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Carlos crossed his stretched-out legs, rolled his head over the long roll-pillow behind us, and reached over his body to dangle his flute of champagne in front of my face. I tittered and looked the other way. But finally I reached over my body and clinked my flute to his. We both sipped silently, me very busy in my head, him, I’m not so sure.
We were lying in a beach-side cabana watching the fireworks over the bay. There was a row of booked linen cabanas down the beach, and even more couples in loungers or just sitting in the sand.
At least, I assume they were other couples. Carlos and I were certainly not, and we had no business pretending we were. But that was, evidently, just my opinion.
Ian, my husband, and Carlos, along with two other guys, shared a notorious house back in college up in Minny, where we’re all from. Ian and I were strolling the winding paths of the resort on the beach in Hawaii on an early winter holiday weekend when he came by surprise upon his old friend.
“Your wife?” Carlos said with his eyebrows raised to my husband’s and his hand stalled halfway out to mine.
Ian rolled back on his heels and chuckled. “All mine, yuh,” he said, and he wrapped his arm around my shoulders and pulled me against him so hard, I wobbled sideways on my sandals and yelped.
Ian usually moved with the precision of a watchmaker and the gentleness of a nurse. “To a fault,” I’d smirk to my girlfriends in private. It was nothing I’d ever bring up to complain to him about. It’s just, sometimes the bubblewrap treatment leaves a girl missing something, you know?
Not that I’d know what that “something” was from personal experience. But I went to the same college. Ian and I met there. I’d even been to that notorious house and had met the “infamous” Carlos back then, too. But I wasn’t surprised he didn’t recall me.
I certainly recalled him. Loud, boisterous, cantankerous. If he wasn’t giving someone a head-rub with his knuckles holding him in a headlock in the kitchen, he was wrestling someone in the living room. He actually had one of those silly-looking tight wrestling one-pieces with the headgear, being on the varsity team, and he wore it around the house like loungewear or something, just to bug his friends and make everybody laugh.
He was sweaty, pushy, and musky. He spoke about sexuality like somebody else would talk about clothes. He was the kind of man even back then who never had a second thought, not about anything. It wasn’t that he didn’t make mistakes. He just didn’t care.
I was, by contrast, a mouse at college, scurrying from dark library cubby to dark library cubby, trying my hardest to not be noticed by anyone for anything. Ian was more a liferaft for me than an entry into college hijinks culture. He protected me from men like Carlos who scared me, being so big and rough and loud.
They still do, men like him. Scare me, I mean. They intimidate me at work, and work at the investment bank is infested with them.
My job is mostly fixing their dumb mistakes over in accounting. Ian is as far from banker culture as you can get, being a history grad and now an associate professor of medievalism. Our life is quiet, calm, and as predictable as a Swiss watch, and I wouldn’t want it any other way, either.
But whenever he was around Carlos or the other guys, he’d lose his balance anbit. It was little things, like how he pulled me against his side on that resort path, nearly toppling me over, and not even noticing what he did.
“We’re just going for breakfast, you here with . . . ?” my husband said to him.
I slipped my hand up my husband’s back and pinched his skin through his t-shirt to warn him he was cooking up a bad idea. But he missed my message.
“I’m here with no-body,” Carlos said, punching up the “-body” with a feigned grimace. “It’s a female detox tour,” he said, leaning back and chuckling at the sky, his shirt pulling up and showing his abs.
Ian followed my line of sight and darted his glance back up to me. I pulled my eyes off the bared abs of his big (hard) friend and rolled my eyes and shook my head with half a grin. “As if,” I wanted to say. I was just looking, anyway, and there is no harm in that, is there.
“No offence,” Carlos said with an exaggerated frown, leaning down to me like I was a child. He patted the air between us as though his serious diplomatic faux pas might stir war or something. A female detox tour, I thought. Yeah right.
“None taken,” I said, half-lidding my eyes at him and rolling them up. “I’m sure they give you all the trouble you can handle.”
I said it with my eyes glaring at his and my mouth straight, my face square to his face. I was aware that Ian pulled his chin down to his chest and frowned at the side of my face, but I locked my big brown eyes on Carlos’s dark eyes and refused to be the one, this time, to stop staring.
The truth was, I had no better idea of where that suddenly came from than my husband did. I felt a twinge of challenge rising in me. A stiffening of my spine. Defiance, is what it felt like. I didn’t want to be intimidated by them anymore.
“I invite it, no doubt, you’re right,” he finally said, lifting his gaze away from my eyes and bringing it to my husband’s eyes and chuckling with a snort at him.
I continued to watch his eyes until he glanced back at mine, just to make sure he knew I won. “No doubt,” I said to him with a smirk, before turning to my husband, lifting myself on my toes in my sandals, and giving him the longest, sweetest, most intimate and loving kiss on the side of his neck that I believe he’d ever received from me.
And then I looked at Carlos, still with my face nestled tightly into my husband’s neck, and I patted his stomach lower down his body than a girl should in public. “I’m hungry,” I said to my husband, but my narrowed eyes were squinting at Carlos’s eyes.
“Come have breakfast with us,” Ian said, and I nearly died inside. He wasn’t understanding anything.
I reverted to my old, quiet, deferential self at the table while Ian and Carlos caught each other up with their lives the last while. I got to see my husband revert to his old self, too, halfway back to his Big Sky Ranch days (the name they gave their house because of the deck they illegally constructed on its flat roof), the way he talked and laughed and smirked with Carlos at the table. 
But I also saw Carlos maybe come halfway up, too, from those old days. He’d actually acquired, somehow, from somewhere, unexpected as it sounds, a few gentlemanly traits, even if they were only stiffly re-enacted and not entirely natural. He offered to get me a refilled coffee. He brought fruits back to the table for all to share. Little things, to be sure. But the kind of little things a girl like me spent a lifetime noticing.
I picked up a strawberry when he passed the plate under my face, and then I did something I was ashamed of and glanced at my husband to make sure he didn’t see — even if it meant Carlos, who was looking right at me with those deadly eyes of his, saw me check on my husband.
I brought the strawberry to my mouth pointy end first, and I nailed Carlos with my eyes as I pushed it between my circle-pursed lips. I even let it squish back out of my lips when I squeezed them around it, before cutting it in half with my snapping front teeth. And then I smirked at him.
I appeared to be casually considering the remaining half strawberry in my fingers. But inside, I shivered. What in the world ever possessed me to flirt like that, especially with a man like Carlos? The kind of man I detest . . . . 
But it was fun!
I entwined my fingers in my husband’s  fingers and rubbed my thumb back and forth over the back of his hand as we took the long way back to our room after breakfast, winding under a tunnel of high, arching palms.
“I used to hate guys like him,” I snorted at my husband.
He knew exactly who I was talking about. “You still do, I hear about it every day after work,” he said.
“It’s daunting, being around guys like him,” I said. “I’m always a step behind because I actually take a second to think about what I’m going to say before I say it,” I said.
“You’re just not used to being around them,” he said. “They’re push-overs, usually. They’re covering up, normally. I bet the guys at work are just as scared of you as you are of them,” he said.
I laughed so hard, I had to hold him back and double over clutching my stomach. I lifted one knee to my chest and kicked my foot down. I straightened up and turned to face him square on. I pressed my body to his, lifted myself on my toes, and draped my arms around his neck. “You look after me, don’t you,” I said, and I kissed the tip of his nose. “Even if it’s with lies.”
“You don’t believe me,” he said with a smirk.
I wriggled against him but he tightened his arms around my lower back and didn’t let me get away so easily.
I sank back onto my heels and leaned back into his clasping hands, trusting him to not let me fall back. “Because you’re silly,” I said.
“Have you ever even been on one single date with a guy like that?” he said with a smirk. “I mean, before you and I got together?”
I rolled my eyes up at him. “Well, duh, obviously before we got together,” I said, and I kissed his soft, yielding mouth. Carlos’s mouth, I bet, was hard and demanding, by comparison. “And no, hardly!” I said, rolling my eyes even wider. “I already told you, I don’t like men like that. I like men like the one I got,” I said, and I rubbed his nose with my nose and squealed lightly.
“Maybe that’s why you’re afraid of them, you just don’t know them, what makes them tick, their fears, their dreams,” he said, taking on a faked, and pretty good, old time documentary film voice.
“I’m not afraid of them,” I said to him, turning him and pushing us back to the path and toward our room. “Just confused by them.”
We walked in silence each with a hand pinching and making circles and scrunching into the back of the other. It made me bite my tongue and scrunch my head down into my chest. He was embarrassing me because those little touches were how we communicated to each other that we were feeling a little . . . ready.
What I couldn’t tell my husband was what made me feel ready.
“I got an idea,” Ian said, stretching back on the circular covered bed on our patio. The thatched roof hung low and the water surrounding our patio gurgled gently.
I put my book down in my lap and raised my face to the dancing reflections of the setting sun on the surface of the water.
“You know the fireworks tonight?” he said.
I nodded at him from under my wide straw hat. We’d planned on going over to the beach later to see it.
“Why don’t you go with Carlos?”
I slowly turned my head further toward him and gave him my flattest, most deadpan expression possible.
“Like a date,” he went on.
I continued to stare flatly.
“The date with a guy like that that you never got to have.”
“I didn’t go on dates with men like him ,” I said, “because I didn’t want to, not because they didn’t get to,” I said.
“Anyway,” he carried on, not letting the idea drop down the deep, dark hole it so richly deserved, “it’s a chance to get to know them, be around one of them. In a safe environment. Sort of like an adventure,” he said, turning to me with that goofy grin of his.
“You’re actually suggesting I go on a ‘date’” I said, using air quotes, “with Carolos? Tonight?”
“Yeah!” he said, and I swear if he was a puppy, his tail would have been whipping side to side. He loved his ideas, my husband. “A date with Carlos. I can call him.”
“No thank you,” I smiled curtly and pretended to bury my face back in the pages of my book.
“You’re holding it upside down,” he smirked, letting me hide behind it for far too many seconds.
I turned it right side up and pushed it, open, into my face. I was blushing is why.
“Seriously, think about it,” he said. “We’re out here on holidays, we’re away from home, nobody knows us here. It’s a vacation. You know, in medieval Europe . . .” he started, but I put my finger to my lips to shush him like I often did when he launched into something with that phrase, “You know in medieval Europe . . . “
“We can all go, would you like that?” I said.
“I think I should stay back, let you go with him alone. What could happen?”
I narrowed my eyes at him and rolled my tongue around my closed mouth. “It’s a bad idea,” I said.
“It might help you relax around guys like him,” I said. “Help you get more comfortable.”
“Don’t make me do this,” I pleaded with him. He flinched when he made eye contact with me and I flinched in turn. It was an admittedly odd way to refuse to do something. It implied — and I could tell he caught it, because he was like that with language — it implied that I was already going to do it, that he was making me do it.
“I’ll call him, I’ll talk to him, I’ll tell him what it’s about,” he said.
I held the book into my face again and screamed. “No!” I said to him with curled eyebrows. But I couldn’t get the grin off my face. Because he was right. It was a good idea, if the idea was, get used to being around men like him. “You have to tell him what the boundaries are!” I said.
“Do I tell him why you want to have a date with him?”
“I don’t want to!” I squealed at my husband and I threw a pillow at him from behind my back. “You want me to!”
“Do I tell him what it’s for?”
“That would be pathetic,” I said. “Like I need someone to hold my hand.”
“He’s going to want to know what’s going on,” I said. “He knows we’re married. You wouldn’t be able to sneak away with him, he’d never do that to me.”
I gazed into the water surrounding us. “And just going to the fireworks with him without you because you didn’t want to go or something wouldn’t be like a date,” I said.
“So you want it to be like a date?”
“No! You want it to be like a date! I don’t even want to do this!”
“I could tell him we have a sort of open marriage,” he shrugged. “You know, in medieval Europe,” he started again and I threw my towel over his head and laughed because he left it there like a halloween ghost.
“What would you tell him?”
“That you like him, you want to go to the fireworks with him, and that we let each other go on dates sometimes,” he shrugged.
“What kind of dates?” I said.
He shrugged. “You want it to feel real, don’t you,” he said.
“You’re my husband, you’re not supposed to be so happy-go-lucky about it.”
“How about,” he said, nodding with a grin like he hit upon the solution. “I don’t tell you what I tell him. So you don’t know. I mean,” he chuckled, “that’s kind of how dates are, right? You don’t know. Only . . . “
“ . . . only, in this case, whatever does ‘happen,’” I said using air quotes again, “I’d know you already said it was okay with you, because like you said, he wouldn’t do anything unless he knew you said it was okay.”
“That’s it,” he smiled at me. “And this way, you’re free to do what you want to do. You can be just like a single girl again, and have that date with that guy you never got to have.”
“You’d be okay with that?” I said. I was tired of trying to correct him, and telling him I never wanted dates with “guys like that.”
“What could go wrong?” he said with a big voice, raising his arms to gesture to the world around us.
“You should tell me what you’re going to tell him is okay and what isn’t okay,” I said. “How will I know otherwise?”
“If he does it, it could only be because it’s okay with me,” he said with a firm, assuring nod. “That’s all you need to know. So whatever does happen,” he shrugged, “that’s you letting it.”
“Or doing it,” I said, correcting him in a tiny voice.
“Or doing it,” he agreed.
“Because you’ll tell him what he is allowed to let happen too, right?” I said.
“You’re utterly free tonight,” he said. “It’s a real date, complete with mystery and intrigue. A night to be single again!” He grinned at me like a mad man. He thought it was all settled, just like that.
“What should I wear?” I said. I was feeling, by contrast, flustered and nervous.
My husband helped me pick out my slim waterfall-green dress and white, high-strap sandals. Underneath I wore my white satin hip panties and matching bra. They were comfortable, that’s all.
When he came for me, I tried as hard as I could to not be nervous. Carlos didn’t know the reason for the date was because I wanted to get more comfortable around men like him. He thought Ian and I did this all the time. I had no idea what he expected.
But when he came and tapped at our door, I kissed my husband goodbye and skipped to get it. I waved at Ian with a tiny flutter of my fingers behind me. I wanted to make it look like this was a normal thing for us. When Carlos took my hand in his, I let him. When he wrapped his arm around my back, I wrapped mine around his back, too. I didn’t know what else I was supposed to do!
We laid down side by side against the roll-pillow behind us in the cabana with all the sides open. After we clinked glasses and sipped our cold champagne, he leaned on his elbow and twisted over toward me. I pulled off my wide hat — it was sundown anyway — and looked all around for where to put it.
He kissed me without me seeing it coming. It was just a tiny, short kiss, but it was on the lips. I must have looked stunned. I guess my husband told him kissing me was on the “okay to do” side of the ledger.
I liked it, I had to admit. In fact, I loved how he just did it without asking. He wasn’t wrong to, I wasn’t giving him signals not to. But the way he just did it . . . . I don’t know. It made me twinge.
I held his hand, I wrapped my arm around his back, and I laid with him in the cabana, so it wasn’t like he was getting stop signs all night. But not asking and just doing? I guess that’s what those guys are like, I guess that’s why they fascinate me so much. They just take life. They don’t wait for it to be handed to them, they don’t wait for permission to be explicitly offered.
I smirked a tiny bit, just a tiny curl up one side of my mouth, and I dropped my eyes to his mouth.
He buried me. He rolled the rest of the way over and draped his leg over my legs. He wrapped his hand around my far shoulder. And he kissed my mouth not like an aunt, but like a lover. Talk about feeling overwhelmed!
My arms raised up over his shoulders and his head, ready to tear him a new one. But I hesitated with my arms hovering and my hands and fingers dangling. Something about what my husband said played back in my mind. “You’re utterly free tonight,” he said. “Single again.”
I was married. I loved Ian. I was a faithful and honest wife to him. But I would be lying if I said it wasn’t nice. “A night to be single again,” my husband said. And all of it within the knowledge that the man I was with wouldn’t be doing anything if my husband hadn’t already told him it was fine with him.
We were on a holiday, weren’t we, I thought to myself. All this passed through my mind as Carlos kissed me on my mouth. I dropped my arms around his back and felt in my hands and fingers the hard, rippling muscles of his back and shoulders and biceps. I allowed my hands to travel down his back. He writhed his body against mine, not directly on top of me, but certainly all over me.
It was dark enough, we weren’t exactly putting on a show, but people were around, walking past the front, in cabanas beside us. It felt so wrong and so exciting at the same time. I only meant to inhale deeply to breathe in the ocean air and fully relax now that we really were on a holiday, but it made me arch my back and press my chest into his arm.
He must have interpreted that to mean the girl wanted him to massage her breasts — no doubt that was par for the course on dates with guys like him. I glanced around left and right and lifted my head from the pillow to look down and out at the beach and the people there. But everyone was looking up in the sky at the fireworks. Nobody was noticing that Carlos had moved his hand up my body and over my breasts. That he was massaging my breasts. And that it wasn’t my husband.
I let him, too. I let him not because my husband must have already told him he could, but because, in some strange, new way, I felt a kind of power rise up in me, a power over men who take things like Carlos does. He only takes me because I let him — I control it. It was something I never realized before: there’s a power in yielding. I’d always thought that letting men like him take what they wanted was automatically giving them the win. But it isn’t. It’s taking back from them what you want . . . .
I reached up over my head and twisted my fingers together and squirmed in my body under his touching. The more I gave him access to my whole body, the more I felt like I was gaining control over him. I nudged him with my knee. He got the message. My legs were parted. He pushed the bottom edge of my dress up my legs. I bit my tongue between my teeth with a grin and I shook my head “No” at him. And then I chuckled, because it was only to cover his hand on my legs under my dress. I was teasing him, wasn’t I.
I opened my legs wider for him and he cupped his fingers around the front of my panties under my dress. I emitted a tiny, high-pitched moan just to make sure he knew it was okay. I don’t know if my husband covered that eventuality, but I wasn’t exactly thinking too carefully anymore. Whatever happens, happens, right? Isn’t that how they go about everything in life, men like him?
A man was rubbing me between my legs, and I was letting him. But when he ran his finger along the leg hole of my panties, and then under them, I shut my legs and widened my eyes at his.
He only shrugged, though. What was that supposed to mean? My husband said it would be okay to touch me under my panties? I knew he wouldn’t have ever said such a thing. I rolled my eyes and gasped with exasperation, but Carlos just grinned and kissed me again, like that would make everything okay. He slid his finger further under my panties.
I wanted to say, “What do you think you’re doing!?” but he covered my mouth with his mouth and, like I said, he kissed nice. I decided to wait till after the kiss to tell him.
But his fingers moved further inside my panties. I lifted my knees and twisted my fingers in the back of his shirt. But he found my pussy lips, and discovered how wet I had become. It was hardly my fault, though.
I darted up and threw the blanket down over our bodies. If he was going to be doing that to me, at least we could try to be a little private about it. I spread it out covering our lower bodies and I laid back down.
“Careful, you,” I said to him. Those were my last words before he made me stretch and arch. He began to rub me worse. My body was responding, not me. I twisted my fingers in his shirt and bit him on his neck. I tongued his ear where I meant to tell him it was dangerous, but I only managed to groan and gasp against him.
He refused to hear any of my messages, even though my body was giving them off left right and centre. He had to have known what he was doing to me! But he wasn’t letting up, he wasn’t giving me a chance, and he wasn’t stopping.
I clenched in my abs and strained in my neck. It was all I could do to keep from crying out loud and making everyone turn around and look. I sank my mouth around his neck to keep from crying out, and seized his wrist in my hand to hang on. He kept rubbing me. I felt it in the sole of my foot, the twitching. That’s when I knew I was past the point of no return.
I stopped breathing and arched deeply in my back. I didn’t care anymore what it looked like, I couldn’t care. Everything went down to a point in the middle of me, and then exploded out through my body and limbs with a flood of warmth and light.
I began breathing again with a loud gasp, the kind a person makes when they fall off a building. But everyone on the beach gasped at the same time. A particularly explosive firework had covered the whole sky in a rain of spreading white light. Nobody knew. I curled up and hugged Carlos. I couldn’t stop snickering.
“What’s so funny?” he said in his swaggering, take-the-world voice.
“I’d never climaxed outside before,” I said to him and I reached with my mouth to kiss his ear. “Nor with a man doing that to me.” I had never felt so bold in my life. Imagine talking about an orgasm with your partner like that!
“First time’s a charm,” he said, pulling me tighter against him. He didn’t care. But he made me titter and push my face deeper into his neck.
The show ended, not that we saw much of it, kissing and canoodling — and more! — under the blanket. After everybody packed up and left, he dropped the curtains down on our cabana except for a space a few feet wide on the front facing the ocean that glowed back at us.
He began touching me again, without asking and just assuming. I didn’t stop him, but still.
He kissed me so much all over my neck and shoulders and chest, I had to crawl up over him just to hold him down and try to get back some control over the situation.
“I think you better watch out,” I said to him. I lowered my ass down onto his thighs and stretched in my back to reach up and hold his wrists down in my hands. It made me arch to reach and I was aware that my chest was grazing his chest and that, for my legs to spread around his hips, my dress had ridden up around my waist. But it was dark so it was probably okay.
“You going to turn into something?” he said.
I pushed my mouth over his mouth and showed him how displeased I was by forcing my tongue into his mouth. We wrestled tongues, but I won. Again!
“Unlike most of the girls you have,” I said, lifting myself from his mouth, “this one doesn’t turn into anything other than what she already is.” I scrambled my fingers into his side to tickle him and teach him a lesson about good girls.
He leapt and bumped under me and made me laugh and I tickled him more and pushed my hips down to pin his hips under me. I knew I wasn’t really holding him down by the wrists, the chest, or the hips. He could have picked me up with one arm. But he pretended to be held down for me.
“You seemed to turn into something else for a few seconds a little while ago,” he said.
“Stop that!” I said, inhaling sharply with a gasp. I couldn’t believe he was bringing it up again. It was like orgasms are not embarrassing for him or something.
He just laughed. I could feel his whole body jiggle under my body. I grabbed his side again to make him stop. His shirt had come untucked from our wrestling and it was his bare skin I was tickling. Or rubbing.
“It was great,” he said. “It seemed very big. Was it a big one for you?”
I pushed my face into his neck and bit his skin. “I can’t believe you’re talking about it!” I groaned against his ear. I half slid off his body enough to try tickling his bare abs. I guess I ended up rubbing him more than tickling him. It was hard to stop. 
“So was it?” he said, keeping on it.
“What if I did that to you, tried to embarrass you about you doing that?” I said. I pulled his chin and made him face me sideways on the pillows. “Hmm?” I said with fiery challenge in my eyes. I pushed my hand down over his pants and scrunched my tiny fist in his groin.
He was hard, there was no mistaking it. But I didn’t want to show him anything on my face. I didn’t mean to feel him up so crudely. But I didn’t want to pull my hand away as though I was embarrassed about it. I’d already embarrassed myself enough with him for one night.
But he didn’t seem to even notice where my hand was squeezing and releasing him. “I guess I don’t embarrass that easily,” he said.
I shivered in my face and clenched my teeth. I shook my hand in his groin and squeezed the outline of his member in my thumb and fingers and tried to wiggle it. It got bigger. Harder. Thicker.
“As if!” I said. “If you did it, out here? You’re saying you’d be perfectly fine with it?” I lifted my head and shook my face at him. My hair fell all over his face and it made me laugh.
“Maybe it’s different for me,” he said.
“Maybe it’s not,” I said, challenging him right back. “Maybe you talk a big game but you’re just all talk,” I said. “Huh?” I grinned widely down at him. I shifted my hips and slid my body further down his body to give my hand some room. I curled my lips between my teeth and raised my eyebrows at him. I had pushed my hand up over this bared stomach and then down again, inside his pants. I almost burst out laughing. It was hard to control myself, true.
But he just laid there under me, his one hand stroking my hair and tucking it behind my ear, his other hand rubbing my back. Up and under my dress.
I curled around to check our privacy, but the beach was empty, or at least it was in the narrow strip he left the curtains open. I pushed myself up from his body pretending not to notice — just like him! — that my hand was on his groin, and I yanked the curtains shut all the way.
I sat on my calves on his shins and knelt straight up over him. My hands came down on my straight arms to rest the heels of my palms in the bones of his hips. “So are you all just talk, Mr. Carlos?” I said to him. “Just a bunch of bravado in front of your friends,” I said, sneering down at him.
I fed the tail of his belt through the metal loop and squinted my eyes at him and shook my head with feigned disgust. I leaned back on my heels to pull his belt until the pin popped out of the hole. “But all scared inside when I woman . . . “ I paused.
“ . . . when a woman ‘embarrasses’ me?” he said with a grin, using air quotes.
He made me laugh and I looked around behind me again. But it was private out there. I popped the button of his pants open and found the tiny tag of his zipper. “Yes,” I said unable to stop my grin back at him. “When she embarrasses you,” I rolled my eyes and shook my head at him. I wasn’t about to lose.
I didn’t look down — I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of the look on my face — but I felt it in my hand when I peeled  his shorts down. I wanted to show him that I could be cool and collected under pressure, too. I wanted to teach him a lesson about embarrassing someone like he did to me.
I twisted my lips around each other struggling to keep myself from gaping wide open and staring down at what was filling my hands. But I couldn’t stop my eyes from flaring widely open at his. The thing was so big around, it felt like I couldn’t even stretch my two hands all the way around it.
“You like that?” he said, smug and self-confident to the nth power.
“You just wait till I get through with it,” I said. I didn’t know where that came from. I didn’t know what I meant by it. But he was making me angry. He was making me lose control, and this whole night was about not losing control for a change.
He reached up and wrapped his hand around the back of my neck. He didn’t pull me down over his lap. That would be a slight mischaracterization. He more or less coaxed me down, though, the way he touched me there.
I grinned at him and shook my head. “You wish,” I said. But it’s true, I did drop down to my elbows and knees over this body where his shirt was up over his stomach. His pants were undone down below me. And his shorts were pushed down, too, I guess. I did that.
“Just take it a little at a time,” he said.
“You don’t have to tell me how!” I said, flaring my eyes at him. “It’s me who’s going to show you how its done!” I said, and I lashed my tongue out at the underside of the head of his cock and giggled. I arched my back and laid my face down sideways on his bare hip and looked up at him through the tops of my eyes and the strands of my hair. I knew my ass was sticking up behind me in that position, but the curtain was closed. And my dress had fallen up my body around my ribs, which meant he could see my pretty panties. All the better for my devious plan!
“You look nervous,” he said with a grin.
I twisted my face away from his gaze and buried my expression in his abdomen until I was able to control my smile again. I raised my face up to his over his body with his big huge cock standing up in my hand between us.
“You’re the one . . . ” I said, and I laid my tongue flat out over my bottom lip and dragged it, curling and swirling, all the way up the underside of his cock, and I mean all the way — and it was a long way, too! I had to raise myself from my elbows onto my hands to get my face over top of it. My shoulders poked up high and my head dropped down between them. “ . . . who looks nervous now,” I nearly whispered, but not to him, to the head of his cock stretching up below me.
I only meant to kiss it, to tease him, to show him what he might not get if he wasn’t careful. But when I pressed my pursed lips to the tip of the head of his cock, my lips slipped and I ended up letting the head of his cock push between them. Damn, I thought, I wasn’t going to do that.
I needed to regain the upper hand because I could feel inside me things happening that were not good. I kept the head of his cock between my lips but I reached over my body and tucked my thumb under the shoulder strap of one side of my dress and pulled it down over my bicep. I switched hands and pulled the other one off and then pulled each arm in turn out so that my dress ended up a bolt of fabric loosely twisted around my stomach. So what? What’s the difference between panties and bra and a bathing suit? I sank my mouth down over the head of his cock again. Two can play that game, I thought to myself. Defiantly, I pushed my face down further, and filled my mouth more with him.
He reached down under my body and took my breast in his hand and squeezed. I sat up on my calves and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. “Nervous yet?” I said, and I laughed at him. I had him going and I knew it!
I folded my arms behind my back and unclasped my bra straps. I tittered because of the look on his face and I shook my shoulders and let the slack straps fall down my arms. The way he just laid there letting his eyes roam all over my body made me laugh again. I threw my bra aside and laid my body down over his and hid my face in his groin so he couldn’t see what he was doing to me. I didn’t want him to know yet.
I kissed the side of his cock and dragged my puckered lips up and down the length of it, hidden from him so he couldn’t watch me. All he could see was the back of my head. Good. Let him suffer! I raised myself on my elbows and sank my mouth around the head of his cock. It wasn’t so big, I don’t know what he thought he was so high and mighty proud about! I challenged myself to show him it was, in fact, quite a small little penis, and I pushed my mouth down his cock nearly all the way until my lips came to the base of it.
I pulled back up and coughed and laughed and twisted around up to him. “So what?” I said and I shook my head at him. “I told you I could do it!”
He just snickered and massaged my breasts and stroked my hair.
Anyway, if I wasn’t supposed to do it, he wouldn’t let me, isn’t that what my husband said?
I rolled onto my knees and elbows to really show him who was boss and I took him deeply into my mouth again, further than before. He tugged at my thighs and I moaned my disapproval, but he was being incorrigible so I stepped my knee over his face in case he was going to cry about it.
I guess that put me back into a vulnerable position, though. He pulled on my hips and though I moaned my disapproval — I couldn’t say much with the man’s cock deep in my pumping mouth, could I — he started to kiss and poke with his tongue at the front of my pretty white panties.
I drove my mouth down and sucked hard in my slow, tantalizing, lessons-teaching way back up to show him what happens when he does that to a girl — again! — but he didn’t stop. I pumped both my hand and mouth furiously up and down over his cock, he made me so mad. But he was making my hips rotate and push down on his face and making my thighs shake with what he was doing to me down there with his own mouth and tongue.
I couldn’t let him win again. I moaned on him because I already know that guys can’t take it when a girl does that. It wasn’t completely voluntary, to be honest. He sort of made me moan, all muffled and stuffed with him. He was getting me close all over again even though I tried as hard as I could to stop it from inside. I clenched every muscle, but he was making me shiver from inside out. I squeezed my hand around his cock and whimpered with him inside my mouth. I swirled my tongue madly around it.
I felt his thighs flex under my arms and I knew I was going to win. But it was going to be close! I shut my eyes and tried to focus. I was whimpering loudly. I was driving my mouth up and down the entire length of his cock, squeezing with my lips and hand, dancing with my tongue. If he didn’t “embarrass” himself soon, he was going to “embarrass” me all over again.
I felt my own abdomen clench and that zeroing-down that grips my body when I’m about to explode. He was relentless though, he was pitiless. I gasped and stopped breathing when it all clenched up inside for me, and I arched hard in my back and pulled my mouth off his cock that I squeezed so tight in my hand, I shook it.
Just as I climaxed again, he shot all over my face. I didn’t mean to and I’d never done it before, but I instinctively pushed my mouth down over his cock and took him (mostly) in my mouth. I tried to swallow all of him too like a good girl.
His whole body rose off the bed and his hips rattled up into my face. I held on and rode him out like a mechanical bull at a bar. He popped out and shot his cum on my neck and tits but I closed my mouth around him again and sucked and swallowed until he finally lowered down and subsided under me.
I curled around and laid my body over his, half on my side on the bed to give the man a chance to breathe. I stretched my neck up and bit his ear. “I won!” I said and I giggled.
He just snickered with his eyes closed. I think I might have broken him! Little ol’ me, I thought, and I snickered.
We got ourselves decent again and wobbled like two drunks down the paths and back toward Ian’s and my room. I texted Ian as we dawdled and necked every tenth step of the way.
“So, I guess the date is finished,” I said. “We’re walking back now.”
“Fireworks ended a long time ago,” he wrote.
“A few things to tell you,” I wrote, not sure how I was going to tell him. But like he said, if Carlos did anything, it could only be because he was told by my husband he could, right?
“Why end the date now?” came my husband’s reply.
“What do you mean?”
“Having fun so far?”
“Depends on what you mean by fun,” I wrote. I wasn’t ready to tell all just yet.
“I’ll hide. Let the date keep going if you’re liking it,” he wrote.
Was he crazy? Do I tell him what already happened? I was so confused. “You’re going to hide?”
“That way,” he said, “anything that happens, you know it’s okay with me,” he wrote.
I shook my head. Carlos walked with me with his hand around my waist. “I’ll have a drink with him but we’ll see,” I wrote my husband. It was hard to understand what he was saying, but if he was going to watch over me, that made whatever did happen on him, didn’t it.
“Tell Carlos I went to the casino,” he said. “Too weird if he thinks I’m watching.”
“He won’t do anything then,” I said.
“I already told him — if you let it happen, if you make it happen, it’s okay with me, because I told him, that’s how it is with us.”
I widened my eyes at my phone. It was so reckless! “Stop us when it goes too far, promise!” I wrote him.
“I promise.”
“Don’t let me go too far, okay?” I wrote.
“I won’t.”
“Promise again,” I wrote.
“You’re free. You’re single, remember? I will stop you before you go too far.”
“Love you,” I wrote my husband, and I put my phone away and laid my head back on Carlos’s shoulder as we strolled.
I invited him inside and told him what my husband said, that he went to the casino, and I said it loud enough so my husband, wherever he was, could hear. I made him sit on our couch and I got more champagne out. I sat on my legs folded and tucked up under me and draped my arm around his shoulder and tussled his hair with my fingers.
“For a big, rough, self-absorbed man, you’re not all bad,” I said, and I giggled and leaned over in front of his face and flicked my tongue at his lips until he kissed me.
He didn’t just kiss me though, he pushed his hand around the back of my neck and gripped me for a long, deep kiss. I guess I inspired that in him! I checked under his pants and found him hard again. I gasped. “Did you not learn your lesson?” I said.
He touched me, too. I guess I wasn’t learning any lessons, either.
I pulled my dress up and off me. He already saw me nearly nude, and I wanted my husband to see me nude with him, so he knew. I knew how I was feeling, he didn’t, but he needed to know, and soon. Before it was too late. I stood up facing Carlos on the couch and, hopefully my husband somewhere behind the doors behind the couch in the dark room.
Carlos was the kind of man that makes you want to strip despite yourself. I guess if my husband’s idea was to make me feel more comfortable around men like him, what better way than stripping for him? But when I was naked, it seemed totally unfair, so I tugged at the bottom of his pants and shrieked and laughed until he undid them and I pulled them off. I also took off his shorts and then I sat on his lap and took off his shirt, too.
“There,” I said, and I leaned my completely naked body into his completely naked body and I hugged him. I peeked over his shoulder and over the back of the couch into the dark shadows of the room behind, and I smiled, knowing my husband was watching.
But now it felt like he might have needed a lesson, too. We were naked on the couch, I was sitting on his lap, straddling him, and my husband wasn’t coming out to stop me. What would it take to make him stop me? What was wrong with him anyway?
I sat up straight on Carlos’s thighs and reached down between our bodies to pull up on his cock between us. It was of course just as hard and ready as it was before. I guess he was just that kind of man.
“You don’t get to, you know,” I said to him. “So sorry,” I said, tilting my head and pouting with my pretty lips. I kept stroking his cock to drive him crazy with denial.
“Get to what,” he said. I guess he thought that by now, my body was his to freely stroke and play with. He ran his hands all over my waist, my back, and over my chest, squeezing and massaging my breasts. I glanced up into the shadows behind and stretched myself up higher on my knees to make sure my husband could see what his friend was doing to his wife.
But he didn’t do anything about it.
“Like you don’t want to!” I said down to Carlos below me. He slumped further down in the couch under me. I ran my hands down his chest and stretched in my arms and fingers to find his cock under me between my legs. “No go zone!” I said to him with my eyes wide and my lips pursed.
“What is?” he said with a smirk.
I bent in my knees so that my pussy lips just kissed the head of his cock. “There!” I said, shaking my head so he understood what I meant and how firm I was about it.
He just laughed and wrapped his hands around my bum. He pulled and I fell over top of him and gripped the top of the back of the couch trying to keep my hips high enough over his hips. I held myself up and off him and raised my face with my hair all over it to the darkness behind us.
Carlos kissed my tits where they hung in his face. I searched the shadows for a sign. Carlos pulled my waist down and the head of his cock touched my pussy lips again. I knew I was very wet. He was also very hard. Something was going to happen if my husband didn’t come out.
I looked down at the top of Carlos’s head and gasped. He had pushed his hips up so that the head of his cock pushed into the lips of my pussy. I pulled up and saw the strings of pussy saliva stretch between his cock and my lips.
I was desperate for my husband to step out of the shadows. I moaned out loud partly to warn him that things were developing (but also, I couldn’t help it). Carlos pulled my hips down and I exhaled and let them drop just to make him stop pulling me so much, but I pulled myself back up off him. He only got inside me with the head of his cock. But it was enough.
I leapt off him and padded around the room to the shadows behind.
“Hey,” Carlos said.
“Shut up, just a sec,” I said over my shoulder. I hardly realized it then, but talking to that sort of man like that, putting him in his place, being utterly unintimidated by him? I guess my husband was right about one thing. Doing what we did so far seemed to have cured me of being afraid of men like that.
I poked my head in the bathroom. No Ian. I slipped into the closet for a private time-out conference with him in there. But he wasn’t there either. He wasn’t anywhere. I guessed that what he wanted was, for me to do whatever I wanted without his control or even knowledge. He made me free. He really made me feel single.
I loped back to the front of the couch. Carlos waited for me there patiently stroking his cock. I climbed up into his lap, pushed his hand away and wrapped my own hand around his cock. I raised myself over him and held him twisted around to reach him from behind between my legs. I lowered myself, and this time when the head of his cock spread the lips of my pussy, I let him go and sank down further on him. If my husband wanted me to do whatever I wanted to do, well, that left one thing, didn’t it.
I leaned the side of my face into the back of the couch and put my mouth against Carlos’s ear. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pushed my chest into his chin. “Fuck me?” I said to him. Because that’s what I wanted.
He pushed himself up into me from below and though I had handled his cock already by then in my hands and my mouth, I wasn’t quite ready for the size of him in my pussy. It didn’t hurt, but it filled me fuller than I had ever been before. I grinded my hips back down into his hips to let him know that it didn’t hurt. That it was okay to be rough with me. I didn’t need to be bubble wrapped.
He began to bounce up into me and me made me cry to the ceiling.
He rolled me over and thrashed himself into my body. I rolled him over too, and pumped my hips hard into his. I got up to get us champagne and I “accidentally” poured it over his stomach and shrieked. He grabbed me but I struggled free and ran around the large room. He chased me and grabbed at me and I squealed and struggled against him, but not really.
We wrestled and rolled around on the bed and he tried to fuck me again but I pushed him away and laughed and bit him all over.
He finally subdued me on my tummy. I screamed for him to let me go and I pounded my fists into the bed and kicked my feet like I was trying to swim away. But he pushed his cock between my things — I guess my hips were raised off the bed and my legs were parted — and he entered me explosively from on top of me.
My fingers scrunched into the sheets and I groaned at the headboard. He knelt back and hauled me up like a doll in front of him and I pushed my chest down into the bed. He slapped my ass and made me whimper. He poked his cock into me from behind and made me bellow.
He rammed me and made me cum. Was that three or four times that night? I lost count. He came again, too, this time inside me.
He fell off and we rolled around and entwined all our limbs so much together it was hard to tell which belonged to whom anymore. That’s when my phone buzzed.
Carlos was napping like a wasted man should. I slipped out from the embrace of his nakedness and tiptoed to the bathroom with my phone. He was phoning me, not texting me.
“Ian!” I whisper-shouted. “Where the hell are you!?”
“Where am I?” he shouted. “Where are you?”
“In our room! Where are you?”
There was a long pause. “I’m in Carlos’s room,” he said. “You never showed up.”
And then it hit me. We agreed that I would go back to Carlos’s room after the fireworks. Ian had already got his card key — he gave it to him because Ian said he’d put some stuff in his fridge for us.
“Oh my god,” I said and I bit my tongue.
“What happened?” he said.
I kept my voice to a murmur, but I told him everything. He kept wanting exact details. I could tell he was mad, or something. He wanted to know everything.
I came out of the bathroom to find Carlos sitting up on the edge of the bed.
“You should go, I guess,” I said.
“Yeah,” he laughed. We kissed at the door and I pinched his bum when he turned to leave. That’s how comfortable I got around men like him that day.
I texted my husband that he was gone. He already charted a path around the resort the other way to avoid running into Carlos stealing home.
I sat on the bed in my robe after showering and waited for my husband to return and, what? Leave? Get angry at me? Tell me how stupid I was to get the wrong room?
I heard his key in the door and looked up from my fallen face and through strands of hair over my eyes ready for it.
My husband came in and shut the door behind him and leaned back against it. I jutted my jaw and took a big breath. I didn’t even know how to say sorry for doing something like that, and with his friend, no less.
But my husband began to take his clothes off. He left a trail of them from the door to the bed. And then he pushed me down, he tugged open my robe, and he took me. Hard, fast, and deep. He was a new man, it felt like. Animalistic. Rough. Selfish, just like . . . I paused. Carlos. And those other men like that.
We fucked like it was our first time, even though it wasn’t even my first time that night.
I had to admit to my husband, a few weeks later, when I came home to share the incredible news that I got a promotion out of the blue, that it might have had a wee, tiny, bit to do with what happened at the resort that weekend in Hawaii.
“Maybe you should celebrate,” he said. “A little holiday weekend,” he added, even though I lowered my face at his and raised my eyes. “Back at the resort . . . “ he said, finishing the most dangerous thought in the world.
“Can Carlos come too?” I said. I had to, didn’t I.
“Well I wasn’t going to let you go alone,” my husband said.
I leapt in his lap and kissed him all over his face.
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