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previously…


How does a nice, suburban couple turn into the kind that plays with others and longs for the wife to experience other men? Bit by bit. Max and Sasha Wagner had no plan for any of it when they left their comfortable home for a long, mid-winter weekend in Jamaica. They just thought it would be a chance to rekindle the flickering flame of their sex life.

Sasha showing off her body turned to flirting with men, which got them both so wound up they started fooling around in the public parts of the resort where anyone could see them. Max loved the way men looked at his wife and wanted to push things further. Sasha reveled in the attention and wanted more, not thinking where it might lead.

An erotic couples’ massage pushed Sasha to finally cross the line. A hung stranger was irresistible—especially when he was so good at making her come with his hands. She wrapped both hands around him and gleefully made him finish all over her chest. The Wagners were on their way. The only question was how far they’d go.

A meet-up with a sexy British couple provided the answer. Sasha had to swallow her jealousy when Max had his hands all over the wife, Keely, because she wanted Nigel’s huge cock. For the first time in over twenty-five years, Sasha had another man in her mouth—and down her throat. She loved every second of becoming Slutty Sasha and Max loved watching her surrender to her basest desires. They both feared where it all might lead, but neither wanted to stop. They had their own reasons, but both the Wagners needed this. Sasha’s next adventure awaits…
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I’m feeling guilty because I’m relieved Max didn’t want to have sex when we got back to the room. I was exhausted and expected to be sore from Nigel’s size. I thought Max would throw me on the bed, or bend me over the dresser, but he does neither. He doesn’t even try to start anything. I’ll do anything he asks—well, almost anything—but he seems content to cuddle in bed. I promise to join him as soon as I shower.

I feel gross, and not just because I became my sluttiest self in front of a crowd of people. Well, maybe that makes me feel a little gross. I’m less than an hour away from it but the experience already seems like a dream or a movie I watched—not something I actually did. My behavior on the Island doesn’t feel real because that’s not something I would ever do.

First of all, proper suburban mom and professional physical therapist Sasha Wagner would never fuck another man because she’s a married woman and that’s not right. She was raised to be a morally upstanding woman. Secondly, she certainly wouldn’t put on a sex show in front of other people because only true sluts do that. The latter makes even a one-night stand look like a minor transgression.

The things Max and I have done were still safely within the realm of what an adventurous married couple might do together, until last night. Even the sensual couples massage is a thing a particularly wild couple might try together. When we crossed that line with Nigel and Keely at the rooftop bar, everything else became possible. We became swingers without ever setting out to do it. I nearly let some hot younger guy fuck me this morning, without my husband present. And finally, I practically begged Nigel to fuck me in the midday sun with an audience.

Thinking about all the things I’ve done this weekend is surreal. My behavior here is a million miles away from who I really am, or who I’ve always been told I should be. I don’t know how to process all of it. Yes, I feel gross and frightened by how out of control I am.

I feel physically dirty because the outdoor shower head on the Island wasn’t up to the task of washing the dried cum off my back, ass, and chest. I was coated with it like I offered myself up for target practice. I still feel the filmy residue on my skin. I turn the water in the shower as hot as I can stand it and thank god for the powerful showerhead in our room.

Body wash from the dispenser mounted on the wall slicks my chest when I rub it in, but I feel like I’ll never be clean no matter how long I scrub. Touching my slippery breasts reminds me of how many people have touched them in the last two days—four new men and Keely. My nipples plump when my fingers graze them. How can I be getting aroused?

I’ve come so much today, I don’t know how I can possibly crave more. I think I’ve had more orgasms in the past twenty-four hours than I had in the previous month—maybe two months. Diving into the abyss may have broken me. Somehow, the more sex I get, the more I want. Wasn’t my sexual peak supposed to come ten years ago when I was in my late thirties? I have to leave this feeling behind in Jamaica. I can’t go home like this. I won’t be able to function. I certainly could never behave this way.

Max watches me through the fogged, water-beaded shower door. His entrance was silent. I don’t know why he hasn’t joined me—he is more than welcome—but he sits on the toilet and watches. What if something is broken in Max too? What if he’s more interested in watching me now than touching me? Or worse, what if he thinks I’m too dirty to touch now?

I open the shower door and invite him inside. “Come in and join me. I’m dirty in places I can’t reach.”

Max hesitates and I’m afraid he won’t, but he stands and sheds his trunks. He is still soft. Doesn’t he find me sexy anymore? I take him in my arms and pull him under the water with me. His passionate response to my kiss alleviates some of my fears. Max kisses me deeply and holds my head, while I press my body to him. I think I feel him twitch. His hand drifts over my ass, but he doesn’t grab it. His fingers smooth over my skin. The gentle touch is so nice after the rough treatment from Nigel, but then I realize he’s tracing where the Brit shot his load on me. Is he hoping to feel a trace of it? Why would he want that?

“Max, are you okay?”

“Shh, let me take care of you, babe.”

I want to complain because now I want Max to fuck me. I need him to prove he still wants me. The sex with Nigel flashes through my mind. I was so loud, so desperate in my cries for his huge dick. I grabbed his cock and put it in my pussy like I couldn’t live without it. The harder he fucked me, the harder I wanted it. How must that have looked to my husband? He wanted to watch me, but did he really want to see me so fully surrender to another man?

Max stops me from going to my knees. I want to suck him and make it hard, and then I’ll beg him to fuck me the way I begged Nigel. I’ll prove to Max he’s still my main man.

He doesn’t want that. He kisses my forehead and proceeds to pamper me like he’s never done before in our twenty-five years together. We’ve showered together before—not in a very long time—but it was always just an excuse to do it somewhere different. Max is not trying to do me now.

I luxuriate in his attention. Max lathers my hair and I nearly melt into a puddle and wash down the drain when he massages my head. I close my eyes and rest my hands on his chest when he turns my back to the water and rinses me. I softly moan, not from arousal, but pure pleasure. My thick raven hair falls halfway down my back when it’s wet, but he takes his time and makes sure I’m clean. He’s thorough and washes my hair a second time. His fingers running through my hair and massaging my scalp are marvelous. I’d let him do this all day.

Max slicks body wash all over my curves, working from my neck down, all the way to my toes. I love his hands on me. He doesn’t touch me like he owns me, but caresses like he’s worshipping me. I feel so loved that my fears slowly melt away. I truly don’t think he starts with sexual intent, but he’s always loved playing with my breasts, and he just can’t help himself. Max is still gentle and loving, but his firm massage and fingers plucking my nipples ignite my furnace. I didn’t want to arouse myself when I was washing, but it feels right with Max’s hands on me.

My thigh brushes between his legs and I feel life returning. He pulses against me and there’s a distinct rise to his shaft. Max grunts when my fingers encircle him and tug. I want my husband inside me more than anything, but he brushes my hand away and turns me so I can’t reach him. I feel he wants me. What is stopping him?

I consider that he truly does want me to beg for it. I will, which is crazy because I am not normally a beggar—my tiger mom instilled too much pride for that—unless I’m being seriously teased. Max teased me so good that first night I modeled for him in our bedroom. That feels like it was another lifetime. Neither of us knew it then, but that night was the genesis of all of this. We decided then that we should branch out to reignite our passion. Neither of us could have guessed it would lead us here.

Max is delicate when he touches my sex. I’m grateful for it, but also worry that he thinks Nigel ruined me. The Brit is very big, and I’m surely going to be sore, but vaginas don’t work that way. I’m going to bounce right back. His touch is as tentative as a virgin’s, like Max is learning my body for the first time. I don’t want him to be afraid to touch me. He isn’t going to hurt me. I tremble when he brushes my lips.

I’m not ruined down there, but I am still swollen. I’m almost afraid to look because maybe Nigel did destroy my pussy. And god, I’m sooo sensitive. The delicate touch sends waves of delicious tingles throughout my body. I gasp, then moan, then whimper. I’m a shameless slut again, just like I was back on the Island, and it’s obvious to Max I still need it. He gently spreads me and explores my molten center. I’m still open from Nigel and those fingers meet no resistance. How does my husband feel about that? His two fingers are not as snug inside me as they should be.

“Ahhh…Max…”

My steadying hand is on his shoulder and my nails bite into his flesh. My legs spread wider instinctively. It’s a primal invitation. Max kneels and I want to pull him up. I don’t want him to see me like this, not up close. I flatten my hand on the rough, faux-stone shower wall.

I don’t look down because I don’t want to see his expression. Max stares at the aftermath of a huge cock plundering my pussy. I’d look well-used if any man fucked me that hard, but I’m sure I must look particularly opened up by Nigel. Max shouldn’t see me until I’ve snapped back. He doesn’t seem put off. He still touches me gently, stoking my heat while he rubs my sensitive canal. My breath hitches before I start moaning constantly. He wants to make me come again. I’m thrilled that he still wants me, and I want him.

Max plasters his mouth to my juicy peach. I jolt. He kisses my pussy romantically if such a thing is possible. I cry out when his tongue makes my button throb. Ohmygod! I’m still so stimulated from Nigel that every kiss, lick, and slurp is magnified. Max grabs my ass to pull me hard against his mouth, and I hook a leg over his shoulder. He’s going to make me come and I want it so badly.

I should shove him away. My husband should not be going down on me right after another man’s been inside me. It’s wrong. It’s perverse. What is Max thinking? He’s not eating Nigel’s cum, but it still feels weirdly submissive and I don’t want to see my husband that way. His kink must run much deeper than I realized. I should stop Max, but I can’t. This feels sooo good.

“Ahhh…yesss…yesss…ahhh god…Maxxx…” My cries echo in the confines of the shower. The steamy air is too thick in my lungs. I feel dizzy.

I look down because I must see this. I can’t believe it’s happening. Max’s face is buried in my pussy. He doesn’t look up at me. Is he imagining Nigel fucking me while he licks me? Pleasure surges through me at the thought, but I hate it all the same. I grab his shaved head, shoving his mouth harder against me. His submissive stance makes me feel powerful in a way I’ve never felt with my husband before.

“Ahhh…yesss…fuck…lick me…lick my pussy…ahhh fuck yesss…”

Max dives into his work, devouring me with gusto. He likes being ordered to do it. I don’t know what I’m saying. The words just flow from my overstimulated mind and right out of my mouth. Never in twenty-two years of marriage—twenty-five years together—have I ordered my husband to lick my pussy.

His tongue dances on my clit and that’s more than enough. It’s almost too much. I whine his name and climax once again. God, I feel like an orgasm machine now. Science should study me because I just can’t stop coming. The satisfaction rolls through me like a slow wave, soaking me with sweet pleasure. Max going down on me doesn’t cause the kind of explosive, brain-breaking orgasms Nigel fucked out of me, but I couldn’t handle that again right now. Max gives me just what I need. Today has been all about me, and now I want to give him what he needs.

Max stands and I stumble back against the wall, weak in the knees. I’m breathless when he grabs my face and shoves his tongue in my mouth. I taste myself on his lips and wonder if I taste different after Nigel. Max felt submissive going down on my well-fucked pussy, but now he’s on the offensive. I grab him with both hands, but they aren’t filled the way they were with Nigel or Clement. That’s okay. I need a break before I take another huge cock—if I take another huge cock. Max is stiff, but not steely. I can fix that. I stroke him and try to go to my knees again, but he stops me.

“I want you, honey. I need your cock, Max,” I pant.

“It’s okay, babe. I know you need a break. I just wanted to make you feel good. I didn’t come into the shower to get some.”

“I know, but I want you to feel good. I need you to fuck me.”

I’m pleading. I think about Max on his knees a second ago and feel like the only way balance will be restored is if he fucks me. This isn’t even about another orgasm for me. I need to feel my husband come inside me.

“Not right now. Let’s finish up in here and go lay down.”

Max removes my hands from his cock when I persist. He hugs me until I stop squirming and finishes washing me. I surrender to it and enjoy his slick hands all over my body. He washes the small of my back and my butt, cleaning away the stain Nigel left there. I feel like he’s trying to wash away my shame, and now that I’m not aroused that shame comes seeping back in. It’s just so hard to reconcile my behavior on our trip with how I was raised to behave.

I wash Max too, but it’s not the same ritual as when he cleansed me. His cock keeps bouncing with his heartbeat, but I respect his wishes and ignore it. We need to have a real talk. Afterward, we dry each other with the giant, fluffy towels in our room and retire to our bed. The sun is setting then. We have dinner reservations, but I’d be content to order room service.

I’d like to say I want to stay in to reconnect with my husband, but that isn’t the sole reason. I won’t admit this to anyone, but I’m afraid of what else I’ll do if we leave the room. I clearly can’t be trusted. I’m an uncontrollable slut. I’m ashamed of my behavior now, but I’m not confident that will stop me from acting out again. My dark desires feel unquenchable.

Max holds me tightly against him and I burrow like I’m trying to climb inside him. I just want to be close. He’s my safe place. If he’s okay with everything I’ve done today, then I can’t be so bad. We need to talk, but I’m so content in his arms that I drift off. The last thing I think is that I’ll just close my eyes for five minutes and then we’ll discuss all of it.
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Ican’t sleep. My mind is racing the way my heart raced out on that island. Sasha was out the moment we hit the bed. I’ll confess I’m relieved. I expected she’d want to talk, and I know we have to, but once again I don’t know how to express my swirl of conflicting feelings. I was content to lay in bed with the familiar weight of my wife against me. The steady rhythm of her breathing gave me something to focus on besides the weirdness demanding attention in my brain.

Sasha deeply slept. This was no power nap. She hardly stirred when I eased out from beneath her and stepped out onto the balcony. I’ve become so weirdly comfortable with nudity that I didn’t even think to dress and had to retreat and grab a pair of shorts.

Sun King buzzed with activity beneath me. The pool directly beneath us closed for the day and workers cleaned the area. Couples walked through the resort on their way to their early dinner reservations. I wondered if any of them had been out on the Island with us and were gossiping about that slut who couldn’t get enough cock and her poor husband. I don’t know if Sasha sucking all that dick and then taking a relentless pounding from Nigel falls into normal swinger behavior because we aren’t swingers—or are we?

I don’t usually care what other people think. I was raised to be secure from a young age and being a decent baseball player through high school made me confident. I never gave anyone a reason to question my masculinity before, but I can’t blame anyone for questioning what kind of man sits back and watches his wife take all the available dick.

As a jock, I always had a pretty girl on my arm. None of them ever cheated, to my knowledge. I’ve never had any desire to be humiliated in any way, which makes this newfound fetish so confusing. I used to swell with pride when Sasha received attention from other men, but is there any way to actually share your wife without it being humiliating? Nigel seems to think so. He doesn’t care at all that Keely is with other men. He also has a huge cock and gets his own, so I get why he isn’t threatened. I didn’t feel like Sasha was trying to humiliate me when she worshipped Nigel’s cock, but everyone around had to think I was the lessor man—certainly Angie, who knew I couldn’t get it up again.

I return to our room and grab a beer from the minibar. Sasha still sleeps, but she’s restless, twitching and rolling around. She’s thrown the sheet off and is gloriously naked. Damn, I could stare at her incredible nude body forever. Seeing all that this afternoon hasn’t lessened by desire for her at all.

Sasha doesn’t usually sleep naked but watching her still calms my heart because easy to pretend she’s the same woman I left home with—the one I’ve known for twenty-five years. Her beautiful face is so innocent in sleep, reminding me of the wife who can’t wait to decorate for Christmas and demands we all wear matching pajamas when we open our presents. Her lips part with a moan and that’s all shattered. Is she dreaming about Nigel’s horsecock?

My dick perks up when I think she might be. Enough time has passed for me to recover. I can get hard again, but I don’t know how much I’d have to give if I tried to come inside Sasha. I didn’t let her blow me in the shower because I didn’t want her comparing my depleted load to Nigel’s plentiful bounty. Sasha would never say anything to make me feel bad, but she’s only human. She would see the difference and find me lacking. I’m sure she wants a real man’s load, not what I have left in the tank.

I must break out of that thinking. I am a real man. My ejaculation is fine under normal circumstances. I defy any man my age to have anything left after all we’ve done on this vacation. And my dick is fine. No ordinary man should compare themselves to what Nigel or Clement are packing. Also, no man should see their wife look at a huge dick the way I saw Sasha look at theirs. I know that’s on me. I set all of this into motion. I just never thought Sasha would run with it as enthusiastically as she has.

My wife has never been a slut. Her tiger mom kept her on the straight and narrow all through high school. Sasha wasn’t a virgin when she got to college, but not for lack of her mother trying to keep her that way. Like any girl from a strict conservative household who’s unleashed on the world, Sasha went a little crazy with her freedom, but nothing too wild. That just wasn’t in her nature.

Sasha enjoyed her college adventures, but residual shame kept her from bragging about them when I asked. During the getting-to-know-you phase of our dating, she dropped hints that she wasn’t as proper as she seemed, which is exactly the sort of thing a good girl says when she wants to seem more risqué than she truly is. I can’t say what inspired me to press for proof, except that I felt my balls tingle thinking Sasha had a wild side.

Hearing stories of sex with her college boyfriends was hot. Sasha didn’t admit much at first. The first stories were tame—sex while her boyfriend’s roommate was asleep on the other side of the room, a handjob in the college library. She was scandalized to admit she had sex with one boyfriend in a dark room in the student union building late at night. Sasha said she came when the security guard shone his flashlight through the window, and she thought he saw them. That should have been my first clue she likes to be watched.

The better stories came out when Sasha became more secure in our relationship. She was still hesitant to share because she expected to be judged and because she didn’t understand why I wanted to hear all the details of sex with other guys. I couldn’t explain it, but I knew I was achingly hard when she told me old college sex war stories.

Her stories of Cole, a college boyfriend on the swim team, gave me my first taste of confusing, conflicting feelings. He was big and fit, and apparently could go all night. He’d fuck Sasha so long she’d have to beg him to stop because she couldn’t take it anymore. I’ve never had that problem. I loved the idea of some hunky jock relentlessly screwing her until she begged for mercy, but I felt like less of a man because I couldn’t come close to matching that. Sasha must have missed having a fuck machine at her disposal, even if she loved me too much to admit it.

Our Saturday night routine became dinner and drinks, then back to my place, where Sasha would tell me a story while she rode me. I loved watching her on top while she told me about how some guy rocked her world.

I learned that Sasha’s college sex wasn’t restricted to boyfriends. Sasha had her share of one-night stands and flings. I understand it now, but back then I didn’t understand why those dirtier stories were so thrilling. A senior set his sights on her as soon as she arrived on campus as a freshman. He was screwing her silly by Thanksgiving break. The fling only lasted a few weeks, but by all accounts, it was her first experience of hot, sweaty sex with no feelings. Sasha confessed he left her feeling used, but part of her liked it because it was a direct fuck you to her mother. She would have died if her mother had actually found out about it.

Motion catches my eye and I see an envelope shoved under our door. I take it back to my chair and open it. I expect checkout instructions for tomorrow morning, but it’s a handwritten note from Trinny.

Mr. Max,

We’re having a small gathering at the staff dormitories tonight and I thought you and Ms. Sasha would like to attend. It’s just a small party by a bonfire where select guests and staff can get together and let their hair down. Everyone enjoys each other and has a good time.

We usually only invite guests we know very well, but I heard about your fun on the Island today and Clement told me how enthusiastic Ms. Sasha was during her massage. I believe the two of you would enjoy yourselves. I would like to get to know you better, Mr. Max.

I have enclosed directions to our dormitories. This path is private, and you will go undetected. The gathering begins at 10:30, but you may arrive at any time. I hope to see you tonight.

xo

Trinny

I stare at the letter like I’m holding a loaded gun. This invitation is the last thing I need. I can’t be trusted with this temptation. A smart man would ball up the letter and bury it in the bottom of the trash. We should stay in our room tonight, have a little room service, make love, and fall asleep in each other’s arms. We could do it on the balcony again. That would be wild, but safe. Leaving the room at all tonight could be dangerous, but going to this staff party would be like throwing a match into a pond of gasoline.

I’ve gotten what I wanted. More than I wanted. So much more. I came to Sun King thinking it would be fun for Sasha to dress up and have men lust after her. Maybe I’ve had this buried in my subconscious all these years, but I truly didn’t think she would ever do anything more than flirt. And then the goalposts kept moving and with each advance, I craved more. Sasha craved more too, which was a big part of why I craved more. The way she looked at Clement’s huge dick ignited something inside me. Watching him blow his load all over her opened my mind to so many possibilities.

Last night moved so fast. I swear one minute Sasha was sitting beside Nigel and then the next thing she was on her knees getting her throat fucked. I’m so fixated on her behavior that I forget I fooled around with Keely too. Insane that hooking up with a sexy English redhead isn’t my high point of our vacation.

I was shocked by the Island today, but I see now I shouldn’t have been. I can draw a direct line from encouraging Sasha to seek attention, to paying a hung stud to make her come, to putting her in Nigel’s path, to watching her beg to be fucked. My own motivations may be warped and complicated, but Sasha’s are clear and understandable. I offered her permission to play with other men on a silver platter. Any woman would take it. I’m questioning if I’ve ever truly known Sasha, but I was naïve to think anything different would happen when I threw temptation in her face.

A smart man would count himself lucky he played with fire and didn’t get burned worse. I can hope we just go home and resume our normal lives. We can relive our adventures in the bedroom, but they end here at Sun King. My problem is, I don’t know if I want to be smart. We’ve already come so far, why not see just how far we can go?

I’m obsessed with, and dread, finding out just what Sasha is capable of when given total freedom. I’m horrified to think she might just take all comers, but the sick part of me is dying to see it. I’m sure she will fuck Clement if she sees him again. A hopeful part of me wishes she would turn away and leave with me, but yeah, that other part of me would kill to see that huge man savage my wife. I’m craving my fix like a junkie. I know it’s probably bad for me, but I want it.

I stare at the letter and hope I make a good choice before Sasha wakes.
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Sasha stretches and yawns. Confusion furrows her brow when she reaches for me and discovers she’s alone in the bed. The only light comes in from the balcony and I sit in shadow. She needs a moment to find me.

“Why are you sitting in the dark like that?”

“I couldn’t sleep, but you needed the rest, so I let you be.”

“Thanks. I was exhausted. But why are you sitting in the dark? God, what time is it?”

“After eight. We missed our reservation.”

“That’s okay. I don’t feel like sitting in a restaurant. Come back to bed, Max.”

I would rather stay in the chair and watch her. Sasha is naked from the waist up and her bare breasts shimmer in the resort lights from outside. She was careful enough with the sunblock today that she’s as pale as ever. I love that this new version of my wife doesn’t bother to cover her nudity. She frightens me, but I don’t know if I can give up Sasha 2.0.

She scoots over to make room and pulls the sheet up when I join her. I throw it off again. I like seeing her naked. Sasha complains she’s chilly and I promise to keep her warm. Her body against mine feels warm and makes me hard. I’m as horny as a teenager again—except I don’t have a young man’s staying power.

“Tell me,” she says, brushing back her hair and looking up at me.

“What do you want me to say? A lot happened this afternoon and I keep replaying it in my head.”

“That’s understandable. A lot did happen. You don’t sound as okay with it as before.”

“I am. I think I am. Part of me is. Believe me when I tell you that you were amazing. You were just so free, babe. I feel like this is who you could be if you didn’t have to worry about all the crap and judgment around you. I think this has always been inside you, Sasha.”

“Maybe. I don’t think it’s that simple. We all have different aspects to us, but saying this is who I am is a stretch. I’m still me, Max. I’ve always had a rebellious streak because of my mother but was too timid to push it. I would have never even thought about doing any of these things, let alone had the nerve to do them if I had. Your mood makes me think I shouldn’t have done them.”

I squeeze Sasha and kiss her head. “I’m sorry. I’m not judging you. I meant it when I said you were amazing. When you asked how far you should take this, I said to just go with it if it felt right. I’m not going to Monday morning quarterback you.”

“But you don’t sound happy. It was too much. I feel it. Max, this can’t come between us.”

“Nothing will ever come between us, babe, especially something like this.”

I tilt her face toward mine and kiss Sasha hard to put an exclamation point on it. She purrs and rubs against me. That’s my Sasha 2.0, always horny and ready for it. I can’t let this new her go, but can I live with the consequences of such a sexed-up wife?

Sasha searches my eyes to see if I mean it. “Maybe you want to believe that, Max.”

“I do. I don’t love you any less than before we got on that plane. I think I love you more.”

“Watching me fuck another man made you love me more?” She is rightfully skeptical.

“Seeing you fully realized made me love you more.”

“I was a fully realized woman before any of this. Sex does not define me, Max.”

She pushes off me and sits back on her heels to look at me. I have difficulty staying focused because her hotness is so distracting.

“I know. I’m sorry. I don’t know how to articulate all of this, but I do know that I love you so much and I’m not angry, and I feel like you gave me this incredible gift by being so open for me. How many wives would have done all those things?”

Sasha smirks. “I can think of a few women from the little league who would have pounced on Nigel’s dick the second they saw it, but I don’t know how many of them would be so free with their mouths.”

“That’s what makes you so special, babe.”

“Do I get a prize for having the sluttiest mouth in the neighbor?”

“I can have a trophy made.”

“I have been participating. A lot. But listen, Max. You need to understand that I didn’t really do all of this for you. I love that you’re so into it and the way you look at me feels incredible, but I wouldn’t do it because of that.”

“I wouldn’t want you to.”

“I know that. I would never do it if I thought you felt that way. And I wouldn’t have done it if I thought it would hurt you.”

“I’m not hurt, babe. Trust me, I’m not hurt. I’m feeling a lot of things but hurt isn’t one of them. You haven’t done anything to me. I wanted this, and I guess it’s fate that you wanted it too. That must mean we were really meant for each other.”

“We’re bonded by my desire to be a total slut?”

I laugh. “I wouldn’t put it that way.”

“I don’t know if I should tell you all of this, but I feel it would be dishonest if I didn’t. You deserve to know how I feel about everything—all of this.”

My gut tightens, but I force my face to stay neutral. Is this the moment I was afraid would come? Fear crawls across my skin because my wife is about to tell me that she loves fucking other men too much to ever stop. She’s discovered she needs big cocks and I’ll never be able to satisfy her on my own. I don’t understand why I’m getting harder with such devastating thoughts.

“I love you, Max. You’re my everything, and you always will be. I didn’t do anything because I’m dissatisfied with you. I didn’t get anything from these men that I don’t—or can’t—get from you…”

Except the fucking of your life from a gigantic cock, I think.

“These men, I guess starting with Clement, gave me something different, something I didn’t know I wanted. Maybe it started before Clement. I think it really started when you encouraged me to put it out there and I started getting all this attention. I loved the pride I felt from you, but more than that, I loved the attention. All these men wanted me. I felt their desire like a physical presence, and the more I got the more I wanted. I don’t want to say needed because that’s too strong, but I realized that I didn’t mind chasing that attention. I wanted to be their fantasy.”

“Not just their fantasy…”

“No, not just their fantasy, Max. I saw how hard I made Clement, and I wanted the reward I earned. I told myself I could never do that, but I wanted to.”

“He gave you a reward. A huge one.”

“God, he came so much. You can’t understand how thrilling it was to make him come like that. And then last night with Nigel, everything just rolled, and I felt like we were on a date. I gave in to the feeling because I wanted to. I knew you said you were okay with it, but I did what I wanted to, not because you gave me permission.”

“Would you have stopped today if I’d asked you to?”

Sasha looks away. “I hope so.”

“I appreciate your honesty,” I reply, trying to stop the knife twisting in my gut.

“Do you?” She looks back at me.

“I really do. This will never work if we can’t be completely—brutally—honest with each other.”

“Will never work?”

“You know what I mean.”

“We can’t take this home with us, Max. That truly would be insanity. What would we do, leave the kids at home, and go out looking for men to fuck me?”

“It sounds crazy when you say it like that,” I agree. She is right, but the thought of it blazes through me. As I said, I don’t know if I can give up Sasha 2.0, even after everything she’s confessed. I think—hope—I can be okay with it. “You said you love this feeling. Can you give it up?”

“Of course, I can.” Her tone is not as definitive as her words. “I’m an adult and I can do what I need to do. I don’t know if I want to, but that’s exactly why I should. Slutty Sasha needs to stay at Sun King.”

“Slutty Sasha?”

She laughs. “Sorry, that’s how I’ve come to think of this version of myself. There’s at home, baseball mom Sasha. She’s kind of boring. You can admit it. I had fun thinking of myself as Vacation Sasha for a little while, but I soon realized I truly am Slutty Sasha. Vacation Sasha had fun flirting and showing off, but I don’t think Slutty Sasha has any limits. Slutty Sasha is thrilling, but I don’t know where she’ll stop, and that’s why she has to stay here.”

Slutty Sasha. It’s funny that her nickname for herself is dirtier than my own Sasha 2.0. I want to assure her that we can bring Slutty Sasha home and figure it out. Deep down, I know neither one of us wants to give her up. I also know she doesn’t want to hear that right now.

“What’s your favorite part of Slutty Sasha?”

She smiles, relieved to be focused on the happier parts of our vacation. “Do I have to pick one? I love how she makes you see me. I really do. I feel like you had stopped looking at me like that.”

“Never.”

“I told you about the excitement of men wanting me. The thrill I get when they touch me, ohmygod Max, I feel terrible saying this to you, but the thrill when a new man touches me is unmatched. I remember that excitement from when I was younger, especially when I was in college. I think I only did some of the things I did back then because of how much I loved that feeling of the first hook-up. It’s the same now. That thrill surges through me and I just want more. I’m sorry, you can’t like hearing this from your wife.”

“I’m captivated, Sasha. Tell me all of it.”

Sasha looks down like she’s noticed my cock for the first time. I’m throbbing for her. Only for her. Sure, I would have fucked one of the other women on that island today if I could have because I’m a man, but I am all about Sasha. She’s the one. She strokes me and I grunt like she hurt me, but only because it’s so intense.

“You truly love all of this, don’t you? The sluttier I am, the better?”

“Damn it, I do,” I groan.

“You’re not scared of it too?”

Her hand on my cock forces the truth out of me. “I am, but I don’t care. I love it too much.”

“I was afraid you’d never look at me again if you saw Nigel fuck me, but I couldn’t stop myself.”

“You needed it…”

“I needed it,” she moans. Her other hand is busy between her legs. That’s my Sasha 2.0—my Slutty Sasha. “I sucked Nigel’s cock today because I couldn’t help myself. And then I sucked you because it seemed right after doing it for another man. I sucked Bill because I wanted to taste him too.”

“And Charlie came all over you. He sprayed you with his jizz.”

“Yesss… I felt so filthy. I loved it.”

“You were so filthy, Sasha. Watching men come all over you is the hottest thing ever.”

“You’re not jealous?”

“Only that I’m not one of them.”

“You can come all over me right now. Mmm, do you want to spray me with your jizz?”

“Fuck, you’re dirty, Sasha.”

“You want me to be, Max. I want to be.”

“You need it.”

“I do. Mmm, I do. Come on me, Max…”

Sasha is a tempting target. The only thing I want more than to drop my load on her face is to shoot it into her cunt. She’s embraced her dirtiest self and it’s my dream come true. No, I can never give up Sasha 2.0. I must find a way to keep this going. She pumps me hard, and it takes everything to keep from giving her what she wants. I don’t want to blow my load now and be useless for the rest of the night.

“Not now,” I say, taking her hand from my dick. She resists and I think she’ll pull it off. Sasha whines when I take her toy away from her.

“Don’t you want me anymore?” she pouts. I think she may be truly upset. I clasp her fingers with mine.

“The problem is I want you too much, babe. I’m trying to pace myself.”

Sasha falls forward on top of me. She kisses me deeply and rubs her naked body all over me. My cock is trapped between her thighs, and I feel her slick heat. She’s determined to make this very difficult for me. Her nipples are diamond points pressing into my chest.

“You don’t have to pace yourself with me. I like your enthusiasm. I’m proud of it,” she coos.

I know she does, but I can’t believe Sasha is pleased with how quick on the draw I’ve been since we started all of this. I’ve been so fast since that first time I watched her suck Nigel’s cock. I’m not going to disappoint her by finishing before she can. I roll us and plant Sasha on her back.

“What are you…ohhh…yesss…Maxxx…”

My face is buried between her thighs. I pull her legs over my shoulders and dive in, lying face down on the bed. I’m so horny, I barely resist the urge to hump the mattress. Sasha resists no urges and grinds up into my face. She’s so slick my thumbs can’t get purchase to spread her open. I grab her ass instead and just get in there. Her cries spike when I suck and lick her button.

“Yesss…yesss…fuck…Maxxx…yesss…”

I’m awash in her juices. Sasha truly loves being a filthy, slutty girl. She may claim this doesn’t define her, but it’s hard to think of our real life back home when she’s going so crazy on my tongue after our conversation. My brain locks in that I’m eating her pussy just hours after another man’s giant cock ravaged it. Nigel didn’t come inside her, but I swear she tasted different when I licked her in the shower. She looked very different. I’m relieved that she’s not as puffy or opened up now, but I’m still making out with her cunt after another man had it. I can’t help but feel unmanned by that, but it doesn’t stop me. I think I devour her with greater fervor.

My fingers dig between her cheeks, and Sasha jumps when I inadvertently brush her rosebud. I’ve never had her ass. She has a great ass, but anal just doesn’t feel like something you do with your wife—with a normal wife anyway. I had no idea what a tigress lurked inside Sasha. Would she let one of these men have her ass if they tried? I think we both know the answer is probably yes. I’d be totally diminished if another man had my wife’s ass first but seeing that would melt my brain.

“Max…what…no…wait…ahhh fuck…yesss…yesss…”

Sasha tenses when I press my finger into her tight hole. The sphincter resists and she tenses, but I don’t hesitate—other men don’t when they want something from my wife. They just take it. I push my finger into her ass and that’s when she goes really crazy.

“Yesss…yesss…ahhh fuck…Maxxx…yesss…ahhh fuck YES!”

I can’t keep up when the orgasm slams through her. My face is soaked, and her excitement drips to stain the bed. I don’t think she squirts—because I don’t think that’s a real thing—but she’s never been wetter when I’ve been with her. I’m sure she was even more soaked when Nigel was inside her. I shove my finger deeper into her ass and she clenches it and her orgasm ramps up again. I keep sucking her pussy until Sasha shoves me away. She’s breathing so hard I’m afraid she might pass out.

“Ohmygod…ohmygod…ohmygod…that was incredible, Max. Fuck that was good. You should fuck me…please…”

“I promise, I will. Not yet,” I reply, licking my lips.

“Or come all over me, please Max. I want you to feel good too. Come on, right here.”

Sasha tempts me by pushing her tits together and up. They are a beautiful target. I’d give it to her if I thought I had enough to give, but even though I’m hard and ready again, my balls are tapped out. I don’t have much to offer, and that’ll just be sad after all the jizz that’s been deposited on my wife in the last twenty-four hours. I kiss her instead and I can tell she loves tasting herself.

“If you won’t give me what I need, I can always go out and find someone who can,” she taunts.

“I’m sure you could line up guys to come on your tits tonight, babe. I’ll even take video to commemorate the moment.”

“Don’t you dare! God, can you imagine if something like that ever got out?”

“I’d be super careful,” I reply, handing her a bottle of water from the minibar.

Sasha gulps down the bottle and turns pensive. “I’m serious that we can’t continue this when we go home. It’s fun, and I’m not saying it wouldn’t be fun to try, but what happens if our friends found out? We could be out one night, and someone could see us.”

“We could be discreet. There must be ways of doing this. It sounds like Nigel and Keely are swingers back in London too.”

“I don’t know if I want us to turn into Nigel and Keely. They’re great, this is great, but I love our normal life too. I don’t want to jeopardize it.”

I rejoin Sasha on the bed and pull her into me. She hugs me tightly. “We don’t have to figure any of that out tonight. Our life will be there tomorrow when we land.”

“I love being here in your arms, Max. We’ve had a great adventure, but this is where I belong.”

“We don’t check out until tomorrow. Our adventure doesn’t have to be over.”

“Mmm, it’s tempting, but I don’t know if I want to find Nigel and Keely. I was so slutty with him. I don’t know if I could look him in the eyes sober.”

“There’s another possibility.”

I tell Sasha about Trinny’s invitation.
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Imust have asked Max a thousand times if he really wants to do this. He swears he does, but how can he? He must know what could happen tonight—what will probably happen. We both know damn well that Trinny did not invite us to this bonfire get together to make s’mores.

Our talk after my nap was enlightening. I better understand what Max gets out of this. Understand might be the wrong word because I don’t think I’ll ever understand how his enthusiasm to share me outweighs his jealousy. Swapping partners with Nigel and Keely was fun, but my jealousy remains a constant burning when another woman goes near my husband. I didn’t even like it when I saw Angie with her hand on Max’s dick, and I should have been too distracted by Nigel’s dick to care.

God, Nigel’s cock. I can’t believe what he did to me with that thing. I’m not positive I'm walking right yet. My pussy throbs like he’s still inside me if I allow myself to be distracted by thinking about it. I’ll never tell Max what it was like taking a giant cock like that. There is no way to describe the things it did to me without hurting him. He thinks he wants to hear everything, but he truly doesn’t.

Nigel is the biggest man I’ve ever had by far. He filled me to the brim and touched places no other man has ever reached. I didn’t even mind that it hurt a little bit. I was proud of taking it. Having my pussy stretched like that was mind-numbing. Nigel stimulated every part of me at once. I used to think size queens were crazy. Size never made that much of a difference to me before. The largest guy I’d had before Nigel didn’t even feel good. I only got the pain without the pleasure. Max can’t hear that Nigel fucked me in a way no other man has—in a way Max never can. I love my husband and it feels so good when we’re together, but he just can’t do what Nigel did to me.

Max isn’t being entirely truthful either. I know he’s holding back. I’m hurt that he won’t make love to me, or even let me get him off. My insecurities scream he thinks I’m too dirty now. Funny how those insecurities have my mother’s voice. Even if Max gave me the real reason he’s holding back, I’m hurt that he doesn’t know I don’t care how fast he finishes. I want to make him feel good, and it always feels good when we’re together anyway, even if I don’t get there too. Besides, I’ve had enough orgasms for a year in the last forty-eight hours. I have no room to complain in that department.

All the possible scenarios for tonight play in my head when I get ready. They’re all dark. I lose control in all of them and Slutty Sasha reigns. Max claims he loves Slutty Sasha, but can he truly handle what he might see? Watching me with Nigel has already made him insecure. What happens when he watches me give myself to another man—or men? We’re not going to be with a bunch of middle-aged swinger couples tonight but partying with Sun King’s staff. I just have the feeling that the workers use these nights as a way to level the playing field and take their pleasure from the guests they’ve had to wait on all day. As I said, dark, so why does thinking about surrendering to a bunch of big, aggressive Black men make my pussy throb?

Race never played a role in my love life, except that my mother did everything she could to match me with a nice Korean boy. Seeing me with a Black guy would have displeased her just as much as my White boyfriends did. I never saw Black guys as off-limits or taboo, even though I never dated any. I didn’t buy into the stereotypes, positive or negative—although Clement reinforced the best one. I know most of the staff is Black because they’re locals, and I’d be lying if I didn’t admit I’m getting an illicit thrill about being taken by them. I want to believe it’s just because I’ve never been with a Black man and the thought of these men taking their power back from the guests, and not because of some deep-seated, subconscious racial taboo.

I come out of the bathroom with my hair brushed straight back and my makeup finished. I went with the sluttiest red lipstick I packed for the trip. Max watches me as I move through the room nude. I’ve become completely comfortable walking around naked, a new proclivity my husband appreciates. I’m ready for whatever the night brings, except for my outfit. I smile, thinking, why bother putting on a dress when we know it will probably be on the floor longer than it's on my body.

Max laid my dress out on the bed. I’m only surprised by his choice because I’d bought the dress as a swimsuit cover-up. I didn’t think of it as a dress dress, even if it technically is one. I’m also surprised because it’s not tight, but it does show a lot of skin. The rose red cotton dress is a couple layers of flauncy, flowy lace with an asymmetrical hemline that’s very short in the front. I chose it because my legs look great in it. I’d never wear such a deep V in the front if my breasts were bigger. It’s another backless dress, except for a low string tie. At least it comes around enough that I won’t be falling out of the side like the last backless dress. Dual strings stretch up to tie behind my neck. I could never wear something so skimpy back home, but I love that the dress is both sexy and boho.

“This is what I’m wearing tonight?”

“That’s all. Well, maybe those sexy wedge sandals that lace up your calves.”

Max means that’s all. The dress leaves no question of wearing a bra, but he didn’t lay out panties either. He must want men to see everything I have because it is dangerously short. It will be clear what I’m after at the party. And with the pull of a couple of strings, the dress will just float off me. I smile and pull on the dress.

“Would you help me, honey?” I ask, offering him my back.

“My pleasure.”

I sweep my hair to one side, and he ties it behind my neck. The knot is loose, allowing the front to hang open loosely. Likewise, he hardly ties the string at the waist. I’ll be flashing my tits every time I turn or lean. He can’t see my smile. I hope Max is prepared for the consequences of displaying me like this around a bunch of randy men.

I find the sandals he likes and sit on the edge of the bed to lace them up my calves. The dress hardly covers my lap, flashing my bare pussy every move. Max smiles because it’s just what he hoped for. He truly wants everyone to see all of me.

His eyes blaze when I stand and pose for him. I know I look incredible—I won't feign humility—but seeing it in my husband’s eyes tightens my core so fast I almost moan. He knows the version of me in sweats with messy hair and a runny hose, and he still looks at me like a sex goddess. His gaze is a preview of how men will be looking at me all night, and I know I won’t be able to handle it. My control will slip away tonight, and I’ll surrender to desire—mine and the men who lust for me.

I sashay through the lobby with a confidence I didn’t feel just last night. I wore the dress, and I threw my head back and my chest out, but I was playing a role then. I didn’t feel it. I do now. Playing with Nigel on that rooftop deck, through my fun bath time with Keely and Jesse, to the wild time on the Island, has made me a new woman—Slutty Sasha. Tonight I’m going to take her for a spin and see what she can do.

Max vibrates with nervous energy beside me, and I hope he’s truly ready for this. Getting what he wants could be the last thing he needs. Admittedly, I realize that could be true for me too. I’m feeling confident and sexy and wild now, but when I’m finished tonight, I could feel irredeemably dirty—and not in the fun way. Tonight could change me in ways I don’t like. I may never be able to look at myself in the mirror the same way again—especially if I see horror on my husband’s face while he watches me.

We hold hands while we follow the winding path through the dark, jungle foliage. The way is poorly lit and eerily quiet, except for the chattering of night insects. I feel like we’ve left Sun King behind and wandered into the jungle. Max has the directions and I hope he knows where he’s going. I’m relieved when I hear music ahead of us. I tug his hand to stop and make him face me.

“Max, honey, before we go out there, I want to make sure this is what you want.”

He puts his hands on my shoulders and smiles. It doesn’t quite take the apprehension from his eyes.

“I told you I’m into this, babe. I’ve told you over and over. This afternoon was weird, but it was amazing.”

“I know, Max. It was. But I feel like tonight is going to be different. When we’re with other guests in the resort in the public areas, there are still rules and decorum. Sun King might say they look the other way, but they’re still looking and that means some degree of security.”

“You didn’t behave like you were worried who might be watching.” Max chuckles.

“I liked them watching.” The admission makes me tingle. I like saying it to my husband. “But that’s not what I mean. This won’t be couples, Max. We’re going to be partying with the workers, there might be more men than women. Everyone will be drinking and having a good time. Things could get out of hand.”

“Do you know something about this? Did Keely say something?”

“She didn’t say anything at all. I don’t know if she and Nigel have ever been invited to one of these get-togethers. It’s just a feeling.”

“Do you think it might be unsafe? We don’t have to…”

“It’s not that, Max. Unsafe isn’t the right word. Maybe I’ve seen too many movies or read too many steamy stories. This is all just a feeling I have, and I want to make sure you’re prepared—that we’re prepared.”

“If you’re worried about someone trying to make you do something, I won’t let that happen.” Max is suddenly serious and swells out his chest, his protective instinct kicking in.

I’ve seen the kind of men who work around the resort. They’re men like Clement. Max is not stopping them from taking what they want, if it comes to that, but that’s not my worry.

I don’t quite know how to tell my husband that I’m not worried about anyone making me do anything. I’m worried that I’ll want to do everything. I think about men like Clement demanding my surrender and taking what they want from me, and I tremble. I just don’t believe Max is ready to hear that. No husband could be.

“No one is going to make me do anything tonight, honey. I know you’ll protect me, but I can protect myself. I’m a strong woman. I just… I don’t know… If you’re sure you want to have fun, let’s do this. Let’s end this vacation with a bang.”

“I’m sure. This is going to be great.” Max sounds like a kid about to hop onto a new rollercoaster.

“I love you, Max. Nothing can ever change that. No man can ever come between us. No matter what I do, it’ll always be you when I’m done.”

Worry creases his face, like I’ve injected my worry into Max. That’s the last thing I wanted to do. Maybe we should be smart and turn back. But then his smile is back, as if he likes the worry.

“I love you too, Sasha. And I know nothing can change that. I don’t care how big a guy’s dick is, you’re still my wife and you’ll stay that way. I’m not worried about losing you.”

I wish I fully believed him. “Always,” I reply, kissing him.
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My body begins moving to the rhythm before we’re even in the clearing. I recognize the music as some form of reggae, but that’s all I know—except that I love it. I usually listen to music like Coldplay and Snow Patrol and Taylor Swift at home. I like R&B when I go out to dance, but I can’t even remember the last time that happened. This music is much more primal and earthy than anything I’d ever encounter back home.

A bonfire blazes in a large clearing in front of a two-story building. Lights are strung on poles around the clearing, but nearly all illumination is the orange glow from the flames leaping as tall as I am. I feel the heat and we’re not even close. The island cools down at night, but I wouldn’t want to spend too much time around the fire.

Shapes move in the glow, but no one notices us when we emerge from the jungle. I clutch Max’s hand tighter. I’m excited, but this is suddenly real, and I’m scared. Everything back at the main part of the resort is so cultivated. This is raw and real. We come around the bonfire to find groups of people seated in lawn chairs. Most are clearly employees—many still wear parts of their uniform—but I see three other couples who are guests. I’m terrible. I assume the couples are guests because they are White. I don’t recognize any of them in the poor lighting.

“Mr. Max! Mrs. Sasha! I was hoping you two would make it!”

Trinny calls out over the music, which is much louder now that we’re close. I’m surprised she has an English accent. I assumed she was a local. I look around but can’t tell where the voice came from. Max tugs me to the right. Large, Black men watch me as we move past them. I feel their gazes crawl over my exposed skin as if they are actually touching me and shiver. We aren’t back at the resort, and they don’t have to be polite and respectful. These men openly want to fuck me. I don’t dare make eye contact.

A buxom Black woman comes out of the darkness and throws herself at my husband. The buxom part is important because Trinny is spilling out of a multicolored crochet halter top. Her huge, braless tits are even more on display than mine. Her frayed, cut-off shorts are so tiny I’m not sure she’s even wearing bottoms at first.

Trinny is slender like me, but somehow has the curves in all the right places that I do not, like they’ve been added on, but her breasts move too freely to be fake. I feel insufficient next to her in a way I did not around Keely. Maybe because Trinny doesn’t have a husband who’s throwing himself at me. Is this how Max feels when he sees me around bigger cocks? Max drops my hand and gladly accepts an embrace. She hugs my husband like they’re old friends and my jealousy burns in the pit of my stomach. I realize Trinny and I have not actually met.

“Thanks for the invite, Trinny. I’m glad you thought of us,” Max says. I see by the way his hands hover that he wants to grab her ass. I want to jerk his hands away from the nubile young woman.

“No problem. I think both of you will have an excellent time tonight. And I trust you to be discreet.”

“Of course. You can count on us. Right, Sasha?”

“Don’t worry. I wouldn’t want anything I’ve done here at Sun King getting out.” I force a smile and chose not to tell her to get her hands off my husband. “Not here, and certainly not at home.”

“I think people know,” Max says, laughing. Is he making fun of me in front of this girl? His hands are still on Trinny. Her round breasts are mashed against his chest, which is forcing them out of the sides of her tiny top. “You have quite an audience wherever you go.”

“Which is just how you like it,” I point out. “I thought—hope—the people in those spaces are discreet. No one wants their secrets spilling out in the open.”

“You don’t have to worry, ma’am. No one at Sun King wants to embarrass our guests. And as you said, other’s own behavior is the safeguard against them gossiping about yours.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Trinny. Max has had a lot to say about you. He’s quite taken.” I offer my hand. She’ll have to let go of my husband to shake it.

“We have not met, have we Mrs. Sasha? I’m Trinny, of course.”

Trinny is stunning when I get a good look at her in the firelight. I see why Max is smitten. Her light mocha skin is flawless and her tight, red curls beautiful. I’d probably be a little smitten too if I weren’t jealous. She does not take my offered hand, but takes both of them, pulling me in to kiss my cheeks, dangerously close to my lips. Trinny is exuberant, and it’s hard to stay mad at her.

“I am just doing my job in trying to help Mr. Max navigate some of the more interesting aspects of Sun King. I know it can be quite overwhelming to a curious newcomer.”

“What’s with the Mr. Max, Mrs. Sasha thing?” I ask.

Trinny laughs and it’s delightful. I don’t want her hands on Max, but I’m growing to like her. “It’s just a thing I put on for the guests. I know they are happier when they see us as happy servants. It’s stupid, I know, but you’d be surprised how much customer reviews matter for my job. I guess I can lay off it here, Sasha.”

“I’d prefer that, thanks.”

“You’re going to get nothing but a glowing review from me,” Max says. “I feel like the things you told me on the first day made a lot of this vacation possible.”

Really? It’s all Trinny? I’m pretty sure I’m the one who’s been parading around half-naked and fucking in public and doing all the things. I didn’t need her help to tap into Slutty Sasha. I know it’s my jealousy talking—yes, it’s still here. Trinny is the kind of girl who makes it easy to be jealous, even if she is delightful. At least my jealousy has erased my nerves. I’ve been fully focused on Trinny—just like Max.

Trinny laughs again. “I’ve done nothing. I just clued you into some of the customs of our little paradise. You two are the ones who chose to take the leap, especially you Sasha. I could see that Max had a special desire on that first day by the way he looked at the men looking at you, but that would be nothing without you indulging him and embracing it. Max is a very, very lucky man to have such an open-minded wife. Most wives are not so open. I hope he treats you like the goddess you are, Sasha.”

Why does she seem to know what we’ve been up to? I don’t want to think Max has been spilling our secrets to a girl he hardly knows. He wouldn’t do that. No, I’m sure that despite Trinny’s vows of discretion the staff talks about the wild, sex-crazed guests, and I’ve been quite a spectacle. There’s always a staff member around, but we hardly notice. Shame on us.

My conventional side is horrified that the staff are laughing as they trade tales about what the slutty, half-Asian guest did this time, but the new, dirty side of me thrills at the idea. Is that why I feel these men looking at me like this? Do they all know just what a slut I’ve been and they’re hoping they’ll get a shot at me? Oh god, that’s terrible and thrilling. How many are around us? A dozen? More? I could never… That would be crazy, right? No, it may be a potent dark fantasy, but I don’t want to be that woman. I can’t be. I force that all from my head and focus back on Trinny.

“I am not a goddess.” I laugh. “If you really knew me, the real me back home, you’d know how silly that is. I don’t know what’s happening to me on this vacation.”

Trinny smiles and rubs my arm. She’s very hands-on. “This is just as much you as the woman you are back home, Sasha. You’ve always had this inside you, but you’ve never had the freedom to voice it before. Sun King has a way of encouraging us to be whoever we choose to be.”

“Kind of like Fantasy Island,” Max says. Trinny looks at him, baffled. She’s only in her twenties. She has no idea what that television show is.

I know the girl is probably right. I’ve felt these stirrings in the past, especially when I’ve wanted to rebel against my mother’s expectations, but that’s all they were—stirrings. I truly never thought I was capable of anything like this—or wanted it. Now I don’t even know what I’m capable of, and I’m afraid of what I might want. Max would be afraid too if I was truly honest with him. He’d whisk me right out of here.

I glance around. We’re not close to the men in the chairs, but others walk by, and I feel them admire me. Why do I think every passing man wants to fuck me? That’s not who I’ve ever been. Am I projecting? Is it because I want to fuck… No, don’t think like that. I’m beginning to believe that Max and I should go back to our room. We’re going to regret whatever happens here tonight.

“You are modest, Sasha.” Trinny holds my face in both hands. “You’re a beautiful woman, and you can have your choice of the pleasures Sun King has to offer. Pick and choose, or dive right in and have them all.”

“It all sounds so simple and easy when you put it like that,” I reply.

“It can be if you let it. Why don’t we start by fetching drinks for the two of you? You must be parched.”

Trinny links her arm in mine and leads me back toward the building. We leave the light and the heat of the bonfire, and I feel like we’re walking into the darkness of my own fantasies. I feel like Trinny is in charge now, and my surrender is inevitable. I need to keep my head and remember who I am. I’m a grown, responsible woman with a good head on my shoulder. I don’t have to make bad choices. But do I want to?
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Iclung to Trinny when she flung herself into my arms because she felt like a lifeline. As soon as we stepped into the clearing in front of the staff dormitory, I had a feeling the night was not going to end well—for me anyway. Sasha made it perfectly clear that she was going to have her fun tonight. She double, and triple, checked with me that I’ll be okay with whatever she does tonight. Of course, I said yes. I got the ball rolling on all of this. I could hardly shut it down now.

Trinny feels safe because I feel she’ll look out for us, and in this crowd, we might need that. I may be naïve to believe she’s on our side, but I need to believe it. I think fifteen to twenty staff members have gathered for this party—it’s hard to tell in the poor lighting—and most of them are men. Besides the women in the other three couples I’ve seen, I think there are maybe five others, including Trinny. I’m sure I’m being paranoid, but I think all these men have designs on my wife. They’re all looking at her like she’s a juicy steak.

Sasha is giving off a weird vibe. Her body started moving to the exotic beat the moment we got close enough to feel the music, but she’s tense. I felt it in how tightly she gripped my hand. Sasha is apprehensive about what could happen tonight, but the wild excitement in her eyes tells me she wants this. She wants to be tested. Her transformation into Sasha 2.0 is complete. My bride back home would have insisted we turn around and leave. I want it too.

I’m scared to death of what I might see Sasha do tonight, but goddam me, I need to see it. I want to know just how far down the rabbit hole she can go. The thing that frightens me the most is how hard Sasha insisted that no matter what happens tonight she’ll still love me. What could she be planning on doing that could change that?

Trinny is awesome as always, but Sasha takes an instant dislike to her. My wife’s jealousy is odd because there is less than a zero chance the girl would try to steal me. The curvy Black girl is hot as hell, and sure I’d love to fuck her, but that’s not going to happen. She’s just being friendly. Still, is it wrong that Sasha’s jealousy puffs out my chest? It’s reassuring that she can still get riled up like that because it means she still cares. I truly am still her man.

The women link arms and Trinny takes us to get drinks. Seeing the beautiful girl so close to my wife sparks a fresh fantasy. Watching these two sexy women climb all over each other would be incredible. A smart man would encourage that and try to get Trinny back to our room, rather than stay here. I think I’ve proved I’m not as smart as I should be.

I expect Trinny to take us inside, but she leads us right around the corner of the dormitory. The night is darker here so far from the bonfire. I tense, fearing a trap. Is this where Sasha is pried away from me, and all these men have their way with her? It’s a silly fear because no one needs to pry her away. She’d go willingly. Sasha warned me no one was going to make her do anything tonight.

It’s not a trap. A double sink full of ice sits under a weak hanging lamp. The left side has bottles of Red Stripe jammed into the ice. The other side holds bottles of liquor and mixers. I suspect the booze has been pilfered from the resort. I doubt they would notice. The guests are constantly drinking and the alcohol flows like the Nile. A few bottles—or cases—are not going to be missed. I take a bottle of Red Stripe, feeling that’s the safest course. Sasha surprises me by filling a large plastic cup with dark rum. Trinny matches her.

Back at the bonfire, several men have arranged their chairs in a semi-circle, forming a crude dance floor in the dirt by the flickering light of the flames. The island music pulses from two large loudspeakers near the dormitory. I feel it vibrate through my ribcage. I slip a possessive arm around Sasha’s waist when we see the action on the dance floor. I’m sure some of these men have designs on dragging my wife into that clearing. My dark desires war with my common sense.

Two of the wives we saw earlier are in the small clearing. One, a petite blonde, dances with her husband, but the other dances with one of the Sun King workers, a tall, lanky Black man with long, thick dreads. The blonde and her husband lock eyes like they’re in their own little world. Did they come for the party, or to just flirt with the possibility of engaging with the employees?

The woman dancing with the tall man is tall herself, nearly as tall as I am, and thick like a fertility goddess. Her generous tits sway freely inside her loose, strapless maxi dress, advertising that she’s braless, at a minimum. I wonder if she’s panty-free like Sasha. Her hair is as black and long as my wife’s too, but where Sasha’s is perfectly straight, this woman’s hair is all bouncy curls. I’d guess she’s Italian or Greek. What I do know is that she’s damned hot, and Sasha watches her move with her dance partner with as much interest as I do. I know we’re both imagining Sasha in her place.

The stacked woman holds onto her dance partner and rubs against him like a cat in heat. His hands are all over her, mostly on her round peach of an ass. He grinds her and she obviously loves it. I wonder what she feels and if Sasha would be as shameless out there. Her husband stands off to the side, watching. He doesn’t look as eager as I’d expect.

One of the workers moves to cut in on the blonde and her husband. The husband doesn’t immediately let go, but the worker is persistent and moves between them. The wife only hesitates a moment before putting her arms up on his shoulders and moving closer. He’s squat and wide. I know I’ve seen him somewhere around Sun King. She’s tiny, even more petite than Sasha, and looks pale and delicate in the dark man’s arms. My grip on Sasha tightens. I ask myself for the millionth time, Do I really want this?

“You look intrigued, Max. Are you thinking about Sasha out there?” Trinny is on my other side, her tits pressed into my arm. My erection is at least half for her. She rests a hand on my shoulder.

“I’m thinking a lot of things, like I’m not sure that guy wanted to stop dancing with his wife.”

Trinny’s laugh suggests I’m naïve. “Buddy and Marilyn are frequent guests. We’re very familiar with what they like, but Buddy has trouble letting go. He likes pretending Marilyn is being taken from him. But no one is stolen here. My friends aren’t interested in forcing anyone to do anything. The consequences would be dire.”

“But they don’t mind coaxing someone reluctant?” Sasha asks the question. She’s breathless as she watches the couples dancing. She clings to me as tightly as I hold her as if I’m her rock.

“They specialize in reluctance. Some of my friends prefer the shy ones. Clement is one of those friends.”

“Is he here?” Sasha can’t conceal her excitement. My stomach knots.

“Clement never misses these parties. He doesn’t even stay in the dormitory, but he comes for the guest parties. He’s over there,” Trinny says.

We both follow where she points and see Clement off in the shadows. He’s so huge, I don’t know how we missed him. He’s in a tank top and basketball shorts, leaving most of him on display. I can’t tell because of the darkness, but I swear he’s staring at Sasha.

“You should go over and say hello,” Trinny suggests.

“That would be weird,” Sasha replies, suddenly shy. “I don’t really know him. Clement was just my masseuse.”

“I’m sure he would love to see you.”

Trinny doesn’t need to be more specific. Her intent is clear. I’m sure it’s my ego, but I’m convinced that Sasha is the favorite of all the women Clement treated this weekend. I’m relieved and disappointed she doesn’t run right to him.

“Perhaps you should dance,” Trinny suggests. “You look ready to go, Sasha.”

Sasha hasn’t stopped moving since we arrived, even though she’s pressed against me.

“I’m not much of a dancer,” I say, knowing damned well Trinny didn’t mean me.

“Sasha can find a partner, no problem,” Trinny says.

My breath catches in my chest when I think about Sasha putting herself out there. This will be the start of it, I know it. She just needs a nudge, and Trinny has provided it. I knew what we were coming to the party for, but I want to run now that I know it’s going to happen. I don’t think I can handle this.

“Don’t worry,” Trinny encourages. “I’ll keep Max company. He’ll be in good hands.”

Sasha doesn’t like that part of it. She scowls at Trinny and looks at me with a mixture of jealousy, trepidation, and excitement. I know she doesn’t want to leave me with Trinny—although I doubt the bartender has any real interest in me—but she wants to go. My wife downs the half-full cup of dark rum and presses it to my chest, like she’s handing me her purse to hold.

“Don’t lose track of me, honey,” she says, leaning up to kiss my cheek before dancing away.

“Love you,” I call after her.
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I don’t like leaving my Max with that hussy Trinny plastered to him, but I know I’ll be too distracted to worry about it. I keep telling myself, I can’t keep Max from having his fun if I’m having mine, but I don’t feel it. I want all the fun for myself, and I know I’m going to get all of it tonight.

The men watch me as I move into the glow and heat of the bonfire—or that’s just wishful thinking. My ego is growing too large because I’m beginning to think every man wants me. That can’t be true. The tall, dancing brunette has the kind of body men line up for, while the blonde’s partner never takes his eyes off her. I’m out here on my own, and I feel awkward like I’m trolling for attention, which is so not like me—at least it didn’t used to be.

I want someone to come join me, even if it’s just Max. I enjoy dancing around him while he shuffles his feet to the music. I know what he wants, but I’m still surprised he just let me come out here on my own. I guess he really is all in. I need to stop questioning that. If Max isn’t going to be my dance partner, who is?

My body naturally follows the beat and I feel my short, shimmery dress drift up on my thighs. The brunette holds out her hand in invitation and I groove over to her. She turns from her partner and holds my hips, dancing just as sensually with me as she did with him. I’m reminded of the way girls would dance with each other in college to gain attention, but this woman could really be interested. Anything is possible in this place. Do I want that? I didn’t have to answer that question in the tub with Keely and Jesse.

“I’m Kristen,” she half-shouts to be heard over the music. Her beautiful dark eyes are filled with dancing firelight. Her pouty lips smile.

“Sasha,” I reply, loosely holding her.

“Do you have a favorite?”

I cock my head, confused. Then it dawns on me, and I instantly think of Clement. What would Max think if he knew seeing Clement has me so soaked that my thighs are damp with excitement?

“I get it. Most of them are quite capable,” Kristen continues.

“Most of them?”

“Oh? You’ve never been to one of these guest parties before, have you? I say most because some of them are too eager to get their hands on us, if you know what I mean. Quick draws. And the stereotype about Black men is certainly not universal. But some of these guys…oh my. You’re going to have the time of your life tonight, Sasha.”

“How crazy does it get?”

We dance closer, and her huge boobs sway right in my face. We’re both in wedges and she’s still five inches taller than me. Kristen presses a hand into the small of my back, taking the lead like a man, grinding our pelvises together. Her heat from her body is incendiary, mixing with the rum I just downed to make me happy and reckless. I didn’t come to the party for this, but I’m beginning to desire it. Girls are soft and pretty, and I’ve always been curious, but never seriously. I’m very curious about how it would feel to kiss Kristen.

Kristen brushes my hair back, hooking it behind my ear, and stares at me with just as much intent as any of the men I’ve met this weekend. My hands move to her butt and tighten. It’s not small, but it’s firm. Is she going to kiss me? Should I kiss her?

“How crazy do you want to get tonight?”

“This is all new.” I’m so quiet I don’t know if she hears me over the music.

“You can have whatever you want, Sasha, but you need to know this is not a soft swing environment. These guys will respect your boundaries if you’re firm, but they won't tolerate a cocktease. You need to know how far you’ll go before you start.”

I know what I want. My fingers push through her thick, wavy hair to pull her down to kiss me. Kristen’s tongue darts right into my mouth and I devour it. She tastes sweet like she’s been drinking punch. She’s aggressive and kissing her isn’t so different than kissing a man, except for those lush curves pressed against me and her amazing hair. I try to chase her tongue back, but Kristen stays on the attack. My new submissive streak kicks in and I melt under her heat. I moan into her mouth when she palms my breast. I massage her round cheeks and grind on her thigh without realizing it. I’m unrepentantly horny.

A man slides in behind me. He grinds a hard cock into the small of my back and his big hands cover mine on Kristen’s ass. He smells musky and sweaty. I know it’s not her husband or mine. I’m sandwiched and try to somehow grind against both at once. I’ve barely done anything and feel like I’m already losing my mind.

“This is Joshua,” Kristen says. “He’s very good with his tongue.”

Kristen turns my head so Joshua can crane down and prove her right. He holds my head in place and feeds me his tongue. My neck is at an awkward angle, but I hardly feel it because I make out with the stranger like we’re old lovers. He does take my tongue and teases it with his own. His dick in my back twitches. I have no idea if he’s attractive or not—I wasn’t paying attention—but I think I’d let him fuck me. God, I want someone to fuck me. Maybe it’s time to go over to Clement.

Joshua releases me and I slip right back to kissing Kristen. He holds my hair aside and slips open the knot holding my dress up. I feel like Max intentionally left it loose and easy to untie. She pulls my top down and Joshua’s hands come up my sides to cover my breasts. I hate being topless next to a woman like Kristen, but he makes me feel like I’m more than enough. My tips ache for his touch and burrow into his hot palms. That heat enflames me when he kneads my flesh. Kristen pulls back long enough to smile at my stunned, smoulding expression and kisses me again. My hands slip from her body and grope back to find Joshua. I need to feel what he has, and not just in my back.

Kristen’s hand slips up under my dress while we make out, and Joshua kisses my neck while he kneads my tits. I’m overwhelmed and we’re just starting. Keeping track of who is doing what is a challenge. Kristen’s slender fingers part my slippery folds, seeking my clit to tease. I gasp into our kiss when she finds it.

“Mmm, no panties. You came to play, Sasha. I love it,” she coos between kisses. Her fingers slipping between my lips drive me insane. My thighs part to give her better access.

Joshua twists my mouth back so we can kiss again, and Kristen sucks on my neck. His tongue is thick, and I swear he’d choke me with it if he could. I’m sure he’d like to choke me with something else, and if he put me on my knees, I’d happily let him do it. My grasping finally finds the front of his loose shorts and I feel him. He doesn’t have the huge lump I felt on Clement or Nigel, but I still want to pull it out.

I’m panting when Joshua breaks our kiss. His hands leave me too and I’m disappointed, but he only stops to pull down the front of Kristen’s dress. Her huge, lush orbs pop into view, capped by thick, dark tips. Joshua twists his fingers in my hair and makes me kiss him again, but only for a moment before he shoves my face into Kristen’s tits. I smother her flesh with kisses and latch onto one of those thick tips. I do what I like because it’s all I know.

“Mmm, yesss, sooo good Sasha,” Kristen moans. Her fingers slip up inside me and I suckle harder. I soak her fingers while she fucks me with them. Her moans are stifled, and I think she’s kissing Joshua above me.

I can’t believe we’re having this wild threesome in front of everyone beside the fire. I was out there for like two minutes? Everyone watching must think I’m the easiest woman on the island. Maybe I am. Oh god, what does Max think? Is this worse than this afternoon? He wanted me to be a spectacle and now he’s getting it.

What happens next? Will Joshua push me down in the dirt and mount me right here in front of everyone? Or will Kristen hold me in place while he does it? What if everyone else lines up for their turn? Sweet fuck, that would be so hot. So wrong, but so hot, and I know I wouldn’t stop it. Slutty Sasha is in full control.
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Sasha would be the main attraction at any other moment. Watching one beautiful woman sucking on another beautiful woman’s tits, while a big guy touches them both is something that would stop traffic. Sasha’s group does get its share of attention, but the blonde is on her knees in the dirt getting throat fucked by some hung Black guy while she jerks off another guy who walked over and put her hand on his cock. Her poor husband watches like he doesn’t know what to do. Damn, I hope that’s not how people have been looking at me. They must sense I want all this, right?

The party is kicking into high gear. The danger is rising. I feel it. Guys have gathered around to watch these White wives get their thrills, and I’m sure they all think their turn is going to come. I see at least a couple waiting in the wings for the blonde. No one’s come closer to Sasha’s threesome yet. Maybe they think my wife has everything she can handle. If she is surrounded by men, I’ll have to intervene. The thought of Sasha pulling a train scratches an itch I shouldn’t have—even if it’s deep in my reptile brain—and it isn’t something I should let happen. There must be a line we can’t cross.

I don’t know that Sasha has a line anymore, not the way she leapt right in with those two strangers, and that scares the fuck out of me. Seeing it is incredible, but it stokes those fears that I’ll never be enough for her after this weekend. Sasha didn’t blink when the guy lowered her top, and she didn’t slow down the big-titted woman when she put her hand up Sasha’s dress. My wife’s hips move while the woman fingers her. Sasha feasts on those amazing breasts like she’s been waiting for this moment her entire life. Is my wife bisexual? That’s super hot, but how would I not know that after twenty-two years of marriage?

“Hey man, that’s fucking hot, right? I had to come over here because Marilyn’s group was blocking my view.” The words come from a White guy who’s moved beside me. “Hey, I’m Steve, Kristen’s husband. I guess we should know each other’s names if our wives are hooking up, right?”

Steve is slightly shorter than me, with a similar graying beard, but he’s kept his hair, which is also graying at the temples. I guess the curvy brunette is Kristen. Good to know. Does Sasha know her name? They exchanged some words before the action started, but I couldn’t hear them over the music.

“Uh, yeah, I’m Max.” I’m relieved he doesn’t try to shake my hand.

“Don’t let me distract you, man. Two beautiful women going at it is quite the show. I love watching when Kristen really cuts loose. I’m not usually on the sidelines like this, but I get my share of fun. I know how much she looks forward to these guest parties here.”

Steve says it all so casually like he’s discussing his wife ordering her favorite dessert. I don’t know if I could ever get to that point. It’s twisted, but part of the excitement for me is how it feels so wrong. If Sasha hooking up with people—that’s a huge if because this can’t be our life now, can it—ever becomes routine I don’t think I’ll get the same charge out of it. I need the dark thrill of it.

“Kristen is in fine form tonight, Steve. The boys love it when you two come to visit,” Trinny says.

I’m so laser-focused on Sasha that I’ve nearly forgotten she’s there, which should be impossible. She remains right by my side, gently rubbing my back like she knows I need reassurance. Is she my spirit guide through my wife’s descent into slutty madness?

“You don’t miss me, too?” Steve asks.

“Of course, you’re lovely, Steve.”

Trinny moves around me and plants a brief kiss on his lips. I have two reasons to be jealous now. I don’t know what I’ll do if Trinny goes off with Steve and leaves me alone to watch Sasha get ravaged. I think about Marilyn’s husband watching from the other side of the clearing. I hate to judge, but I don’t want to be that guy. I can hold onto some dignity with a beautiful woman like Trinny by my side.

“Ahhh…fuck…yesss…ohhh fuck…”

Sasha’s cry cuts through all the noise, clear as a bell. I know the sound of my wife getting off. Someone just made her come. Her face is pressed between Kristen’s big pillows, but she’s not sucking. She’s hunched forward and hugging the other woman. The guy behind my wife also has his hand under her dress. Damn, are they both playing with Sasha’s pussy? Kristen pulls her hand back and presses her fingers to my wife’s lips. Sasha hungrily sucks them, savoring her own juices. I think I just might come in my shorts.

“I’ve heard your Sasha is quite impressive when she orgasms. I’m happy I got to see it for myself,” Trinny says, moving back to my side. “You’re a lucky man, Max.”

“Yeah, your wife is fucking hot. She’s just Kristen’s type too. The ladies need a space where they can get more comfortable and have some real fun,” Steve says.

“It can be arranged if they would like to put on a show,” Trinny says.

“I think Kristen would have more fun if they took it somewhere private,” Steve says.

And my wife is just the opposite, I think. I know Sasha revels in the attention, just like I love seeing her get it.

“Their choice, of course, but their admirers would be most disappointed,” she replies.

We won’t have to worry about it because their threesome is broken up. A man takes Kristen’s shoulders and turns her to face him. She smiles, puts her hands on his chest, and kisses him. They only make out for a moment before he takes her hand to lead her into the dormitory.

“That’s my cue,” Steve says. “Good luck. Have fun tonight.”

My attention returns to Sasha and Joshua. They face each other now while they kiss, and she looks like she’s trying to climb him. He hardly needs to push to make her dress float down to the dirt. Once again, my wife is nude in front of a group of strangers, except for her wedge sandals. Her trim, sweaty body glistens in the fire. She reaches into his shorts and pumps him. I’m sure she’s going to go to her knees beside the fire just like Marilyn. The men have plans for her.

A second man approaches and casually fondles her ass like he owns Sasha. My wife doesn’t flinch. She’s used to being available to the men around her now like they have free use of her. It’s hard to accept my wife surrendering to other men so freely. I know she loves me, but it’s hard to think of her as mine when I watch all this.

The man speaks to Joshua, who nods, and he lifts Sasha over his shoulder like it’s nothing. He turns and carries my wife toward the dormitory, a caveman claiming his prize. Joshua follows. I swear they didn’t even consult her, but she doesn’t struggle. They pass us and I recognize him as the muscular lifeguard from the beach who kept staring at Sasha. He’s taking his chance.

I watch them disappear into the building but stay rooted to my spot. Everything inside me screams, This is wrong. I can’t be a man who lets a muscular stranger cart off his wife. I wanted to see Sasha dress sexy and flirt. How did we get here? The thrill I got when she flirted at the airport was incredible. I didn’t think I could top it. I never dreamed she would go further. How much more does Sasha need to do before I cease being surprised by her behavior? I have to remind myself, You wanted this. You started all of this.

I stay and watch Marilyn instead. The first guy finished with her mouth while I watched Sasha, and the evidence drips down her chin. The one she’d been jerking off moved right into place. He’s even more aggressive and holds the back of her head and fucks her throat so hard I hear the weird gagging noises from here. More men come to her sides, and the blonde begins jerking them off. The one in her mouth finishes quickly and pulls out, jerking his load onto her face. Marilyn’s mouth hangs open to catch it, but he wants to shame her and avoids it. Another cock takes his place.

“Don’t you want to go watch Sasha?” Trinny asks.

Of course I do almost comes out of my mouth, but I’m scared. I want to see it, but I don’t. I imagine Sasha is on her knees right now being treated like Marilyn. These men are not going to treat her like a partner the way Nigel did. They’re going to use my wife’s body. Can I watch her surrender to that? How can I not? My balls ache thinking about it. I don’t want to admit that I want to see it.

Trinny stands in front of me and makes me look down at her. Even in my turmoil, her beauty is distracting. I think she’s going to kiss me. I want her to kiss me. I need it to balance the scales.

“We can stop this if you want to,” she says. “I don’t think Sasha wants to, but if you do, I will make it happen.”

I’d be within my rights to stop it, but would Sasha hate me for it? She might always resent what I denied her. It shouldn’t be about that, but I need to consider it. But there’s the elephant by the bonfire, I don’t really want to stop her. I need to stop being a pussy. I shake my head.

“No. We came here for this. If Sasha needs this, I want it for her.”

“And what do you want, Max? You can say anything to me. I will not judge.”

“I want it. I want to see how slutty she can be.”

Trinny smiles and it’s like the sun comes out from behind the clouds. “You will see it, Max. Please remember, once you’ve surrendered Sasha to them, they will use her as they please. There is a point where intervening will be difficult.”

“Where are they? Let’s go.”

Trinny digs in her pocket and produces a little blue pill. “You’re going to need this tonight. I want you to have all the enjoyment you can as well.”

I’ve never needed anything like that and I’m rock hard now, but she’s right. I don’t want to be one-and-done again tonight. There’s no shame in having some assistance. I nod. Trinny pops the pill into her mouth and kisses me, her tongue feeding me the pill. The hungry kiss nearly makes me lose it. I’ll need that pill.

The dormitory looks like it was once part of the resort that wasn’t updated. We walk into a large reception area with stairs to the left. Trinny leads me down a corridor, past rooms to the right and the left and a cafeteria. In the left rear of the building, we enter what looks like a lounge for the employees. Strips of fluorescent lighting line the ceiling, giving the room a sterile feeling. Televisions hang on the walls. There is a pool table and a foosball table. One corner has a small kitchenette with a microwave.

Several couches, chairs, and tables occupy the room, but they’ve been pushed against the walls with the couches. The center of the room has been cleared to make room for the mattresses tossed on the floor. The mattresses are covered with white linens, but they still look dirty and seedy. And that is where I find my wife, on her back, with Joshua’s face buried between her legs. I recognize her moans before I realize the slender, pale body down there is hers.

“Ahhh fuck…yesss…yesss…oh god…oh fuck…”

They didn’t waste any time getting to it. Sasha’s legs are thrown over his shoulders and his hands are scooped under her ass. Joshua feasts on her fruit. She humps her pelvis at his face, using hands planted on the mattress for leverage. The man who carried my wife inside stands over her, stripping.

We’re not alone in the room. Kristen is on another mattress, riding the man who brought her inside. Her tits sway enticingly while she gyrates on that cock. I hear she’s having a good time by her moaning, even though it’s stifled by Steve’s dick in her mouth. Kristen holds him by the base to control him. She’s a woman who knows how to handle herself. Will Sasha ever get that experienced, or will she always prefer surrendering control? I can’t believe I’m considering we could get to that point.

“Ahhh fuck…yesss…fuck yesss…oh god…”

I move closer to watch. I don’t have the nerve to jump in the way Steve has. I should do it to reclaim my wife, but there isn’t room for me. The lifeguard is right there, ready to jump in. He looks down on Sasha’s sexy, writhing body and pumps himself. His dick is impressive—not quite the monster Clement packs because it’s not as long, but it’s just as thick.

What’s he going to do to my wife with that thing? Anything he wants, based on the way Sasha stares up at him. He’s a perfect physical specimen from head to toe, incredibly ripped. He keeps pumping his shaft until excitement drips down onto my wife, a long string that lands in her open, moaning mouth.

“I love watching how Joshua makes them come with his tongue. He’s an artist with it,” Trinny says.

“Sounds like you know from experience.” I don’t look at her when I reply. I’m transfixed by my wife.

“I may have given him a test drive. Too many husbands don’t bother with that anymore, so when these wives experience Joshua they lose their minds.”

“Is Sasha losing her mind?” I ask, even though the answer is obvious.

“She is one of the most vocal, showy wives I’ve seen in a long time. The two of you must have an incredible time back at home.” Trinny sounds impressed.

I think about how routine our sex lives had become and want to punch myself. I’d been foolish enough to think we’d been fine. Sasha realized there was a problem, and now I see what she thought she was missing. She’s getting all the wild sex she’s been craving this weekend. Turns out the key to unlocking her wild side was other men with giant cocks.

“Sounds like you enjoy watching all this,” I say.

“Perhaps it is devilish of me, but I do love watching my friends take these women and blow their minds. Half of these women have no idea what they really want. Many of them think they’re too good, or too moral, for this kind of pleasure, but they learn. My friends are eager to teach them. I do love watching these haughty wives humbled by their desires. The more uptight they start, the better.”

Trinny has been cool in all our conversations, but now she sounds animated. I should be offended by the way she sees us guests, especially our wives, but she makes our sexual comeuppance sound so sexy. I almost believe we deserve to have our wives fucked silly by the workers. I also can’t be offended because when I turn, Trinny’s shedding her top. Her large, round, mocha orbs are a wonder. Their dark, stiff, upturned tips beg for attention. Sasha moans beside us and I don’t want to ignore her, but damn I want to fall all over Trinny. She smiles at my desire.

“The wives are not the only ones who crave something different. You men also seek something different and exotic.”

I can’t help myself and grab for her. Trinny’s flesh is so warm and perfectly firm. I love my wife’s perky set, but this woman has something special. These are the tits every man dreams about. Trinny’s moan is warm honey in my ear and her tremble makes my dick strain. She coos a warning to be gentle. I’ll gently fondle these all night long. I need to taste her. I pull Trinny closer.

“Look, Max. Sasha has both of them now!” Trinny is excited by my wife’s sluttiness.

Sasha does indeed have both men now. Joshua still feasts between her thighs and the other kneels beside her head, holding it, stretching her lips around him. Her jaw looks like it’s going to come unhinged. This man is even thicker than Nigel. He could be thicker than Clement. He keeps feeding Sasha and more and more of him disappears into her mouth. I marvel at my wife’s achievement.

“Has your Sasha had a lot of cocks? She seems practiced. Not many women can take Jevaun like that. He’s going to enjoy her mouth.”

The question ravages through my brain as Sasha’s behavior this weekend has me questioning everything I thought I knew about her. I’ve been so worried that I’ll never be enough after this that I didn’t question if I was ever enough. Her sexual past used to be part of our regular foreplay, but did Sasha leave out the filthiest parts?

I loved hearing about the hung swimmer who could go all night in college, but was he the only hung guy? Sasha enjoyed him, but always insisted size didn’t matter. That may have been a white lie. I never asked for a number and assumed the guys she told me about were the only ones, but she could have left out a lot. I’m chilled to think Sasha may have been a dormant slut our entire marriage, just waiting for her chance to break free.

“Very nice, open wide for me,” Jevaun says, feeding my wife his cock. “Mmm, that sucking is so good. You’re a hungry little whore, aren’t you?”

I swear Sasha tries to nod. She is a hungry little whore. There’s no denying it. She’s red-faced as she fights to breathe past her mouthful of meat. Jevaun is so deep his balls rest on her cheek. He keeps it crammed in her mouth and Sasha makes the strangest sounds around it. She’s probably coming again because Joshua still has his face buried between her legs. The room is quiet except for the sounds from my wife and Kristen’s fucking. Kristen’s cock-muffled moans echo off the concrete walls. I hear Joshua slurp away at Sasha’s cunt.

Joshua finally comes up for air. Jevaun takes total control of my wife. She gasps and coughs when he takes it from her mouth. Sasha searches the room and smiles when she sees me. The smile feels strange because I know it’s not because of me, but the men using her. Jevaun straddles my wife but keeps his weight off her chest. Only a man who does crazy squats could do that. He holds her head in both hands and shoves his girthy meat back into her mouth.

Sasha's eyes go wide, and she struggles. She didn’t have time to catch her breath, but Jevaun doesn’t care. I take a step forward, but Trinny places a hand on my shoulder.

“No, he knows what he’s doing. He’s giving Sasha what she needs. Trust me.”

Trusting this woman I hardly know is insane, but I’m hypnotized by her magnificent tits and I let Jevaun use Sasha’s mouth as he sees fit.

“Relax and suck. You can do it, honey. Just do what comes naturally. Mmm, yes, that’s the way. That’s the way, honey. Yes, nice and deep, just like that.”

Sasha’s head is locked in his hands. Her raven hair cascades back to the mattress. Jevaun keeps pressing until his balls brush her chin. Her cheeks bulge, but she’s not fighting him anymore. I see she’s actively sucking him. The man is right, sucking dick does come naturally to Sasha. Choke her with one, and she’ll just start sucking. Jevaun stays shanked in her mouth for a minute, enjoying her, and then takes what he truly wants. This hung, muscular Black man has fully claimed my wife’s mouth.
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Ihear a strange sound and it takes a moment to realize it’s my own low growl. My fists are clenched. I’m sweaty, but it’s not because of the hot, still room. My hackles are up, but not because I’m ready to jump in and defend my wife. No, the caveman in me likes seeing her mouth punished. I wanted all of this—I still do—but that weird desire to see Sasha punished for being a slut is back, making the blood in my veins sizzle. Fuck her whore mouth! Use that slut! Make her swallow it all! The unfamiliar aggression toward my wife makes me dizzy.

Trinny reaches into my shorts and strokes me. My shaft leaps in her hot hand. I need this, but I don’t because I don’t want to make a mess in my shorts. She’s always a step ahead and unbuttons me. The shorts drop to my ankles. I push my underwear down because she’s still busy fondling my cock.

“Mmm, you really love seeing your Sasha used, don’t you?” she purrs.

Jevaun still mercilessly fucks Sasha’s mouth. Her body jerks under him, but she takes it like a pro. She even holds his hips like she’s pulling it into her mouth. My wife is starving for that fat cock. I love how slutty she is. Fuck her whore mouth!

“Yes,” I growl.

“I bet you’ve never seen this side of her, have you?” Trinny softly fondles my dick like she’s teasing, not trying to make me come.

I shake my head.

“And now you want more just like she does.”

I nod. My chest is so tight, it’s difficult to speak.

Marilyn and a group of her admirers join the party. They follow her into the room like she’s the Pied Piper, to a mattress near Sasha. She only briefly glances at my wife. Marilyn still wears her dress, which reminds me Sasha’s is outside in the dirt. My wife won’t even be able to cover herself when these men are done with her. I should fetch the dress, but I can’t tear myself away. Marilyn drops her dress and gets onto her back. One of her men is right between her spread legs. He thrusts into her with a grunt.

The husband trails in a minute later. He leans against a column and shoves a hand in his pants. I really don’t want to be that guy. I don’t want to miss a second of my wife being taken, but I can’t just passively watch. I need to be more like Steve.

Sasha doesn’t see me when I step onto the mattress. Joshua stands to the side, cranking his shaft to keep it stiff. Jevaun doesn’t pause using her mouth. Her gagging noises are so loud this close. She sounds like she’s choking to death, but I see her nails dug into his haunches. Sasha doesn’t want to escape. Her hips twist back and forth, but she keeps her thighs spread like she’s trying to entice someone to fuck her. Her cunt is slick and swollen from Joshua’s feast. She’s ready for some dick. I’ll give her what she needs.

I begin to kneel, and Joshua taps me on the shoulder. I’m so startled that I stop. Having one of these men touch me makes my cock flag.

“Hey man, it’s my turn first. I got her ready,” Joshua says. He’s firm like Sasha belongs to him and not me. I stare at him, dumbstruck. He taps me again when I don’t move. “Make way, man.”

I’ll never understand what happens next, but I step aside so another man can have my wife. I don’t tell this stranger I’m her husband and claim my natural rights. I should tell him to back the fuck off, but I don’t. I impotently stand aside and surrender my wife. I burn with anger and shame, but I can’t blame anyone else for whatever happens next because I willingly stepped aside.

“’Preciate it, man,” he says. “Jevaun, let’s get her flipped. I need that pussy.”

“Damn, I’m almost there. Her mouth is fuckin’ sweet man. These wives aren’t usually so eager, but this one needs it. I’ll finish the other way, sure.”

Jevaun releases Sasha and she flops to the mattress, winded like she just ran a marathon. I don’t know if she even sees me because her eyes are so unfocused. Stepping aside drained my aggression, and beneath my shame for that I feel intense love. I want to kneel and make sure Sasha is okay. I want to reassure her. I don’t know how to get in there past the men.

“Max, sweetie, come here, let me help you.” It’s Trinny. She’s beside me again.

Trinny is fully nude and is a goddess. Her lush curves look like someone asked an AI to generate a Playboy centerfold from the 1970s—she even has a neatly trimmed bush. She is the distraction I need. I want to do everything to Trinny, but don’t know where to begin—don’t even know what she’ll allow. I know I’m not in control here. But I do grab Trinny and kiss her, shoving my fingers through her sexy red curls. She sucks on my tongue and presses to me. Thank god, I don’t embarrass myself and just come all over her.

“Sasha will have her fun, and I’ll relieve you, Max.”

Trinny goes to her knees.
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I feel drunk when Jevaun stops fucking my mouth, but it’s not because of that rum. Can a girl be cock-drunk? My jaw aches, and I feel like my mouth should be dry, but I’m drooling. I’m sweaty and my makeup is smeared. I must look like a mess. I don’t know if I breathed at all while Joshua made me come and Jevaun stuffed his fat dick in my mouth. I swore I was going to pass out, but the oxygen deprivation made me come even harder. I now understand the dark allure of being choked during sex. God, I don’t even know how many times I came. It felt like one long, intense orgasm.

Max must be losing his mind. I’ll confess I didn’t think of my husband at all—yes, I’m ashamed by that—while the men had their way with me. I was too overwhelmed with my own feelings. Now that I have a moment to breathe, I look for him, hoping I still see love in his eyes. That had to be hard to watch. But he isn’t watching me. Max is staring down at that slut Trinny, who’s sucking his cock like a pro.

The men with me are forgotten. I want to spring off the mattress and tear her away from Max. That’s my cock. All the cocks are mine tonight! Well, not all of them. I see Kristen enjoying two, and that blonde is taking it from both ends. The men are using her like a fuck doll. I shiver knowing that will be me soon. Max tries to run his fingers through Trinny’s pretty curls, but she pushes his hands away. I guess she isn’t the slut I am. I fully surrendered my mouth to Jevaun, but Trinny is in control of my husband. And I hate it.

My men turn me, and Max is lost from view. Jevaun sits on the mattress in front, while Joshua hoists my butt into the air. They’re going to do it. I look at the blonde again to see what I’m in for. I’m watching her when Joshua pushes inside me. He’s not huge like Nigel, but it still feels good in my needy pussy. I don’t know if I’ve ever needed to be fucked so badly.

“Ahhh…fuck…yes…ahhh god…fuck me…”

Jevaun crams his dick back into my mouth and shuts me up. What comes next is surreal. I never knew I could feel so possessed. Being skewered by two cocks brings sensory overload. Joshua feasting on me while I sucked Jevaun was overwhelming, but now I truly feel like my body is being used. These men are filling me at both ends, using both openings, for their own pleasure. I know it’s not about me. Joshua wants my pussy whether I come again or not, and Jevaun wants to shoot his load down my throat.

I should hate every second of this. It flies in the face of everything I’ve ever been taught about being a strong woman. I was not put on this earth to be a vessel for men’s pleasure. I am not defined by their desire. I should fight objectification. But here’s my dirty little secret. This vacation has taught me that I like being objectified. I like feeling men’s desire. And I love submitting for their pleasure.

God, surrendering to the pleasure of a strong man is a rush I’ve never felt before. I’m afraid it could be addictive. I can only hope Max is watching closely and learns to make me surrender. He doesn’t need that whore Trinny. I can give him everything he needs. I’m such a bitch getting jealous over a blowjob while I’m giving it to any man who’ll take it.

Joshua holds my ass roughly while he spears me and spreads my cheeks, but I’m so overwhelmed it doesn’t register until I feel something wet hit my rosebud. His thumb presses there, and I’d freeze if I could, but I have no control. He doesn’t shove it in but massages the tight hole. I whine into my mouthful of cock expecting it to hurt, but the teasing pressure is wonderful. I get all squirmy and tighten my pussy around his cock. Joshua takes it as a green light and is firmer, worming the tip of his thumb past my seal. It burns a little bit, but I don’t want him to stop.

“Mmm, it’s sliding right into your throat. I love a natural cocksucker. You’re going to get it. You want your reward, don’t you?” Jevaun moans.

I would signal yes with my eyes, but I can only look down at this angle. Jevaun holds my hair in a tight ponytail so he can watch his fat cock disappear into my mouth. He cradles the back of my neck too, using his thumb to reach around and massage my throat and encourage me to relax and swallow him. I guess he doesn’t realize Slutty Sasha doesn’t need encouragement.

“She has a good mouth?” Joshua huffs, pounding me from behind. His thumb keeps pressing deeper into my ass. He’s down to the first knuckle and I’m throbbing.

Jevaun chuckles. “She sucks like she’s starving for it. You know most of these wives need to be pushed a little. Not this one. She’ll suck every dick here.”

Oh god, would I? If they lined up, would I keep sucking until my belly was full of cum? Would Max leave me?

“This pussy is nice and tight. She needs to be opened up. She’s gonna milk my load right out of me,” Joshua grunts.

“Let me open that up.”

“Sure. I want to feel that mouth.”

Jevaun is out of my mouth first and they hear my needy whimper when Joshua pulls out. I feel so empty. I need someone inside me. I was so close to coming again. I wiggle my butt and look back over my shoulder while Jevaun gets into position. I see Max out of the corner of my eye. He must have finished because Trinny is off her knees. I’d be happy about that, but now she’s fully nude and pressed against Max while they make out. Is he kissing her after he came in her mouth? I don’t know how I feel if that’s his new thing.

Max and I are together, we’re experiencing all this together, but I feel so far from him. He’s with that girl and two men are using me. Are we really sharing this experience? I can’t dwell on those concerns because Jevaun rams his cock into me and ohmygod he’s thick. I’m soaked and open from Joshua, but I’m still not ready for that slab of meat. Jevaun sinks it all the way in, and I wail, slammed by an immediate climax. Ohmygod, I love being stretched open!

Joshua cuts off my orgasmic noises with his cock and I choke on it. I’m not ready for it. He shoves it right in thinking he can just pick up where his friend left off. I close my lips and suck somehow, making strange sounds when he plunges the back of my throat. I don’t know if I can handle a dick in my mouth with something so big stretching my pussy.

“Damn, she does take it nice and easy. She’s going to be popular tonight,” Joshua exclaims.

“This tight pussy is working my dick. Fuck, she’s gonna get it,” Jevaun grunts.

I realize that the two men using me don’t even know my name. They told me their names, but did they get mine? I must have said it. It doesn’t matter when Jevaun grinds his cock deep inside me and pulses his seed into my canal. I must be his first woman of the night because it feels like so much floods into me. His thick meat keeps it all plugged in there. Ohmygod! It’s so dirty and so wrong and that makes me climax with him. This man who doesn’t even know my name is filling me with his cum. I’m such a dirty, dirty slut! Why does that make my heart sing?

Joshua shoots down my throat, then into my mouth, and finally onto my face and into my hair. I’m too busy shouting my pleasure to swallow anyway. His cum drips from my lips. I passively hang there while he paints my face. This can’t be me! This isn’t my life!

I’m still twitching when I drop to the mattress.
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I finish kissing Trinny just in time to see Joshua coating Sasha’ face with a fountain of jizz. Her mouth hangs open like she wants it all. She’s also shouting, and I know she’s coming. Jevaun is balls deep in her cunt and his intense look says he’s unloading there.

Another man fucking my wife without a condom and filling her with his seed. She’s coming right with him, so she must love it. How many men will fill her with cum tonight? Sasha is usually so practical, but she’s lost her mind. She wants their cum. I see it. She doesn’t care about the risks. I should intervene because I’m her husband, but I’m afraid I can’t stop her—and ashamed that maybe I don’t want to. Knowing Sasha wants all that jizz makes me crazy.

The room got crowded while I wasn’t paying attention. Sasha and Trinny had me pretty distracted. The pretty Black woman drained my balls in record time and didn’t miss a drop. I get what Sasha is feeling. It’s liberating to come in another woman’s mouth. That pill Trinny gave me is kicking in. I didn’t go fully soft when I finished, which is a strange feeling.

A new man steps forward with a hard dick that’s blessedly average. I think it’s the young lifeguard from the pool. He rolls Sasha onto her back and hikes her legs all the way back against her chest. Her cunt is splayed open for all eyes. It’s swollen and gaping. Jevaun’s seed runs out of her. The young lifeguard shoves his cock into Sasha, packing it back in. He grunts with the effort, while Sasha softly moans. She grabs her legs to hold them out in a wide V.

“Daniel will not last long with her. He’s quick like a jackrabbit. The dear boy loves the older women too much,” Trinny says, amused. She’s still snuggled to my side, caressing me.

I don’t think of Sasha as an older woman, but Daniel looks young. “How old is he?”

“Twenty-one or twenty-two? I’m not sure. Does your Sasha like young men?”

Does she? I couldn’t guess what she likes at this point. Our kids are younger—our oldest is seventeen—but Sasha’s old enough to be Daniel’s mother. I’d never guess she’d be interested in someone so young, but she seems to like everything now. I’m also not sure she’s still my Sasha. Watching her in action is thrilling, but will she still be mine after all these men? How many of them will have her?

“She, uh, likes everything,” I awkwardly answer.

Trinny nods knowingly. “We get our shy ones, of course, but Sasha is not the first one to take everything she can get. Women like her are impressive. I could not handle so much. I wonder where the stamina comes from.”

Sasha locks her legs around Daniel’s waist, kicking her wedge heels together, pulling him into her. He didn’t look as big as Jevaun, and maybe she needs huge cocks now. He leans in and I think he’s going to kiss her like they’re making love, but he doesn’t want to kiss her cum-coated face. He’s just trying to get deeper. Trinny was right. The young lifeguard only goes for another minute or so and pulls out, jerking it as he pumps his load onto Sasha’s quivering tummy. She smiles up at him and takes it.

That’s three men who have enjoyed my wife so far. Who’s up next?
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Two more men approach Sasha. They’re both large, heavyset, and tall, with the thickest dreads I’ve seen at the resort. They’re both very dark and could be brothers. Tattoos cover their thick arms, and one has a tattooed chest up to his neck. He’s shirtless. The other wears a loose-fitting tank top. They both wear loose cotton shorts tented out in the front. They like the show my wife has been putting on for them. They look rougher than any employee I’ve seen out on the grounds.

“This should be interesting,” Trinny says. “Khenan and Badrick enjoy testing the delicate White wives. They are determined to give them the adventure they’re looking for.”

“Will Sasha be okay with them?” The huge men look intimidating standing over my wife. The shirtless one drinks from a bottle of rum he carries, while his friend sparks up a fat spliff and deeply inhales. I hate to stereotype, but it’s the first joint I’ve seen here. We’ve smelled marijuana around the resort, but we haven’t seen or been offered any. But then, we have been busy.

“We’ll find out how much fun she wants to have. But don’t worry, if she needs to tap out, they will honor that. They pride themselves on being too much for the tourist wives, but Sasha will earn their respect if she can take everything they have.”

I don’t feel good about the thought of my wife being tested by anyone, especially two huge strangers, but I’m fascinated to see what happens next. Those men would laugh at me anyway if I tried to pull them away and Sasha wanted more.

Khenan—I’ve decided he’s the one with the bottle—tips it over Sasha, raining carmel-colored rum down onto my wife. The booze splashes over her tits and travels up to wash her face. Sasha shields her eyes and opens her mouth to eagerly swallow. I don’t know how much she gets before she’s coughing. By the time her long, raven hair is soaked, Sasha’s face is washed of the jizz Joshua deposited there. I wonder if that’s the point.

Badrick kneels beside my wife and presses the joint to her lips. I’m shocked when she deeply inhales without hesitation. Sasha told me that she got high a few times in college because her friends were doing it, but she never liked it. She’s a new woman now, and that woman is eager to please her aggressive masters. She coughs hard when she exhales and the men laugh.

Khenan kicks off his sandals and drops his shorts, revealing a cock nearly as impressive as Jevaun’s. It bobs when he moves, not yet pointing straight up. He kneels on Sasha’s other side and sweeps her rum-soaked hair off the mattress to hold her head and lever her up. My wife’s eyes are glassy. Did the pot work that fast? They’re kissing the moment she’s upright. She seeks his cock and grasps it, pumping him while she sucks on his tongue.

Sasha follows when he lays down and pulls her on top of his body. His thick length rubs her swollen slit when she straddles him. My wife is a total whore now and doesn’t need instruction. She takes that dick and feeds it up into her pussy, settling onto it with a deep, satisfied moan.

“Yah, you like the dick, honey,” he says, grinning.

“Yesss…mmmm it’s sooo good…”

Khenan puts his hands behind his head and watches while she works her magic. Her hands press into his thick midsection while she rotates her hips like she’s trying to memorize every inch of him with her pussy.

“Fuck me real good now, honey,” he says.

I’m stunned by my wife. I have no idea where she learned this move. She plants her wedge heels on the mattress to raise up and squat on his cock and begins pistoning up and down on it. Only a woman who works out like Sasha could pull the maneuver. She’s never pulled it with me. I love it when she’s on top, but she’s never just bounced on my dick like a pogo stick. Her perky tits bounce with the motion. I don’t know how Khenan resists grabbing them. Her wet hair lays heavy, sticking to her back, tickling his thighs when she tosses back her head to wail. Is she coming already?

“Ahhh yesss…fuck…yesss…fuck yesss…ahhh…fuck…fuck me…ahhh…”

Sasha is coming and she slows as her orgasm possesses her. Khenan takes over, holding her narrow waist in his big hands and bouncing her on his cock. She wails even louder.

“Keep it going, honey. Keep it going,” he chants.

“Yesss…yesss…oh fuck yesss…”

Badrick is done watching. He strips too and stands beside the fucking couple. His cock strands straight up until he feeds it to my bouncing wife. Damn, how did I get to a place where I’m relieved that the cocks Sasha’s taking are only average sized. Badrick doesn’t look any bigger than me.

Sasha must hold still to suck him. Khenan keeps her in place and jacks his hips up to slam my wife. Her body shakes like she’s holding a jackhammer. Khenan is surprisingly smooth for a big man, but the whole thing is choreographed like they’ve done this before. Badrick holds her head and takes her mouth up top while Khenan slams her pussy from below.

The move is like what the big-titted brunette was doing, but that woman is now on her back while a third man takes her. Her husband came in her mouth a while ago and now sits and watches while fondling the heavy-set woman who administered my massage. I’ve lost count of how many men have had the blonde. There’s always another ready to step up when the last one is done with her.

Sasha is put on her back again and Khenan tilts her hips up so he can power thrust down into her. Badrick tilts her head back and drags his heavy, hairy balls across her face before he feeds her. She hungrily sucks them like they’re coated in chocolate. It’s so utterly debauched, but I love seeing my wife used so brazenly.

The Sasha I know back home is an accomplished professional and a respected member of our community. She’s the treasurer of our little league. These men only know her as a needy slut who’ll do anything they desire. The two women couldn’t be more different, yet they both live inside of my wife. I’m totally in love with both versions of Sasha—even if this one scares the hell out of me.

Badrick tilts her head further back and pushes his cock down her throat. I have no idea how she can hold that position. Her legs bounce bonelessly beside Khenan’s hips while he pounds her and her tits crazily bounce. These guys don’t even pretend they’re doing anything other than using her like a fuck machine.

“You see your Sasha differently now, don’t you?” It’s Trinny, cooing in my ear. She’s been stroking me this entire time, but I’ve been too transfixed by Sasha to care.

“I do,” I rasp. The voice doesn’t even sound like mine.

“Can you accept her like this?”

“I don’t know… Yes…”

“Be proud of her strength and her allure, Max. Praise her fearlessness. Few women can match her pure erotic power.”

“But…”

“She’s a slut…a whore. Yes, I know. But you wanted to see her like this. I know you did, Max.”

I wanted to see…something. I wanted Sasha to flirt. I wanted her to fool around. Like an addict, I needed more and finally I did want to see her fucked. But I didn’t know I wanted to see this because I never dreamed she was capable of this. I never dreamed my wife would surrender so completely. The savage beauty of her descent to this is magnificent, but I’m shredded by it.

“Come, Max. Come and fuck me and show me what you would do to your beautiful Sasha.”

Trinny takes me by the hand and lays down right beside my wife and her lovers. The rum fumes are overwhelming. Sasha smells like she bathed in it. The earthy smell of sex underlies that, but I can’t tease out her arousal from the cum that’s been pumped in her and onto her. We’re so close I hear the wild sounds from Sasha’s throat and the slurping of her pussy. I hear Khenan’s flesh slapping into hers. I thought the men would taunt her like the others, but they’re all business.

Trinny welcomes me with open arms and open legs, and I slip right into her hot wetness. She tightens around me, and I groan. I doubt my wife could even do that now. Her cunt is wrecked. I pound Trinny hard, trying to keep up with the men using Sasha, even though I know it’s impossible. My lover moans my name and digs her nails into my shoulders. It hurts but spurs me on. Trinny always seems to know exactly what I need.

Badrick finishes first. He pulls out and strangely wraps Sasha’s beautiful, black, silky hair around his cock. He jerks off with it and finishes in her hair. What the fuck? She just takes it slack-jawed, the fury of her moans finally released so she can express her joy for the pounding Khenan’s giving her. He grunts and with a final thrust, he fills her. Sasha’s body jerks like she can feel each jet of his seed soaking her insides. She smiles like she’s in heaven.

Sasha’s head lolls to the side when he pulls out and she watches me fuck Trinny with unfocused eyes. I hope she’s jealous.
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Max is pumping away on top of Trinny, but I’m not jealous. I don’t feel much of anything except for bliss. I’m sure part of it is that joint I took a hit from. The powerful Jamaican weed scrambled my brain in just a few minutes. It’s left me loose and pliant. I know—I wasn’t exactly resistant before, but my worries about what being used by all these men says about me, or how Max feels watching this, all melted away. I’m just happy to have fun with whoever wants to enjoy me now.

The weed also blessedly took away some of my growing soreness. Being so filled is incredible, but my pussy was getting sore from the relentless sex and the constant motion took its toll on my body, but those aches have faded into the background. My last couple of orgasms were less sharp, but they felt deeper. Even lying here untouched, I’m throbbing with pleasure. I should probably be finished for the night, but I know I’ll remain available to whoever wants me.

Max keeps looking over while he has sex with Trinny. I hope she doesn’t mind his split attention. I glow seeing that he can’t take his eyes off me. My husband still wants me and that feels so good. Everything feels so good right now. I know the other two women are also enjoying the men, but everything around my edges is hazy. I like this feeling—whether it’s all the coming or the pot. I tend to be high-strung and it’s nice to release that to the universe. I need to try getting high at home. Plenty of the other baseball parents do it. Or it’s the other thing and I need to try that again—oh god, I couldn’t—not at home.

I’m turned away from Max and it’s Clement. His huge manhood stares down at me. He looks even bigger than before looming over me like this. I want to grab it, but he’s tall and it’s out of reach. He’s smiling. He must like seeing me like this. I wonder if he’s been watching and waiting for his chance. Clement was the first man I touched when Max gave me permission. He can always have me.

Clement lifts me like a doll. I wrap my arms and legs around the man and kiss him. I run my fingers over his short-clipped hair. His cock is pinned up between us and I grind on it. I crave it. I need him inside me. I think he’s going to carry me away to enjoy me alone, but he just moves me to a mattress that isn’t soaked with rum and bodily fluids. God, I felt deliciously dirty when that man poured the rum over me.

“Please fuck me…” The words just slip out, my inner desire voicing itself without thought.

Clement smiles and demonstrates his power by turning and sitting without dropping me. I’m left straddling his lap while he stays sitting up. He’s slick with sweat, but my rum-sticky skin still clings to him. His heat feels like it will incinerate me.

“Tell me you’ve wanted this.” He doesn’t sound cocky. He’s just stating a fact.

“I do. I need it.”

“What do you need, Mrs.?”

“I need your dick. I need you to fuck me. It’ll be so good. I’ll be so good.”

He chuckles. “I know, Mrs. I’ve seen how good you fuck. I see you love fucking.”

“Yes, I do. I’ve wanted you since I first touched your dick. I want you to fuck me all night.”

“You must need a lot of fucking. You must fuck all the time at home.”

“I do, I need it,” I whine, not admitting I don’t fuck all the time at home. I should be fucking all the time. I now know what I’ve been missing. I can’t live my life like this weekend, but I don’t know if I can go back to the way things were.

“Put it in, Mrs. Show me.”

I reach between us. Ohmygod, my fingers don’t even close around him. I must rise so high to get above it. The blunt tip opens my lips and he’s already different from all the others. Some of them were big—Nigel is big—but Clement is next level. If I wasn’t high, I’d be worried I couldn’t take it. I’ve been stretched and my chute is slick with juices and the cum I’ve taken—so much cum—but this giant weapon still feels like it’s going to break me. I still want it.

“Yes, Mrs. I knew you could take it. So tight, but you can take it.”

“Mmmm…give it to me…ahhh yesss…”

I’m wrapped so tightly around him that it feels like we’re one being. He throbs inside me, and my heartbeat seems to match it. My heart is pounding so hard! I settle onto him, and I can’t believe he’s fully sheathed inside me. He must be pushing into my ribcage! It feels so good to be so possessed by a huge cock. I didn’t know I could feel this way.

Clement takes my hips and gently moves me on it. He touches every part of me and the friction sparks pleasure everywhere. My keening moan sounds like I’ve lost it. I think I have. I might not be able to take this. I might come so hard my heart stops. He builds up to a steady rhythm and the feeling is so intense I think I’m having one endless orgasm.

“Yesss…yesss…yesss…” I chant.

“Nice and easy, yes Mrs.? Nice and easy, and now you do it.”

Clement lays back, keeping me uptight on him. I think the thing spearing me could keep me upright. He still holds my hips, but they move on their own. My body knows what to do with a cock like this. I don’t ride him hard, because I can’t, but this slow, sensual coupling is perfect. Something primal in me has craved this my entire life. I’m sorry, Max. My husband can never know how Clement’s cock makes me feel.

“Yesss…yesss…yesss…ohhh…fuck…ohhh fuck…”

I rock on it, sliding up and down. Clement massages my breasts and it’s as magical as it was on his table. My tips are teased until they are screaming with pleasure. That steady feeling inside me spikes to a full-blown climax and I wail. I keep wailing because I keep coming.

“Come here, Mrs. Relax.”

Clement pulls me forward to lay in his chest. My hips still move. They can’t be still when he’s inside me. We kiss and I can’t yelp my surprise when something warm and slippery is smeared on my rosebud. Clement holds my hips. This can’t be him. Ohmygod, what is happening? I feel weight behind me, and something bobs between my spread cheeks. Clement holds them open. I don’t think I’m ready for this. I’ve never had anal, and the first time cannot be with Clement stretching me open. I tear my lips from his.

“Wait…I don’t know…if I can…” I pant. Why don’t I just say no? Deep down, I know why.

“Relax, Mrs. Relax and take it. We know you can,” Clement reassures me between kisses.

“I don’t…I don’t…ahhh…fuck…FUCK…”

Hard flesh pushes against my tight hole without pause. I resist until I don’t, and then it slips inside me. It stings, but not as badly as it would if Clement didn’t have me warmed up and the pot didn’t dull me. The dick pushing in my ass still hurts, but it feels like a punishment I deserve for everything I’ve done. I groan and accept it.

The dick in my ass pushes deeper with a series of steady thrusts. It keeps going until it bottoms out and pauses for a moment to adjust. I hear its owner moan with the deepest pleasure. That affirmation makes me crave it. I wiggle my butt. Yes, he can have my ass. I don’t even know who he is. I’m letting an unknown man fuck my ass.

“Open her up, Mr. Open her up and reclaim her ass,” Clement encourages.

Mr.? Is that… ohmygod… Is that Max behind me?

“Goddam, you’re tight babe. How the hell is this possible?”

It is Max! He’s never asked for anal before and now he’s chosen to take my ass while another man is inside of me? Ohmygod! That’s when it hits me that I’m being double penetrated. Two men are filling my holes at once. Thank god, one of them is my husband! Max grasps my ass and starts moving.

I was naïve to think I was so full before. I thought Clement pushed me to my limit, but I’m well past that now. I don’t care if these men tear me in half, because being used like this is perfect bliss. It hurts and feels good all at the same time. I scream because I’m coming so hard. I’ll never stop coming. Max’s balls slap my thighs. He’s riding my ass hard. Clement slides gently. It feels like they are touching inside me. I’m dizzy with lust. I’m going to lose my mind.

Max finishes first and I feel him pump what he has left deep in my ass. I assume he already gave Trinny a larger load. I come even harder when I feel it and my grasping pussy triggers Clement. My hung lover groans Mrs. and explodes. He comes so hard I think I’m going to blast off him. He pulses and fills me with an endless stream of cum. I’ve taken so much cum tonight and loved every ounce of it. I don’t even care about the dangers. Feeling a man give me his pleasure is the ultimate high.

Clement lifts me off him when Max pulls out. I lay on my back, gasping, sure I must be done. I cannot take more dick—not after that. But I’m not done. I don’t know if I should be relieved it’s not another big cock to stretch me.

Trinny crawls beside me and strokes my sweaty cheek while she smiles down at me. She looks both proud and superior. I feel like she knew this is who I was from the beginning and is pleased to have helped prove it. What did she see in me?

“I have one more task for you, sweet Sasha. You must take back what’s yours.”

She kisses me deeply and I’m sure I taste my husband’s cock on her lips. My exhaustion is forgotten, and I hungrily return the kiss. I think I even taste Max’s essence. Trinny pulls back and I chase her lips, but she pushes me down. The beautiful Black woman straddles my face and lowers her sex over me. Through her trimmed bush, I see it’s swollen with use and dripping. She presses it to my mouth, and I kiss it. I surrender to Trinny just as I have to everyone else who’s wanted me.

I’ve never done this. I never kissed a woman before this weekend. How do I pleasure one? Trinny grinds on my face, and I just follow instinct, licking and sucking. I taste the musky traces of a man and know it’s my husband. Is it just Max? How many men’s cum am I devouring? The possibilities make me shiver with delight and I almost climax again.

“Yes, my slutty girl… Eat my pussy… Get in there… Get all that cum… Such a good little slut, Sasha…”

Trinny smothers me with her creaming pussy. I can’t breathe. I’m going to die with this woman riding my face. But then, she yelps and jumps off me. I suck in air, but I’m still so exhausted and overwhelmed. I’m proud that I made her come just before my eyes roll up into my head.
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Sasha’s dress was lost. I went outside and looked for it in the dirt by the bonfire, even though I was afraid to leave her alone. She looked done, but I didn’t trust that. I knew if another guy stepped up to her, my wife would spread her legs. She couldn’t help herself. Trinny found clothes for her and Sasha stumbled home in my arms wearing an oversized Sun King uniform shirt for a dress. Trinny advised us to make sure we weren’t seen or too many questions would be asked—especially because of Sasha’s condition.

I tried to at least rinse my wife under an outdoor shower nozzle, but she still smelled of rum and jizz and raw sex in general. Sasha was pliant in my arms like she was stunned by everything she’d done. She wasn’t the only one.

I looked at her and tried to see the wife I knew from home. I tried to picture the pretty, smiling woman handing bottles of Gatorade in her tight-fitting athleisure outfits. I could only see Sasha for what she was now—a woman who’d spent the night fucking every man who wanted her, giving up every hole. Her hair was clumped, cum still ran from between her legs, and she looked exhausted. She was unrecognizable, but then she wasn’t baseball mom Sasha. This was Sasha 2.0. Slutty Sasha as she liked to think of herself.

We stuck to the back paths and used a side door into our building that Trinny told us about. Anyone who saw Sasha would have called the authorities thinking she’d been attacked. I took her straight into the shower in our room and scrubbed her clean. The ritual did not turn sexual this time, even though I got hard again running my hands all over her used body. I could have had her—that’s what Sasha does now, gives to it whoever wants it—but I wanted to let her rest. I think I washed her hair three times to get it clean. It was a clumped mess when that guy used it to jerk off. Once Sasha was clean, I tucked her naked body into bed.

I’m holding her now and she breathes so softly I think she’s asleep. I feel bad that we have to get up so early to check out and fly home. Sasha can sleep on the plane too. There won’t be a repeat of our crazy fun this time. Getting each other off on a plane seems so tame now, like virgins getting excited by heavy petting.

Sasha is not asleep. She shifts and when her hand bumps my erection, she grasps it. I just can’t be soft with my naked wife in my arms. My balls tighten when she starts stroking me. Maybe she isn’t awake, and this is just instinct now. It feels good, but I don’t think I have another shot in me. I let her play with me anyway because I’m thrilled that she’s focused on just me again.

We haven’t said more than a handful of words to each other since it all ended. She said she loved me when she stirred on that mattress, and I said it back. She thanked me when I washed her. That may have been it. We’ll have to talk, but what is there to say? Maybe it’s best to let it lie and pretend tonight never happened. I don’t know if I can do that, because I’m sure tonight is seared into my brain forever. A man can’t unsee those things.

I pull back the sheet to watch her stroke me. She uses her left hand because of her position, and I see her wedding band. I watch it move in the pale moonlight from the balcony and think about how many other dicks touched it tonight. Every one of those men saw the wedding ring on her finger and didn’t pause for a second. They got off on using another man’s wife. Maybe they felt sorry for the poor bastard—me. No one should feel sorry for me. I wanted this. I keep reminding myself of that.

My feelings about tonight are so complicated. I’m not a liar, so I won't deny part of me was horrified—not so much by Sasha’s eagerness to have as many cocks as possible, or how smoothly she took them all, but by how insatiable she was tonight. I’ll never be convinced that one dick—mine—will be able to satisfy her now. I can’t believe it because I’ve seen what she really needs. I’m not angry at her. Sasha was incandescent tonight. I’m just worried for myself and what it means for our marriage. Will I have to take a backseat to all the other men who’ll line up to fuck my wife? Why does the thought make my balls tingle?

Sasha slips down and starts sucking my cock. I groan, and jack my hips, shoving it to the back of her throat. I would never have done that before, but now I know she can take it. She takes it smoothly, locking her lips around my base and sucking me like my dick is manna. Her head slowly bobs, and I let her work her magic.

How many times did I watch her do this to other men tonight? How many dicks have been in my wife’s mouth? How much cum did she swallow? I surge and think maybe I do have one more load to give. I’ll add my jizz to all the other loads inside her. Replaying my wife’s slutty night in my brain makes my body sizzle. I’m horrified, but I still love this. That is my curse.

Laying in a cool, quiet hotel room with the soft sounds of Sasha’s cocksucking in my ears I finally must confront my own twistedness. Tonight was not just about her insatiableness. I’ve been beside her every step of the way on this journey, pushing her and celebrating when she broke each new taboo.

Fucking on the beach would have been enough for a normal person. I’m the one who put her in Clement’s path. I paid to have that man make my wife come. Of course, he’d want her. Sasha is beautiful. And when she saw the effect she had on his monster cock, she naturally wanted it. I was right there, and I loved watching him come all over her.

I was too busy having my own fun with Keely at that rooftop bar to worry about Nigel claiming my wife. In the end, I controlled myself. Sasha stuffed his cock in her mouth. I loved watching it so much I couldn’t wait to fuck her. Nigel having his own turn with her the next day was inevitable after that. He was another man with a huge dick that she made hard. Sasha deserved that reward. I didn’t intervene, but sat back and watched, in awe of her sensuality.

Tonight happened because I made it happen. Maybe I couldn’t predict Sasha would do everything at that party, but I read between the lines and knew why the employees invited the pretty guest wives. Sasha would be fucked by at least one hung stranger, and I couldn’t stop it if more wanted her. I didn’t want to stop it. I hoped Clement would be there and I could watch him rock her world with his huge dick.

I reveled watching her descent into complete depravity. I’m worried she won’t be the same, but I know I’m not the same. I doubt I can go back to our vanilla life. I want this high again, as much as I’m sure Sasha will need more dick. We promised each other this was just a wild vacation escapade, but we couldn’t predict we’d end up here.

Sasha lifts her mouth from my cock but keeps pumping it. She looks up at me with lost eyes. “I need you to fuck me, Max.” She swirls her tongue all over my tip and I moan because it feels amazing.

“Aren’t you exhausted, babe? We don’t have to. That can wait. You don’t even have to do that tonight. I’m good.”

“Because you fucked Trinny?” Sasha dives on my cock and takes me into her throat. She’s out to prove this is her cock. I ease her back. I don’t want it like this.

“No, because I don’t want to hurt you.”

Sasha’s look stings. I hope I’m misinterpreting because it tells me, This thing can’t possibly hurt me. I begged for dicks twice your size tonight. No, she is not cruel like that.

“We need to make love,” she insists.

“You must be so sore down there. We have all the time in the world.”

I’m making excuses. I pray she doesn’t see through me. I saw that terrible thing in her eyes because I believe it. My dick couldn’t possibly hurt Sasha. I’m afraid to fuck her because I’m afraid I’m not enough. I’m afraid my wife won’t even feel me. I’m afraid those men wrecked her pussy.

“Take my ass. Fuck my ass again. Make love to it, Max. My ass is only yours. I need you to prove it, Max.”

Even after everything that’s happened, those words still stun me. I never, ever thought I would hear my wife say, Take my ass. My ass is only yours. We’ve been together twenty-five years, and I never thought such a thing was on the table.

“Do you want me to fuck your ass, Mrs. Wagner?”

“Make love to my ass, Mr. Wagner. Please.”

Sasha’s offer is one I can’t refuse. I’ll never refuse it.

I rush to grab the bottle of baby oil from the bathroom counter. I used lotion Trinny gave me earlier. She swore it was for sensitive skin and would be fine and I was too crazed to question her. She’s facedown with a pillow under her hips when I return, her ass temptingly elevated. Sasha spreads her cheeks while I let the oil run onto her crinkled knot. It doesn’t look sealed as tightly as before. My fingers slip past token resistance when I use them to lubricate the oil into her chute. Sasha tenses and whimpers, but keeps her cheeks spread.

Taking her ass once was unbelievable. I sat watching Clement fuck Sasha onto his cock with deep appreciation for how much abuse her cunt could handle, while Trinny knelt behind me and rubbed my shoulders. Clement had to be the last man. Sasha would be used up after him. Trinny whispered in my ear that I should join them. She insisted that I had to reclaim my wife. I said Sasha looked busy, and the devil on my shoulder said Sasha had an available hole.

“It’s the only hole that hasn’t been used. It’s like she’s saved it for you.”

I didn’t tell Trinny that was crazy because Sasha just didn’t do anal. I don’t know if I still believed that. My wife probably would have given up her ass if someone had tried to take it. I decided then that if anyone was going to take her anal virginity, it should be me. I deserved it. Sasha wouldn’t deny me. She couldn’t deny me. I was still hard from that little blue pill.

Sasha took it like a pro that first time. Yes, it stung that she never turned around to see who was putting their dick in her ass, confirming she would have given it to whoever. But squeezing my cock into her tight ass was still deeply satisfying. I felt like I was reclaiming a measure of my manhood.

Once I’m satisfied Sasha is prepared, I kneel behind her and push. She is not as tight as the first time. I had to push hard to get it in then, this time I slip past her relaxed ring without much effort. Sasha groans and takes it.

“Ahhh…yesss…Maxxx…”

Her rear chute is still tight around my shaft, and I have to pause to enjoy it. Sasha seems to be working her muscles to milk me. I would be filling her ass with my load—again—if I hadn’t come so many times tonight. Her efforts are incredible and I’m glad I can hang on and enjoy them. I fully sheath myself in her ass and enjoy the tightness, knowing I would not be feeling this in her pussy.

“Mmmm…fuck me…fuck my ass Max…”

The filthy words from my wife’s sweet—spoiled?—lips spur me into action. I used her backdoor with abandon earlier because I wanted to fuck her as hard as all the other men, but this time I’m thoughtful and slowly take her with long, slow strokes. Sasha’s deep, satisfied moans confirm my decision. Can she come from a dick in her ass?

I lower my body, molding myself to her back. I want to be closer. My hips do the work, mining her ass. I take her hands and move them up by her head, twining my fingers with hers. Sasha moans under my weight and pushes her butt up at me. Our bodies move as one.

“Is this what you wanted, babe?” I purr in her ear.

“Yesss…”

“Does it feel good?” It must if she asked for it again, right? Maybe I should have been giving her anal all these years.

“Mmmm…so good…I love it… love that it’s you back there…”

“Is your ass just me for me? All those men had all your other holes?” I grunt the words, thinking of her sluttiness makes my heart pound. I won’t last if I dwell on that.

“Yesss…it’s yours…my ass is yours…I belong to you Max…I love you…”

“I…love…you…too…babe…”

Fresh excitement tingles in my balls and I thrust harder into her grasping ass. I love hearing her ass she’s still mine.

“You were…insatiable…tonight…incredible…fucking unbelievable…”

“Ahhh…I lost my mind…couldn’t stop…”

“Didn’t want to…you…loved…it…”

“I did…ohmygod I did…but so wrong…so dirty…so slutty…oh god…I’m so slutty…”

“I love…Slutty Sasha…you’re a fucking…wet dream…”

“Really? Ahhh god…fuck…my…ass…”

“Damn…Sasha…”

In that moment, right before I come for the last time tonight, my confusion and anger and fears melt away and I realize I love this woman no matter what. Not only that, I love her even more because she so fully embraced her slutty side. I’m not foolish enough to think she did it all for me, but she opened the door for me. Sasha took a leap of faith because she knew it turns me on, and that’s true love.

Sasha cries out when I come. I hope she really has an orgasm too and it’s not just performance. My squirt in her ass is weak. I just can’t give her the reward all those other men shot inside her—and sprayed all over her. I’ve come more times this weekend than in the last five years. Our bodies keep moving together until I’m just too soft to stay in her ass, but we stay snuggled tightly together.

“Did you mean all of that?” she asks.

“I did, but which part?”

“That you thought I was incredible and that you love me?”

“Of course, babe. Always.”

“Why don’t you hate me after seeing all of that? How can you look at me and still want me?”

I roll off her back and turn Sasha, so she must look at me. I see real concern in her eyes and feel terrible.

“I started this, remember that?”

“But you couldn’t have expected…wanted…all of that.”

“Expected, no. I didn’t think you had that inside of you. I didn’t know what I wanted. I don’t think I let myself fully open to the possibilities because I could never ask, or expect, you to do any of this. Getting you to wear a sexy dress, or go out braless, so men looked at you seemed like enough. It was enough because damn it turned me on. But then you opened my eyes, Sasha.”

“Opened your eyes to what an insatiable slut I truly am.”

I take her hand, look at our wedding rings together.

“Do you honestly regret anything you did tonight? Or this weekend? I’m not asking what any of our friends would think, or your crazy mother, but you—do you regret letting yourself go to fully enjoy all these opportunities?”

Sasha pauses to really think about it. I want honesty, and I’m glad she’s weighing her answer.

“I felt so alive. Everything that happened—everything I did—was electrifying. I felt so powerful, even when I was surrendering to those men because I made the choice to let them take me, and I didn’t let fear get in the way. But I’ll never forgive myself if anything I did hurt you.”

“You didn’t hurt me. You couldn’t hurt me, Sasha. I have some things to work through because I need to understand why I liked all of that so much. I want to understand why seeing my wife possessed by other men has such a hold on me. But you didn’t do anything to hurt me. You were just fully yourself.”

“And you can live with that? We can live with that?”

“I can if you can, babe. I couldn’t handle seeing it every weekend…”

“You don’t need to worry about that, Max. I could never behave like that back home. Oh my god, can you imagine? That isn’t how we live our lives.”

“It sounds like some people do, Sasha. We can’t have the neighborhood guys over for a full-blown gangbang—damn, my wife really had a gangbang—but we could find a way to mix a little fun into our lives.”

“Would you want that?”

“Don’t tell me you won’t miss this feeling. Can you really put this genie back in the bottle?”

Sasha doesn’t answer because she can’t say no. Instead, she says, “It would just be so risky. What if someone found out? I could never face our friends again if they knew this side of me.”

“We’re not deciding anything tonight, babe. We still have to get home, and that’s really going to suck if we don’t get some rest. Just promise to keep an open mind and we’ll figure everything out when we’re home.”

“I promise.”

“I love you, Mrs. Wagner.”

“I love you the most, Mr. Wagner.”
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Two months later…

Max was right, I couldn’t just put Slutty Sasha in a box and leave her in the back of the closet. She wants to come out a play, and the longer I resist her, the harder she fights to come out, making me crazy horny to try to make me crack. I don’t know if I can resist forever.

I haven’t lost my mind. I don’t walk around wondering if every hot guy I encounter wants to fuck me—and wonder how good he’ll be—but I do sometimes. The thoughts come out of nowhere. I might be sitting at my desk between patients when I should be updating files, and I’ll get a flash from our weekend at Sun King—maybe when I was on my knees letting Nigel use my mouth in front of god knows how many strangers—and my core tightens so quickly I utter a tiny gasp. If I close my eyes and revel in the memory, my panties are damp in no time.

The more I try to convince myself that I’m fine living our normal life before Sun King, the more vivid the flashes become. Slutty Sasha demands attention. I’ll see a large, handsome Black man at the store and wonder if he’s hung like Clement. Just like that, I’m back in that room, riding his huge cock and loving how it feels like I’ll be split in two.

Slutty Sasha hasn’t been entirely shut away. I’ve been dressing sexier since we returned from vacation. I favor tighter, lower-cut tops, and shorter, tighter skirts. I wear more heels than I have in years when Max and I go out. He loves the way men look at me, but I don’t just do it for him. I love the way it makes men look at me. I love the buzz of temptation it brings. The tease has done wonders for our sex life. We haven’t slowed down for a second since we came home from that vacation.

Max whispers that maybe I should go for it when we’re out, but I always shut him down. I don’t know if he’s serious. How would he feel if he knew how close I was to going for it? I just can’t bring myself to let Slutty Sasha out to play. I’m afraid of totally losing control again, and even more afraid of being exposed for the slut I truly am. I tone down the sexier outfits around our friends, but I know some of the other parents in our Little League have taken notice—especially the dads. I may fear our friends seeing me as a slut, but I take a perverse pleasure in knowing those baseball dads want to fuck me.

Slutty Sasha has been buzzing around my brain like an angry, horny bee at work because our newest hire has been paying me all the wrong kinds of attention. Nico is a baby physical therapist, around thirty and just out of school, and I’ve been assigned to mentor him. I’ve developed some great mentor relationships and I still cherish my mentor when I first started, but I’ve never had a mentee who so clearly has a crush on me. Okay, I did once, but I was in a very different headspace back then. I never thought maybe…

Nico is fit and handsome, which doesn’t help me douse my dirty thoughts. He’s not a big man, but he’s all lean muscle and his dark good looks push my buttons. I never even looked at men his age before Jamaica, and doing it now makes me feel like a dirty old woman. His warm smile makes me tingle in all the dangerous places. The way he stares when he thinks I’m not looking gets me thinking maybe…

I don’t even know why a kid like Nico is looking at a forty-six-year-old woman. I do not dress daringly at work. I’m just in the company polo, and a pair of scrubs pants. Okay, I know my butt looks good in the tight pants, but I’m still surprised Nico is looking. He needs to stop because I need to stop thinking maybe. I tell myself it’s not a real maybe. If Max and I decide to cross the line again at home, we will not choose someone from work. My god, that would be so reckless! I hate that being reckless makes my heart race. I need a distraction. Teasing Max will do.

Sasha


Nico is giving me that look again




Max


Poor kid. Working with you probably gives him blue balls




Sasha


Stop it! It’s a crush. I’m sure he can get a girl his age to take care of those needs




Max


But he wants you. It would only be right for you to take care of him since you’re the cause of his pain




Sasha


You’re crazy. I can’t do that




Max


Think of it as PT. He’s got a body part that needs work and you’re the best babe




Sasha


I should just take him back into the hydrotherapy room pull it out and rub until he’s relaxed?




Max


Might need to use more than your hand




Sasha


And you’d really be okay with that?




Max


Haha. That ship has sailed, hasn’t it? You know how I feel




Sasha


I’ll let you know if I decide to relieve his pressure




Max’s fantasy invades my brain and Slutty Sasha shouts, Do it! Get Nico in the back and give him what he wants! She’s like a naughty, evil cheerleader urging me on. I could tell Nico I need help in the back. The hydrotherapy room isn’t in use right now. Would anyone notice if we disappeared back there? Would Nico figure it out when I locked the door behind us?

I imagine he’s all over me the moment we’re alone. He’s been waiting for his moment and I’m handing it to him on a platter. Nico backs me against the whirlpool and pulls at my polo. I help him take it off. I wish I was wearing something sexier underneath than a navy sports bra, but I don’t think it would stay on for long anyway.

My hands are in Nico’s pants before he can pull mine down. He’s big in my imagination because I want him to be big. If I’m going to go with another man, he’s going to give me something I can’t get at home. I still remember the way the men at Sun King stretched me open. God, I wonder how Nico would fill me.

I pump him while he fondles my breasts. His hands are strong and he’s good with them because he’s trained. I melt when he teases my dark, swollen tips. I sink to my knees like his cock is a steel bar and my mouth is a magnet. I open wide and thrill at his strong, masculine taste. I grab his tight ass and pull until he’s pressing the back of my throat. I suck like the good slut I am, determined to earn my reward. Nico doesn’t give it to me. Not in my mouth, anyway. He pulls me to my feet and bends me over the whirlpool. I grip the side and cry out when he fills me.

“Sasha?” Nico asks.

I snap back into reality and Nico is standing in front of me. How long has he been standing there? I’m sitting, which means I’m staring directly at his crotch. I can’t help noticing his nice bulge and have to force my eyes away.

“Oh, hey. Sorry. I was daydreaming there.” I stop staring at his dick, but I can’t look him in the eye. God, I’m so wet. My wicked side fancies that he catches the scent of my excitement.

“Must have been some daydream, Sasha. You’re all red.”

“Don’t you think it’s warm in here today?”

“I thought you were always cold?”

“Not today, I guess. Anyway, did you need something?”

My dirty mind answers for him. I wondered if you have a sec to check out something in the hydrotherapy room. I could really use a hand.

“Could you meet me for a drink after work? I wanted to pick your brain about my career, but I don’t want to talk about it here.”

“Ooo, sounds sneaky. You’re not going to proposition me, are you?”

Why did I say that? I have to look at him now and his eyes are wide, and I think he’s smiling—or is that a smirk? I’ve dismissed Nico as just having a crush, but is he seriously interested?

“If you weren’t a married woman, maybe. I don’t need an angry husband coming after me.” He chuckles to keep it light, but I feel like he’s serious.

“Max would⁠—”

I just barely stop myself from saying, Max would love it if you propositioned me. What the hell is wrong with me? I cannot be telling a co-worker—especially one I’m mentoring—that my husband is dying for me to fuck other men—again.

“Max would miss me,” I answer when I recover. “I’ve got to get home and make dinner and make sure the homework gets done. It’s hard to go out after work on short notice. My life requires planning.”

“Tomorrow then?”

I should tell him no. I should say I’m too busy. I say, “Let me check with my husband and get back to you.”
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Sasha does not pass go, does not collect two hundred dollars when she gets home from work. She turns off the pot I have on the stove, so it doesn’t boil over, and drags me right up to our bedroom. I know that fiery look in her eyes and she doesn’t have to do much dragging. I don’t think we’d even make it to the bedroom if the kids weren’t home.

We start with Sasha on top, fiercely riding me while I play with her bouncing tits. I’ve become much more aggressive with my wife since our wild vacation. This may sound ridiculous after twenty-two years of marriage, but it took watching other men make Sasha scream to learn what she really likes.

I think she was always too ashamed or embarrassed to tell me how rough she really likes it, and I was too much of a good husband to ever treat my wife like a true slut. Learning what lurked inside of Sasha all these years was quite the eye-opener. I still can’t bring myself to treat her like those men did back in Jamaica, but I’m more of the man she needs.

Sasha gets too loud, and I flip her onto her stomach. I’m sure our kids have figured out what goes on when mom and dad go into their room and lock the door—it happens much more often now than it used to—but we don’t need to rub their noses in it. Usually, we wait until bedtime like responsible parents, but sometimes we just can’t wait. That’s how hot our sex life is now. I hoist her sweet ass into the air and finish her from behind while she screams into the pillows. I pull out at the end because I’ve learned I really enjoy watching Sasha take a load on her body—almost as much as she loves getting one.

We lay panting in bed afterward, not even fully naked. Sasha’s sports bra is just pushed up over her tits and she’s still wearing socks. I still have my t-shirt on, having only kicked my pants off my one ankle when I turned her over. Sasha snuggles up again me and purrs while she handles my slick, spent cock. I swear she’s trying to get me up for round two. I take a little blue pill now when I know we’re going to try to go on and on, but generally, I can’t give my wife the endless fucking she received from all the men at Sun King.

“I’d like to think that was because you couldn’t wait to get home and see me, but I suspect it was really about your new friend at work,” I say.

“It’s always about you, Max. You’re my husband.” She trails her fingers through the hair dusting my chest. I love how her nails feel.

“We know it’s not always about me, babe.”

“We’re a team, you’re always part of it.”

“I’ll take that. I guess our frantic fucking means you didn’t drag Nico into the back and make all his MILF fantasies come true?”

“Did you really think I’d fool around with Nico at work? I’d never do that at work. I haven’t lost my mind.”

“But outside of work?”

Sasha twists to look up at me. “He’s a child. Nico is closer in age to Chris than he is to me. Even if I was going to do something again—and that’s a big if—I don’t think it should be with someone so young, and certainly not someone from work.”

I don’t buy that it’s as big an if as Sasha claims, but I don’t press her on it. She insists that we can’t have vacation fun at home, but I know she wants it. The sex is never hotter than when we go out and Sasha slips into something sexy and draws attention. I know she’s dripping when I leave her alone to flirt at a bar. She just needs the right guy and maybe a tiny nudge.

Nico could be the guy. Sasha can write off her attraction to a guy she meets at a bar and never sees again, but Nico is there all the time and he’s clearly interested. She can say he’s too young, but I know my wife gets off on fit, younger men wanting her. She’d never use the word herself, but Sasha is a MILF, and she loves it when younger men notice.

“Stop denying you want him, babe. A few of those guys at Sun King were younger than you.” I’m smart enough to keep from saying much younger.

Sasha opens her mouth to protest, and I dip a hand between her thighs. She’s still slick with arousal. Her deep moan when she grips my fingers inside her is her true answer.

“Max, honey, I couldn’t. We have to leave that stuff in Jamaica.”

“Do we?” I curl my fingers inside her to find that special spot. She just came, but she’s easy to ramp up again. That’s the secret to Slutty Sasha. She’s insatiable.

“Not with someone from work…” Her voice flutters.

“Well, not at work. I didn’t really mean that.”

I still massage that spot and she trembles.

“Nico wants to ask me something…wants to have a drink…”

“He wants to ask you to fuck him, babe.”

“No…ahhh…no…that’s crazy…he doesn’t…I can’t…”

“Just meet him for that drink.”

“I can’t…ahhh…I shouldn’t…”

“You know you want to. Slutty Sasha wants to.”

“Maxxx…you bastard…stop manipulating me…”

“Just helping you see the light, babe.”

“Ahhh…fuck…I need you to fuck me, Mr. Wagner.”

“It would be my pleasure, Mrs. Wagner. I won’t be offended if you pretend it’s Nico’s cock.”

Sasha pulls me on top of her. She’s been pumping my dick all this time and I’m hard again. How could I not be? My wife is ready to fuck another man again. It’s all I’ve been thinking about since we got back from Jamaica. I’ve been smart enough to not push her, hoping the perfect moment would come. I think it’s here. Sasha’s right that playing with a man from work is extra dangerous, but she likes the danger. Slutty Sasha gets off on high-risk.

We both moan when I push inside her because we’re both thinking about the same thing—Sasha’s young co-worker using her tight, MILF body.
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I’m so nervous all day that I can’t sit still. My client appointments are a refuge because I dial in and work their treatments and guide them through their exercises. Focusing on a client means I don’t have to think about myself—or Nico on the other side of the room. My stomach gets all fluttery when I wonder if I’ll know how he kisses before the evening is over. His lips look soft. I watch his hands on a patient, manipulating her body, and I think about how those hands will feel on me.

Nico is the same as always, which makes me think Max’s fantasy is unlikely to happen. My mentee didn’t ask me to have a drink to seduce me. He just wants my mature perspective on his career. Nico still looks at my butt, but he doesn’t flirt like he has intentions. I feel silly for having butterflies and wanting this. I’ve turned it into a thing it’s not. I focus on how Max will be disappointed, so I don’t have to think about my own disappointment.

We had a long talk when we weren’t in bed and horny. I had to make very sure Max wants this again. If I hook up with Nico—and I’m still insisting it’s a huge if—it will be different than Jamaica. Nico is not some random guy I know I’ll never see again. I was so relieved I didn’t have to see Nigel again after I worshipped his cock, and none of those Sun King employees were going to call me out for my slutty behavior.

The biggest difference is that I can’t think of a way Max can be there for it. I’m not bringing Nico home to fuck in our bed while my husband hides in the closet as some couples do it. We can’t very well send the kids out so mommy can get laid. And I would die if our neighbors saw me bring Nico home. Telling him about our arrangement is out of the question, so we’re not going to a hotel room with Max sitting in a corner.

Openly swinging at Sun King was easy because it was part of the culture. How would I explain to Nico that my husband wants me to fuck other men? I couldn’t expect him to understand when I hardly understand it. Nico will have to think I’m cheating if this happens. Max seems okay with not being there. I think he wants it so badly that he’d agree to almost anything, which concerns me. All he asked was that I find a way to record the action. He’s sure there’s going to be action.

I brought a change of clothes to work. Max chose my outfit, of course. I’m embarrassed by how easy it was to slip back into our behavioral patterns from Sun King. He picks outfits to expose my body and encourages my slutty behavior, and I’m so excited by the possibilities I nearly thank Max for pushing me.

Max knew better than to push for a truly slutty outfit. I can’t obviously throw myself at Nico, especially since this is all probably in our heads. The peach-colored, scoop-neck, ribbed bodysuit clings to my body. Max did not lay out a bra for me. I could cheat and keep the sports bra I wore for work, but I don’t want to disappoint my husband. That’s what I tell myself anyway, which is easier than admitting I can’t wait to see if Nico stares at the points of my nipples in the tight, thin top. The jeans Max chose are my favorite pair. They look like they were sculpted to my butt.

The outfit is finished with my upside-down pineapple necklace from Sun King. I haven’t worn it since we’ve been home because I’m afraid someone will know its significance out in the wild. Every time I’ve felt it bounce against my chest under my work polo today it’s been a reminder of what I have planned. It will be on display in my bodysuit, but no way Nico will know what it means.

I tell Nico I’ll meet him at the bar so I can make a grand entrance. I don’t change until I’m the last one in the office because I don’t want anyone at work to see me getting all dolled up like I’m going on a date. No one knows I’m meeting Nico for a drink—that I know of—but I don’t want any questions at all. Dark liner highlights my eyes and I wear a glossy red lipstick I haven’t taken out since Jamaica.

My hair has gotten longer since our vacation and falls to my waist, which was Max’s idea. He’s been fixated on one of the guys jerking off with my silky black hair. I was so dazed I don’t even remember that. I pull it back into a tight ponytail. I usually have it all twisted up into a bun or loose knot. Nico’s never seen how long my hair is. I hope he likes it.

The bar is a quiet, corner place a few blocks from work in a trendy, gentrifying part of the city. I hope no one else from work is there, but most of our coworkers live in the suburbs like me and head right home when the day is over. We’ve only gone to the bar for happy hour a handful of times.

My eyes need a moment to adjust to the dimness inside the bar, and I don’t see Nico. Alternative music from the 90s plays low in the background and baseball is on a television hanging behind the bar. The place is buzzing at 6:30 on a weeknight, which surprises me, but I’m a boring married woman from the suburbs. I don’t know about people hanging out in bars in the evening.

“Sasha,” Nico calls out.

I turn and see him waving from the far end of the bar. He’s tucked into a corner. I take a deep breath, plaster on a smile, and put a swing into my hips when I walk toward him. A couple of heads turn on the way, boosting my confidence. I can’t see Nico’s reaction until I’m close, but I’m pleased when I do. His gaze is glued to my braless breasts and their cute little bounce when I walk. I feel like my nipples are outlined and highlighted, but they can’t be that obvious. Funny how comfortable I became being fully naked and fucking in front of strangers on vacation and now I feel shy about pokies in my top.

“I saved a spot for you,” he says, finally looking up. I think he likes my lipstick too. I must look like an entirely different woman from the one he sees at work.

I pull Nico into a quick hug and kiss his cheek without thinking. It’s how I greet friends, not coworkers, except that I don’t even lean in to kiss his cheek to avoid body contact like I usually do, but press against him. It’s not ordinarily sexual or flirty, but it’s more intimate than I’ve ever greeted Nico before. And it feels flirty. His hand on the small of my back feels good, like a promise of things to come.

“Wow, you look great, Sasha. I feel underdressed. You should have warned me to up my game.”

I tug his shirt and smile. “No, you look cute. I like how you look.” He does, but why did I tell him that? He’s in a blue patterned shirt and a slim-fit pair of chinos.

“I’ll take cute, but you look…” Nico pauses to search for a word that’s not too far. I think—hope—he wanted to say I look hot, but we’re still supposed to just be two colleagues from work.

“Be honest, you didn’t recognize me, did you?”

Nico laughs. “I recognized you. I’d pick you out anywhere, Sasha. I just didn’t know you looked so different outside of work. If I did, I’d have asked you for a drink before now.”

“You should have.”

“I guess I didn’t have a reason.”

“We’re friends, right? You don’t need a reason.”

“My reason I asked you here, right. Let me order you a drink and I can tell you.”

Nico orders the dirty martini I request, and I squeeze past him onto the stool against the wall at the very end of the bar. Although the place is crowded, I still feel like we’re in our own little space. Nico is fidgety like my appearance has thrown him. Maybe he thinks this feels like a date too. He obviously knows I’m married, but does he still think he has a shot? We’re vibing for sure and I love the first date energy, even if I’m off-the-charts nervous.

It turns out Nico really had a reason to meet me outside of work. He has a job offer and he wants to know if I think he should take it. The job pays significantly more than he makes where we are, but it’s two hours away and he’d have to commute until his lease expires. He doesn’t mind that but worries jumping jobs might look bad because he’s been with us for less than a year.

I’m torn. My professional answer is to follow the money. Future employers won’t blame him for moving on from a starter job. If he stays with us, it will take at least a couple of years to move up and make the kind of money the new job is offering. We’re very in demand and never hurting for applicants. However, I’ve been here for twenty-five years and love our organization. I believe it’s a great place to grow your career.

I realize an ulterior motive while talking through the options. Encouraging Nico to take a new job makes what I’d like to do with him so much easier. Max and I were so turned on by the fantasy of bedding my younger coworker that we never thought about the future. I’m scared to do it because I don’t want everyone at work to think I’m a cheating slut, but that isn’t the only potential outcome.

If I sleep with Nico and the sex is good, why wouldn’t it become an ongoing thing? I know I keep moving the bar and a one-night stand with Nico was once unfathomable, but carrying on an affair with him truly isn’t something I want. Max couldn’t want it either. He’s always surprising me, but he couldn’t want me to have a boyfriend, right? Either way, I’m not the type of person to give Nico advice to get what I want. I just lay out his work options as I see them and tell him he needs to choose.

“Would you have jumped?” he asks.

“I don’t know. The world was very different when I was your age. People didn’t change jobs so often then.”

“When you were my age? You’re not ancient, Sasha.” Nico laughs.

“It’s good to know you don’t see me as ancient, but I didn’t exactly graduate and start working yesterday.”

“I just see you as a colleague. I don’t feel an age difference at all.”

I laugh this time. “That can’t possibly be true.”

“Seriously, Sasha. I watch you around the floor. You’ve got more energy than almost everyone there, and you’re always smiling and happy to be there like it’s your first day. And you look great.”

Nico drives the compliment home by drinking me in, and he doesn’t look at me like a woman who’s almost old enough to be his mother—if I’d had a kid really young.

“I look great for my age, you meant.”

“For any age, Sasha. Hell, you’re hotter than any of the girls I see on the apps, or in this bar.”

“So, I’m hot now?”

“Shit, did I cross a line?”

I love that he’s so respectful while checking me out at the same time. He’s interested but doesn’t want to be an asshole. It makes the thoughts that keep popping up in my mind even dirtier.

“I’ll take a guy your age telling me I’m hot anytime. Don’t hold back, Nico.”

“I’m not a kid. You don’t see me as a kid, do you?”

We both feel the moment. Electricity passes between us. He must feel that I do not see him as a kid—not anymore—and I know he sees me as a desirable woman. I brush my fingers over his hand and the bar is suddenly too warm.

“No, you are definitely not a kid, Nico. I don’t know any kids who look like you.”

“Like me?”

“You’re hot too, and I think you know it.” My fingers trace a pattern on the back of his hand. He turns it over, so I tickle his palm. He tickles back.

“I’m not a conceited jerk.”

“No, but confidence is sexy.”

“I’m not just hot. I’m sexy, too?”

Nico’s confidence grows and my cheeks flush. This is so different than Sun King. Nothing I did at the resort was a date. Max just put me out there and things happened. I almost felt like the men around there knew they had free use of me. The flirting was minimal, or it feels that way now. Clement hardly said two words to me before his hands were all over my body. But being here with Nico feels very much like a date.

“Did I say that?”

“I think you did. I guess we’re just two sexy people hanging out together.”

I laugh. “Sexy people hanging out together is fun. I’m new to being sexy. What do sexy people do when they hang out together?”

“I know what I want to do when I’m hanging out with someone sexy.” He smirks.

“Ooo, tell me.”

“I think you know.”

Insanity grips me—because that’s the only explanation—and I lean in, touch his smooth face, and kiss him. All the reasons kissing Nico is a terrible idea run through my head—including that we’re in a very public place—but they just make me want to do it even more. Our kiss starts soft and sweet, very much like a first kiss, but his fingers intertwine with mine and my lips part.

I think of how the men possessively kissed me at Sun King like they had a right to my body. It was thrilling, but the simple feeling of kissing a man because we like each other, and we’re caught in a moment—like normal dating people—is just as thrilling. I can’t remember how many boys I kissed first back in my young, single days. Not many because I didn’t have to. I haven’t felt this in so long. I flick my tongue back at his. I pretend Max is sitting somewhere in the bar watching us when I suck on Nico’s tongue. I miss having my husband watch me.

I could make out with Nico like this all night, but we are sitting in the bar and people must be wondering who this cradle robber is. God, someone from work could be here. I peel my lips back from his, smiling when I do.

“I didn’t see that coming.” Nico is flushed and stunned, but he looks happy I kissed him.

“I didn’t either. It just happened.”

“I’m glad it happened, I think.”

“You think?”

Nico holds my other hand and turns my wedding ring on my finger. “I like it, Sasha. Any man would like it. But, uh, you’re married.”

“I am.” I don’t know what else to say and I feel silly for being unprepared for this moment.

“Do you kiss other guys a lot?

Not until recently, I think. I say, “No, it’s not a habit.”

“I’m flattered then. I mean, no judgments but what’s the deal? I don’t want an angry husband beating down my door. Or are you guys in one of those ENM things?”

“ENM?”

“Ethical Non-Monogamy. Like, are you poly?”

I feel very old and silly for kissing a guy young enough to know these terms. I know Millennials have a much different approach to relationships, but I’ve never heard of ethical non-monogamy. I can guess the meaning, and I guess that is what Max and I are doing, but I’m not about to admit that to Nico. Why would I rather he thinks I’m cheating?

“We’re not ENM or poly, whatever that is, but you don’t need to worry about Max coming after you over a kiss.”

Nico’s hand rests on my thigh. My pulse races. “And if it’s more than a kiss?”

“Whatever happens tonight is between us, Nico. My being married isn’t a problem for you?”

“Not if it isn’t a problem for you. Not tonight.”

I kiss him again and shove my tongue into his mouth this time. His fingers tickle the back of my neck under my ponytail, giving me chills. His hand slides higher on my thigh but stops short of where I need it. We’re both breathless when this kiss ends.

“My place is right up the road,” he says.
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Itry to act normal all night, but I don’t think I do a good job. I tell the kids their mom is working late and make tacos. Carly asks if something is bothering me, and I put her off by telling her it was a rough day at work. I really did have a rough day because I couldn’t concentrate, but it had nothing to do with the actual work. I was too scattered to do any of it. I’ll have a lot of catching up to do tomorrow.

The darker part of my brain thought—hoped—that Sasha would hook up with Nico during work. The idea that she needs it so badly that she’d drag him into an empty room and blow him is so hot it makes my balls ache. If that’s too risky, she could take him out to her SUV in the parking lot and blow him in the backseat. She could even fuck him in there. Damn, thinking about my wife fucking her coworker in our car is intense.

I thought our adventures at Sun King were hard, but knowing Sasha is out there doing something with someone turns me inside out. I got a taste of it that morning when she was on the boat with Keely and that young guy. I thought I’d go mad being in the dark while she was having her fun that day, but I encouraged this anyway. I desperately want Sasha to get back on the horse—or a nice horsecock—and this opportunity just dropped into our laps. Flawed as it is, it’s too good to pass up.

I’m as worried about the complications as Sasha, but I haven’t shown it. I don’t want her to get a slutty reputation at work because she’s worked too hard to get to where she is in her career. One wrong move could destroy that. I also don’t want anyone to pity her poor, cuckolded husband. I don’t want people to think I’m weak or bad in bed because my wife is cheating on me. But I need my fix.

I’ve been trying to scratch that itch with fantasies and replaying our time in Jamaica in bed with Sasha, and it’s hot, but it’s not what I need. I need my sweet Sasha to fuck other men. I need Slutty Sasha to come out and play. I didn’t think I’d be able to live with her fucking someone without me there because I need to see it, but I’m finding this torturous anticipation to be its own thrill. I’m just praying she finds a way to record some of it, even if it’s only audio. I’ll live with hearing my wife come on another man’s cock if I have to.

And now I sit in the chair in the corner of our bedroom, waiting for Sasha to come home and tell me everything while she smells of illicit sex.
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I’m scrolling social media when the dog barks downstairs to let me know Sasha is here. I’m surprised it’s before eleven because I envisioned a fit young man like Nico going all night with my wife. I thought she’d drag herself in just before sunrise and call out sick from work the next day because she was so sore and exhausted.

Sasha takes her time making her way up to the bedroom and I force myself to stay put and not rush down to her. I want to know everything, and I want to know it five minutes ago. My balls ache because I’ve been hard virtually all night, but I refused to masturbate. I’m saving it for Sasha. Whenever I let my mind wander, I imagined some filthy thing Nico was doing to her.

I try to appear casual when she comes into the bedroom and closes the door behind her. She looks normal. I don’t know what I expected, but not this. That last night at Sun King she was left naked and marked by all the hands giving her rough treatment and covered with jizz. She looked like the well-used slut she was. Tonight, she just looks like my normal Sasha with her hair pulled back in a ponytail. The only telltale signs of her activity are the traces of worn away makeup and her bralessness.

“How was your evening?” she asks, setting a bag down at the foot of the bed. Her forced casual act is better than mine.

“Good. Made the kids dinner, got the homework done, the usual. Just hanging out waiting for you.”

“Here I am.” She holds out her arms like she’s presenting herself to me. I search her body for clues but see none.

“And how was your night? Did you get Nico sorted out?”

“I gave him the guidance he needed.”

“He’s a lucky young man to have such a hands-on mentor.”

Sasha smiles and purrs. “I was very hands-on tonight.”

“Tell me all about it.”

“Let me show you.”

Sasha pulls her phone from her back pocket and sits on my lap. I groan feeling that ass against my erection. She opens her gallery, scrolls to a video and hits play. She tries to hold the phone, but I take it and turn it sideways. Her arm is around me and she caresses my neck and shaved head.

The view isn’t great, but at least the small bedroom is well-lit. The camera is at an odd angle like she hastily propped it up against something. Sasha steps into view and her jeans are already off and the crotch of her bodysuit is unsnapped. Jealous anger burns through me that I missed something, but I know it was unreasonable to expect she could get it all from start to finish. Her ass looks great with the loose bodysuit flapping against it. Did Sasha undress for him or did he peel her clothes off? I have so many questions.

Nico is naked beside a full-sized bed—his I assume. He’s a handsome young guy with almost no body fat and a thick head of black hair. He looks like he could be Filipino. I see why Sasha found him attractive, and that was before she saw what he was packing. He’s only at half-mast, but his cock is impressive. He doesn’t have the monster that Nigel or Clement did, but he’s thick and built to please. It pulses with his heartbeat. I’m offended that he’s not rock-hard for my wife until I realize he’s probably already given her a load, either in her mouth or her cunt. Damn, I want every detail.

They kiss beside the bed. Sasha initiates it, grabbing his face to pull him down to her. He isn’t much taller than she is. He finishes undressing her, pulling the bodysuit off her raised arms. He dips to suckle her tits and she moans, pulling him toward the bed. They fall on it in a tangle.

“I feel like I missed something,” I say, eyes glued to the phone. Nico’s on top of her, face buried in her tits. Sasha moans encouragement and rakes her fingers through his thick hair.

“Sorry, everything started happening the moment we stepped foot in his apartment. We were all over each other and ended up on his couch. I think we would have done it there, but I made him stop to go to the bedroom. I was hoping I could figure out a way to take my phone out.”

“He didn’t fuck you on the couch?”

“God, I wanted him to, but no. We were going at it like crazy. I felt like I was at one of those parties back in college and met a cute boy. He peeled my jeans off, but I had to help him unsnap my bodysuit. Then he went down on me.”

“Fuck,” I moan, half because I’m picturing it and because he’s also moving south again in the video. That kid couldn’t get enough of my wife’s pussy. “I bet you loved that.”

Sasha giggles contentedly like she’s remembering how it felt. “I could have let him lick me all night. Nico was really into it. I think the whole building heard me screaming. I had to shove him away because it was too much.”

“I bet you came so hard, babe.”

“Twice.”

Her legs are over his shoulders in the video, and I mostly see him stretched out on the bed, feet dangling off the end. All I see of Sasha are her legs in the air. I hear her. My wife’s desperate moans are loud and clear. “Yesss…ahhh god…yesss…”

“After that, he pulled my mouth to his cock. I’d been taking the lead up until then, and that’s when it knew it was on.”

“He fucked your mouth?” The way I moan it is embarrassing, like all I want is this kid to fuck my wife’s throat.

“No. He showed me what he wanted, but then let me do my thing. I think he wanted to see how much I wanted it.”

“You wanted it.”

“I did, honey. I sucked him so good. Nico came so quickly. Are you proud of me?” She grinds her ass in my lap when she says it and I almost make a mess.

“I need to know what you did.”

“Yes, sir.”

Sasha slips off my lap and I’m momentarily distracted from the video by the way she wiggles her hips to roll those tight jeans down. She unsnaps her bodysuit but leaves it on, so she’s just like how she was for Nico. She kneels before me and pulls down my sweatpants.

“Ahhh…fuck…” I groan when she starts sucking.

I grit my teeth and draw on every reserve to keep from filling her mouth in two seconds. Sasha makes love to my cock, and I can only imagine that this hot MILF doing the same to Nico blew his mind. She licks and kisses my shaft up and down, even holding it up to tongue my balls.

“I loved how he was clean-shaven down there. You should think about doing it too, and maybe you’d get more of this,” she says before sucking and savoring my balls while she pumps my shaft. My proudest moment might be that I don’t erupt on the spot.

I return to the video while Sasha deep-throats my cock because watching her will make me lose it. Nico’s face is still buried between her legs and she’s screaming like he’s murdering her. The kid must be an expert because she sounds like she’s coming non-stop. Her heels hammer his back, but he keeps on licking her. Nico only stops when Sasha shoves his head away.

“Please…I need you to fuck me…” she pants in the video. That’s my girl.

“Tell me again,” Nico demands, rising over her.

“I need you to fuck me. Now.” Sasha sounds so needy for his cock.

Sasha pulls off my cock in the bedroom and stands, pulling me out of the chair. She wants me on the bed. I pause the video.

“You have to reclaim me properly, Max. Like you did in Jamaica.”

“Do you mean?”

She nods, smiling submissively, and pulls off the bodysuit. I throw off my clothes too. I’m torn because I want this so badly, but I need to watch the video. I need to see what Sasha did. She reads my mind.

“I want you to keep watching the video. I want you to see how slutty I was while you take my ass.”

“Goddam, you’re the hottest wife on the planet.”

Sasha hands me a bottle of lube from her nightstand. She bought it as soon as we returned from Jamaica, but we’ve only used it a handful of times when we’ve relived that final night. She says she loves that her ass is mine alone. I want to tell her how much I’d love to see a guy like Clement tear it apart, but I can’t. She gets up on all fours on the bed.

I push my fingers into her pussy first and it’s a soaked, sloppy mess. How much of that is her excitement and how much is what Nico left there? I know better than to think she made him wear a condom. My wife loves the feeling of men packing their jizz inside her. It’s risky, but she doesn’t care. The risk is part of what makes it hot. I’m more torn about it. The chance that a random guy is going to knock her up at forty-six is slim, but it’s there. I’d be horrified if that happened, but it drives me wild that Sasha doesn’t care about the danger and just wants it.

Sasha groans when I squeeze a pussy-slick finger past her tight knot. She buries her face in the comforter and pushes her ass higher. I slowly finger her ass and she purrs like a cat. I don’t know how much this hurts—she’s never said more than she needs a minute to get used to it—but that doesn’t seem to matter. Sasha just loves surrendering her ass to me. I generously lube my fingers before adding a second to her back door. She grips them tightly, but they slide smoothly in and out of her.

“Mmm, I’m ready. Fuck my ass, honey. Claim what’s yours!”

“And you want me to watch you?”

“Yesss…that will be so hot, Max.”

I don’t know if she’s playing it up for me, but Sasha hasn’t been like this since Sun King. Slutty Sasha is in full control. Nico is very lucky that he got to meet her. She wiggles her ass impatiently. I wonder if she’d find someone else to fill it if I made her wait too long. She says it’s mine, but is any part of her truly mine anymore? I doubt it when she’s Slutty Sasha.

I wipe my hands on my discarded t-shirt before I grab her phone. It takes a minute to figure out, but I lay the phone on her arched back and hit play. Sasha reaches between them in the video to put Nico inside her. I can’t see the details, but I know what her motions mean. I’m still mostly seeing him on top of her. Her long, slow moan tells me when he puts it inside her. I’m watching another man fuck my wife yet again. It’s all I need to see.

I grunt when I force my dick into her ass. Sasha is tight as hell back there. She gasps and pants and I feel her trying to relax around me. Her muscles ripple on my shaft. It’s heaven. I know this must hurt and I’d feel bad if I wasn’t watching her get a deep dicking from another man while I’m burying my cock in her ass.

“Ahhh…Maxxx…I feel so full…you’re so big back there…ahhh…”

“You want…all the…fucking…cock…babe…” I grunt driving it deeper into her anal chute.

“I do…I admit it…ahhh god…I do…I want all the cock…”

I feel so decadent sliding my dick in and out of my wife’s ass while I watch Nico fucking her on a screen balanced on her back. Their coupling is disconcerting because he takes her slow and sensually like he’s savoring my wife. Sasha hooks her arms under his to dig her claws into his shoulders and moans like she loves it. Her legs wrap around his waist and her heels spur him deeper into her. It looks too close to making love and my stomach boils. I drive it harder into her ass and Sasha whines and tenses.

“Ahhh god…yesss…take me…I’m yoursss…” Sasha moans to me.

On the video, she cries, “AHHH! YES! AHHH GOD! NICO YESSS!” It’s surreal to hear Sasha moaning for Nico on the video and moaning for me in real time. It’s ecstasy in stereo. How did we get here?

Nico pulls out and turns Sasha over. We’re in the same position as he thrusts back into her from behind. He holds her hips just like I am now and drills her deep. Sasha begs for more. She demands, “Ahhh god…fuck me…fuck me…”

“So fucking hot…can’t get enough…fucking sexy…” Nico grunts.

“Yesss…yesss…yesss…”

I subconsciously match Nico. I fuck Sasha’s ass faster to match him. He grabs her long ponytail and I wrap her hair around my fist and yank when I shank it in her ass. Sasha shrieks like she does for Nico in the video. He picks it up, and so do it. It’s hard to match his pace when I’m in her much tighter ass, but I do my damnedest. I slam her ass so hard that the phone slips off her back. I ride her like a galloping horse. I love that her hair is long enough now for me to use it like this while I ride her.

Sasha’s tight ass milks the cum right out of me. I roar and feel like I shoot a gallon inside her. I’ve been building it up all night while I tortured myself with fantasies of Nico using her, and I give it all to Sasha. I’m so keyed up my heart feels like it’s going to explode out of my chest. She sags to the mattress, and I fall back against the headboard, sweating and panting.

Her phone is facedown on the bed, but I still hear the audio. Sasha shrieks and Nico grunts. It sounds like the big finish. Nico left one load in my wife’s mouth and one in her cunt. I completed the night’s trifecta by depositing mine in her ass. I watch her sweaty body on the bed and try to reconcile that this woman who’s had every hole filled tonight is also my wife, the dedicated baseball mom and home and school association volunteer.

I try to picture her in a baggy sweatshirt and leggings, with her hair piled into a messy bun on her head, working the snack bar, but that’s not the woman in front of me. All I see is Slutty Sasha. Slutty Sasha would be blowing the baseball dads behind the snack bar. I didn’t work too hard to pair both of her sides in Jamaica because we were far away from home and our normal lives didn’t apply. Playing at home feels very different. I love her dirty side as much as before, but it’s hard seeing it in the context of our real lives. I wonder how long she can be both women before she changes too much.

“Are you okay?” Sasha asks. She’s rolled onto her side and looks back at me.

“Yeah, I’m good. I got exactly what I wanted, why wouldn’t I be?”

“You just have a really weird look on your face, and that was kind of rough just now.”

“Shit, sorry babe. Did I hurt you? Was it too much?”

Sasha smiles and it’s easy to see the wife I know. I love that sweet smile. “Getting pounded in the butt is always going to hurt, Max, but it’s okay. I like it.” She rubs my leg. “I like seeing the tiger come out in you. I’m just worried this is all too much. I know this must be hard on you.”

“It shouldn’t be. It’s not. Really, I’m good Sasha.”

“Are you sure? You don’t look good.”

“Come here.”

I hold out my arms and Sasha snuggles into them. The familiar scent of her flowery shampoo is reassuring, even if it’s cut with the smell of sweaty sex. This is my wife. She’s just different now. Sasha can deny it all she likes, but I did not come home with the same wife I took to Jamaica—not exactly. I love both versions of her.

“Maybe it was a bad idea to bring this home,” she says. “Max, you have to know that I don’t need this. Nico was fun, like Sun King was fun, but you’re all I need. I told you I didn’t think this fit into our lives, and maybe I was right.”

I want to believe her so badly, but I’ll never believe Sasha doesn’t need it. She swore she could never behave like this at home, but now she’s done it. I don’t blame her. We’re in this together, and I need her slutty side as much as she needs to let it out. I’m okay with all that as long as I get what I want too. I can accept her having numbers two, three, four, and five if I remain number one.

“I love you. You don’t have to apologize for any part of you, Sasha. I’m just having a moment of cognitive dissonance having this version of you at home.”

“We can put this away. I don’t want to do this if it hurts you. If you can’t handle it…”

“No, that’s not what I want.”

The words rush out of my mouth. I might be struggling with having Slutty Sasha at home, but I don’t want her to stop. I’ll wake up in the morning and be fine. The immediate aftermath, when her cries of ecstasy with another man still ring in my head, is the hard part. I had moments of doubt at Sun King too, but I still escorted Sasha to a gangbang, and I wouldn’t change a thing.

“I just need a minute afterward, that’s all. I’m sure you understand. Sharing my wife takes some getting used to.”

“But you don’t have to get used to it. That’s what I’m trying to say.”

“Look at me, Sasha.” I wait until she sits up and turns. She’s never looked more alive. I’d never take this away from her. I don’t even want to. “Tell me you could walk away from this part of you and never miss it. There’s a reason we didn’t leave Slutty Sasha in Jamaica, even though you swore this could never happen at home.”

Her eyes shift away for a second, but she is honest to a fault. I love that about her. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t miss it, but we’re more important than sex.”

“Hot, dirty sex. Forbidden sex.”

Sasha smiles. That’s my girl. “Yes, very hot, very dirty sex. I love it, and you know I do. But I love you more, Max.”

“And I’m saying you can have both.”

“It’s just like the feminists said, a girl really can have it all.”

We both laugh.

“Not sure this is what they meant, but yes, you can have it all, Sasha. I want you to have it all.”

“Because you’re so altruistic.”

“Hey, I’m a giver!”

“Right. It’s got nothing to do with how hard this all makes you.” She grabs my slippery, spent cock to make her point.

“That’s just a nice side effect.”

“You’re evil, Mr. Wagner.”

“Right back at you, Mrs. Wagner.”

“I guess I should start looking for my next victim.”

“Nico doesn’t get a repeat performance? Seems like you had a good time with him.”

“He was great. God, his dick was strong. It felt more like a sex toy than a real one. But no. I don’t want attachments. This only works if we keep it about sex. You’re the only steady man I want in my life. Besides, I suspect Nico is going to be taking a job out of town.”

“All the more reason to give him a proper goodbye, but you’re in the driver’s seat, babe. If you’re happy, I’m happy.”

“So sweet. That’s why I love you, Max. I’m going to grab a shower. I’m very dirty.”

“Yes, you are.”

Sasha hops off the bed and winces. “Wow, my butt is really sore.”

“Sorry, babe. I’ll take it easy on you next time.”

“Don’t you dare!”

I watch my wife disappear into the bathroom and think I’m so lucky to have my Slutty Sasha. Our time at Sun King changed us, but I must believe it’s for the better. A part of Sasha needs to surrender to other men like she did on our vacation, and part of me needs to see her do it. I don’t care if the ride is rough. I’d be worried if it wasn’t and I didn’t feel jealousy watching her. I can’t wait to see what—who—she does next!
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hannah surrenders to the landlords


[image: Book cover]


Newly separated Hannah Peterson thinks she’s found the perfect little apartment to start her new life. She loves its unusual character and her landlords, who live right downstairs, are cool and very friendly. Paige and Nate Rawlings are everything Hannah wants to be in her new life: edgy, trendy, and arty. They are also deeply in love, as Hannah hears every night through the heating vents.

Overhearing her landlords’ active love life has Hannah longing to jump-start her own. Dating for the first time in decades and navigating the apps has been a nightmare. She doesn’t know how many more mediocre men she can take. It’s almost enough to send her running back to her husband, Tom, who’d take her back in a heartbeat.

Hannah longs for what Paige and Nate have but is torn when she realizes they’re willing to open their bedroom and share it. That sort of thing just isn’t done in the suburbs where Hannah’s spent most of her life. The Rawlings offer forbidden temptations but accepting them just feels wrong. When the landlords finally seduce the proper suburban wife, she can’t help but surrender.

COMING MARCH 26TH! PRE-ORDER NOW!


sasha’s vacation surrender
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The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

Buy the series today!


sam surrenders to the neighbors
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Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

Purchase now!


hot dates: the complete trilogy
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Most women would throw something at their husband if he asked them to sleep with other men. But Dana Richardson is NOT most women. After a history of adventurous, kinky fun, Dana isn’t intimidated when Dave confesses his long-held secret fantasy. After some careful thought, she agrees to give it a try, with no promises on how far she’ll go. Discovering the thrill of meeting new men and their attraction to her proves an incredible aphrodisiac, so Dana throws caution to the wind as her husband drives her to abandon all limits.

But when a dangerous new lover emerges to push Dana to her sensual extremes, can their marriage survive her new cravings and Dave’s powerful obsession?

Purchase now!


magic hands
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Cori Lynch spent the last decade raising her children and is ready to return to the workforce; working as a massage therapist is the perfect fit for her schedule and her desire to help people. Cori knows she can make a difference, improving her clients’ well-being by using her skilled hands.

Cori quickly learns that many of her coworkers are using their talents for much more than working out kinks and treating sore, strained muscles. Cori’s shock turns to curiosity and then to temptation as she peppers her new work friend Mayde with questions.

Cori’s husband Dylan was already enduring happy ending jokes from his best friend Baines when Cori became a massage therapist, putting the possibility of “extras” front of mind even before his wife shared the news of her coworkers’ special services. It’s not something Cori would ever do, of course, but the revelation propels Dylan’s mind to consider outlandish and forbidden fantasies.

Magic Hands is the story of a couple tempted to explore dark possibilities and suppressed desires. Can a typical suburban couple resist such temptations? Can their marriage survive if they give in?

Purchase now!


sexy tumbles
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Goody-two-shoes Kris finds her dormant naughty side ignited when she discovers an old couples’ sex game while helping to clean out the neighbors’ garage. Everyone is shocked when Kris is the one to suggest they give Sexy Tumbles a try, but her husband and their best friends are all in. Long-simmering crushes and secret desires explode out into the open when these two couples place themselves at the mercy of the erotic game.

Purchase now!


gentrified
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Jessica is a fish out of water when her husband, Kyle, moves their family from the cushy suburbs to a fixer-upper in an up-and-coming neighborhood in the city. The new arrivals get the cold shoulder from most of the neighborhood old-timers, except for one. Winston has designs on Jessica the moment he sees her on the street. After deciding he must have her, Winston sets about seducing the pretty young mom and making sure he has her husband’s blessing when he does it.

But no great plan comes off without a hitch, and when Winston meets Jessica’s best friend Nicole he finds his attention split. Can Winston seduce Jessica while romancing her best friend? Will Nicole be a wrench in his plans, or become an unexpected ally?

Purchase now!

These and other titles are available at online booksellers


amy makes the naughty list
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Amy has never understood her husband Kevin’s obsession with her high school boyfriend Rob. What kind of husband wants to hear how another man rocked his wife’s world…over and over again? Amy was okay with it because Rob was safely in her past.

The past becomes the present when Amy and Kevin travel back to her small hometown for Thanksgiving and drinks with friends the night before lands them face-to-face with Rob. All the old feelings come rushing back when Amy sees her high school love is even more handsome and chiseled than ever. She hopes Kevin doesn’t notice the effect Rob has on her. She needn’t worry. Kevin is too distracted making Rob his new best friend to notice.

A nightcap with Rob at their old love nest leads to a strange, wild night the couple will never forget. Amy does things she never dreamed she would as a married woman, and Kevin is there for it all!

The couple is forever changed. Amy knows Rob should be returned to the past after that night, but temptation is so hard to resist, and her husband doesn’t want her to resist! Seeing Rob again at Christmastime is probably the worst idea, but another get-together is all Kevin wants for Christmas and Amy will give it to him, just as a good wife should. Can Kevin handle getting the ultimate Christmas present? And can Amy ever free herself from the grip of desire for the best lover she’s ever had?

ORDER NOW!


about the author


“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran on Twitter or by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.
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