saw Angel running his eyes all over her each time she looked away.

Finally, she made some excuse and hurried off to work. Angel watched her go, staring at her firm round ass trapped in that tight skirt. We made great money working at this resort, but the danger of so many runaway libidos was real. What would I do if Angel tried to seduce my wife? What would I do if Diego tried to take things farther? What could I do? I would talk to her about making herself smaller. She could move up a size or two in her uniform to make her tight clothes baggy. She could avoid eye contact with the males at this place. She could avoid conversing with anyone except me.

As soon as these thoughts floated through my head, I recognized the disparity of them. Why was it her problem so many men wanted her? Why lay responsibility for avoiding them at her feet? Weren’t they the ones who should behave? I had no answers. I ducked my head and hurried to the beach. Today I had the section from the jetty to the first lifeguard tower. All nude. At least I would have a lot to distract me.


Chapter 4

The sun was a familiar weight on my shoulders, a solid, pressing heat that baked the skin of my back through the thin cotton of my resort-issued royal blue polo. I stood just at the edge of the soft, powdery sand, my feet planted on the paved pathway that led from the manicured lawns of the resort down to the shoreline. Before me, my section of the beach unfurled like a canvas of sun-drenched flesh. From the jetty to the tower was my domain, my little kingdom of tanned skin and expensive sunglasses, and I was its towel-bearer, its silent guardian of comfort. For the next eight hours this is what I would do. Watch, answer questions, and hand out towels.

My station was a simple wooden cart, laden with stacks of pristine white towels, thick and plush as clouds. They smelled of lemon and sunshine, a scent so clean it felt almost sterile against the salty, coconut-oiled air of the beach. My job was straightforward, but often I would approach guests as they settled into their chosen spots, and offer them a towel, placing it precisely where they wanted. A simple transaction, really. A piece of terrycloth for a tip that would pay for Sofia's dinner tonight.

I scanned my section, my eyes moving from left to right like a lighthouse beam. There was the German couple, leathery and unashamed, their bodies browned by a thousand other afternoons just like this one. They lay face up, eyes closed, their expressions as placid as mannequins. Further down, a group of American girls, probably trust-fund kids on a graduation trip, giggled as they removed their bikini tops, triangle skin pale and vulnerable, promising a painful burn by evening. They were all beautiful in a way, I supposed, like well-kept animals in a preserve. Sleek, oiled, and utterly without purpose beyond their own basking. My gaze may have drifted over them, but my mind was elsewhere. My mind was on Sofia.

My mind is always on Sofia.

I thought of her this morning, back in our small apartment that smelled of frying plantains and the jasmine she kept in a pot on the windowsill. She had been standing in front of our only full-length mirror, the one with the crack in the corner that she'd disguised with a sticker of a hummingbird. She wore a simple yellow nightie, the one that made her skin look like warm honey. Her hair, dark and thick as coffee, was piled on her head and held there with both hands, accentuating her breasts beneath the thin cotton. She'd asked if I thought she could make extra money modeling and I’d laughed.

Millions, I’d said.

We had no time to make love, but I wanted to. I walked up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist. I rested my chin on her shoulder. I looked at our reflection in the cracked mirror. I slid one strap off her shoulder and then the other and her garment had fallen, only to be snagged by her nipples, hanging like clean laundry. We’d both laughed at that and made no move to change a thing. I think even she saw how sexy she was in that moment.

"You look beautiful," I'd whispered into her ear. "You look expensive."

She had smiled then, a genuine, heart-stopping smile that crinkled the corners of her dark eyes.

"You're just saying that because you want me."

"I do want you."

She had blushed then, a delicate pink rising on her cheeks, and I felt that familiar surge in my chest, a mix of possessiveness and profound, aching love.

Sofia.

My Sofia.

She was the reason I was here, standing on this heated path, watching these wealthy people bake themselves. She was the reason for the bleach-white towels and the fake smile I plastered on my face.

"Young man? A towel please?"

The voice was sharp, impatient. I blinked, pulling myself back from the memory of our small apartment and the scent of jasmine. A man in his late fifties, with a stomach that drooped over his waist and a face flushed red from the sun, was gesturing at me from his spot near the water's edge. His wife, a woman whose skin had been stretched and smoothed into a mask of perpetual surprise by too many cosmetic surgeries, lay beside him, completely still, like a doll someone had discarded.

"Yes, of course, sir," I said, my voice the smooth, deferential tone I practiced.

I grabbed two towels from the cart, the fabric cool against my sun-warmed hands, and walked across the sand, my sandals sinking slightly with each step. I spread one towel for him, then the other for his wife, my movements efficient and expert. He grunted his thanks, not looking at me, already turning his attention back to the gleaming expanse of the ocean. I nodded and retreated, my eyes scanning the beach again.

I couldn't help but compare them to Sofia. The woman on the towel, her body a testament to a lifetime of fighting time, was so different from my wife. Sofia was young. Her body was still soft with youth, her stomach flat but yielding, her breasts full, curved upright, and perfect. Too big for my hands. There was a small, faint scar on her left knee from when she'd fallen off a bicycle as a child, a tiny imperfection that I loved more than any surgeon's creation. These people on the beach were all about perfection, a hard, glossy, unattainable ideal. Sofia was real. She was warmth and laughter and the slight, earthy scent she had at the end of a long day.

A group of young women walked past my cart, their laughter high and brittle like breaking glass. They were topless, as most were on this section of the beach, their breasts tanned the same uniform bronze as the rest of their body. They were beautiful, objectively. But they felt like exhibits in a museum, curated and displayed. I looked at them, and I felt nothing. They were just bodies; collections of parts arranged in pleasing ways. They weren't Sofia. They didn't have the lips that I loved to kiss. They didn't have the way their eyes would light up when I brought her a mango from the market, or the way she'd hum off-key when she was cooking.

Hours passed. The parade of feminine beauty was staggering. It gets to me. I won’t lie and say it doesn’t.

At long last, my shift was nearing its end. The sun was beginning its descent, painting the sky in strokes of orange, violet, and pink. The light was softer now, gilding the skin of the bathers. I thought about what Sofia would be doing right now. Maybe she'd be at the market, haggling with the vendors over the price of fish. Maybe she'd be back home, reading one of her romance novels, her feet tucked beneath her on the worn sofa. Maybe she'd be thinking of me.

The thought of her waiting for me was the only thing that got me through these days. The thought of coming home, of washing the smell of sunscreen and money off my skin and seeing her face. of hearing her voice ask, How was your day, mi amor? and being able to pull her into my arms and feel the realness of her, the warmth and life of her, and know that I was home.

I started packing up my cart, folding the unused towels with practiced precision. The beach was emptying out, the guests trailing back to the resort, their skin glowing with the day's sun. Soon, my section would be empty, just a stretch of sand littered with forgotten footprints, and I would walk up the path, past the pristine pools and the perfectly trimmed hedges, and I would leave this world behind. I would go back to our small apartment, to the scent of jasmine and frying plantains, to my beautiful, real, perfectly imperfect wife.

That, I thought, as I pushed my cart up the path, was worth more than all the tanned flesh and expensive sunglasses in the world.

Then, I heard my Sofia giggle.

I pushed my cart past the tropical fruit stand and saw Sofia sitting at a table with Angel. She no longer wore her blue-on-blue maid uniform. She wore a small sundress I’d never seen before, one cut so low in front the swell of her breasts threatened to spill, a dress cut so high on her leg, the entire length of her thigh lay exposed. I swallowed in a dry throat, or at least I tried to. Her eyes darted my way, and she did that thing again where she completely controlled her face. Her expression stayed calm, but her eyes gave her away. She was shocked to see me. I stayed calm too, on the outside, but inside my mind raged. How long had she been off work? When did she have time to change? Who bought her that dress, and why?

The pieces came together all at once. She was on a date! Angel bought her that dress and then she wore it for him. I had to remain nonchalant as I passed, ignoring them like she meant nothing to me instead of being my whole world. I pushed my cart slowly up the slight hill, buying time, hoping she would give me a look that provided some answers. She saw the opportunity and excused herself for a bathroom trip but then looped around and waited behind a hedge for me to pass. I soon did.

“Keep going,” she murmured. “Don’t stop. Diego brought him to me and told me to go out with him. I had no choice. After lunch we’re going to his mansion. I’m so sorry, Baby. I’m so sorry. I have to. I have to go. They believe I’m single and they know every girl on the island would jump at the chance to date Angel Cruz. I’ll come home as soon as I can. I’m so sorry, my Love.”

I locked my jaw and kept my pace. Those were the worst words I’d ever heard. Angel’s mansion? Fuck!

She spun on her heel and hurried to the bathroom. The flimsy dress rose in a flourish, flashing toned legs. I pushed my cart up the incline and checked it in at the booth. I’d be back tomorrow to dispense more towels to the wealthy, but for now I would go home and scream.


Chapter 5

I sat in the middle of our shitty couch and stewed. I played my exchange with Sofia over and over in my mind and the more I thought about it, the more I suspected she’d had a gleam of eagerness in her eye. Did she have to hurry back to him like that? I swear deep down, she was excited to have lunch with Mister Cruz. She was right about every girl on the island wanting him. I heard them say it often. Why should my wife be immune to such desires?

Desires.

Desires?

I was suddenly on my feet. Would he try something with her? Of course he would. Why invite her back to your mansion otherwise? Jesús Cristo! He would touch her and she would let him. Not all the way. That would be classless and Sofia has class. He would expect some resistance from her. He would appreciate it, respecting her more because she resisted. But she would need to grant him a little to keep him happy. Every girl would. Was this the meaning behind Diego’s recent message? Had he primed Sofia at that meeting to make her compliant as part of some plan he had with Angel?

My mind tumbled down a deep hole. Images of Sofia and Angel kissing flooded my brain. I imagined him touching her, helping her out of that dress, kissing her. I saw her melt under his skilled touch, her desire rising.

What if he had a big dick like Diego?

What would Sofia do? She could hide behind the need to protect us, saying anything she did with him, she did for us.

“Aaargh!” I shouted, suddenly boiling over with angst.

I swung a fist and knocked a lamp off the end table. I covered my face with my hands. I had no tears. It wasn’t that kind of emotional pain. This was a burning, churning, agony of the gut. My heart ached. I felt as if every muscle of my body was clenched against the bone.

There was nothing for me to do but wait.

I turned on the television and watched the shapes move around, but I paid no attention. My mind was on Sofia, my gorgeous, young, and sexy wife.

I fell asleep.


Chapter 6

The key hitting the lock was the first vibration. It wasn't the sharp, metallic sound of a lock being turned, but a softer, more hesitant click, followed by the heavy sigh of the door swinging inward. I lifted my head and closed my mouth. I was stiff all over, still seated on the couch.

Sofia's heels clicked against the cheap linoleum floor of the entryway, a sound that usually meant she was home from work, a sound that meant safety and comfort and the end of the day. Right now, it sounded like the tick of a bomb. Each click was a second closer to the moment I'd been dreading and, in some sick, twisted part of my soul, expecting.

"Leo?" Her voice was soft, almost a whisper, floating through the dark apartment. "Are you awake?"

"I'm awake," I said, my voice scratchy. I cleared my throat. "I’m here, on the couch."

She appeared like a silhouette against the faint light from the entry. She still wore the dress Angel had purchased for her, and I saw the outline of her legs through it from the light behind. Her hair, usually loose around her shoulders, was swept up in a sophisticated knot, a few tendrils escaping to frame her face. She looked beautiful. She looked sexy.

She looked like she belonged to someone else. This was not my simple wife. This was not the maid from the Isla Azul. This woman had made an effort to look good for someone, and that someone was not me. She didn't turn on the main light, instead gliding across the room to stand by the window, her back to me. She looked out at the lights of the town, a glittering carpet spread out below our second story apartment.

"How was it?" I asked.

The question was a formality, a piece of script I was supposed to follow. Did you fuck him? was the real question on my mind, but I couldn’t say that, because if nothing happened, then I’d just delivered to my wife the gravest of insults. I couldn’t hurt her like that for my own needs. She was quiet for a long time. I saw her reflection in the dark glass, a pale, insubstantial image. She looked tired.

"It was," she finally said, her voice distant. “It was complicated.”

"Are you okay? Did he hurt you?"

She let out a small, breathy laugh. It wasn't a happy sound.

"No, Baby. He's a gentleman, in his way. We left in his car, a Rolls Royce. I thought we would go to his mansion, but he took me to a restaurant in town. I’d never heard of it. The food was, you know, you can't even imagine how good the food was. We ate things I can't pronounce and drank a bottle of wine that costs more than our rent. All I had to do was look at an item on the menu and he’d order it."

“Showing off.”

“Yes, of course. Showing off. Trying to impress me. But it worked. Flattery always works, even when you know that’s what they’re doing.”

My stomach tightened. I knew this was part of it. The seduction of it all. He would show her not just himself, but the world he inhabited. A world she could only visit if she let him buy her way in.

“He was testing you.”

“He was. He suspected I was hiding something, so he went fishing for the truth, in his own way. He wanted to know if I was married or not.”

"Did you convince him?" I asked. "Does he believe you’re single?"

She turned from the window and walked toward me, her movements slow, deliberate. She stopped in front of the couch, looking down at me. The scent of her perfume hit me then, but it was different. It was her scent, yes, but it was tangled with something else. The smell of expensive cologne, restaurant smells, scents of another man's world.

"He wanted to," she said, her voice barely audible. "He really, really wanted to. But he's not a fool, Leo. He's a man who built an empire by not being a fool. He asked me about the tan line on my ring finger."

My heart stopped. I hadn't even thought of that. The faint, pale line where her simple gold band usually sat.

“You removed your ring.”

“Of course. I never wear it at work. The cleaning chemicals alone are a reason to remove it. He saw the faint line and asked his questions.”

"What did you say?"

She knelt down in front of me, her hands resting on my knees. Her eyes, usually so bright and full of life, were wide and dark in the dim light. They looked haunted, worried.

"I told him I used to wear a ring for fun. A costume piece to ward off obnoxious clients at the resort, but that I'd only just stopped wearing it." She shook her head slightly. "It was a good lie, but he didn't buy it. Not completely."

She was dragging it out, afraid to share. I got impatient.

"So, what happened?"

Her gaze dropped from my eyes to my chest, as if she couldn't bear to look at me. She ran her hands up my legs and back.

"He said I was too beautiful to be single. He said he knew I wasn’t telling the whole truth. He said I was hiding my story. He stroked the back of my hand gently and gazed into my eyes. He said I should confess because he would learn the truth either way."

I stayed silent, my hands clenched into fists in my lap. I could feel my nails digging into my palms. I wanted to tell her to stop. I wanted to tell her it wasn't worth it, that we'd find another way. But we both knew there wasn't another way. Not in this town. We would live a life of cruel poverty.

"He was so calm," Sofia continued, her voice trembling slightly. "Like he pries secrets out of people all the time. He said we can dispense with the pretense. He said he’s sure I’m a married woman, but that’s okay because he’s a man who enjoys what is forbidden. It only makes the prize more valuable.'"

My blood ran cold.

"He knows."

“He knows. I think he knew from the beginning but enjoyed the game of cat and mouse. He enjoys the hunt." She took a shaky breath.

“That makes you the prey,” I said. "What does he want?"

I asked, but I already knew.

I knew the price of admission to Angel's world. I knew exactly what he’d charge. Selecting beautiful Sofia was no accident. She looked up at me, her eyes wet with unshed tears.

"He wanted proof," she whispered.

I couldn't speak. I just stared at her, my wife, the woman I loved more than my own life, kneeling on our floor and confessing the terms of her surrender.

"We went back to his mansion," she said, her voice flat, as if she were reciting a shopping list. "The view was incredible. In one direction, the whole city spread out below us like jewels. In the other direction, the dark and frightening ocean. He poured us both a brandy and looked at me. He didn't touch me. He made no move. He just stared at me like I was the most beautiful woman who had ever lived."

“You liked that.”

“Hell yes, I did. I started trembling under his intense gaze.” She paused. Her gaze dropped to her hands, which now rested in my lap. "He said he knows a test that will show if I’m lying.”

My throat was tight, a knot of bile and shame.

"Go on."

The words were torn from me. She didn't answer right away. She just knelt there, the picture of misery, and I could see the entire night playing out behind her eyes. The opulence, the power, the quiet, terrifying certainty of a man who always gets what he wants.

"He sat on his huge sofa, all black leather, kind of like how you’re sitting right now. He unzipped his pants. He didn't say another word. He just waited."

I closed my eyes. I couldn't look at her. I couldn't look at the woman I loved as she described what came next. But I couldn't stop her. I had to hear it. I had to know the full price she paid for us.

"I knelt on the floor in front of him," she said, her voice cracking. "It’s what every single woman would have done. The carpet was so soft it felt like I was sinking. I smelled his expensive cologne, his musk."

She stopped. I wondered why there were no tears. I felt a wave of nausea so intensely I thought I would be sick. I pictured her, my Sofia, on her knees for another man. I pictured her beautiful face, her soft lips, and the act of pure, desperate submission.

“Go on,” I croaked.

Was there just a hint of excitement behind her eyes? She was clearly hesitant to upset me but where was her upset?

"I tried not to think about it," she whispered. "I tried to make it a task. Just something I had to do, like brushing my teeth. I told myself I was doing it for us. For our future. I told myself you would understand."

“But it wasn’t merely a task, was it?” I asked.

“No.” Her voice was so small.

She looked up at me, her expression raw, stripped of all pretense. Now, at last, her true feelings had arrived.

"No, it wasn’t. Not at all. You deserve the truth. He started talking to me. He told me how beautiful I am, and how sexy. He said maybe I have a husband and maybe I don’t, and maybe I’m a good enough liar to beat his test, but if I was married, then my husband was the luckiest man on Earth, because a face like mine combined with the amazing body I have is a once every century event. He made me feel so special, so extraordinary.”

Her voice dropped even lower, becoming a confession meant only for me, in the dark of our home.

"He called me a good girl. He gently stroked my hair, gazing into my eyes, just waiting for me to melt and make the first move.”

“Which you did.”

“How else could I come home?”

Our eyes met. She was in a difficult position, yes, but I sensed her arousal at that moment between his legs.

“Are you sure you want to hear more?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She nodded.

“I reached through his open fly. He wore no underwear, so my fingertips landed directly on his thick shaft. I worked him out through the opening.”

Her eyes were glossed over a little from remembering the moment.

“Is he bigger than me?”

She hesitated to answer.

“What difference does that make?” she said. “Size doesn’t matter.”

“It matters to me. It would matter to every husband. Is he bigger? Tell me.”

She struggled, hoping to spare my feelings.

“Is he?” I insisted.

“Yes.”

“How much?”

“Baby,” she began.

“How much?”

She sighed. She held up her hands, palms facing each other with about eight or nine inches between them.

“That’s big,” I conceded.

Then she surprised me by holding up her hand as if to form the sign for the letter C, leaving an impressive gap between the end of her index finger and the end of her thumb.

“He’s about that big around,” she finished.

I eased into the couch. The man possessed a formidable weapon.

“All right,” I said. “Thank you for your honesty. What happened next?”

She drew a deep breath.

“He said if my mouth was that talented at lying, he was sure it had other talents too, and he stretched his arms along the back of his couch and waited. I moved my hands around the base and lifted his cock straight up. I stared at it, a little afraid of the size. I now understood what he expected so I lowered my head to his lap and opened my mouth, guiding his cock in. Should I keep going, Baby, or have you heard enough?”

“Keep going. I need to know everything. I don’t want some surprise piece of information to come out later after I’ve forgiven you and tried to forget.”

“Forgiven?”

“You know what I mean. Go on.”

Apparently, planting the idea that she might need to be forgiven got her thinking about what she’d done from my point of view. She began opening my pants, pulling aside my underwear.

“I can tell you,” she mumbled. “Which will take a long time and my jaw is already tired, or I can show you, and showing you is easier.”


Chapter 7

She yanked my clothes down my legs and my dick flopped onto my stomach. She grabbed it and held it around the base like she’d described doing to him. She inched closer, moving up between my legs.

“I bent his thick shaft down and put the head in my mouth, like this.”

The heat was astonishing. Her mouth closed around me and I gasped, lifting my hips to push more dick in. She began stroking as she sucked, running one hand up and down in time with her mouth. I groaned.

“I used my hands on him like I am on you,” she casually mentioned. “But for him I needed both hands.”

I groaned again. I began to wonder if my use of the word forgiven had actually made her angry. She took the head as far in her mouth as she could and then sucked hard on the way back up. She reached the head and licked it all over.

“He continued petting my hair and telling me how pretty I am. I made him so hard. He has the biggest dick I’ve ever seen let alone touched, and I started feeling powerful down there. My ego got boosted doing all that to a man like him. When he wasn’t complimenting me, he was moaning and groaning, and I think it’s so sexy to cause a man to make sounds like that. I sucked harder and stroked faster.”

“Did you make him cum?” I gasped.

She was busy with my dick again so there was a pause before she answered.

“I did.”

“Where?”

She ignored my question to keep sucking.

“Where did he cum, Sofia?”

She pushed my dick to the back of her throat and sucked hard, doing to me what she’d done to him. I had hoped she would say something like he came on her tits or her face but no, what man would waste such an opportunity to shoot down a pretty girl’s throat? My balls tightened at the news. My wife had swallowed his load shot right out of his cock. Angel was in her belly. While she was busy sucking me, Angel was already inside her.

I groaned and Sofia sucked harder and faster. She wanted it. She wanted my load. Was she trying to make amends? Or was she turned on, excited by the prospect of two men cumming down her throat one after the other? I felt her hand moving as she blew me and then for the first time ever, her finger pushed up my ass. My orgasm was immediate and devastating.

“Unngh!” I cried out. “Argh! God!”

I blasted a huge load down her vacuuming gullet. Over and over I shot as she sucked and stroked and massaged inside my ass. I’ve never orgasmed so hard in my life. Angel taught her that trick and I felt jealous but also grateful she’d used it on me. My hot sperm rocketed out of me and my head filled with white light until I had nothing more to give and collapsed deeper into the sofa. I distantly heard Sofia chuckle.

"You will be happy to hear he didn't kiss me afterwards,” she murmured, climbing up my body to whisper into my ear. “He just left his big cock resting on his pants, knowing I’d stare at it, and I did.”

I groaned.

“I have to visit him again at his mansion tomorrow night,” she whispered. “After work. I don’t know how late I’ll be.”

She fell silent, the weight of her words crushing the air out of the room. I opened my bleary eyes to look at her. She was gorgeous, glowing, radiant. She was an angel of sex, sent to satisfy lusty men. I wanted to get angry, but she had drained that out of me along with everything else. I patted her hand.

“All right, Baby,” I muttered. “I hate it, but I understand.”

We didn’t talk much about what had happened. We avoided eye contact, moved around the apartment, got ready for bed and spooned. I had questions but I hated to make her relive those memories. She wanted to protect me, so she left a lot unsaid.

“Oh,” she said just as we were drifting off. “I forgot to mention the men with guns.”

“What men with guns?”

“Two guys. Everywhere he goes. Bodyguards, I guess, which makes sense because of all that money just lying around.”

“What money?”

“Stacks of it. Rubber banded together. He has piles of cash in almost every room. Like he has no use for it. Some looks dusty, like he just leaves it there.”

I pulled her close and squeezed.


Chapter 8

In the morning, we dressed and ate and spoke nothing of the night before. I fidgeted all day at work, watching the clock, knowing at the end of her shift, the Rolls would come and take her away. A hasty note scrawled earlier and stuffed in my hand as she passed told me they would be headed to Havana for dinner on his private jet. I got off early to stake a position by the maid’s station and saw her hurry by with a large box in her hands. She disappeared inside but then re-emerged soon after, dressed now in a thin, flowing gown of shimmering blue. Angel stood by the Rolls Royce, a bodyguard on each side. He held the door open, smiling as he held out his hand.

My wife looked as dazzling as she looked happy. She passed by without noticing me and I saw her breasts swaying, her nipples stiff. She wore nothing underneath. She was beaming. She was thrilled. I wondered how much of that joy was her looking forward to sucking his cock again. An unworthy thought, but there it was.

I ran some quick calculations in my mind. The drive to the airport was mere minutes, followed by the flight to Havana which would be about an hour. They would eat, drink, converse, and she would most likely suck his cock on the flight home, followed by the drive from the airport.

I estimated four hours before my wife returned to me.

Plenty of time for what I had planned.

Sofia took Angel’s hand as she stepped into the car, dropping into her seat and grabbing his face for a hot kiss as he leaned in. My heart sank but I reminded myself she played this game for us. He returned the kiss as the men with guns climbed inside too, closing the doors. The Rolls drove away. I watched him leave with her, the love of my life, the woman of my dreams, and then I hurried through the resort grounds and along the beach.

Everybody knows which of the mansions clinging to the side of the volcano belong to Mister Cruz. I’ve dispensed towels near that end. I knew the way. I followed the curve of the mountain until I was mostly out of sight of Isla Azul, and then I hunted for the two large burlap bags I had hidden earlier on my lunch break, and then I began to climb.

Angel held all the cards in this situation because Sofia and I needed money and could not afford to be exposed. We did not play this terrible game by choice; we played because we had to. I was going to put us on equal footing. I pulled myself up the embankment using the ice plant and rock outcroppings until I reached the low wall. The sun was setting and I had it at my back, but I doubted Angel had cameras installed. There’s not a lot of technology available on Isla Azul, but it was his ego that made the final decision. He believed no one would dare cross him on this island, and he was right. That is, no one except me.

I stuck to shrubs and trees as I navigated the grounds, checking for unlocked doors or open windows. I saw an open sliding glass door on the second story balcony and used a trellis to climb. I fell once, landing in soft sand, but succeeded on my second attempt.

I admit I was trembling as I entered this forsaken place. The house itself was an expansive monster of glass and concrete, all chrome and marble inside. I moved the sheer curtains aside and surveyed the open space. Sofia had not exaggerated. Angel had stacks of cash piled here and there, just waiting to be bundled and deposited. He was in no hurry. I moved from pile to pile, checking denominations, gathering twenties and fifties. Hundred-dollar bills would be too conspicuous, too difficult to spend and would draw attention to me.

I circled this room before moving on to the next. As I expected, I saw no evidence of cameras. Angel’s ego told him they were unnecessary. He was sure nobody on this island would mess with him. I slowly built a growing pile of money. With two bags full, Sofia and I could leave this place. We could move to the mainland, possibly even buy passage to the States. I opened closet doors and investigated bathrooms. The place was huge, truly a labyrinth, but I was patient. Better to do it right, leave no evidence, and get out safely. By rearranging his stacks, I hoped he might not even notice money was missing. I made sure to leave no glaring changes. I left everything the way he had it, I just swapped out higher denominations for lower denominations, taking the twenties and fifties and replacing those bundles with ones, fives, and tens.

The thump of multiple car doors closing and loud voices laughing made my head snap up.


Chapter 9

I quickly scanned the room and dragged my two bags of cash and myself into the closest of his huge walk-in closets. I parted his many suits and hid behind them, pulling them closed in front of me. Sweat broke out all over my body. I was fucked. Who could this be? Another robber, come to steal?

Sofia’s melodic laughter soon filled his palatial bedroom.

“I don’t care that the airport was closed,” she teased. “I don’t care that there is a hurricane in the Caribbean. I don’t care that we aren’t having dinner in Havana. All I care about is getting you in bed. I’ll have you for dinner. Come here and show me that big cock again.”

I was stunned. Paralyzed. Frozen all the way down to my toes. The darkness in Angel's closet grew, becoming absolute, swallowing me like alligator jaws as I vanished under the velvet blackness.

What. The. Fuck.

I pressed my eye to the sliver of light bleeding through the louvered doors, suddenly aware that this enclosed space smelled of him: expensive leather, musky cologne, worsted wool. I also smelled the banknotes at my feet. My breathing sounded like a forge bellows in this confined space, each inhale a struggle against the tightness in my chest. I craned my neck to see the room.

Sofia was breathtaking. She already lay sprawled across his enormous bed, the elegant gown he’d purchased for her drawn tight and accentuating the ridiculous curves of her body. Her dark hair, usually tied back in a simple knot for work, which I love to undo when she gets home, was spread across his silk pillows like spilled ink. Her skin, the skin I knew every inch of, glowed with a vivacious sheen that caught the light, making her look like a Renaissance painting brought to life. She was laughing, a real, throaty laugh that I hadn't heard in weeks, really not since we started this desperate, secret life of ours. Her head was thrown back, her neck a long, graceful column, and Angel, still dressed, but with his shirt wide open, nuzzled that feminine throat, his teeth grazing her pulse point.

My stomach churned. This was the price. This was what it took to keep our marriage, our love, a secret from the world that would tear us apart. This was the unspoken part of the contract. The part that made my soul feel like it was being sandpapered from the inside out. I told myself we merely conducted a transaction. This was a cold, calculated act on her part. She was just going through the motions, playing a role in securing our future. I clung to that thought like a drowning man to a piece of driftwood. It was the only thing keeping me from bursting out of this closet and screaming.

But then I saw her hand. It wasn't limp or passive. Her fingers once again wore the simple gold band I'd placed there. Was our secret out? Had she confessed the truth and Angel wanted her even more because of it?  I watched those fingers tangle in Angel's hair, her red nails rising like tiny shark fins cutting through his wavy black locks. She pulled him away from her neck and kissed him, but it wasn't a superficial peck. It was a deep kiss, a hungry kiss. Her mouth opened and her tongue snaked across. She was eager for this. A low moan vibrated in her throat, a sound I knew all too well, but it was different now. It wasn't mere pleasure. That moan carried a note of real arousal, genuine lust. I saw the way her neck strained to reach him and knew she bordered on abandon. I’d seen her this eager for sex once, maybe twice. I knew if Angel were to check, he’d find my wife was already drenched.

A cold dread, far worse than my initial jealousy, began to seep into my bones. She wasn't just enduring this. She was joining. No, she was hunting.

Angel's hands roamed her body with territorial confidence. He had every permission she could grant and he knew it. My fists clenched. He was learning her curves, her body, her sensitive places. His thumb brushed over her nipple, and she arched into his touch, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

"Please," she whispered.

The word was barely audible but rang in my ears like a gunshot. Please? What was she asking for? For him to stop? For it to be over? The desperate, hopeful part of my brain screamed that interpretation, but the evidence, the way her body moved against his, told me a different, uglier story.

He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that was pure masculine ego.

"Please what, Sofia?" he murmured, his voice a smooth, dangerous caress. "Tell me. Tell me what you want. Tell me what you want me to do to you."

Her eyes, dark and wide, fluttered open. They weren't glazed with resignation or fear. They were filled with a raw, undisguised wanting that sent a spike of ice through my heart. She looked up at him, at the man who was buying my wife's body to protect our marriage, and she smiled. A genuine, dazzling smile that was usually reserved for me.

"You," she breathed. "I want you." Her hand slid down his rippled abs to his crotch. “But I want this too,” she softly giggled.

My world tilted on its axis. The carefully constructed narrative I had built for myself, the one where Sofia was a martyr for our love, crumbled into dust. This wasn't a sacrifice. This wasn’t a task, a job that needed doing. This was her choice, her need.


Chapter 10

I watched, mesmerized by the horror of it, as Angel obliged her. He moved with an unhurried grace, slipping from the bed to shuck his shirt and pants. My wife watched him attentively, following every move. A small part of my mind reasoned her desire made sense. The man was rich, handsome, hung, and dangerous. What woman stood a chance? He hooked his thumbs and drew down his boxer briefs. She’d informed me he was bigger, and in my mind I’d created a slightly larger version of myself for him, but I saw now how she’d protected my feelings. I stared at that menacing lance as intensely as my wife. His cock looked almost nothing like mine and that difference really drove home the fact that she was about to experience something and someone totally different.

“You seem fascinated,” he said.

“I’ve never seen one like it.”

“You mean this big?”

She shook her head.

“No. I mean yes. I mean I’ve never seen one that big, but your cock is also kind of pretty.”

“Pretty?” he laughed. “Dicks can be pretty?”

“Sure. If some are ugly, then some must be pretty. Yours is pretty. You have a nice shape, a nice color. You’re all smooth and clean and masculine. My pussy tingles when I look at you.”

“Me? Or my dick?”

She laughed.

“Just your dick,” she teased. “Your face is kind of ugly, and I don’t find fat guys attractive.”

He threw his head back and laughed.

“Your turn,” he said. “Get up. Take off that dress for me.”

I thought my heart would explode. This was building into far more than a blowjob. What was her game now?

“But I’m not wearing anything underneath,” she flirted.

“Good.”

She eased from the bed and turned her back on him.

“You take it off me,” she murmured. “You bought it. I’m wearing it just for you. You take your dress off me.”

He moved around the bed and came up behind her. I smothered a gasp as his partially risen cock wedged under her butt cheeks. She lifted her hair and he unfastened the clasp at the back of her neck. I imagined his hot breath raised goose bumps on her. I wondered if he felt the heat from her pussy through his cock. He kissed her nape and lifted the dress from one shoulder and then the other, allowing the gossamer fabric to pour off her body like water, forming a ring around her feet. Just like that, my incredibly gorgeous and sexy wife stood naked before him.

“All secure,” I heard a deep voice announce.

I turned my head and saw both bodyguards at the doorway, eyeing my naked wife and smirking. How many times have they seen Angel do this to a woman? My wife was simple the next in line.

“Thank you, Marko,” Angel said, never taking his eyes off Sofia. “Thank you, Sal. You guys can go. Have a good night.”

The bodyguards departed after one lingering look at my wife. She loved the attention and Angel felt none of the jealousy I felt. He turned Sofia to face him and her gaze immediately dropped from his face to his half-erect cock. Her hand floated up, catching him on her palm and lifting.

“This is going to hurt,” she said, ruefully. “I’m small down there.”

“No,” he murmured. “I promise it won’t. You’ll see. You’ll love it.”

Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. FUCK!

They were going to have intercourse!

He tilted her head and kissed her softly. They began to make out. His hands roamed her body, and her hands roamed his and soon he walked backward towards the bed, gently pulling her to follow. He turned at the last second and laid her down. My eyeballs ached looking at her exquisite nudity. What a juicy body she has. As an observer, I was forced to see her for the first time again, and she was stunning. Flat stomach, tits too big to be that firm and yet they were, round ass and smooth skin: my wife was more bikini model than maid. Her face could grace fashion magazines. Yet, at this moment, she opened her legs towards a man she’d met only the day before. Angel joined her on the bed, his cock now risen to almost fully erect, a gently upward curving sword ready to slay.

He positioned himself between her legs, his hard penis aimed like a spear and her swollen labia. My wife was breathing fast, nervous as hell but wildly turned on. She grabbed his shoulders to pull him forward and arched her back, offering her tits to his mouth. He lowered his head and sucked the first nipple in, and I saw the muscles in his ass tense as he entered her. Sofia’s lungs emptied as he pushed his inches in. Her back arched off the bed, her mouth formed a perfect O. It wasn't the pained grimace I had secretly, selfishly hoped for. It was the look of a woman experiencing more pleasure than she ever had before and was utterly baffled about how to handle it.

“Ooooooooohhh, fuuuuuuck!” she cried out. “Angel. Jesus!”

He pushed deeper, slowly filling her from clit to womb. Sofia lifted her hips without thinking, helping the man to reach as far up inside her as he could. Her head fell back, exposing her throat.

“Aaaaagh,” she moaned.

Angel braced himself over her and began to pump his hips. Sofia tossed her head, groaning at the intense penetration. Her toes made little fists at the ends of her feet. She opened her legs wider, hungry for more of this unexpected level of bliss. Her hips began to rise in time with his as she fucked herself on him. Their rhythm built into a steady, powerful beat that seemed to shake the very floor of the closet. Her sounds were no longer just gasps and moans; they were words. Encouragement. Praise.

"Deeper," she'd pant, her voice strained with blinding pleasure. "Don't stop. God, don't stop. Fuck me all night with that thing. I love your cock."

Each word was a fresh wound on my heart. I had to bite down hard on my knuckle to keep from making a sound, so hard I almost broke the skin. The physical pain was a welcome distraction from the emotional agony that was threatening to tear me apart. Who was this woman I watched? This wasn't my Sofia. My Sofia is sweet, and shy, and sometimes a little awkward in her passion. This creature on the bed was a carnal, confident stranger, a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to demand it from a man who wasn't her husband.

The transactional lie I'd told myself was in tatters. The secret I thought she was keeping for us now felt like a secret she was keeping from me. Was this the first time? Or just the first time I knew about it? Did she truly just suck his cock last time? Or did he fuck her and she was eagerly back for more?

Angel shifted, rolling them over with surprising strength until Sofia was straddling him, her back at an angle to the closet doors. From my hiding place, I had a perfect, horrifying view. Her body, my favorite body in the world, moved with an athletic, sensual grace. She braced her hands on his chest, her head thrown back, her hair a wild curtain around her face as she rode him. The look on her face was one of pure and complete bliss. She wasn't thinking about me. She wasn't thinking about our secret marriage or the future we were supposedly fighting for. In that moment, she was completely and utterly his.

The jealousy I felt was a physical thing, a hot, acidic bile in my throat. But underneath it, something colder and more terrifying was taking root. Doubt. Not just doubt about her motives but doubt about everything. About our love, about our future, about the very foundation of the life I thought we were building together.

I snapped back to the moment when her climax hit. How easy it was for her to orgasm from his cock! Her body went rigid, then shuddered violently, a long, drawn-out cry of release tearing from her throat. It was a sound of such profound satisfaction that it felt like a personal attack. That cry carried recriminations. That cry whispered in my ear that I had never made her orgasm so fast or so hard. She collapsed onto his chest, boneless and spent, and he held her, stroking her hair, murmuring things I couldn't hear.

They lay mated for a long time, him inside her. Their breathing slowly returned to normal. He was still made of iron and Sofia gently, unconsciously, rotated her hips to feel his stiffness in there. They spoke softly and kissed, and I desperately wanted her to climb off.

The air in the closet had turned stale. It pressed in on me, a physical weight matching the one crushing my chest. Through my sliver of a view, I watched my wife bask in the afterglow of her fierce climax. My hands were braced against the door frame, my knuckles white. Every muscle in my body was coiled tight, a spring waiting to snap. But I didn’t move. I dared not. This was the deal. This was the price. If what she did was truly an act, exposure now ruined everything. If he also caught me with his money, my body would float.

Sofia lay atop the man, her tight, young pussy gripping his rigid cock deep. Her hair was fanned out across his chest. Her big tits squished, spreading out between them.

"You feel incredible, Sofia,” he murmured. “Absolutely incredible."

Sofia's response is to clamp her wet cunt and squeeze his nested cock.

“Whoa,” he muttered. “Do that again.”

I hold back a groan. I know what she’s doing. I know that trick well. She clenches her pussy around his rigid pole, teasing the man like she teases me.

“That feels fantastic,” he said.

She exhales a breathy moan that I know so well, a sound I've coaxed from her many times. But now it sounds just a little different. It's deeper, more uninhibited. Her hands clutch his arms, her nails digging into his skin.

I watch as he shifts his weight, lifting her small frame effortlessly and turning them both. Sofia coils her legs around his hips. He raises himself on his knees, taking her hips with him. Her large breasts slide, resting under her chin.

My body betrays me. A wave of nausea rolls through, followed by a hot, shameful flush of despair. I hated myself at that moment, but I can’t bring myself to hate her. The image of her face, lost in bliss, burns into my mind. She’s beautiful and happy and lusty and it's agonizing to see.

He begins to thrust, moving slowly, sheathing his hard cock in her and then withdrawing. I hear how wet she is. I hear her moans as he begins leading her to another orgasm. I stare at the place where his cock vanishes inside her. That sweet little cunt is stretched into a wide O, filled with rigid dick.

Angel's rhythm soon becomes more urgent, more demanding. The sound of their bodies slapping together starts to fill the room, a wet, rhythmic percussion that seems to pound in time with my frantic heartbeat. He's grunting now, his control fraying at the edges. He's taking her, eager to inseminate and make her his own.

"Look at me," he commands, his voice rough.

Sofia's eyes flutter open, hazy with lust. She looks up at him, her expression one of utter adoration. It's a look I've never received from her, a look of complete and total surrender. We were always partners. In his bedroom, she submits.

"I'm going to cum," he growls, his hips now pistoning into her. "I'm going to fill you up, pretty Sofia. I'm going to make you mine."

"Yes," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "Do it, Angel. Cum in me. I want your cum."

His hips drive his cock over and over. Finally, he slams into her one last time, a deep, powerful thrust that forces a groan from his throat. His body shudders, his back arches. He's emptying himself into her, pumping out all the sperm he has, flooding my wife. He tries to thrust a few more times, but his orgasm has him and his movements are erratic. At last, he shoots one final time and then he collapses on her, burying his face in the crook of her neck, his sweaty body spent. Sofia wraps her arms around him, holding him close, her legs still wrapped around his waist. She's stroking his hair, murmuring something I can't hear. They lie there for a long time, a tangled heap of limbs and sweat and satisfaction.

I stay in the closet, the stale air filling my lungs, the image of her satisfied and adoring face as he filled her is seared into my memory.

The deal is done. The price has been paid. I am left with nothing but the sound of my breathing and a bitter taste in my mouth. I wonder how long I’ll be stuck here but he soon mentions the hot tub outside. Sofia loves the idea and they reluctantly pull apart. My wife ogles his swinging cock again, wondering, no doubt, how soon she can have it again.

They hold hands and exit the bedroom. I remember seeing the hot tub and I know, if the bodyguards have truly departed, there is a path for me to escape unseen. I tied the necks of the bags together and slung them over my shoulder. I’m cautious, extra cautious, but I soon see the happy couple outside in the tub, sitting close and kissing. I slink away, rich for the first time in my life, but feeling destitute. I am left with my thoughts, with the devastating truth that has been revealed in the most brutal way possible. Sofia wasn't just sleeping with Angel to protect our marriage. She was sleeping with Angel because she wanted to. I know both things can be true at the same time, but goddamn, it’s hard to take.

I won't confront her. Not yet. What was the point? She’d fall back on our plan, claiming it all meant nothing, but I'd seen the truth with my eyes. I’d play the part of the oblivious husband. I’d let her keep her secrets. But I felt certain the game had changed. This was no longer just about protecting our marriage. This was now also about where that marriage goes from here.


Chapter 11

She came home just before dawn. She looked properly guilty, but maintained the defense that everything she did, she did for us. She asked me to draw her a bath and I did, helping her strip. Her dress was on inside out, her skin was streaked with dried cum up and down between her legs and all around her mouth. I thought about asking her what happened but what if she lied? I had no interest in lies. Instead, I waited until she floated in warm soapy water and then I walked into the bathroom and dumped two huge burlap bags of cash on the floor, mostly twenties and fifties. Her eyes grew huge.

“Leo!” she gasped. “What is this?”

“I was there,” I answered calmly. “In the closet. Hiding. I saw everything up until you both left for the hot tub. I know you liked fucking him. No, that’s not accurate. I know you loved it. You loved fucking him.”

She thought about denying everything but the look in my eyes said don’t bother. She sighed, looking at the suds.

“No,” she murmured. “Since we’re being accurate, I didn’t love fucking him. I loved the way he fucked me.” Her gaze came up to mine. “Would you prefer I hated it? Is that what you need to feel better? Is that what you want me to have gone through, for us, so that you feel better about what I did? Would you like it better if I detested his touch, wept at what was done to me, suffered shame and regret for his hands on me? You wish I hated myself? Is that what you want for your pretty wife?”

“No, of course not.”

“Sounds like it to me. Here’s the truth, Leo. I thought I would hate it. I thought I would want to kill myself afterward and only my love for you would get me through. But you know what? I didn’t hate it. I didn’t hate his touch. He’s handsome and funny and smart and oh, Lord, his cock is magnificent. I expected to hate it, but he charmed me. He wined and dined me. He complimented me on real things, things that I care about.  He saw me, Leo. I felt desired and special. I’m not saying you don’t make me feel special too. I’m not saying that. I’m not comparing you to him and saying you come up short. I’m saying I loved what he did to and for me, just like I love it when you do those things too. Understand?”

“Yes,” I croaked.

“I’m sorry you had to see me like that but surely, as you love me, you are happy I did not suffer?”

“Yes.”

She studied my face, then looked at the pile of money, then studied my face again.

“It had to be difficult,” she said, voice softening. “To see me with him. You were in a closet? Conyo. That had to hurt! Poor baby. Wait. Oh no, you saw me orgasm when I was riding him. Oh, my love, I’m so sorry. I would die to see you do such a thing.”

She reached her hands for me and I moved closer. The big speech I had prepared was gone, dust in the wind.

“I swear I started with our marriage in the front of my mind,” she continued. “I admit it got pushed to the back, but I never forgot why I was even with him. I am too passionate to ignore his touch. No girl can resist that man, and neither can I. But I always thought of you, my husband. Please believe me. I may have enjoyed myself but that changes nothing. I still did it for us.”

I wanted to believe her.

“What else did you see, my sweet Leo? What else hurt you?”

“I saw him roll you over and fuck you. I saw what his big cock did to you. I saw how you loved it, how you couldn’t get enough of it.”

She reached over the edge of the bathtub to open my pants. She opened her mouth.

“Bring it to me,” she said. “I will show you how I still love you.”

“How many times did he fuck you?” I asked. “After the hot tub. After I left.”

She slipped my cock into her mouth and sucked. The slippery heat got me hard surprisingly fast, despite my many misgivings.

“Three,” she mumbled around my dick. “Four. Maybe five.”

“No way. No man cums that many times.”

She stopped sucking, ignoring my throbbing penis to explain.

“He did, Baby. His desire for me was crazy. I wasn’t really counting because by that time I was out of my mind. I was lost in Heaven. But yeah, I’d say five or so. Angel is no ordinary man. Maybe he took a pill or something, or maybe he thinks I’m the hottest, sexiest girl alive. He said so many times so maybe he wasn’t lying about that. He was hungry for me, Baby. He knows I’m married but not to whom. He says it makes me even sexier.”

“Why did you have to love it so much?” I whined. “It hurts me. I hated seeing it. I hated to see you loving the things he did to you.”

She sucked for a minute but indifferently. She was thinking.

“Like most girls,” she began. “I learned to be desirable way before I learned what I desired. Sheer dumb luck had me born sexy, and that has benefits for sure, but it has drawbacks as well. Most men never see beyond my face and my body. Angel does. Angel sees more than my face, more than my body. That’s why I loved getting fucked by him.”

She returned to my hard dick but paused after a minute.

“Where did the money come from, Baby? I think I know, but I hope I’m wrong. Please tell me you didn’t rob the man with cartel connections.”

“I did.”

She slipped my cock in again and started sucking me like she meant it. My mind was a whirlwind. I heard everything she’d said, and it made sense, even the parts I didn’t like. She was right about not wanting her to hate her time in bed with him. I couldn’t actually be that selfish. No.

She stopped.

“Do you realize what you’ve done?” she asked.

I watched my cock go in and out of her pretty face.

“Yes, I have found us a way out, a path off this island and to a better life.”

She held my dick half an inch in front of her waiting mouth.

“No,” she said, shaking her head sadly. “No. You’ve made it so I must fuck him again.”

The bottom fell out of my stomach.

“What?” I croaked. “Why?”

“That money. He’ll notice it is gone and wonder who robbed him. He cares little about the cash but the insult of stealing from him will not be tolerated. Trust me. If I suddenly refuse to see him again, it will be obvious what happened. I went home from his palace and told my husband about what I’d seen, and my husband broke in and stole some. The only way to make him direct his suspicion elsewhere, is to keep fucking him like normal. I must do what an innocent Sofia would do. You have forced me to fuck him again.”

“Oh, God.”

“Yes.”

She was right. Angel probably had plenty of suspects, given the life he leads, but Sofia suddenly vanishing or dodging his calls would point the finger directly at her. My wife must continue as if nothing unusual had happened.

She slipped me into her mouth again and added her hand to stroke my shaft. She sucked hard, ready to make me cum and ready to swallow. I understood she was trying to reassure me of her love with this spontaneous blowjob, and it was working, but my heart was heavy. I’d driven her back into his arms, back into his bed.

Her cell phone buzzed, vibrating wildly against the countertop. I picked it up and looked at it.

Angel.

“Mister Cruz,” I said, showing her the screen.

She gave me a nod as she continued sucking. I took that to mean for me to see what he wanted. I read his message.

“He wants you to come back right now,” I said. “He says his cock is hard again and he needs you.”

She stopped sucking.

“Hand me my towel,” she said.

I did, with my pulsating erection pointed right at her. She dried and took the phone from me, tapping out a quick response. She sat her phone on the countertop and left the bathroom, opening the closet and sliding hangers aside, hunting for the right dress. She found the one she wanted and pulled it out, quickly slipping the dress over her head, shimming until it fell into place.

“Nothing underneath?” I asked.

“Why bother?”

She hurried to the bathroom for fresh lipstick.

“You’re going to him?” I asked. “Just like that? He calls and you drop what you’re doing, which in this case happens to be sucking my dick, and you are out the door like a rocket? You don’t need to hurry.”

She paused to kiss my cheek.

“I know him better than you,” she said. “I do need to hurry.”

The dress clung to wet patches she’d missed while drying. It was a few years old and fitted her younger body better back then. Now, her boobs were pushed up, threatening to spill out. The cloth was tight across her ass. My erection twitched at the sight of her.

I was terribly conflicted. I wanted her to finish me off and I wanted her to stay, but I knew she had to go. What was the right thing to say at a time like this? She checked herself in the mirror and, reasonably satisfied with how she looked, grabbed her phone and strode from the bathroom.

“When will you be home?” I whined.

She gave me a peck on the lips.

“Once his balls are completely empty, I guess.”

I winced.

She was trying to make light of a serious situation, trying to be playful about how fucked up everything had gotten, but her words landed hard. She grabbed my erection and squeezed.

“Don’t take care of this yourself,” she told me. “Let me do it when I get home. Let me be the one to do it.”

“You just spent the whole night with him,” I complained.

She shrugged.

“I must go to him again,” she said. “One day soon it will be the last time, but not today. Not this time.”

She released my dick and hurried out the door. I stood there staring, my penis gently pulsing, and realized, again, I was partially to blame. I turned to look at the pile of money.

“You better be worth it,” I growled.


Chapter 12

I sat at home as long as I could stand it. My dick stayed hard, waiting, while terrible images of Angel fucking Sofia flitted through my mind. Finally, I broke, deciding that some risk was better than none. I knew how to get into his mansion without being seen, so what was I doing here sitting on my ass? I changed into a floral print shirt and tan pants to better hide myself in the foliage around his place and locked the apartment door behind me.

The ocean breeze was cool, despite the relentless Yucatan sun beating down on the volcanic rock. His place was built into the side of the volcano, and he’d brought in lots of extra plants and shrubs. I had an abundance of hiding places as I moved ever closer, ignoring the wooden steps down to the water. Sofia had described his palace as masculine, but I called it a fortress.

I took the same path as the night before because I was sure I’d need to find a window to look through, but laughter, splashing, and Sofia's giggle told me they were at the pool. I moved silently over the rock and sand, scanning the mansion frequently for his bodyguards. Eventually I reached a pile of pock-marked basalt and checked my view. I was far closer to them than I expected. I froze in place.

Angel's pool wasn't exactly a pool; it was a lagoon. A sprawling, free-form expanse of turquoise water that seemed to spill right off the edge and into the Gulf, merging with the endless blue on blue of the ocean waters. Sofia floated on a large inflatable raft in the center, her wet skin a golden hue. My wife was nude and smiling.  Angel stood on the submerged ledge at the edge, watching her, a drink in his hand. He was nude as well, his chest a wall of well-defined muscle and his dark hair, wet, hanging in his face. He smiled too as his eyes roamed the feminine beauty that is my naked wife.

"You tease the sharks," he said, his voice carrying easily across the water.

Sofia laughed, a light but confident sound.

"Let them eat me,” she said. “I’m sure I taste terrible.”

“You taste of honey and nutmeg, my love,” he replied. “I speak as a man who just finished devouring you.” He licked his fingertips. “You are pure sugar, a human dessert.”

Sofia laughed and parted her legs slightly, sliding her hands down to clutch her pussy.

“You did just eat me,” she sighed, content. “It was divine.”

Movement on the balcony above them drew my eye. Marko, with a machine gun over his shoulder, patrolled, eyes down on the beach and the road leading in. He never lowered his eyes towards me, but he did take several long looks at my naked wife.

“Come here,” he chuckled. “I must ask you something serious.”

Sofia paddled the water with her hands, inching the raft closer to him. He sat on the edge of the pool and set his empty glass aside. He pulled her closer with his heel.

“Money has gone missing,” he said, serious now.

“That’s never good,” Sofia replied.

“Do you know anything about that?”

Her acting was flawless.

“How could I?” she answered. “I’ve been with you.”

“Perhaps you told your husband. Perhaps your husband helped himself to my money.”

She rolled her eyes just enough, smiled wryly, just enough.

“My husband works all day every day,” she said. “He has no time. But beyond that, he is too simple a man to mastermind such a plot. When did this happen?”

Angel shrugged.

“Honestly, I’m not sure. It may have vanished weeks ago or last night. I only noticed this morning.”

Sofia laughed.

“You need an accountant.”

“I need a wife.”

They stared at each other for a long moment. She used his leg to turn her raft and glide under him, like a mechanic sliding under a car. His cock dangled in her face until she floated directly under, then it coiled on her cheek and nose like a snake. She sucked his balls into her mouth and Angel leaned back. My heartbeat was erratic. His desire for a wife alarmed me more than his balls in her mouth. What if he wanted to steal her for good?

I’ll kill him, I instantly thought.

“Perhaps the cleaning crew?” he said, pondering the thieves. “Perhaps someone new? Someone who has no idea of what I would do to them.”

Sofia released his testicles and pulled the cock head to her mouth. She sucked him in, lifting her head to take more dick. He palmed her breasts and tweaked her nipples and my wife rolled off her raft to properly address his rising cock. He pulled her from the water, moving his hands to her waist. He stepped backward out of the pool and helped her wrap her legs around his hips.

I told myself to leave. To sneak away, to go back home. She was safe, for now, the missing money forgotten by a man who cared little for it. But my feet were rooted to the spot, hidden in between two outcroppings of jagged stone, my heart hammered against my ribs. She was safe, but I slowly realized I now stayed for something else. I stayed and watched for some other reason.

His mouth found hers in a hungry, greedy kiss. His hands roamed her back, sliding down to cup her ass, pulling her tighter against him. I saw the muscles in his forearms tense, the power in his grip. Sofia responded with equal fervor, her fingers tangling in his wet hair, her body firmly against his.

His cock continued to rise.

The sun was directly overhead, unforgiving, baking the moisture from their skin. His cock lifted high enough to nudge her slit and she jumped and then laughed, a happy, playful laugh. He reached under to take his big cock in hand and hunted for her opening. When he found it, her laughter died, followed by a meaningful moan. I watched his thick inches vanish inside her body.

“Oh, Angel,” she groaned. “Oh Baby.”

His hands went to her ass, lifting and pushing, dragging her tight hole up and down his length. They began kissing again, with far greater passion. How could I fault her? Necessity had placed her in his path. Why should she also suffer for it? Her tongue found its way into his mouth, and I watched my wife kiss him with every fiber of her being as his thick cock probed the depths of her.

I felt a surge of something hot in my chest. Jealousy, yes, but something else too. A begrudging admiration? A surprised appreciation? The scene was extraordinarily hot and lusty.  The scene would have gotten to me under any circumstances. The fact that it featured my gorgeous wife and his large cock somehow, and this was hard to recognize and hard to accept, somehow made everything better.

That awareness rocked me.

Her back arched as his mouth closed over her nipple, a soft sigh escaping her lips. Her hands moved to his shoulders, not to push him away, but to allow her to lean back, driving his long, thick cock even deeper.

He toyed with her, and she loved it. She has always been sexy to me but this version, seeing her in this way, ignited a fire deep in my mind. She looked other-worldly riding his cock. A tight knot formed in my stomach.

"Please," my wife whispered, her voice frayed.

He chuckled.

"Please what, beautiful Sofia?" He nibbled at her nipples. "Please stop? Or please don't ever stop?"

Her only answer was to grip his shoulders tighter and shove herself down the full length of his curved spear. My wife whimpered and shuddered. She was fully impaled on the altar of another man's desire.

There was an undeniable confidence in his stance, an ease he possessed living in his own skin, an ease I have never possessed for a single day in my life. I was always thinking, always analyzing, always one step removed from whatever was happening in the moment.

Angel lived in the moment.

He fucked my wife standing, holding himself as rigid as any statue, offering his rampant cock for her to indulge her lust, and did she ever. My wife braced the arches of her feet on his hip bones and fucked herself on him. The sounds she made were unfamiliar to me, higher, far more desperate. She was completely lost in this moment, in the sensations of this man buried balls deep. Her head was thrown back, her eyes squeezed shut. I saw the tension building in her body, the way her thighs trembled. She moved towards an epic orgasm, and, unbelievably, she was making me hard. I was captivated, fascinated, mesmerized by the sight of my love losing herself on him.

When she came, it was with a sharp, harsh cry that echoed across the volcanic mountainside. It was a sound of utmost pleasure, and it tore me apart and ripped me open. My dick was now rock hard. She had somehow drawn me in, made me a vicarious participant. I dared not masturbate as the movement might draw the bodyguard’s attention, but I desperately wanted to. How had this thing come full circle? I wanted to jack off as I watched her being fucked?

Sofia's unfocused eyes flew open, a shrieking gasp tore from her throat. It was a sound of shock, of being utterly and completely filled in every way. She writhed on his relentless manhood, and his steady hands kept her up there, kept my wife squirming and twisting on the cock far up in her.

I was hard as steel, a painful, throbbing ache in my pants. I couldn't deny how much I loved the sight. Sofia was a mythical creature, a nymph losing herself to this conquering male. She screamed again, her entire body shaking. She was climaxing harder than I’d ever seen her, harder than I even knew she was capable of cumming.

He gave her no respite. He turned and planted her on her back on the cushions of a nearby lounge chair. His hips began to thrust and Sofia clawed at him, still lost to the throes of her powerful orgasm. He fucked her smooth and strong until she came down and mentally rejoined him. They moved together with an animal grace, their bodies now slick with sweat and sunscreen, the sun beating down on them as if to bless their union. Angel's hands were everywhere, gripping her hips, her breasts, her throat, marking her as his. Sofia met his every thrust, her nails digging into his back, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, pulling him deeper, demanding more.

I saw the sweat beading on Angel's forehead, dripping down his temples to land on her, her face, her tits. His breathing was harsh and ragged, his movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. He was close. Sofia sensed it too, her arousal building again, her body tightening around him.

"Look at me," he growled, his voice thick with need.

Her fluttering eyes opened, and for a moment, they weren't focused on him. They were focused maybe on the face of God. But then she came back, locked in, and gave herself fully.

“More,” she growled, grabbing him behind the neck. “More, Baby. I’ve got so much of you inside me already, Lover. You fucked me all night. Fill my pussy. Cum inside me, Angel. Give me more.”

Angel cried out, a rough, rasping sound, and he pumped his hips faster than ever. He cried out again and drove his cock all the way in, exploding with hot sperm. Over and over he shouted, each a massive surge of semen, until at last he collapsed on top of her, his body shuddering from the force of his release. My wife held him, her arms wrapped around his back, her face buried in his neck. They lay there for a long time, a tangled heap of limbs, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the distant cry of a circling motmot.

I slumped into my crevice. Good God. I watched as they slowly began to kiss. After a long time, they peeled apart and waded into the warm water. They drifted, silent, both basking in the intense afterglow of their lovemaking. When they did finally speak it was in tones too low for me to hear. They exited the pool and held hands as they entered the mansion. The bodyguard turned to join them inside and I was able to retreat, heading home to wait for my wife.

We’d turned a corner. There was no going back. Angel may last a long time or he may vanish suddenly. We had money now, and the means to leave this island whenever we wished. But instinct guided my mind now, and I knew Sofia and Angel would mate again soon, and often.

I just needed to discover a way to watch.


Chapter 13

Lucas Ibarra lay stretched out naked on his lounge chair. Sofia lay on the chair next to him, wearing tiny yellow bikini bottoms and no top, and Angel Cruz lay on the chair next to her, also naked.

The relentless sun beat down on the pristine lower pool deck of Isla Azul, making the water shimmer like liquid diamonds. I stood in the shade of an umbrella, handing out towels to all who required one. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic rhythm that belied my outward composure.

Sofia's laughter floated across the water, melodic and carefree. She lay on her back, her bikini top discarded beside her chair. Her skin glistened with tanning oil, catching the light in a way that made my mouth dry despite the iced tea I frequently consumed.

Lucas leaned close, whispering something in her ear that made her shoulders shake with laughter. I knew I should feel jealous. I knew any husband in my position would be consumed by it. But as I watched them, I once again found myself admiring the scene.

My young wife held both older men in the palm of her hand.

A lot had happened the last few weeks.

My wife and I still waited for the perfect time to leave this place and our jobs here. We had all the money we needed. Angel and Lucas were major shareholders in this place, and Diego Rosales, the hotel manager, had been instructed to release my wife from all but her most basic duties, freeing up lots of time for her to spend with them.

Sofia rose from her chair and slid her bottoms down her legs. She grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and straddled Lucas, arranging his thick penis directly beneath her bald labia. She squirted lotion on her hands and began to rub it into the old man’s chest, caring not at all that such motions forced her pussy to glide up and down his length.

This was the nature of their new relationship.

Angel watched my wife briefly, protective of her, but then settled back on his pillow. I’d yet to watch Sofia fuck Lucas, but I was sure it had already happened. That truth gave me a powerful rush of adrenaline.  She was yet another wife to fall prey to him.

She looked stunning seated up there, seated on him, with her full lips, and high cheekbones. But it was her body that drew almost every other eye around the pool.

Lucas stretched a hand up to tenderly caress my wife’s breast. She didn't flinch, merely giving him a smirk, a knowing smile that drove me crazy.

I’d begun to wonder about her relationship with Lucas. I know the man well. I knew what he was after but thought her relationship with Angel put her off limits. I was wrong. When I asked her directly if she’d fucked Lucas she only smiled and said Not yet. That was weeks ago. Surely by now it had happened. 

Angel shifted on his chair, his impressive endowment on full display as he adjusted his position. Sofia's eyes flickered sideways, a subtle acknowledgment that didn't escape my notice. She appreciated both men. She appreciated their wealth, their power, but mostly their unabashed desire for her.

"They're harmless," she'd said. “I’m a plaything to them. They will get bored of me and move on to the next pretty girl, and then we will make our quiet escape. Be patient, my Love.”

I'd agreed reluctantly, hating myself for it even as I recognized the necessity. But watching her now, seeing how she commanded their attention with nothing more than the arch of her back or the tilt of her head, I began to understand something I hadn't before: Sofia wasn't just their plaything. She was the one in control, even if she pretended otherwise.

Angel lightly stroked his penis watching my wife spread lotion. He soon left his chair and moved behind her, his legs straddling Lucas’s chair. He kissed my wife’s back, and she lifted her hips in invitation. Lucas quickly took advantage and placed his cock at her opening. When Sofia settled into place again, her tight pussy swallowed the man’s thick length. I stopped breathing. A few around the pool had noticed the subtle move. All three of them were completely unashamed of their nudity or their obvious arousal.

"Beautiful," Lucas murmured, his hands moving to rest on her thighs.

Sofia sat up straight, forcing Lucas deeper. She turned her head to kiss Angel and then motioned for him to bring his penis closer. My wife slipped the man into her mouth. Such a coupling was not uncommon at Isla Azul, but I had no memory of a maid gaining such lofty status. A few maids had stopped speaking to my wife, but others wanted her to put in a good word for them.

The older man suddenly groaned from pleasure. I suspected Sofia had used her trick on him. The one where she clamps her pussy tight like a fist squeezing. Lucas closed his eyes.

I felt a strange pride swelling in my chest. This woman, my wife, was so captivating, so desirable, that men who could have anyone they wanted, wanted her. Best of all, she was mine, even if they didn't know it.

Angel let her suckle for a moment and then returned to his chaise lounge.

Lucas lifted both hands to her breasts, gently caressing as she finished spreading the sunscreen. She closed the top and tossed the bottle aside. She knew I was watching but never looked my way. Both men knew she was married but neither knew she was married to me. Nobody did. She was fully aware, however, that I worked this pool today. She knew I was watching her right now.

This was the part we hadn't expected. The way watching her with other men would affect me. I'd learned there was something undeniably thrilling about it. Sofia was so alive in her sensuality, so unapologetic about her desires. When she came home at night, she shared those thoughts and feelings with me, and then she shared her body. Our sex was better than ever.

"Let’s take this inside," Lucas rasped, his voice husky with desire.

“All right,” Sofia said. “Is that okay with you, Angel?”

“I’m ready,” he replied.

Disappointment swelled in me. As sometimes happens, Sofia would be removed from my view. Usually, it was a drawn curtain or light extinguished. No matter. I will hear all the details soon enough.

My wife rose gracefully, drawing her pussy up Lucas’s long cock until he emerged and flopped wet onto his belly. She stretched her arms overhead, like a cat, giving both men, giving everyone watching, a full view of her feminine perfection. Lucas led them towards his bungalow. 

As they disappeared inside, I remained by the pool, my penis throbbing in my pants. The sun had begun to dip toward the horizon, casting long shadows across the deck. My shift would end soon, and I would return home to wait, wait for my wife to bring me her latest tale.

I heard their laughter and stared. The glass wall was still open. Lucas stood in front of her and Angel came up behind. Both men sported large erections, and each guided their cocks between her legs. She closed her thighs on them and they all laughed again. 

This was our life now.

End.
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