
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12





Isla Azul

Book Two




A Hot Wife Story Featuring Penny and Dan




Copyright © Isla Azul Book Two (2026) Matthew Lee

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner

without the prior written permission of the copyright owner,

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction and any similarity to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.




By Matthew Lee


Chapter 1

The seaplane skipped once, jarring us, and then settled into a smooth slide. Penny looked at me with a ton of relief. I pried my hand out of hers, the pink and white impression of her palm imprinted.

“Sorry, Danny,” she chuckled.

“I understand, Baby. You hate flying but you really hate flying on a machine driven by propellers. That’s fair.”

As we bumbled along the surface of the water, Penny’s tits bounced around beneath her long sleeved, buttoned-up shirt. She always wears an armor-plated bra, but sometimes even that isn’t enough. We hit a bump, a big one, and she seized my hand again. I grimaced as she squeezed. The plane skated to the dock. Ropes were tied, doors were opened, ramps were placed. When leaving a plane, Penny and I always wait until the last person hurries by. All they do is stand and wait anyway. We remain seated and comfortable until the aisle clears. I grabbed our bags from the overhead, and we stepped off the plane.

The brochures for this resort are packed with photographs, but none do justice for this tropical paradise. Isla Azul is a breathtaking five-star resort that represents the pinnacle of luxury and natural beauty. The main hotel is off the coast of the Yucatán Peninsula and uniquely situated on the slopes of an ancient volcano, which is what first caught my attention. The landscape is dramatic and stunning. I found no hotel that could compare, and for our honeymoon, I wanted something extra special.

The resort is surrounded by some of the most spectacular turquoise water I have ever seen. The crystal-clear Caribbean offers visibility down to the sandy bottom in some areas, revealing vibrant coral reefs teeming with marine life. The color of the water ranges from pale aquamarine near the shore to deep sapphire further out, creating a mesmerizing gradient that changes as the Earth turns and the sun moves throughout the day.

Behind the resort lies a dense, emerald jungle that serves as a natural sanctuary for countless species of exotic wildlife, my wife’s specialty. The jungle canopy provides a lush backdrop to the resort's elegant design, with howler monkeys, colorful toucans, and butterflies visible from the guest suites. The volcanic soil has created an exceptionally fertile environment where orchids, bromeliads, and other tropical flowers flourish in abundance. Penny is going to be delighted, and I can’t wait. Making her happy makes me happy.

The resort's architecture, which is my specialty, seamlessly blends contemporary luxury with indigenous elements, featuring thatched roofs, natural stone walls, and expansive glass walls that showcase the panoramic views. Accommodations range from oceanfront villas with private infinity pools to treetop suites suspended among the jungle canopy, each offering a unique perspective on the island's natural splendor.

Guest amenities include a world-class spa built into natural volcanic caves, several gourmet restaurants serving both international cuisine and authentic Yucatecan dishes prepared with locally sourced ingredients.

But what truly sets Isla Azul apart, in my eyes anyway, is its unique volcanic heritage. The ancient volcano, now dormant, I hope, has created natural hot springs and therapeutic mineral pools we guests can enjoy. The resort also offers guided hikes and horseback rides to the volcano's crater, where a stunning crater lake has formed over millennia, creating an otherworldly landscape that feels like a secret world.

Of course, part of me hoped we’d be having so much sex we’d never leave our suite. Penny loves sex, she’s just shy about it. She has even less experience than me, and that’s really saying something. I’m still not even sure what all turns her on, exactly. I’m hoping this trip can teach me what she likes better. I got the basics, but I want to get inside her head. My mother is friends with her mother and they introduced us, and things just took off from there.

I turned to see what she thought of the place and laughed. She gaped. She stood there, motionless, stunned, gazing up at the volcano and the hotel clinging to its side.

She looked like she might start crying.

“Beautiful,” she mumbled. “Just beautiful.”

She turned and dropped her bags, throwing her arms around me and squeezing tight. A few of the hotel employees chuckled like they’d seen such reactions before. They loaded our suitcases on a hand trolley, and we all headed for the registration desk to check in.


Chapter 2

The sun beat down. The heat and humidity cooked us as we lay by the pool. Penny wore the same shapeless black one-piece she always wears. I had slipped two new bikinis into her luggage, but she ignored them to stick with what she knew. A waiter stopped by to take our drink orders. All around us lay people in various stages of undress. Women wore bathing suits of every style, shape, and size. Men too. I saw men in trunks and Speedos, some really small, hiding almost nothing. The women were bolder, wearing bikinis so tiny almost their entire body was revealed. One couple, over by the infinity pool, sunbathed fully nude. I pointed them out to Penny, and she stared for a moment and then shrugged.

“I don’t have the body for that,” she said. “That woman looks amazing. Stop looking at her.”

“Your body is better than hers,” I countered.

“I’d look like a stripper. My boobs are too big for me.”

“No man on Earth will agree with that sentence.”

She rolled onto her back and loosened the strap at her neck, pulling the loop over her head and piling the black material over her breasts. She does this to prevent tan lines that would show at work. It’s the closest she’s ever come to doing something scandalous.

She closed her eyes and quickly fell asleep. I turned my gaze to the nude woman lounging by the infinity pool. Penny’s body is better, but the woman was sexy and easy to look at. With my new bride snoozing beside me, I was free to stare.

Later, I glanced down at my wife. A gentle breeze had flipped the loop of her bathing suit away, exposing one full breast and nipple. I quickly moved to cover her but stopped. I glanced around. Several men had noticed and shifted their chairs for a better view. All this lovely female flesh around and these guys wanted to look at my pretty bride. I felt pride. I eased back in my chair, fixing the men in my field of vision. I watched them stare at her, and I liked it. I was proud to have such an attractive wife, yes, but I felt there was more going on inside my head than merely that.

One man especially gawked. He was older, with thinning hair and closely trimmed beard, and he gazed at her like he viewed the Mona Lisa. He was almost reverent. I remembered him from when we first arrived at our lounge chairs. Penny really caught his eye. I watched him for a while before realizing he discreetly rubbed his crotch with the edge of his hand while he ogled. I was shocked. There were so many people around. Then I remembered where we were. I had booked this place because it was adults-only. I knew there were plenty of swimsuit optional places around the resort. Every beach was nude, if you wish. One of the reasons I brought us here was to explore new things and try new ideas. I had no idea which things, I only knew that Penny and I lived small lives. There’s a big world out there and I wanted us to see more of it. I wanted more experiences for us. They did not all need to be comfortable experiences either. We could stand to get out of our comfort zone. Our lives were so sheltered. 

With my heart racing, I casually reached out and drew her remaining loop down. Now both breasts were exposed. The man moved a little in his seat, aiming himself to stare and using the back of his hand to stimulate himself. I was watching a man masturbate to the sight of my woman and I liked it. I liked that she got to him that much.

That lasted a while until Penny sucked air and sighed. I quickly closed my eyes to slits. She noticed she’d come uncovered and pulled the suit higher, looking around to see who noticed. She spied the older man watching and then turned to look at me.

“Danny,” she murmured. “That man is staring at me.”

I lifted my head to check on him.

“I saw that guy check you out when we first got here,” I said. “I think he finds you gorgeous.”

“Really?”

“Yes. He stared at you then just like he’s staring at you now. Different cultures allow men to stare and it’s not considered rude. It’s a compliment.”

“My top came down while I was asleep. He saw my breasts.”

“Lucky man.”

“That’s all you have to say about it?”

“Yes. Look around. You have on more clothing than any other woman here. I’m sure he was thrilled to get a look at more of you.”

She pouted.

“You don’t expect me to confront him, do you?”

“No,” she said. “You’re right about all the skin around the pool. I thought you might be upset on my behalf, though.”

“I’m not. In fact, mostly what I feel is pride. All these pretty girls around wearing almost nothing, but he only has eyes for my lovely bride.”

She rose on an elbow and scanned the deck, nodding.

“I see your point,” she said. “I guess I should be flattered.”

“Exactly.”

Crisis averted. Then I got the idea that since she was inclined to see my point at the moment, maybe she would be inclined to take things a step farther.

“You could make his whole day by leaving your top down,” I said. “Give the old guy a thrill. When in Rome.”

She looked like I’d slapped her.

“You mean like topless?”

I shrugged.

“Yes. Why not? There’s like six women around us that already are. It’s no big deal.”

“You don’t think your wife’s breasts are a big deal? You don’t think such private things should be kept private?”

“I think your whole body is a masterpiece. I think you should be hung in the Louvre. I think as Americans we worry entirely too much about nudity and need to grow up already. The women around us are classy and sophisticated. They are unashamed and I think you should be too. Me too. I’m just as guilty of prudish behavior.”

“So, you’re saying I’m a prude?”

“I’m saying sometimes your behavior is.”

“Hmph.”

She pouted again. I laid my head down. I was unclear why I wanted her to go topless, I just knew I wanted us to give ourselves more freedom. I pretended to close my eyes again, watching her from the corner of my eye. She looked down at her tits and then over at the old man, then down at her tits again and then up to me. She wrestled mightily with something.

“I’m afraid,” she said.

“Afraid of what?”

“I don’t know, exactly. Change, maybe? Like the rules have served us well and I’m afraid to tinker with them.”

“I get that,” I said, pitching my voice to show her I cared. “But the same rules won’t work for a whole lifetime. If we’re not careful, those rules will box us in and rob us of our freedom. We can be anyone we want to be here. Secret agents? Spies? We are thousands of miles from home, and nobody knows us. There must be some benefit to that, some way we can take advantage of our anonymity.”

She looked at the old man again. I couldn’t see him, but I hoped he no longer stared. I gave a side-eye look. He did. He found her so appealing he couldn’t look away. My hands trembled. I may have sounded resolute to Penny, but I was as nervous as she. My wife looked around the pool area again, measuring, I surmised, how obvious her move would be. Then she rolled her top down below her breasts. She quickly laid her head back, unwilling to see reactions, if any. Of course there were none. These people were miles ahead of us in this regard. The one person who seemed to care was the old man, and he just burned a hole through her with his eyes.

We stayed like that for a while and then Penny turned onto her stomach. She asked me to apply her sunscreen. I did, trying to see her through the eyes of the old man. There was female beauty all around us but even so, Penny was something special. I subtracted my undying love for her and looked again, and it was still there. Her face, her hair, her skin, her body. She had perfect proportions, even when I deducted for breasts that were slightly too big. The men around us cast furtive glances her way constantly. I rubbed the sunscreen but added things to tease our viewing audience. I lifted her arms to expose more boob. I parted her legs to flash inner thighs. I showed her off.

“You are a rare beauty,” I mumbled, spreading the lotion.

“That’s a lovely thing to say to your new bride,” she chuckled.

Before long the heat got to be too much, and we gathered our things to head for the room. I got a little electric charge when Penny sat up and stuffed her tits back inside her one-piece. Our path away from the pool took us close to the older man. He sat up to watch us pass and I noticed the ridiculous bulge in his Speedos.

“You,” he began in broken English. “You lovely angel. Lovely angel.”

He reached for her hand and held it. Penny stopped to look him in the eyes.

“You beautiful baby,” he said, patting her hand in a fatherly way. “Beauty. Beauty.”

My wife had no idea what to do. I didn’t either. I did not like him touching her but the vibe he gave off was so submissive, neither of us felt alarm. 

“Thank you,” Penny managed. “That’s very kind.”

He nodded at me, giving me a look like I was the luckiest man on Earth. There was a moment of awkward silence and then he released her hand. We smiled, he smiled, we moved on. We got back to our room and I stripped, planning on a shower. Penny had other ideas. She palmed my ass and turned me to face her, kissing me hotly.

“What’s all this?” I asked.

“I just love you.”

She lifted the loop over her head and peeled her suit below her tits.

“Are they as nice as you say they are?” she asked. “Be honest.”

I stared in disbelief.

“Are you kidding?”

“No.”

“Your tits are epic. They’re a little big, like you say. That part’s true. But they have a perfect shape. Your nipples sit up high on them like they are begging to be sucked. Every man would agree with me.”

“Every man?”

“Yes. Even the gay men. Even the old guys.”

She kissed me again and rubbed her hip against my penis. I grabbed a full tit and squeezed.

“Your ass too,” I added. “High school and college volleyball paid dividends.”

She laughed and pushed me onto the bed.

“Did you notice my top had fallen and leave it like that?”

My face froze. I went from expecting we were about to make love to panic over being caught.

“Never mind,” she said. “I see my answer on your face. I can’t believe you left me like that.”

“I was going to cover you, but I was afraid you’d wake up right then and think I did it.”

She seemed dubious, tapping her finger against her lips.

“It was kind of fun,” she admitted. “It was exciting. All those eyes on me. Grand Pa Jones could not stop staring.”

“I told you. Maybe tomorrow you can wear one of the suits I bought for this trip. You’ll look amazing.”

“Is that what you want me to do?”

“It is. We are not our parents. Why live by their rules?”

“I’m nervous. I looked at those suits. They’re too small for me.”

“That’s the point. Let your hair down. Show more skin. Nobody knows us here, Penny. Everybody in this place walks around showing off more skin than we ever have. We are only being scandalous to ourselves. Nobody else will care.”

“Grand Pa will.”

“I think you should give that old man a thrill,” I said. “He’s in love with you. All those hot babes around the pool might as well not exist. All he saw was you.”

“All right,” she said. “You pick which bikini and I’ll wear it for you. We can never tell the people back home what we did on this vacation.”

“Deal.”

My heart raced.


Chapter 3

I picked the blue bikini. It looked fantastic on her, showcasing her long dark hair nicely, but mostly I picked it because it showed the most skin. I may never get her so agreeable again and I wanted to push the envelope while I could. We both felt like we’d gotten enough sun by the pool yesterday, so we found a little open cabana and got comfortable. The beach was already crowded with sexy couples, mostly wearing skimpy suits but some were nude. Penny watched me every time a pretty girl walked by and I watched her every time a hot stud walked by. After an hour, I’d had enough of that.

“Listen,” I said. “Let’s have an agreement. On this vacation and this vacation only, we are free to look at whomever we wish for as long as we wish, without recriminations from our spouse. We are surrounded by attractive men and women. Let’s just trust each other and relax with that fact. I’m tired of watching you like a hawk, and I’m tired of being so careful about where my gaze lands. I want us both to relax. Sound good?”

“Sounds great except I don’t like the part where you look at other women. Otherwise, I’m all for your great idea.”

I gave her a stern look. Couldn’t she just be fair?

“All right,” I said. “Fine. Feel free. I’ll show you how silly we’re being by allowing you to look at any man you want for as long as you want, but I’ll abstain from looking at women. Enjoy. Have fun.”

“Are you serious?”

“I am. We are young and in love and recently married. This is our honeymoon. I want you to know I trust you completely so knock yourself out. Stare at the hot male flesh. In fact, talk to some if you wish. I promise not to get jealous. You simply are not the cheating type and I know it.”

She eyed me suspiciously. Then, she melted.

“That’s super sweet,” she said.

She leaned over to kiss me and then acted like she was going to rush off to talk to the hot guy, two cabanas over. We both laughed. We settled in and got comfortable. Our jobs, me as an architect and her as a wildlife biologist, drain us on a daily basis. Time away from that grind was going to be great.

About an hour later, I drew Penny’s attention to Grand Pa Jones walking along the water’s edge. He wore the same black Speedos as yesterday. He looked out to sea and up at the volcano and just seemed directionless.

“That’s kind of sad,” Penny said. “He’s always alone.”

“It is. He looks like he’s here by himself. Why come to a swanky resort like this flying solo? I feel bad for the guy.”

As we watched, he looked up to check the position of the sun and then hooked his thumbs on his waistband and shucked his Speedos down to the sand. He stepped out of them, picked them up and folded them carefully, and turned to walk them higher on the beach, out of reach of the water. When he turned towards us, we saw his long, soft penis hanging down about seven inches or so, ending in a plump head.

“Wow,” I said.

“Oh my,” Penny exclaimed at the same time.

Grand Pa Jones placed his tiny swimsuit on the sand and turned to enter the water, wading out into the swells. I looked at my wife.

“That was unexpected,” she said, blushing.

“It sure was.”

My wife kept her eyes down, staring at her hands folded on her lap. We were both quiet for a long time. Then, small talk. Grand Pa Jones continued to swim and play in the waters in front of us, and we did our best to ignore him. He floated on his back, allowing his toes to poke through the surface. He was almost childlike in the way he frolicked. I found him charming and unassuming.

Eventually he left the water and retrieved his Speedo, stuffing his plump cock back inside and making all the arrangements. He looked bigger than when he entered the water but perhaps the swishing waves stimulated him.

Hunger drove us back to the resort for lunch.

“He’s not unattractive,” Penny admitted as we trudged through the deep, white sand. “I mean, he’s an older man but he’s not an old man, if you know what I mean.”

“I do. I actually like the guy.”

“Me too.”

We ordered room service and waited. I was hungry so I checked the gap between drapes often, scanning the walkways outside. That’s when I saw him.

“Guess what?” I asked.

She shrugged.

“Grand Pa Jones is walking our way.”

She smiled. I eyed her in that sexy blue bikini.

“I think you should step out and hang our towels over the railing,” I said.

“Why?”

“In order for him to see you in that bikini close up.”

She gave me a funny look.

“Why do you want him to see me in this bikini?”

“I like the way he looks at you, and I think you like it too. It would certainly make his day. That one-piece needs to get thrown away. So unflattering. I bought that bikini for you in order to show off how hot my wife is. This seems like the perfect opportunity and he’s your number one fan.”

She gave me the same funny look. She was about to form her argument, when something clicked. She pondered a long moment, deciding.

“All right,” she said as if to call my bluff. “But I’ll do you one better.” She rose from the bed and grabbed the empty ice bucket. “I’ll be right back.”

I watched her leave. My heart began to race but I had no idea why. I watched her through that gap until I lost sight of her. The ice machine was way down at the end of the path, so I was forced to wait unless I wanted to open the door and stick my head out, which seemed weird and insecure to me. I questioned myself about the sudden rush of adrenaline and realized Penny was excited about displaying herself for the man. Maybe she just wanted to test my new idea. Maybe she thought she could get me to retreat from what I’d said. I decided right then I’d dig in. I was gaining ground with her today and I needed to keep the momentum going. We could head home with a whole new paradigm.

Voices outside made me jump over to the window. I saw her leg from the knee down. Grand Pa Jones entered my view. He wore a tank top now to go with his tight Speedos. Penny and he engaged in conversation and while I could hear the rumble of their voices through the door, I could not hear the words. I heard footsteps and opened the door.

My wife and her new friend stepped inside. 

“I invited Lucas to have lunch with us,” she said, clearly trying to test my resolve. “He’s hungry too and we ordered extra.”

“Of course,” I beamed, unwilling to give her any satisfaction for her surprise. “Come in, Lucas. Nice to meet you. Have a seat. We have plenty.”

I pulled the table close to the corner of the bed to use as a seat and Penny and Lucas took the chairs. We sat and started talking, helping Lucas through his struggles with English. We all laughed about it.

A knock soon came at the door and I answered it, returning with a large pewter dish of delicious fruits and vegetables. I placed it before us and we all dug in. Penny’s tits came to just above the tabletop, sometimes resting on the surface, which caused her bikini top to lift, exposing more tit, and poor Lucas had a hard time concentrating on the conversation. Penny soon picked up on what was happening but made no move to change things, granting Lucas this small favor. We all talked and laughed and learned about each other in fits and starts. His grasp of English was terrible.

We managed to learn Lucas was from Madrid and filthy rich but had no surviving family. He came to this resort several times a year just to hang out and meet cool people. He charmed us, I’ll admit that. He seemed mostly harmless except for every now and then when he looked at Penny with wolfish eyes. He was enamored.

For her part, my wife played innocent. Maybe she actually was. Lucas was not terribly older than us and it was easy for me to picture him in a business suit with his hair slicked back. His English got a little better as we talked.

Penny excused herself to use the bathroom and wash the sticky fruit juices off her hands and as soon as she shut the door, Lucas turned to me.

“Touch her?” he asked.

“Me?”

He pointed at his chest.

“Okay? Touch?”

I presumed he meant to hold her hand like he had yesterday and I was about to say yes when something about the look in his eyes stopped me.

“You mean to hold her hand?” I asked. “Like yesterday.”

“Yeah. Okay?”

“Sure, Lucas,” I said. “No problem.”

I sounded confident, but I did not feel confident. Penny had started this ball rolling by bringing him into our suite, so I was reluctant to draw any lines over something she’d started. Before I could sort things in my head, Penny returned. She sat, and Lucas gave me a nod. He rose from his chair and moved around to her side of the table and placed his hand over hers.

“So pretty,” he said.

She blushed, loving the praise but unsure how to respond.

“So very pretty,” he said again.

He lifted her hand and his tank top at the same time, placing her palm over his elongated bulge. Penny involuntarily squeezed his fat tube and then snatched her hand away.

“What are you doing, Lucas?” she snapped.

The old guy looked bewildered, turning his eyes to me.

“Hang on,” I quickly interjected. “This might be my fault.”

Penny glared at me.

“He asked if he could hold your hand again,” I said. “At least, that’s what I thought he meant. I think he’s trying to tell you what you do to him. I think he felt like he had permission.”

“Well, he doesn’t. Not to touch, certainly not to touch that.”

She took his hand and placed it over her own.

“That’s all,” she said, smiling. “Okay?”

He smiled too.

“Okay. Okay.”

He backed away from her. My eyes dropped to the outline of his cock through the Spandex. He was long and thick and circumcised, snaking one direction a little before folding back on himself and snaking the other way. His balls had to be huge. He sat and we returned to lunch, but there was tension in the air now. He seemed sad, like maybe he’d crossed a line with his new friends and that upset him, but he also seemed profoundly lonely. I got the sense he’d not had companionship for a long time. I met Penny’s eyes and saw she felt the same, not that she was willing to touch his cock through his swimsuit, but her heart went out to him. I was sure of it.


Chapter 4

We finished lunch and I set the big tray outside. When I returned, Penny had climbed onto the bed to lean against the headboard and Lucas had joined her. Her bikini had shifted from all the movement, exposing more of her breasts than she intended, I think. There was no way for me to warn her without humiliating her, so I let it go. Lucas followed me with his gaze as I circled the bed to the other side, ready to join them, and when he did, he saw my partially exposed wife. The man feasted on the sight. Lucky for him with me on the other side of the bed, he had a reason to keep looking across her. Every time she turned to speak to me, he devoured every inch of the woman.

After a minute, he adjusted his swelling penis. What was it with this guy? Horny old fucker. To be fair, Penny looked delicious. We continued our conversation and then, without warning, he gently placed his fingertips on her thigh. All eyes dropped to his hand.

“Lucas,” Penny warned. “We already talked about this. It’s not okay for you to touch me. Isn’t that right, Dan?”

I hesitated. I don’t know why I hesitated, but I did. Maybe I felt sorry for the guy. Regardless, Penny waited for my instant outrage, but it wasn’t there. Her jaw dropped.

“Dan? A man has his hand on my leg. Doesn’t that bother you?”

I lifted my gaze to meet Lucas. He looked sad yet hopeful. How long had he gone without touching a woman? He was obviously crazy about Penny. What was the harm? What was the harm, really? He was touching her thigh.

“He’s not hurting anyone,” I answered. “He’s in love with you and I think he’s profoundly lonely. I guess it’s not really a problem. It’s just a simple touch. Don’t you feel a little sad for him too? I thought I saw in your eyes that you do.”

She looked down at his fingertips drawing light, tiny circles on her skin.

“I do feel for the man,” she said. “But what are we doing here?”

I lifted my shoulders and let them drop.

“An act of kindness?” I suggested.

Penny drew a deep breath and let it out slowly. She met Lucas’s gaze. The old man smiled at her, hopeful and after a heartbeat or two, Penny smiled back.

“Are you absolutely sure you’re okay with this?” she asked me.

“I am.

“I hope I don’t regret this,” she said.

She gave Lucas a nod. His expression turned to pure gratitude. He placed his palm on her smooth thigh like he touched the shroud of Jesus. His hand glided down to her knee and then back up where he started, careful not to go higher. His soft appreciative whimper touched us both. My wife looked at me with big sad eyes, then turned her attention to him again.

“It’s okay,” she said, taking his elbow to pull him closer. “It’s okay. Come here. Lean on me.”

He laid his head on her shoulder, staring at her legs stretched out before us. From my angle on her tits, I noticed both nipples had stiffened beneath the thin fabric. I scanned her body and spied raised goose bumps on her arms. His reverent touch affected her more than she’d expected. His hand traveled gently along her thigh, then curled inside to travel up her inner thigh. Her stiff nipples became rigid nubs beneath her top.

We all watched in silence for long minutes. Lucas gently stroked her sensitive flesh, his head resting on her shoulder just above her breast. I noticed his swollen penis had grown and the tip now poked from the waistband of his Speedos. He pulled his tank top to try and cover his exposure but because he was angled like that, his shirt simply fell away. Penny noticed that he was trying to hide something and her gaze fell on his protruding erection. She quickly looked away but her eyes crawled right back. Next, her eyes darted to me. I looked away, anticipating she would check to see if I caught her. When she saw I was looking elsewhere, she stared at his cock again.

Sexual tension was growing. I felt it. We all did. Utterly unexpected from this older man with the thinning hair, and close beard, but here we are.

Lucas drew his hand down to her knee, while at the same time he moved his head lower, exhaling warm air across Penny’s tit. He then slowly moved his hand higher. Distracted, she froze, unsure which to address first. His hand rose higher until his fingertips grazed her innermost thigh gap, dangerously close to her vulva, wrapped tightly in brilliant electric blue Spandex. She gasped as his lips kissed the soft curve of her breast.

My wife lifted her ribcage before she could stop herself. The move was automatic. She instinctively raised her tits to meet his mouth and Lucas placed another gentle kiss against her soft skin.

“Danny?” Penny croaked. “Dan? What are we doing?”

“Rescuing an old man,” I said.

“He’s growing an erection, Baby. What do we do about that?”

I raised my hands, showing her my palms.

“Do we need to do anything? I like the way he admires you. He’s captivated. It’s an ego boost, quite frankly. I like it. Does his touch feel nice?”

She swallowed hard.

“Yeah.”

“You must be flattered to have that effect on him, right?”

“Yeah.”

I dropped my hands.

“Then just go with it. It’s not like you’re doing something wrong behind my back, and you say it feels good. Relax. I’m right here. Let him have his moment in the sun with you.”

Lucas was making wide, slow sweeps with his hand now, brushing his fingers all along the inside of Penny’s leg. Without realizing it, her expression still full of doubt and worry, my wife unconsciously parted her thighs to give him better access. Lucas took that as a signal, not merely an acceptance, but as a desire for him to do more, to take things farther. I held my breath when I saw his knuckle graze her Spandex-covered labia. Penny inhaled sharply.

“He touched me,” she croaked. “Dan. Oh God.”

Before I could respond, Lucas used his free hand to push his Speedos down his legs. He was fully erect now and his thick cock waved like a skyscraper in an earthquake.

“What are you doing, Lucas?” my wife gasped.

“Hurts,” he explained, making a face.

She turned on me.

“This has gone too far,” she complained. “His thing is out in the open. What happened to give him his moment? Does he think I’m going to have sex with him or something?”

Lucas maneuvered his swimsuit down his legs and off, tossing them off the bed. I stared at his impressive dick. The head was wider than the shaft, which now throbbed with his every heartbeat. Penny followed my gaze and stared at it too. Lucas wrapped his fingers and began to masturbate. His hand between her legs brushed a knuckle against my wife’s pussy again.

“Ungh,” she softly moaned.

“Okay?” Lucas asked. “Okay?”

“Is what okay?” I replied.

He briefly made jerk-off motions and then pointed his chin at Penny. We both figured out what he meant at the same time.

“He wants to masturbate while looking at me,” Penny said.

“I got that too.”

“What do we do? Should we make him leave? I think he should leave. This has gone too far.”

Lucas waited with puppy eyes. He was desperate. His hand had come to rest on Penny’s inner thigh, just below her pussy.

“It is a way to get his hands off of you,” I said.

“How so?”

I gestured towards the chairs we’d used for lunch.

“He takes a seat with his back against the wall,” I said. “You stand over here by the bed and slowly remove your bikini. We let him pleasure himself as he watches. He’s no longer touching you and really all he’s seeing is what he would see if you decided to use one of the nude beaches around the resort.”

“Except you’re suggesting I do a striptease for him.”

“Kind of. You don’t need to add a little dance or anything. Just take your bikini off. Look at his face. Look how he gawks at you. The man will finish in less than a minute.”

“I can’t believe we’re even entertaining this idea.”

“It solves a lot of problems,” I said. “Without any hurt feelings. You must admit it’s flattering in its own way.”

She drew a dep, calming breath.

“It is.”

“We have the privacy of our suite. No one but us will ever know. We will fly home with a wild honeymoon story we’ll never forget.”

“Can’t exactly share it with the grandkids though.”

I laughed.

“No, this story will belong solely to us. What do you think?”

Lucas backed off the bed. He’d understood enough of what we discussed to assume where we were headed. He smiled hopefully and backed against the wall, and I pointed at one of the chairs. He quickly sat. His thick cock stuck up from his lap like a pole. He began stroking.


Chapter 5

“That’s a big dick,” I told Penny.

“It certainly is.”

She slid off the bed.

“What are you going to do?” she asked me.

“I’ll hang back here out of the way. I’m sure he won’t try to touch you again, but I’ll stand off to the side just in case.”

Penny looked around the room.

“So, what do I do? Can you put on some music or something?”

I grabbed the remote and quickly found some light classical. Penny was nervous but I saw a gleam of eagerness too. This was far outside the norm for us, the perfect kind of thing to try on an exotic tropical vacation. I was pleased she agreed. It felt like growth for our marriage.

“Why don’t you step a little closer to him?” I suggested.

“Why?”

“So he can get a better look. You’re hot as hell, Honey. This will be the highlight of his life.”

She hesitated but then took a closer step. Then she took another step closer. Lucas began to stroke himself with slow ups and downs. My wife watched him masturbate and it excited me.

“What do I do now?” she wondered.

“Well,” I replied. “Reverse the situation. You have the hottest male stripper you’ve ever seen standing in front of you. What would you like him to do first? Do that for Lucas.”

Penny thought for a long moment. She chewed her lip and stared at him stroking. I suspected she debated more than a simple dance move. Whatever it was she wrestled with so mightily, she reached a conclusion and then stepped even closer, almost over him now.

She untied the knot on her left hip and let the thin fabric fall. Lucas reached for her with his free hand, but she shooed him away, wagging a finger. He understood and leaned back. Penny lifted her long leg and placed her foot on the arm of his chair. She slipped the other knot free, and her bottoms fell to the floor, exposing her bare pussy. I was shocked. She’d gone straight to the big reveal. Is this what she’d do for a male stripper? She shocked me again by lifting onto her toes and bringing her pussy closer to his face, teasing him. He inhaled through his nose as if trying to catch her scent. His hand stroked faster.

A glance at her face showed my wife staring down at his big, hard dick. I guess there was something in all this for her too. Lucas masturbated to the sight of her and while Penny pretended indifference, I saw behind her eyes how she was thrilled to do it. This was utterly unlike anything she’d ever said or done. Not that I knew about, anyway. Maybe that’s what drew her in. Maybe she shared some of my feelings about our small life. Maybe my comments about her prudish nature bothered her more than I realized. I had no answer.

Penny reached behind her neck and loosened the knot there. The strings fell, carrying the fabric with them. Just like that my gorgeous wife was nude before another man. His hungry eyes drank in every inch of her body and face. He studied her, her breasts, her flat stomach, and her toned legs. He gawked at her bald and tiny slit and jerked his meat while doing it.

I caught a whiff of her arousal.

I thought back to my bachelor party and realized I’d never given a moment’s thought to what my bride's own bachelorette's night may have been like. I never asked for details, and she never offered. Her movements weren’t steady and confident like the strippers at my party, but this wasn’t a working stripper, this was my new bride. As Penny rubbed her leg on Lucas, my heart thundered in my chest. Had she learned these moves that night? She used her knee to maneuver his legs open or closed as she required. Had the same been done to her? Her foot slowly traced up and down his calves, first left, then right.  My mouth was dry as she turned her back on him and seemed to taunt me with her eye. She made a move I couldn't see, but by the old man’s moan, I could assume that she was making some form of contact he really liked. His hand motions were frantic. It wasn't until she turned to face him again that I the glossy snail-trails all over her smooth butt cheeks. She’d taunted him with her slit, grazing the tip of his cock with her ass. I was shaking. I needed more air. I saw Penny was in a similar situation, unsteady on her feet, a victim of her own arousing tricks.

She lifted her breasts in both hands, bouncing them, enjoying their weight. She leaned her pelvis over the seated man, teasing him by how close she was. She shuffled her foot closer still and brought her pussy directly over his upright cock, mercilessly teasing like she was trying to make him orgasm. Lucas understood the rules and kept his hands to himself, but that only seemed to antagonize Penny. For a moment it seemed to me she was trying to break him, trying to force his ejaculation. His soft moan brought her back. She looked down at his large cock aimed directly up at her cunt. My wife bit her bottom lip. All this was getting to her as much as it was getting to him.

Her arousal started to get to me.

I had adopted the role of guardian but the way she pushed the envelope told me she was into this. She did this for herself as much as she did this for him. I was shocked to realize that. When she placed both feet outside his and bent at the knees, lowering her wet pussy towards his pulsating, straining cock, I gasped.

“Penny?” I murmured.

“It’s okay,” my wife hissed. “I’m just teasing, trying to make him orgasm.”

Lucas was stroking fast. His gaze roamed every inch of her. My wife lifted one breast and brought it closer, brought it towards his mouth, and Lucas parted his lips to receive it. What man wouldn’t? Penny stared at his open mouth and thought she was going to tease him, going to stop herself short, but then she didn’t stop and her stiff nipples passed through. Lucas closed his mouth and gently sucked, and a million volts rocked Penny. My wife gasped and threw her head back. Lucas swirled his tongue around her sensitive nub and Penny groaned. Her legs trembled, growing weak.


Chapter 6

If I was going to interrupt them, I needed to do it right now.

Something held me back.

Maybe it was disbelief over what I was seeing. Maybe it was amazement and curiosity at how far Penny might go. Maybe it was simple indecision like a deer caught in the headlights. Whatever it was, I froze and the critical moment came and went. Penny’s legs grew weaker and she sank lower, like she needed to take a moment to catch her breath, like if she could just sit on his lap for a moment or two, she might be able to gather herself again. She sank, and Lucas raised his free hand to her hip, guiding her down, guiding her down onto his thick, heavily veined cock. He skewered her, impaled her, spiked her with his rigid penis. Penny cried out at the thick penetration, her body melting as all strength left her. Her own weight carried her down to the root, the wide base of his cock forcing her snug hole to expand wildly to accept his girth. My wife exhaled every atom of air she held in her lungs, falling forward onto him, mashing her tits against his bare chest and burying her face in the crook of his neck.

“Ooooooooohhh fuuuuuuck,” my pretty bride moaned.

For long moments, I did nothing. My mind recoiled at the truth. In fact, nobody moved. Every one of us was equally shocked by this turn of events. Penny slowly lifted her head to stare at the ceiling, and her hips began an involuntary rocking, stirring her pussy with him inside.

Inside.

Inside.

My mind refused to engage. My eyes refused to look away. I marveled at the way his stout cock stretched my wife’s opening in every direction. Her cunt was a tight ring around his bulk. The sounds she made told me how good it felt to her, how superb the sensation of Lucas inside felt to her. The gentle, unconscious rocking of her hips became deliberate now as my wife used his meat for her own pleasure. She lifted herself too, small ups and downs to feel him penetrating deeply. She gasped. She leaned away enough to stuff her tit into his mouth, one and then the other. His hands roamed every inch of her fit body like he was delighted with the acquisition.

Penny filled her lungs and then let loose a loud and meaningful wail, and I took a heartbeat to understand my wife was experiencing a powerful orgasm. I snorted in disbelief. So fast! Penny worked her hips even faster, driving her pleasure higher and making it last. Lucas sucked her titties one after the other and Penny bounced on his lap, bounced on his impaling cock.

She screeched again mere moments later as a second orgasm slammed her. My mind still struggled to catch up to events. Lucas moved his hands to her waist, partly to help brace the writhing girl and partly to keep her moving up and down his cock. As her second climax began to wane, Lucas squeezed her harder, fingertips denting her skin, and then shouted something in a language I did not understand. It sounded like Spanish but wasn’t. He shouted again, driving his hips upward, pumping a few times and then driving his hips upward again, holding himself deep inside my wife.

He was ejaculating!

I’m so stupid! Lucas held Penny down on his cock and pumped buckets of sperm into her. Too late, I saw the milky fluid drizzle out around his shaft. Penny was aware and ground her hips on the man, forcing her nipple into his sucking mouth and grinding like she wanted everything he had to give. My mind tumbled and cartwheeled. This was our honeymoon! This was our honeymoon and yet I stood there dumbfounded, watching another man inject my lovely bride with gobs of semen.

At last, my mind engaged, but only enough to move my legs so I could stagger back against the wall. Penny continued to grind her hips on him. His cock finally stopped pulsating, and they held each other, breathing hard and returning to Earth slowly. 


Chapter 7

“Get off him,” I rumbled.

Penny looked around the room like she had no idea where she was. She looked at Lucas and then down, leaning back to see how his softening cock still split her pussy lips and filled her. She backed her hips away gradually, and that fat meat slithered out of her like a python. It flopped to hang off the chair and Penny stood on legs too weak to hold her. She turned and stumbled into my arms. Her body heat was off the chart, feverish. I held her naked form against my skin and my barbaric penis began to rise. Open season on Penny, I guess.

“I came so hard,” my wife murmured, still not fully back to the present, still not fully realizing her situation.

Lucas leaned back in his chair, wiped out. His long soft cock was a weapon, resting on the seat cushion after depositing a massive load inside her. A milky drop of sperm clung to the tip, waiting to drop to the floor. His flattened balls looked empty, drained. I held Penny upright. I leaned back to look at her.

She never looked as gorgeous and sexy as she did right then.

Fucking hell. She turned slightly and the streaks of semen running down her inner thighs caught the light and gleamed, taunting me with their presence on her skin. She may have gotten her feet under her, but I sure didn’t have mine under me, not mentally or emotionally anyway. It wasn’t that my mind refused to accept what had happened, it was that my mind fully accepted what had happened and got knocked out by the truth. I gawked at her naked body. There was still saliva on her nipples. Lucas put that there. I saw teeth marks on her breasts. Lucas had made those, caught in the grip of a powerful orgasm. I saw pink skin around her mouth from his beard. Good God, the erotic stimulation was too much to absorb. Penny had just fucked another man.

Adrenaline surged in me, rising up from the bottom floor of Hell and smashing through every barrier. I dragged Penny to the bed and pushed her onto her back. She looked afraid until I yanked my trunks down and showed her my pulsating erection. I had to have her. She crawled backward to get a pillow under her head and I followed, crawling up between her legs. I gave serious thought to eating her swollen pussy. It looked hot and sexy used. But my need was greater than that. I shouldered her legs farther apart and climbed higher, kissing my wife passionately. She fished for my stiff dick and found it and guided me into her steaming hole. I sank through the soup she carried and groaned, fucking her used cunt like a high school boy, rapidly gaining speed, pounding my wife into the mattress.

“You too,” Lucas said, encouraging me with his broken English to fuck my own wife. “You and me. Inside.”

I came. Just like that. The old fucker’s words set me off. An orgasm seized my body, and I was spurting before I knew it. The idea that I would only be adding my load to his rocked my psyche. He was right. Me and him, inside Penny. God! The thought was too powerful to contain. I exploded inside her, adding my load to his. My head swam. Dizziness had me reeling. I orgasmed with my mind as hard as I orgasmed with my body, leaving me drained in every way. Penny mewled and writhed under me, excited by the prospect of carrying the seed from two men within her at the same time. She rubbed her long legs along my body and her hands over my chest and shoulders, encouraging me, urging me, pushing me to ejaculate everything I had.

When it finally ended, I was stupefied. I fell off her with a groan, landing on my back and covering my face with my hands. The room spun so I closed my eyes.


Chapter 8

The first thing to register was the sound. A low, rhythmic huffing, like a distant sigh. It was a sound I knew intimately, a sound that had been etched into the very foundation of our marriage. It was a Penny sound. Her strained breathing whenever we made love. My eyes were still sealed shut from sleep, a deep, satiated slumber that had claimed me immediately after my massive orgasm.

I remembered my desperation, the way I'd pounded her like I needed to take her back from him and this is how that was done. I'd given her everything I had. I'd poured myself into her and then collapsed, a husk, into the warm sheets next to her body.

My brain, slow and foggy, tried to piece it all together. I'd fallen asleep, that much I knew. She had been right there. So why was I hearing that sound again? My body was heavy with the languor of my orgasm, a pleasant ache that should have been the end of the afternoon’s activities.

I opened my eyelids to thin slits. The room was bathed in the soft, yellow light of late sun seeping through drapes, painting everything in a golden hue. My vision was blurry, but I didn't need it to be sharp. The sounds were enough. The sound of my wife, Penny, somewhere off the edge of the bed and down on the floor. I cautiously turned my head.

Her back was arched, her head back, a cascade of her long dark hair spilling over her shoulders. Under her, the broader shape of a man.

Lucas.

A cold dread, sharp and acidic, flooded my veins, instantly washing away the post-coital warmth. It was happening again. She was fucking him again. I thought my own desperate attempt to reclaim her would have been enough. She’d had us both. Whatever had triggered the sudden sexual explosion between all of us should have drained away. We’d lost our collective minds, carried away by the allure of this tropical heaven. We’d flirted with breaking the rules and then we had broken them, but I expected we’d quickly step back from our violation.

Penny’s efforts to hide her passion said otherwise.

I heard her struggling to stay quiet. I heard her trying to keep what she did secret from me, to hide it, to let me sleep right through the whole thing. She fucked Lucas covertly, or tried to anyway, but his thick cock pleased her more than she could contain.

She rode atop the older man with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each movement was controlled. I saw the muscles in her forearms, corded and tense, where she gripped his chest. His hands massaged her tits, flicking her stiff nipples as she ground her cunt on his hard cock. She wasn’t even trying to cum. She simply wanted to feel that hot iron bar stir her guts. She simply wanted to squeeze his fat erection with all the strength of her tight pussy and savor the sensation of a kingly cock like that inside her. She brought a nipple to his mouth, and he suckled like a baby.

Penny's soft moans sliced me open.

How had this happened?

I’d encouraged her to tease the man. I enjoyed his desire for her. I felt pride knowing he wanted her so badly and yet she was all mine. My miscalculation was in my failing to read what effect he had on her.

"Lucas," she softly breathed, in a voice pulled directly from her soul.

I'd heard her say my name like that, but it felt like a lifetime ago. Now, it was his name. 

Lucas.

It hung in the air between them, a declaration of submission that made my stomach clenched. I lay there, perfectly still, a stone in the bed above. I was a ghost in my own bedroom, a spectator to a drama I hadn't agreed to, but I hadn’t actually prevented, either. My heart accelerated, soon hammering against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the slow, steady rhythm of their fucking. My wife slid her hips forward and backward, over him, just a few inches, driving his erection in and out. I could not see the penetration from my angle, but I read it plainly on her face. Her furrowed brow and twisted grimace told me everything of the wretched ecstasy he caused her.

What was I supposed to do? Get up? Yell? Throw her out? Throw him out?

The thought was laughable. I had invited the man in. I had instructed my wife to remove her swimsuit. I had authored everything happening on that floor in front of me. The sheer absurdity of barging in now paralyzed me. This was the new, twisted reality of our marriage. In a way, by fucking her right after he did, I’d signed a kind of contract. I’d placed my stamp of approval. Any other husband would have stopped her or, if too late for that, have thrown a raging fit over what happened. Not me. I carried her to the bed and fucked her just like he had. No, I’d shown my wife exactly what I found acceptable, and then I’d fallen asleep.

Waking up to this was agonizing. This was a brutal reminder that my turn had come and gone. It was his turn again. I couldn't look away. I saw the way Lucas's hand slid up Penny's spine, his fingers tracing the curve of her back before tangling in her hair. He pulled her head back gently, and she went willingly, her throat exposed. He rose higher and I saw his lips brush against her ear, whispering something I couldn't hear. Whatever it was, it made her shudder, a full-body tremor that had nothing to do with the physical act.

That he was touching parts of her I couldn't reach was obvious. He gave her things I couldn't, physical sensations combined with emotional sensations. She was fucking someone new, and that’s always an intoxicating experience, but more than that. He brought a lifetime of sexual experience to the bed. He didn’t simply fuck her with a bigger cock. By being a stranger, he involved her fantasies, he involved her mind.

Penny rose until just the head of his cock remained inside, and then turned away, swinging her legs and facing his feet, but sure to keep his thick cock in her. Now I saw where their bodies were joined. She sat on him and I saw every inch vanish. I saw her lift and his cock slowly withdraw. I saw her hole stretched around his girth before she lowered her hips again, pushing him back in. Penny exhaled a low, strangled cry, her fingers clutching the thatched rug, filling her fists. Her knuckles turned white. The sound was wet, intimate, a sound that should have been for my ears only but now was for him. He heard how wet he made my wife. He felt how she soaked herself for him.

I felt a stirring in my penis, a traitorous response to the raw sexuality on display just a few feet from me. I cursed my body for responding this way, but there was no denying the primal pull of it. The sight of Penny, lost in the pleasure of his deep penetration, was yet still beautiful.

My wife picked up the pace, her rising and falling hips dragging her stuffed pussy up and down his length. The rhythm of her sighs and controlled breathing grew frantic, matching the accelerating beat of my heart. Penny was making sounds I'd never heard from her before, sounds which could only be caused by a man of his size. Her breaths became ragged. She was losing control.

"Close," she whimpered, her voice muffled. "Close."

He watched her ass rise and fall. He grinned at the sight of my wife fucking herself on his rigid pole. She drove herself down onto him and dragged herself up his length and over and over until she broke. Her body convulsed, her back arched impossibly curved as a long, silent scream tore from her throat. It was a violent, beautiful, devastating thing to witness. I’ve made her climax before, many times, but never like this. Never with this kind of utter abandon. Her body shook and her head fell forward. She gripped his ankles and squeezed, now grinding her pelvis against his. She’d swallowed his inches into her tight, wet cunt, holding all of him inside as she climaxed around him. Again.

Lucas shocked me when, moments later, he jerked his hips and buried the last inch and began spurting deep inside her with guttural groans. He grabbed her ass to hold her all the way down, ensuring his potent seed filled her womb. His body tensed again and again before slowly relaxing. Penny slumped onto his legs. My wife and her lover were breathing heavily.

The silence that followed was deafening.

I lay there, my breath held tight in my chest, afraid that even the slightest movement or noise would shatter the fragile moment and reveal me as the voyeur. After an eternity, Lucas slowly lifted her butt, hoisting her soaked pussy off his spongy cock which flopped backward onto his belly with a slap. He sighed. Penny rolled away, turning to look at that penis, wondering how on Earth that beast could make her feel so many amazing things. Her face looked flushed, glowing in the honey light. Her eyes darted to mine and I was discovered. For a second, there was something unreadable in her expression. Guilt? Maybe. A flicker of concern? Possibly. It was gone as quickly as it came, replaced by a soft smile of satisfaction.

"Hey," she whispered, her voice husky. "You're awake."

I stared at her, unable to form words.

She moved to the bed and reached out a hand to brush a stray lock of hair from my forehead. Her fingers were warm against my skin.

"Did you have a nice nap?"

The question was so normal, so mundane. I just watched my wife fucked senseless by another man for the second time. Nice nap?

I swallowed hard, my throat dry and constrained.

"Yeah," I said.

She smiled again, a genuine, beautiful smile.

“You okay?” she asked.

I nodded. My eyes jumped to Lucas lying on his back, eyes closed. His heavy phallus still carried a lot of bulk, slumbering on his belly like a bear cub. Penny followed my gaze and she looked at it too, but with a much different expression on her face than me. She already missed it in her body.

She shuffled closer to me, putting her back to Lucas. She laid her head on my chest. Her body was warm, still humming with the energy of her climax. She smelled of him, of sex, and of her own sweet musk. It was a familiar scent, but now I experienced it with a blemish, a layer from the presence of another man folded in. I stroked her hair.

“How much did you see?” she asked.

I cleared my throat.

“From the time you fed him your breast.”

Her eyebrows rose in surprise.

“Oh.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “How long were you down there with him before I woke?”

She blinked and looked away.

“A while.”

“You wanted more sex with him. You wanted to feel him inside you again.”

It wasn’t a question. She tried to look embarrassed but failed.

“I did,” she said. “I hope that’s all right. I figured this was a once and only once kind of thing so yeah, I thought I’d better take advantage while I could. Are you mad? You don’t seem mad. You didn’t seem mad or worried, earlier, either, you know, before.”

Before.

She referred to stripping off her bikini for him. Hell, she may be referring to the moment he touched her inner thigh and I did nothing. No, not nothing. I encouraged it.

“Things escalated quickly,” I mumbled.

Lucas took a deep breath and pulled himself off our floor. He looked around for his tank top and Speedos and dressed while Penny and I talked. He kissed her on top of the head and extended his hand to me.

“Tomorrow,” he said. “See you.”

I accepted his handshake without meeting his eyes. He kissed the top of her head again.

“Best,” he said, smiling happily. “Most best. Ever.”

Penny rubbed his thigh intimately.

He let himself out.


Chapter 9

“You seem awfully quiet,” she said.

She climbed onto the bed and sat next to me.

“What the fuck just happened?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“You just fucked Lucas. What do you mean, what do I mean?”

She started a shrug but held it, shoulders almost touching her ears.

“You were right there,” she explained. “You watched it happen. You let it happen. Are you upset now?”

“No. Yes. I don’t know. I’m still figuring out how I feel.”

“You threw me down and fucked me, Danny. Your dick was hard as rock. I kind of took that to express how you felt. Did I get that wrong?”

I grumbled something unintelligible.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll give you time to figure things out.”

“We can never do that again.”

“If you say so.”

“I say so.”

She chuckled and kissed the back of my hand.

“All right. I’ll take you at your word. But you didn’t see your face during all that. You didn’t see your own expression. You thought it was hot. You liked it almost as much as I did. To me, your hard dick was simply the last piece of evidence, the last proof that I was doing exactly what you hoped I’d do.”

“Never again.”

She was smiling right at my face.

“You can’t be mad at me,” she said.

“I know.”

“I mean it. You were right there. You told me to take things farther every step of the way. You told me to strip for that man, and you said that he could strip for me too.”

“I know. I never thought it would go that far.”

“How far did you think? I mean, you put a naked man and a naked woman together and told them to touch each other as much as they wished. How far did you think that would go and then stop?”

I felt like I was losing.

“Never mind,” I said. “Let’s just agree to never do it again and never talk about it and I’ll just put it out of my mind.”

“Fine. I’m starving.”

“We just had lunch.”

“That was hours ago.”

I made a face.

“Really?”

“Yes,” she said. “You were asleep for a long time.”

I felt the blood rush to my face.

“How long?”

“A long time.”

“So, what you are really saying is you had sex with him for a long time while I slept?”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’d like to share the details, but my husband has forbidden me from ever discussing what happened with that man.”

I grabbed her shoulders and spun her around, pinning her to our bed and holding myself over her. She let out a whoop as she flew and was laughing by the time I looked down on her.

“Tell me you love me,” she said.

“I love you.”

“Tell me again.”

“I love you. Why are you telling me to do this? Don’t you already know how much I love you?”

“I needed to hear it. You gave a man permission to touch me even after I told him he couldn’t. Then you let him masturbate after I said I think he should leave and then you had me strip for him. I guess I just need some reassurance.”

“You fucked him all on your own.”

”I fucked him for both of us. I knew you wanted me to and I was proved right when you threw me down and fucked me right after he did. That’s not typically what husbands do after their wife does something like that.”

I felt a weird sense of panic but quickly realized it was me being confronted by the truth.

“You’re right,” I said after a long pause. “I guess I did like it.”

“I knew it.”

“What happened after I passed out?”

“A lot.”

“Tell me.”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

I kissed her passionately on the mouth. She returned the kiss with just as much passion, but I tasted salt on her lips and tongue. I started to pull away but she grabbed my face and held the kiss. We parted after several heartbeats. I licked my lips and she watched me closely.

“Questions?” she asked.

I held myself over her and licked my lips again.

“Taste anything funny?” she asked. “Curious about what that flavor is?”

“Tell me what happened after I came really hard and passed out,” I said.

She hooked her heels behind my knees and laced her fingers across her tummy. She smiled at me.

“I rolled over to be closer to you, but you were already out. I looked up at Lucas, still seated in his chair, with his penis resting on the seat cushion. I kind of marveled at it and he began to play with himself, waving me over. I left our bed with no intention of doing anything with him again, but I think that was mostly because I expected at his age, he’d be unable to. He took my hand and had me sit on the floor between his knees and then simply offered his cock like a cookie. He lifted my chin with one hand and brought me forward and I let him slip it into my mouth. It was thick and spongy, and I tasted myself on him and it turned me on. His semen tastes like waffles, so I started sucking it out of him, what little he had left. I really got into it. His cock is so big and heavy it was kind of thrilling to handle him like that, just flopping that appendage around and licking all over. His balls were hot to the touch, and I think he may have dabbed some cologne down there earlier. He smelled great.”

I considered telling her to stop, that I’d already heard enough, but she was into the narration now, moving full speed ahead.

“I spent a long time with his cock in my mouth. I glanced at you often, but you were out. It excited me to have a new penis to play with, although I felt a little guilty. Everything before was for both of us and this was all for me, since you were asleep, but I kept going. He loved it and so did I. He surprised me by growing hard again. That turned me on a lot. My pussy was tender, so I just sucked and licked like crazy. After a while he warned me that he was going to orgasm again and I thought what the hell, why not? I don’t usually like to swallow, as you well know, but I’d gotten used to the taste of his semen. I actually like his flavor. I thought if I’m ever going to suck off a stranger, this would be the time. I sucked his cock faster and he soon shot into my mouth. Baby, that man cums a lot. I mean a lot. I swallowed and regretted nothing. I thought that would be it for the two men in my life, but I was wrong. He traded places with me and ate my sore pussy until I came really hard. After that, he stood and I saw he’d gotten almost fully hard again. I couldn’t believe it. I got on the bed next to you and reached out to him and he started fucking me again. I didn’t care that my tender pussy ached. It was a good ache. He fucked me soft and slow and deep but then he started going harder. I worried we’d wake you, so we left the bed and got down on the floor. You saw the rest I think.”

“What a crazy night.”

“Insane.”

I pulled her closer.

“Well,” I said. “We got our wild vacation story out of the way. We checked that off the bucket list. But for the rest of our time here I think we should avoid Lucas and any situations like that. I know Isla Azul has a reputation as a magical place where anything can happen, and I’m not saying I regret what you did—”

“What we did,” she interrupted.

“Yes, what we did, but let’s never do that again. It was too much.”

She snuggled closer, wedging her head under my chin.

We had a scrumptious dinner and then we went for a long walk along the beach at night under an umbrella of brilliant stars. I don’t know how or why it worked this way, but Penny and I felt closer than we ever had. The human heart is so strange and complicated. We held hands and wandered through ankle-deep warm tropical currents and talked about life and our plans together. Many times, during our romantic stroll, I thought about the fact that she carried several loads of semen inside her, and only one of them was mine.

In the back of my mind, I chewed on everything that had happened. Part of me felt like I’d dodged a bullet. Lucas was old and no threat, not really. While it was true my wife loved fucking him, there was no way he could replace me. I wasn’t threatened by the man, I was threatened by the sex he had made Penny aware of, and how good it could be. How do I defend against that? How long before Penny begins to yearn for it again? I hoped we would put what happened far behind us and move on.


Chapter 10

The next day I booked us horseback riding up the side of El Colmillo Del Diablo, The Devil’s Fang in English, which was the volcano behind the resort. A dusty, winding trail with lots of switchbacks meandered all the way to the rim. Penny owned a horse as a teen, so we told the guide to leave us alone and he did. My wife took over, safely guiding us to the top. The view snatched our breath. We saw all the way to the horizon. Earth truly is a big blue marble. We noted several mansions clustered around the resort, each clinging to the cliffs in a daring display of architectural bravado. We saw a blanket of jungle green covering most of the island, with bright colorful birds flying above the treetops. Penny wore a baggy T-shirt and cargo shorts and never looked sexier. I admired the views, yes, the island was a diamond on the surface of the world, but again and again, with the images of yesterday in the forefront of my mind, my gaze was drawn to my lovely bride. I could not escape the image of her fucking him.

We returned to our suite and showered away the dust and sweat and Penny stated she’d enjoy some time on the beach. I plucked the remaining bikini, red, she’d not yet worn and tossed in on the bed. She stared at it and then lifted her face to smile at me.

“That’s not the beach I meant,” she mused.

My head tilted like a labrador.

“I’d like to try going nude this time,” she explained. “No need for a bikini. What do you think? Can you handle being naked in front of everyone?”

I both loved the idea and hated it. Lucas had introduced insecurity into my marriage to Penny. Normally I would have been thrilled to have her step out of her comfort zone like this. Now I debated with myself why she was suddenly eager to try it.

“Sounds great, Love,” I said. “I’ll grab a blanket and some drinks.”

Twenty minutes later we stepped onto the hot white sand. Penny led us away from the boardwalk until she found a spot she liked centered in the other beachgoers but far enough away from them that we could talk. There were penises and pussies everywhere. Most everyone was on the younger side and attractive. A few older men had hot young babes with them, and a few older women had sexy boy-toys by their side. I watched Penny carefully to see her criteria and discovered she’d dropped us into a clutch of younger hot men.

I watched for signs of hesitation when she untied her wraparound dress but saw none. My wife boldly opened her clothing and dropped it on the blanket. The bright sun illuminated every delicious curve she had, but especially made her tits look great. The little shadows under each added depth and shape displaying what a magnificent set she had. I’d worn trunks and shed those now, quickly finding my spot on the blanket. Penny sat and began applying lip balm. I checked to see how many heads turned and was surprised. Almost every man on the beach around us gawked at her. Days ago, that would have thrilled me. Now, I felt nervous.

Three more young men, one sporting a goatee and another with his long hair drawn back in a ponytail, the third younger than the other two, walked along and decided to drop their blankets when they got a look at my gorgeous wife. They shucked their shorts right in front of us and Penny watched every move they made. Ponytail exposed a soft dick almost as thick as my wrist. I quickly glanced to see if Penny had noticed and discovered my wife stared directly at the man’s member. He noticed and smiled and she eventually lifted her gaze to smile back at him. The three men sat and then stretched out on their backs, absorbing the warm sunlight.

“You liked that?” I asked, keeping my voice low.

“Heck yes,” she chuckled. “Lucas taught me a valuable lesson or two about big dicks.”

My wife reclined and closed her eyes and I did the same. I was on edge, on guard, like every man on that beach was there to steal my woman. I laid down but kept my eyes scanning those around us. There were penises everywhere. I couldn’t even enjoy all the tits and pussy on display. Frustrated by my own wariness, I sat up, annoyed with myself, determined to stop worrying.

The sun was a merciless, brilliant hammer, bleaching the sand to a painful white and turning the sea into a sheet of crushed blue diamonds. From my perch on our blanket, I felt the heat radiating off the woven fabric, a constant, oppressive reminder of where we were and what we were doing. The air was thick with the scent of salt, sweat, and coconut sunscreen. The bodies of people just like us were scattered across the sand. Most simply lounged: reading, sleeping, chatting with friends. Out in the turquoise water a few swam. Closer, a significant number watched us, or, more accurately, watched Penny.

My gaze drifted to her. I wanted to see what they saw. Just yesterday, the sight of her with Lucas had been a lightning strike, a cataclysmic event that had rewritten my understanding of our marriage.

“Hello friends!” a familiar voice called out.

I scanned the gathering. Lucas. Lucas was waving at me with delighted joy. I waved back, less thrilled than he. He wove a direct path through the beachgoers towards our blanket. He was as nude as the rest of us and his swinging phallus attracted a lot of stares. He joyfully approached, grinning like an idiot, his pearly white smile splitting his beard.

“Hello,” he said. “Hi. Hello. Hi.”

“Hi, Lucas. How are you?”

That was all it took. Penny sat upright, shielding her eyes from the sun. She blinked rapidly and then focused her gaze on his body, quickly scanning from smiling face to heavy, hanging manhood, where her eyes remained. To get her to look away, I gestured at him to take the open spot on our blanket. Lucas dropped into a crouch, lacing his fingers between his raised knees. Penny laid down again but rolled onto her stomach and supported her chin with her hands. Her face was level with his cock.

An awkward conversation began. His English was no better today than over lunch yesterday. After a minute or two Penny belly crawled like a soldier under barbed wire, dragging herself closer to his hanging cock. Lucas looked at me, surprised. Penny lifted his plump penis and kissed the head like she kissed a kitten. Lucas looked to me for guidance.

“Okay?”

She wanted him again. My wife, my new bride, craved Lucas. This older man whose thinning hair and weathered physique seemed to act as a magnet for her. He was talking to her excitedly, his head down, mixing his native tongue in with occasional words in English. Penny laughed, that throaty, uninhibited laugh I used to think was reserved just for me. Her hand slipped under to heft his formidable testicles, a casual, proprietary gesture that made my stomach clench. She lifted herself to her elbows and kissed his cock again before gently running her tongue from the tip to his salt-and-pepper sparse pubic hair.

A knot of conflicting emotions tightened my gut. There was the undeniable arousal, a hot, shameful pulse that started low and spread through me. Sex was about to happen and my body knew it. Her breasts, full and natural, swayed slightly as she shifted her weight. The rounded curve of her ass, the bend of her spine, the mass of dark hair spilling around her shoulders, all conspired to excite me. The fact that we already had the attention of everyone on the beach, both alarmed and aroused me. I felt their collective gaze like physical pressure.

From the couple on a nearby blanket, I saw the woman stroke her partner's thigh as they watched. The group of younger men at our feet, Ponytail, Goatee, and Youngster, all fixed their eyes on my wife. They weren't judging. They were feasting. Part of me, a part I hated at the moment yet couldn't deny, was proud. 

Look at her, my mind suggested. That's my wife. She’s captured them all.

But woven into that pride was a churning, bitter jealousy. Yesterday felt like we stumbled across a line. Today, this moment right now, felt like a deliberate choice. She was choosing him again. I had declared the man off limits, any man other than me off limits, but she had vetoed my command. I remembered the way she had looked yesterday, sated and glowing. She had tasted something I couldn't give her, but that I was clearly ready to provide. She knew my words of protest did not connect to my heart. I had said no, no more, but she knew, deep down, I didn’t mean it.

Lucas's hand began to drift lower. His fingers tangled in her dark mane. Penny didn't resist. She leaned closer, her head tilting back as she opened her mouth to guide his cock between her lips. My hands clenched into fists in the warm sun, my knuckles white.

This was happening again. Right here. In front of everyone.

Then, with a slow, measured grace that seemed to captivate every eye on the beach, Penny rolled onto her back and eased his cock along her tongue and deeper into her mouth. The world seemed to narrow to that single point of action. The gentle lapping of the waves, the distant cries of gulls, the murmur of the crowd: all faded into a dull, irrelevant hum. All I could see was her. He moved into a sixty-nine position over her but stayed away from her pussy. Her hands found his hips and pulled him lower before sliding over his butt and cupping his ass. She helped him begin to fuck her face.

Lucas got hard fast. His cock, thick and heavily veined, jutted from his pelvis. It was an imposing organ, undeniably masculine in a way that felt both threatening and fascinating. Penny wrapped one hand around the base, her fingers barely meeting. Her other hand gently cradled his balls, lifting them as if to provide me with a better view. Then she opened wide and took as much cock as she could. Too much, truly, as she choked and gagged before pulling him deeper still. Her tongue slipped out between her lips and his shaft and curled around his phallus before vanishing again. An electric current seemed to pass through him, her, and me all at once. Probably those watching too. I saw his body tense and then he dropped to his elbows. He lowered his face to her crotch and Penny groaned at the moment his tongue split her labia. Now they truly sixty-nined. Right there on the beach, in front of everyone, and every person there knew she’d arrived with me. Hell, the fact she is my wife was obvious.

She swirled her tongue around the flared crown, tracing the ridge, lapping at the small bead of moisture that welled at the tip. She was savoring his cock, savoring his semen, happy to be reunited so soon with the man and beast that had opened her eyes.

A woman on the blanket next to us sighed audibly, a soft, dreamy sound. I didn't look at her. I couldn't. My eyes were locked on the scene playing out before me. Penny took the head into her mouth again, her lips stretching around his girth. She hollowed her cheeks, and I could see the suction she applied. Lucas let out a low groan, a sound of pure pleasure that carried on the breeze. He began to move slowly, thrusting his hips, pushing more of himself into her mouth.

Deeper and deeper she took him; her head pressed into the blanket and into the sand beneath. One of her hands left his balls to move to her breast, squeezing the nipple, pinching it between her thumb and forefinger. His balls rested on her face, spreading. A soft moan escaped her, muffled by the flesh filling her mouth. She wasn't just doing this for him. She was doing this for the audience she knew watched every move she made. She was doing this for herself.

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. This wasn't a performance for me, or even entirely for Lucas or those watching. This was for her. This was her desire, laid bare under the hot sun for all to see.

Jealousy flared, hot and acidic. I wanted to pull her away, to cover her body with my own and reclaim her. But I was paralyzed. Rooted to the spot by a cocktail of shame, lust, and a sudden sense of inadequacy. What could I possibly offer that could compete with this? With this raw, public display of passion? With him? I could never captivate a crowd with her.

She was taking him deep now, her nose brushing against his pubic hair with each downward stroke. Gagging, but not stopping, never stopping, her eyes watering but never leaving the monster which fed her. They shared a connection that was so intense, so exclusive, that it felt like a physical wall being erected, shutting me out.

I saw his balls tightening, the muscles in his thighs quivering. He was close. His fingers held her pussy lips wide open as he licked and sucked, but his movements were becoming more erratic, more forceful. He was fucking her mouth now, using her for pleasure, and she was taking it, taking all of it, her body rocking with the force of his thrusts. The crowd was utterly silent; the crowd around us held in the thrall of this primal act.

With a loud yet muffled shriek, Penny, my beloved new bride, orgasmed. Hard. Lucas followed right behind her. His hips jerked, burying himself as deep as he could in her throat. I saw Penny's neck work as she swallowed, again and again, her lips sealed tightly around the base of his shaft, milking him for every last drop. She wailed and writhed but didn't pull away until he was completely spent, his body sagging slightly, his head hanging.

He soon rolled over, withdrawing his long cock from her throat. My wife lay gasping; a pearly trail of semen connecting her lips and his meat. She didn't wipe it away. Instead, she looked up at the blue sky and smiled, satisfied. She had the look of a conqueror, a woman who had just claimed her prize.

I sat there, on our blanket in the sand, a spectator to my wife's fulfillment. A radiant, powerful sun illuminated us all. My mixed feelings were no longer mixed. My jealousy had morphed into a hot certainty. If yesterday had been an experiment, then today was a declaration. Penny wanted this, and now I knew I did too. What tomorrow would bring?


Chapter 11

Never mind tomorrow. Right now, we had a dozen people staring at us on the beach. I saw women masturbating and men sitting with erections poking up from their laps. I knew we were in no kind of legal trouble. My very reason for booking us at Isla Azul was exactly for a possible scene like this, I had just assumed the man fucking her mouth would be me. I realized as I sat there, dumbfounded, that my fantasies were about wild things happening for us, wild things Penny might do, but never in my wildest dreams did I ever picture myself in a moment like this. The act was behind us and it had been wild.

Penny sat up and looked around. She noted every person gawking and noted how many of the men were hard. Her gaze landed on the young stud with the ponytail and his big, hard cock now jutting up from his crotch. Her gaze lingered there, and then she moved her stare to me.

“Go tell him which suite is ours,” she said to me, while jerking her chin at the young stud.

“Why?”

“Tell him I want to get fucked by him.”

“Penny!”

“I do. He wants to. I want him to. You want him to. Why not?”

“I don’t want him to.”

She shook her head sadly.

“Danny,” she said. “It’s time we face the truth. All you’ve done since we got to this gorgeous place is arrange for men to fuck me. Heck, picking this resort in the first place, out of all the resorts we could have gone to, shows that’s what you really want. Open your eyes, Baby. I opened mine. You want to see me get fucked, and I want that too.”

“Where is this coming from?”

“Why this resort? Why, Danny? Every resort has a beach. Every resort has horseback riding and five-star restaurants. Lots of resorts even have nude beaches. You picked Isla Azul. Why?”

I struggled to answer. I looked around at the people watching us.

“For what I just did, we would be arrested at any other resort,” she added. “You picked this place because of something you read about it. You hoped for scenes like what just happened or what happened yesterday. Admit it.”

I looked at Lucas. His eyes were sympathetic.

“You aren’t acting like a husband that hated what happened,” she said. “You’re acting like a husband that loved it. You need to let yourself see that. I’m sure it’s scary, but it’s true. Just face the truth. Face the truth and go ask that hot guy to join us.”

She pointed right at him. I turned to look. Ponytail grinned and stood, waving goodbye to his friends. His erection had diminished to about half what it was, but he still approached with a meaty spear pointed our way.

Was Penny right? I searched my soul. She raised good points about this place. I had read about the highly adult nature of Isla Azul, and I had vaguely imagined sexual things happening, but weren’t they supposed to involve me? I had to ask myself if they involved me, then why had I left them as vague in my mind? I told myself I wanted to learn what turns her on. I wanted to get inside her head. Well, I’d done that. I was all the way inside.

It was my own head I had been avoiding.

I stood to meet the man. He wiped his hands together to knock off any sand and we shook. I couldn’t stop myself from darting a glance at his penis. He looked a little shorter than Lucas but bigger around. He was a few years younger than us but not many and I imagined he and his friends could afford this place because rich mommy and daddy paid for everything, perhaps unaware of the resort’s adult nature.  Or maybe they knew and did not give a damn.

“Hi,” he said. “I’m John.”

“Danny,” I said. “That’s my wife, Penny. Next to her is our new friend, Lucas. We met him yesterday.”

John waved hello. Lucas got the hint and climbed to his feet.

“Stay,” I said. “Help me keep Penny happy.”

My wife grinned.

“That’s a good sentence,” she chuckled. “Let’s go back to our suite, Baby.”

“Or we could take the dingy out to my yacht,” John said. “Great views out there, looking back at Isla Azul.”

“Yacht?” I asked.

John raised his arm and pointed. Anchored off the coast was a massive, pure white, sleek and sexy boat.

“That’s a hundred and fifteen meters of concentrated wealth,” John said. “Dad has his own. This one’s mine. I call her The Long Shot.”

“Did you win her gambling?” Penny asked.

He laughed.

“No. Good guess though. I named her after how hard I cum. I can launch a rope across the room.”

“Where’s your dingy?” my wife asked.

“I anchor it down by the jetty. The swells come in fast down there and my friends and I can bodysurf all day.”

Penny got to her feet, leaving me to deal with the blanket and clothing. John bid his friends goodbye and took Penny’s hand, strolling down the beach towards his skiff. I collected our belongings and followed them. I looked back at Lucas, but he just smiled and waved. He knew Penny would move on sooner or later.


Chapter 12

The salt-laced breeze flitted along the shoreline, a constant, restless sigh against my chest. I looked out beyond the breaking waves and noticed other yachts anchored, but my eyes spent no time on them. My eyes were fixed on The Long Shot. She was a monster of white fiberglass and gleaming chrome, a one-hundred-and-fifteen-meter testament to the kind of wealth that exists beyond the realm of mortgages and rent due. She sat placidly, rising and falling on the swells at the end of the long rock jetty, her name in elegant, gold leaf script on her hull, John’s quiet, secret, yet arrogant boast.

I swung my gaze at Penny. My Penny. Her long dark hair was a wild tumble down her back, a stark, beautiful contrast to the pristine white of the sand beneath her feet. She moved with that easy grace I'd fallen in love with, her naked hips swaying just so, teasing, flaunting her nudity and bold new attitude. She looked like she belonged here, a plaything of the wealthy and the well-hung, which was a thought that sent a strange, hot jolt through me. She stepped into the small boat which would deliver us to the yacht and sat. She reached a delicate hand for me, and I took my rightful seat next to her. A small, enigmatic smile played on her lips. I knew that smile. It was the one she wore these days whenever she was about to do something reckless.

John pushed a button and started the motor, and we were on our way.

So much had happened so fast. How many days have we been on this island? Two? Three? With the crazy sleep schedule we’d maintained since our arrival, I’d lost track. Meeting Lucas by the pool seemed like ages ago.

I turned my attention to our newest friend. John, the owner of the floating palace, a man I guessed to be just shy of thirty, had the kind of chiseled, sun-kissed good looks that seemed genetically engineered to make other men feel inadequate. He caught me looking at him.

"You should watch me," he told me, raising his voice over the drone of the motor and the splashing waves.

“Watch?” I asked. “Watch what?”

“You should watch me fuck Penny. I think you'll like it. What about you, Penny? Do you think your husband would like to watch me fuck you?"

I scoffed, but the seed was planted in my mind.

Penny and I have had numerous, brutally honest conversations lately, exactly about this kind of situation. Now, after a little time to digest her points, I was beginning to suspect she was right. The idea of sharing her thrilled me. The reality thrilled me too but also terrified me.

John brought the dingy to a large platform at the back of his yacht. The dais sat on the water, so we simply stepped out of the smaller boat onto the big one. Penny looked around with wide eyes. John put his hand on the small of her back, a gesture of easy, casual ownership, and led her toward the main deck.

“Follow me,” he tossed over his shoulder.

The glass doors slid open and they passed through, then shut behind them, and I was left alone with the lapping water and the frantic, hummingbird beat of my own heart. I didn't wait long.

The interior of The Long Shot was a cathedral of minimalist luxury: bleached oak floors, walls of glass that offered panoramic views of the turquoise sea, furniture that looked more like sculpture than seating. It was silent, cool, and smelled of money and leather.

I found them in the master stateroom.

The bedroom door was slightly ajar, a deliberate invitation. I pushed it open just enough to see. The room was vast, dominated by a king-sized bed with a headboard that stretched the entire width of the wall. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out onto the endless expanse of the ocean. On that bed, naked, bathed in the soft, natural light, was my wife, Penny.

John was magnificent. In far better shape than me, his body was sculptured masculine strength, every muscle defined and purposeful. He stood beside the bed, as naked as she, and looked down at her. I saw the raw desire in his gaze. He wasn't just looking at a beautiful woman; he was looking at a prize he'd won or perhaps stolen, a masterpiece he was about to claim.

My first instinct was a primal, gut-wrenching surge of jealousy. My fists spontaneously clenched. A voice screamed in my head, That's my wife! But it was immediately drowned out by another feeling, one darker and far more compelling. Arousal. Pure, undiluted, and shameless. I was growing hard fast, throbbing, a painful ache of yearning in my penis.

John climbed onto the bed, not over her, but beside her. He didn't rush. He traced a finger down her collarbone, over the swell of her breast, softly grazing her nipple. Her back arched, a soft sigh escaped her lips. He leaned down and kissed her, but it wasn't a gentle kiss. It was a kiss of proprietorship, deep and demanding. I saw her hands come up to tangle in his hair, pulling him closer, and a sound escaped her throat, a whimper of need.

He moved down her body, his mouth and hands exploring every inch of her. He knew what he was doing, far more experienced than his years, but then, when you have money, a yacht, good looks, and an over-sized penis, what woman would say no? He was a conductor, and her body was his orchestra. He played her with a master's skill, drawing out responses I'd only dreamed of. Her breathing grew ragged; her hips began to move in a rhythm all their own. I watched, mesmerized, as he slowly brought her to the edge again and again, never letting her fall, until she was a writhing, pleading thing, her messy dark hair spread across her down pillows.

"Please," she breathed, the word a tattered gasp.

John rose over her, and that's when I saw his cock. It was swollen now, ready for her. He was big, thick, and impossibly hard. It jutted out from his body; an intimidating weapon built for giving pleasure. For a fleeting second, I worried his thickness might hurt her. That was quickly replaced by burning, voyeuristic anticipation. I wanted to see it. I wanted to see it in her. I wanted to see her struggle to take it. I wanted his cock to force her submission. With all the conversations Penny and I had the last few days about what my true feelings might be, I now experienced something close to a dam break. All these emotions flooded me. I wanted to see him conquer her, conquer and subjugate my pretty new bride. Hell, in a moment of extreme heat, I even imagined him impregnating her. I gasped at the thought, and they both looked my way.

“Fuck her, John,” I croaked. “Cum inside her. Make her yours.”

Her eyes went wide in surprise at my words. He positioned himself between her legs, rubbing the thick head of his cock against her slick folds. Penny's eyes locked on his, wide and wild. He pushed forward, slowly, deliberately, and I watched as her body yielded to him, as she stretched to accommodate his size. A long, low moan tore from her lips, a sound of pain and profound pleasure mixed together.

He began to move. Slowly at first, then with increasing power and rhythm. His body became a piston of muscle and sinew, driving into her with a primal force that made the massive bed shudder. Her legs rose to wrap around his waist, her heels dug into his powerful buttocks, urging him on. Her dark hair skidded across the pillow with every thrust. Sounds filled the room: the slap of skin on skin, her desperate cries, his low, guttural grunts of exertion.

I stood there, in the doorway, my hand resisting the urge to grab my erection and stroke. I feared I’d cum too quickly. At that moment, I realized something that shattered my understanding of myself, of us, of everything.

I loved it.

Penny was right. I loved watching her get fucked. I loved watching her lose herself in the pleasure a new lover gave. I loved seeing her body, a body I knew so intimately, respond with such abandon to another man's touch. His thick cock, his fit, powerful body, the sheer, masculine dominance of him, these things unlocked something in her, something wild, and watching it happen was intensely erotic.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. Her back arched off the bed, a silent scream on her lips as her entire body convulsed. John drove into her one last, powerful time, his body tensing as he found release, a deep roar of satisfaction tearing from his chest. He pumped out an ocean of semen, verifying his earlier egotistical claims. Over and over his fat balls contracted as he pumped a flood of jizz into her. I felt dizzy, euphoric.

They collapsed together, a tangle of limbs and sweat and ragged breathing. I watched John eventually roll off her, pulling my wife into his arms as he went. Her head rested on his chest. He stroked her hair, his movements now gentle, tender. They looked beautiful together.

I took my erection and quietly backed out of the room, closing the door softly behind me. I didn't feel jealous anymore. I felt strangely complete. We had discovered a side of my wife I never knew existed, and in doing so, I had discovered the same part in myself.

My decision to vacation at Isla Azul had been a gamble, a risk that could have torn us apart, but that I had hoped would open us up and drive us closer together. Now, as I stood alone in the silent, opulent, gently swaying hallway, I knew with absolute certainty that it had shown us how to become more, much more than I’d ever imagined.

I wandered the narrow hallways, watching my hard on wilt, until I found the kitchen, galley, I suppose, and opened the refrigerator. I discovered a beer with a strange label and popped the top, taking it to the upper deck. I started to wonder if Penny would come to find me once she caught her breath. I leaned on the railing, gave a noncommittal hello to a crew member that happened by, and gazed up at the towering dormant volcano. What an amazing vacation.

A soft moan drew my eyes back down.

I listened carefully. From the open porthole just below my place at the railing, I heard Penny’s lovely voice moan again. I thought about it for two seconds and came to the conclusion that they were at it again. I began to hear thumping, punctuated with my wife’s soft gasps and John deep rumbles.

“So thick,” Penny growled. “I love your cock, John."

I took a gulp of beer. Penny moaned again, louder, and John did too. He was fucking her deep and hard now, and her cries of passion turned my beer bitter. I heard bodies shifting positions and then flesh slapping flesh. Penny whimpered. I started to get hard again, standing naked at that railing.

Soon, Penny’s whimpers turned to moans and then to screams. My wife was constantly pleading with him to fuck her harder. That she was so sexually vocal now was one more change from our recent misadventures. Was this the new Penny? Should this version of her be my expectations? I hoped so. Our climaxes these days were the best and most intense ever. 

I was hard from hearing her screams and picturing his penetration of her. I was afraid to touch my cock. My wife was climaxing yet again, and I knew I’d explode with a single touch. I had to get away from that porthole. It was all too much to take. My dick was so erect it hurt.

I wandered all over that vessel, killing time, catching the occasional sounds of sex. Just about the time they faded, I headed back downstairs and found some bananas. I finished my first and was eating my second when Penny’s hand snatched my last bite away. She stuffed it into her mouth and laughed.

She looked both horribly disheveled and unimaginably alluring.  I ran my eyes over her, seeking all the signs of her infidelity. I was not disappointed. Love bites, hickeys, dried cum, and messy hair combined with pink skin and swollen labia. My girl had been thoroughly fucked.

“John’s out cold,” she proudly taunted. “I guess you and he have that in common. I think I like fucking men unconscious.”

She smiled through her gibe, and my cock quickly began to rise again.

“Your penis is leaking, Baby. Are you aware?” 

I looked down. I long silver strand hung from the slit at the tip all the way down to the indoor-outdoor carpeting.

“You’re the cause, Penny,” I said. “I’m simply in awe of you right now.” 

Her eyes went big and her eyebrows shot up. She looked at her exposed flesh, her bruised skin, the dried cum, her nipples that refused to calm down. 

“Do you like what you see?” she asked. “I mean, I was just a complete slut in there. Is that what you want?”

I pulled her to me, sucking a bare nipple into my mouth. The salty flesh spoke volumes about all the things John had done to her.

“Danny, don’t you want me to wash off? I could jump off the back of the yacht and climb right back on. I must taste terrible to you. He’s all over me.” 

I pictured John’s fat cock exploding above her as she writhed on the bed below, showering my wife with long ropes of ownership as she tried to catch him in her mouth. I kissed her before she said anything else. She must have cleaned his cock before she came to find me, because her lips and mouth were clearly seasoned with him. We kissed deeply. I wanted her to know that I wasn’t turned off by any of this.  Her hands grabbed my dick and smeared the leaking cum all around the head. I was desperate to fuck her.

“I can feel how much you love this,” she said. “I am no longer the innocent wife you thought you married, and it’s obvious you’d rather have this version of me. I was going to ask you if we are taking this honeymoon discovery home with us or leaving it here on Isla Azul, but I think I already know the answer to that question. Do you realize how many times a man who isn’t my husband has filled my unprotected womb these last few days? It’s insane. There’s no way we simply walk away from this. We both know I’ll be fucking more men once we get home. We just need to figure out who makes our list and who is off limits.”

I moaned. This would be our future.

“You guys are a hot couple,” John said, standing behind me.

Clearly, Penny had seen him. That whole speech was for his benefit too. I followed her eyes to John’s hanging cock. He came around and joined us in a group hug. I was keenly aware his long penis was pressed between her butt cheeks. Her hips left my body to push her ass more firmly against him. My wife was ready for more. She reached out and grabbed his thick cock and pulled him around to stand beside me. Her gaze jumped from him to me: husband, and big-cocked lover.

“Dang it,” she said, pulling on John’s dick, getting him hard again. “All right. One last time and then that’s it.”

She winked at me and dragged John by his penis back to the stairs that led to the bedroom. She never looked back. After a few minutes of silence, I heard her moans again. My penis pulsed with need. It stung a little that she picked him again, but I would have a lifetime with her, and, if I’m honest, I liked that she wanted more big cock.

She can have mine any time she wishes.

Men like John and Lucas come along rarely.

I can’t wait to see what happens next.

End.
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