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CHAPTER 1

Marianne and I were walking along the beautiful tourist beach, holding hands, when her steps slowed down and her eyes widened in surprise.

“Oh,” Marianne whispered.

“Hmmm? What is it?” I asked my pretty wife. I followed Marianne’s gaze to check what caused her to react that way. There were many tourists on the beautiful, white-sand beach along the coast of Palm Point. They were enjoying the view of the blue ocean, sitting on beach mats under big, colorful umbrellas, eating chocolate ice cream, reading books, getting suntanned. People were swimming and playing frisbee and beach volleyball and taking lots of photos.

“Babe?” I asked Marianne again.

She turned to me and squeezed my hand. She took a deep breath and smiled. “I just saw Simon. Let’s keep walking, please. He’s walking towards us.”

“Simon?” I asked her.

“Um, we used to be together.”

“Your, uh, ex-boyfriend?”

“Yes, I mentioned him to you once,” Marianne said. Simon? I remember Marianne talking about him. This was before we got married. She didn’t provide many details and I didn’t ask.

Marianne and I kept walking. I scanned the crowd of people. The sun was high up in the sky and it was hot. “Where is he?”

“Um, he’s straight ahead of us,” Marianne said. “He’s looking at me.”

I grinned at my wife. Marianne was wearing a pastel-colored bikini top and white dolphin shorts. Her hair was down, billowing in the warm wind. She looked like a model – tall and gorgeous and smoking hot. “Babe,” I said, smiling. “Every guy here is admiring you. Who among them is Simon?”

“He’s walking towards us,” Marianne said. She sounded nervous, but not in a bad way. It was nervousness mixed with something else. Perhaps excitement? “He’s the tall guy. He’s wearing white shorts. The one with the dreads.”

“Ah,” I said, finally seeing the guy she was talking about. My heart sank a little. The man looked physically better than me in every way. The sinking feeling only lasted a few seconds. I quickly recovered. She’s my wife’s ex-boyfriend. Ex.

Simon stopped in front of us. He gave me a quick, casual nod and then he smiled at my wife. Simon wasn’t alone. He was with a friend.

“Hey, Marianne,” Simon said. My wife looked up and smiled at him. Simon is a tall guy. He is taller than me. He is built. He has broad shoulders and muscular arms and he has a six-pack. I stood straighter and tucked my waist in. Simon has that air of careless confidence you only see in successful athletes.

“Hey, Simon,” Marianne said. There was a pause. We were standing under the wide shade of a palm tree. People were walking all around us. Party music was playing from food stands. A group of friends was happily playing beach volleyball a couple of meters away from us. They were laughing, teasing each other.

“Nice to meet you here,” Simon said.

“Um, yeah. This is my husband —”

“Brent, right? Brent Watson? The man, the legend.” Simon said, all confident charm. He shook my hand. His grip was hard. “The luckiest guy.”

“Hey,” I said, keeping my voice cool. “How are you?”

“Good, very good. This is Travis,” Simon pointed with his thumb at the man beside him. “He’s a co-worker. We’re here on a company retreat. We’ll be here until Monday.”

Travis nodded at me. He shook my hand. His grip was even harder than his friend’s. Does he want to break the bones in my hand? Travis is as tall as I am, but he is wider and more compact. He’s muscular like Simon, but he isn’t lean. His chest and arms are full of tattoos. They are symbols that show his life’s journey, or they could just be an assortment of meaningless displays. Who knows? There was an intensity to this guy. He had none of Simon’s charm.

“Nice to meet you, guys,” Travis said, glancing at my face with little interest. He turned his attention to my wife. Simon and Travis checked Marianne out. Their eyes roamed all over her sexy body. I stood there and watched them as they took their time. I should have said something, but what was there to say? Travis nodded. There was a slight smile on his lips. He was impressed by what he was seeing. His day just got better. Simon took a half step closer to Marianne.

“So, man,” Simon turned to Travis. “Marianne used to be my ex-girlfriend.” Simon glanced at me, maybe waiting for me to say something. Really? Throwing that thing immediately out there? Just casually saying that you’re my wife’s ex without being asked.

“Really, dude?” Travis asked. He leaned on the trunk of the palm tree. “Is that true?”

“We used to date for a couple of months,” Marianne said casually to Travis. “Simon and I were together for a while, but then we broke up, and I met Brent.” Marianne turned to me and squeezed my hand and gave me a loving smile. Travis shrugged. Simon continued smiling. He already knows about this. I still win in the end, huh? Guys, what can you say about that? I had a proud look on my face.

“So, you two are here on vacation?” Simon asked.

“Yeah,” I answered. Marianne’s eyes moved from Simon to Travis, meeting their glances. “On vacation. Yeah, you know. Just a getaway, a quick break from city life. Marianne loves the beach.”

“Yeah, I know,” Simon said, looking at the white sand and the clear blue water. “Marianne and I had been here in Palm Point a couple of times before. When we were together.”

“We’ve been here twice,” Marianne corrected him, her voice soft.

“This place is gorgeous,” Travis said, openly leering at Marianne. He didn’t seem to be interested in the view of the amazing beach. Marianne noticed Travis openly admiring her. She glanced at me and smiled. She is used to it. She is used to men appreciating her. She deals with it every day, especially at work. Marianne smiled sweetly at Travis. She looked at his complicated tattoos. My pretty wife looked like she was admiring them.

“So? Where are you guys staying?” Simon asked.

“We’re at The Peninsula,” I said.

“We’re staying there, too!” Simon said happily. “How about that? I’m staying on the  tenth floor.”

“I’m on the eighth,” Travis said, looking at Marianne’s slender legs.

“We’re also on the eighth floor,” Marianne said.

“That’s a happy coincidence,” Simon said. He was standing very close to my wife, his hands in his pockets. Travis was only a few feet away, arms crossed, leaning on the thick trunk of the palm tree.

“Uh, so, we have to go back to the hotel for lunch,” I said. I placed my right arm around Marianne’s shoulders.

“How about we meet later?” Simon said.

“That’s a good idea,” Travis said.

“What do you think, babe?” Marianne looked at me and asked.

“Uh. I’m not —”

“Come on, man,” Simon said to me, placing his big hand on my shoulder, squeezing it with his heavy palm, all friendly. “Let’s hang out tonight, around, I don’t know, nine or ten? The four of us. We’re all friends here, right?”

“Yeah, we’re all friends,” Travis said grumpily. Marianne looked at him. He gave her a genuine smile and winked at her. She smiled back.

“I don’t know, man,” I said, my voice more steady. You’re my wife’s ex-boyfriend, sure. But I don’t know you. Not at all. I’ve heard of you before, but this is the first time I’ve seen you. You’re a stranger. You and that friend of yours who has been ogling my wife since the first moment he laid eyes on her. You’re both strangers. So, no, buddy, Marianne and I won’t be hanging out with you two. I didn’t say any of those.

“Sure?” Simon said, looking a bit disappointed.

“Yeah, sorry about that,” I said, pretending to be sad about it. “Marianne and I have other plans tonight.”

Marianne looked at the two men. “Sorry, Simon,” she said gently.

“That’s okay,” Simon said. “Anyway, Travis and I and maybe some of our friends will hang out in that coffee shop outside the hotel later. You two can join us if you change your mind.”

“Alright,” I said. “We have to go.”

“It’ll be fun and relaxing,” Simon said, still selling me the idea. “I have lots of stories to tell.”

“Stories?” I stopped and asked him.

“About your pretty wife. She was a wild one before you two met. She had been in a lot of mischief. Ain’t that right, Marianne?”

My wife was blushing. She looked at me shyly and then turned to her ex-boyfriend. “Um, that was in the past,” she said. Simon grinned at her.

“If you say so,” Simon said.

“Mischiefs?” I asked Marianne curiously. Her face was flushed.

“That was before we got together, babe, she said softly. Simon was watching us.

“See you guys around,” Travis said. I nodded at the two guys and then Marianne and I walked in the direction of our hotel. She was a wild one, Simon said. What did he mean by that? I glanced at Marianne. She was looking ahead, not meeting my gaze, her cheeks blushing cutely.


CHAPTER 2

We were in our hotel room. It was about two in the afternoon. We finished our lunch an hour ago. I was on the couch with the TV remote in my hand. Marianne was sitting on the bed. She was leaning on the soft, upholstered headboard.

Marianne was checking the beach photos we had taken, selecting the ones she would upload to her social media. She would probably post one or two photos of herself in a bikini. Most of her posts would be beautiful pictures of the water, the sunrise, the green palm trees, and the rest would be photos of the two of us.

Earlier, we politely asked some tourists to take our photos. The tourists were delighted to do it, especially the male ones. They took their time. More than half of the pictures they had taken were focused on Marianne. I wasn’t even included in some of the pictures.

A basketball game between the Sundale City Chargers and the Saint Michael Bulls was on TV. It was the third game of seven. The Bulls were leading. Marianne and I are both from Saint Michael. It was the fourth quarter and the Bulls were up by four points. It was an exciting game. I should be on the edge of my seat. I should be clapping and cheering support for my team, but my mind wasn’t on the game.

There was something more important on my mind right now. I lowered the volume of the TV and looked at Marianne. We had showered together earlier and now she was wearing a black T-shirt and high-waisted shorts. Her hair was a little damp. We haven’t talked yet about the interaction earlier with her ex and his friend.

She was a wild one, Simon said, his words repeating in my head. What does that mean? Come on, Brent. You know what he means by that. It means exactly what he said. Marianne has a wild history – a phase in her life where she probably dated around. Maybe more than that? I steadied my breathing. I placed my palm on my chest. I could feel my heart thumping.

That interaction earlier on the beach has done something to me. I want to know more of my wife’s wild adventures. I need to have all the details.

I work in a bank. My background is in finance. I look at numbers and graphs and decimal points all day long. I have to know the details. That’s my nature. Every single one. I have to get to the bottom of this. Is it true? Is Simon telling the truth? Marianne told me that it was all in the past. How long in the past? Before Marianne and I met? That was what Simon said.

“Are you okay, babe?” Marianne asked me from the bed, her voice was sweet with a little concern in them. “You look like you were thinking deeply about something.”

“Ah, it’s a minor thing,” I smiled at her.

“You seem uninterested in the game,” Marianne said. “First time I’ve seen you like that. Are you feeling well?” Marianne placed her phone down and walked over to me. She sat on the hotel chair beside me and curiously looked at my face. She placed her palm on my forehead. I grinned to show her that it was nothing.

“You’re a bit hot,” my gorgeous wife said, slightly worried. She placed her other palm on her forehead, measuring her own temperature. “But you’re as hot as I am.”

“Ah, no,” I said. “You’re way hotter. But no, really. I’m okay. It was very hot outside. It’s normal.” I looked at Marianne’s long legs.

“Hmmm, okay,” Marianne stood up and then walked over to the hotel fridge. I followed her round butt and the alluring sway of her hips. I took a deep breath. How many men had her before me? Come on, man. That’s irrelevant. She’s your wife now. What she did before you met her doesn’t matter now. Yeah, I know. It is irrelevant. But, well, uh, how many men?

Marianne took a cold bottle of water from the fridge and handed it to me. She opened her backpack, which was on top of the table. She pulled out a small green bag and took a vitamin tablet. She sat on the chair beside me.

“Here, drink this. Drink all the water, okay? You need to hydrate, babe,” Marianne said. After drinking the water, I leaned back on my chair and placed my hand on her thigh. Marianne smiled when she noticed that I was hard.

“Your ex is a bit of an asshole, isn’t  he?” I asked Marianne.

“Um, yeah. You’re right. Simon is like that. Sometimes he’s okay. Sometimes he’s a jerk. He can be a bit annoying.”

“How long had you been together?” I asked her.

Marianne crossed her legs and looked at me curiously. “Just a couple of months. He was my boyfriend before you, babe. Alicia introduced us. Our relationship was, um, very passionate, but he wasn’t husband material. It took me some time to realize that he wouldn’t change. He’s not like you. Are you jealous of him?”

“What? Me? Jealous?” I asked, shaking my head while grinning stupidly, convincing myself that I was telling the truth. “Not at all.”

“You’re a better man than him,” Marianne said sweetly. She faced me and then took my hand. “You’re cuter than him, you’re smarter, and you have a kind heart. Those are the reasons I fell in love with you. Don’t worry about him.”

Don’t worry about him? Isn’t that what wives say to their husbands before they cheat on them? Don’t worry about him. He’s just a friend. He’s just a co-worker. He’s my ex. Nothing to worry about. Everything is okay.

Marianne gave me a kiss and then she went back to the bed. She continued checking the photos we had taken earlier on the beach today. After about a minute, I heard a notification alert from her phone.

“Oh. Simon messaged me,” Marianne said.

“What did he say?” I asked my wife quickly. I muted the TV and joined her on the bed. I sat beside her, our backs on the headboard. My heart was beating faster than normal. My eyes felt hot.

“He said it was nice seeing me again and, um, that he misses me.”

“Yeah?”

“There’s another text.”

“What is it?”

“Uh, well,” Marianne hesitated. She was blushing again. She blushes very easily.

“Yeah.”

“Simon said that I’m, uh, hot.”

“Can I read it?” I asked Marianne.

She handed me her phone. My hand was shaking a little, but I steadied it. I read the text from Simon. It was nice seeing you again, love, the text said. I missed you, you know. Also, you still look so fucking hot. You’re even hotter now that you’re married! You gave me a hard-on as you always do.

“Sorry, babe. That’s just how he texts. Should I block him?”

“Uh, what?”

“I mean, I’ll block Simon if you want,” Marianne said, though I could detect from the tone of her voice that she was hoping for me to say no. Or am I only imagining it? Should I tell Marianne to block her ex-boyfriend? This is a very important question. This could very well decide the trajectory of our relationship. No, I’m thinking too much about it. It was just a text from her ex-boyfriend. It was flirty. Well, it was more than flirty. It was the text of a man looking for a chance to fuck her again. That much was obvious. But nothing would happen, of course. Nothing, right? Anyway, I told Marianne earlier that I wasn’t jealous. Telling her to block Simon would make me appear insecure. Really, my man? That’s the reason? You don’t want to appear jealous?

I was still holding her phone. You look so fucking hot, Marianne. You gave me a hard-on. Simon is direct. I’ll give him that. He has no self-restraint. He’s a jerk. How did Marianne fall for someone like that? Well, he has the looks and the physique of a professional athlete. Women swoon over that kind. Also, he backs it with charm and confidence. I could see Marianne falling for him.

“Babe?” Marianne asked, looking curiously at me.

“Ah, it’s okay,” I found myself saying. I handed her phone back. “You don’t have to block him. I mean, you can do that if you want. But, I don’t know. It’s okay. No big deal. Will you reply to his text?”

“I’m not sure what to reply to that,” Marianne said.

“Did he always text like that when the two of you were still together?” I asked Marianne. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath her tiny black T-shirt. I could see the shape of her yummy nipples.

“Hmmm, yeah. Simon was always like that. He likes to tease me a lot. He also liked it very much when I sent, you know, photos.”

“Uh, photos of yourself?” I asked Marianne, looking at her gorgeous face. My throat felt dry. I swallowed.

“Yeah, sometimes videos,” Marianne said, slightly blushing.

“Oh, wow. What kinds of videos?”

“Um, the sexy kinds,” Marianne said.

“Lucky guy,” I said softly. My wife sent her ex-boyfriend sexy photos and videos when they were still dating. She sends me photos, too, of course, but they are the kinds where she just looks cute and gorgeous. Mostly, she just wants to show me her office outfit. They are sweet and wholesome pictures, but I wouldn’t call them sexy. She looks sexy and hot in all of them, yes, but I feel that what she sent to Simon before was more than that.

“Do you think I should reply to him?” Marianne asked me.

“I—I guess, yeah. I mean, Simon could see that you received his message and that you’ve read it.” You gave me a hard on, Simon texted to my wife. And what should she reply to that very gentlemanly text?

“I’ll just say that it was also nice meeting him again,” Marianne said, and then started typing on her phone. We were both lying in the comfortable bed now. It was warm inside the hotel room and I was slightly sweaty. We could close the balcony door and turn on the AC, but I liked hearing the sounds coming from the beach – music and laughter of tourists and the calming sound of the waves.

“There, l sent it,” Marianne said. She turned on her side and faced me. I smiled at her and then placed my hand on her slim waist. I moved my hand down and rubbed her thigh and then squeezed her round butt.

“Can I see those photos and videos that you sent to Simon when you were still together?” I asked Marianne in a cool voice.

“Um, sure, babe, if you want,” my wife said. She checked the apps on her phone and clicked the photo gallery. She scrolled down. Marianne told me her phone’s password when she became my fiancée, but I have never tried checking her phone’s contents. I never had a reason to do so. Marianne scrolled further down.

“The photos and videos are not here. Sorry, babe. I think I deleted them when I changed phones,” Marianne said.

“Oh, that’s alright,” I said, disappointed. I really wanted to see what she sent Simon. Were those pictures of her with her perfect tits out? Maybe they were photos while she was on the bed in her old apartment with her legs spread open, showing her ex-boyfriend her pink pussy? Perhaps she sent Simon a video of her playing with her delicious clit, a video of her coming and squirting. I really wanted to see those.

“I thought they were still in this phone,” Marianne said. “I have forgotten about them. I’ve sent them to him quite a long time ago.”

A long time ago? I don’t think so, babe. Marianne and I are recently married. We’re practically newlyweds. We are still in our honeymoon stage. This means that her relationship with Simon was quite recent.

I met Marianne through a common friend. It was December eighteen. I remember the date. There was a small birthday party at Spencer Day’s house. Spencer majored in finance like me, but he spent most of his nights partying and hooking up. He would always ask for my notes before the exams since he was sleeping through most classes. Spencer introduced me to Marianne. I was smitten by her. She is sweet and smart and kind. I got her number and we dated. After almost a year of dating, I got on my knees and proposed to her and she said yes.

I didn’t ask Marianne about her past. I know I’m not her first boyfriend. She dated other guys before me, but I didn’t press her for details. It was not important. I didn’t ask her how many boyfriends she had or details of her sexual adventures with them.

I wonder if she was still with Simon when Spencer introduced her to me. I forgot to ask her if she was single that time. I got her number and we started texting and calling after that night. Marianne was sweet, but it was all friendly. I didn’t ask her directly if she had a boyfriend or not. I remember it took almost two months before Marianne accepted my invitation for a proper date. Maybe that was when she and Simon finally broke up. That could mean Marianne was still Simon’s girlfriend while we were constantly texting. She was Simon’s woman during that time. She was sleeping with him, getting pounded by him, riding his dick, sucking his cock every night. What else did she do with her ex-boyfriend?

She was a wild one, Simon said earlier.

“You’re hard, babe,” Marianne said sweetly. “What are you thinking?”

Should I tell her the truth? Should I tell her that right now I’m thinking of that recent time when Simon was still her boyfriend? I wonder how many times they fucked. Lots of times, I’m sure. Simon looks like someone who fucks a lot.

Marianne was sweet with Simon earlier. She didn’t look like she was mad or annoyed at him. Did they have a good breakup? Did they have breakup sex? Did they fuck while Marianne and I were already dating? When did they stop communicating? Did they ever?

Marianne kissed my lips. She opened her mouth and our tongues touched. Marianne closed her eyes and moaned while we were French-kissing. I squeezed her round butt. I could feel how hot she was. She was horny. I was hard as a rock. So hard I was aching. Was it because I saw my wife talk with her ex-today? And Travis. Marianne likes that guy. I could tell even from that short encounter. Travis was undressing my wife with his eyes. He was leering at her, looking at her tits and legs. He was picturing fucking Marianne in his mind earlier.

While Marianne and I were hotly making out, her phone rang. We stopped kissing and she looked at her phone. It was not our habit to let a call stop us from a hot make-out session, but today was different. Marianne sat on the bed and brushed her hair back with her hand.

“Who is it?” I asked, even though I already had an idea of the answer.

“It’s Simon,” Marianne said coolly. There was an excited glimmer in her eyes. Maybe I just imagined it.

“Hmmm, should I answer him?” Marianne asked me.

“Uh, well, I don’t know. But, yeah. I mean, sure. Why not? Maybe it’s something important,” I said. Important? What important thing could Simon say to my wife?

“Are you sure, babe?” Marianne asked me. I grinned at her and nodded, though the reasonable part of my head was saying, No, dude, this is a very bad idea.

“Alright. I just want to make sure it’s okay with you, babe,” my gorgeous wife said. Marianne accepted the call. I thought she would let me hear their conversation. I expected that she would put Simon on speaker. She didn’t do any of those. She stood up and went to the balcony, leaving me on the bed. She closed the glass door. I was on the bed with my raging hard on. Marianne didn’t want me to hear her conversation with her ex.

“That was a long call,” I said to Marianne with a smile when she came back.

“Was it?” Marianne said. “It was less than an hour.”

Marianne returned to the bed and lay her head on my left arm. I cupped her tits outside of her T-shirt. She moaned. She bit her lower lip and looked at me. Her cheeks were slightly red. Marianne wasn’t blushing because I was playing with her boobs. She was blushing before she returned to the bed. Simon, just by talking with my wife on the phone, made her cheeks red. What did he say to her?

“What did you guys talk about?”

“He just asked about me and my work and, you know, being a wife,” Marianne said. “I told him that everything is perfect and that I am very happy. He talked about his job. Simon’s working as a lead developer in Echelon. He just got promoted.”

“Echelon? Wow,” I said. “That’s big. I submit my resume to their finance department every year, but I never get any calls.”

“So, yeah, there. He and his friend Travis work there. Did you know that their office building is just on 32nd Street in Windcrest Circle? Surprising, right? Simon and Travis’s office is just about a fifteen-minute walk from our apartment.”

“Yeah, that’s right. He’s near.” Yeah. That means he could just easily visit you when you’re alone in our apartment. He could fuck you in our bed. Simon looks like a man who fucks hard and deep. Maybe he would bring his friend with him.

“What else did Simon say?” I asked.

“Um, he said he thinks about me a lot,” Marianne said. “I reminded him again that I’m already married.”

“Oh? What did he say about that?”

“He said it hasn’t stopped him before.”

“What a jerk,” I said.

“He is, right?” Marianne said, smiling. She still had that pink flush on her cheeks. Did Simon say anything else?

“What did you see in that guy?” I asked my wife.

“I was madly in love with him before,” Marianne said, not really answering my question.

Simon sent another message and Marianne quickly texted back. Simon messaged again. Marianne read it. She rolled her eyes at what she read. She typed on and then pressed send. I wanted to ask her what Simon texted. I wanted to see her phone and read their exchanges, but I felt like I had already asked enough questions for today. I wanted to ask her every little detail about her previous relationship with her ex-boyfriend and all her “wild adventures,” but I didn’t want to push things too far.

I didn’t want to appear anxious at Simon’s return. I told her earlier that I wasn’t jealous at all. I should appear cool with all of this, even though my dick was hard as a rock. I needed a blowjob from my wife. I needed to fuck her. But she was completely focused right now on her conversation with her ex-boyfriend. I could feel something pricking my heart.


CHAPTER 3

Marianne and I went for a swim at the beach in the afternoon. To be more exact, Marianne went for a swim. I sat on a small, wooden chair that we brought and watched my pretty wife as she enjoyed the water, the beautiful glow of the orange sunset behind her. I didn’t join her. I don’t know how to swim.

I still had a hard on. I asked Marianne to give me a blowjob before we left the hotel. She kissed my lips and told me to wait a little bit and that she would give me one tonight, after dinner. I touched her tits and cupped her pussy before we left the room.

Marianne wore a blue, one-piece swimsuit. My wife was breathtaking in it. It was sexy and classy. It was slutty, but just the right amount. The material clung to Marianne’s hourglass body, emphasizing her mouthwatering curves – the shape of her perfect breasts, her slim waist, her round ass, and her long, athletic legs.

Men vacationing with their girlfriends and wives leered at Marianne as we walked in the lobby of the hotel and on the beach. They looked and memorized my wife’s beautiful face and her sexy curves, saving in their minds the view of her long legs and the sway of her hips.

I placed my right arm around Marianne’s shoulders as we walked along the fine sands of the Palm Point shoreline. We were both barefoot. There was a small group of men playing rugby. One of them stopped and whistled at Marianne. I raised an eyebrow at the guy. My wife smiled at him.

We found a good spot and I placed down the two wooden chairs I brought. I sat on one. Marianne hung her white beach bag on the back of the other chair. She asked me to put lotion on her back. I squeezed her butt as I was rubbing the sticky sunblock lotion on her. After I was done, Marianne thanked me. She faced me and wrapped her arms around my neck. She gave me a deep kiss and then she ran excitedly to the water. I licked my lips as I focused on her round butt. I sat back on my chair and watched Marianne as she happily swam in the blue water.

After a couple of minutes, Marianne turned to me and waved. I waved back. I realized that she wasn’t just waving at me, but also at the two guys who were standing beside me.

“Hey, man,” Simon said. He squeezed my shoulder as a greeting. Travis nodded at me.

“Hey, guys,” I said cooly. “Er, what’s up?”

“Nothing’s up,” Travis said. Simon sat down on Marianne’s chair. He didn’t even ask if it was okay. Travis dropped the surfboard he was carrying on the sand and sat on it. They relaxed in their seats and watched Marianne.

“Have you tried surfing here, man?” Simon asked me. He raised his arm and pointed to my left. “Waves are stronger on that part of the beach, maybe about three kilometers from here.”

“Not easy with the rocks near the shore, though,” Travis said. “It’s a fucking challenge.”

“Life is a never-ending challenge,” Simon said serenely, full of wisdom.

"Nope,” I said. “I haven’t tried surfing here . . . yet.” There is no way I would tell these two men that I don’t know how to surf. No way I would tell them that I don’t know how to swim.

“Uh-huh,” Travis said.

“I can sit here all day long and watch Marianne,” Simon said, leaning back on my wife’s small chair. When he moved, the chair grunted in complaint of his weight.

“Yeah, she’s fucking hot,” Travis said.

“Yeah,” I said. “That is true.”

“How did you get her to agree to marry you?” Travis asked me with a serious face. He wasn’t joking. A joke seemed foreign to him.

“Well, you know, I’m a sincere guy,” I said.

“You’re not a millionaire, are you?” Travis asked.

I laughed. “I work eight hours a day in an office. No. I’m not a millionaire. Not at all.”

“Marianne loves this place,” Simon said.

“She loves the beach,” I said.

“We’ve been here twice before. I brought her here when she was still my girlfriend,” Simon said. How many times would this guy remind me that Marianne used to be his?

“Yeah?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Simon said. The first time we went here was on my birthday. It was only the two of us. We just got together then. Marianne was dating someone when I first met her. A guy named Samuel Lowe. Thin, small guy with thick glasses. Worked in a laboratory in Riverton. Smart guy. Samuel has a doctorate in microbiology. Something like that. They broke up. Marianne met me at a party and we fucked.

“So, that’s how you two met?” I asked Simon. “You guys had a one-night stand.”

“Yeah,” Simon laughed heartily, enjoying the memory of the first time he fucked my wife. “You and Marianne met at a party, too, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said.

“Marianne liked going to parties?” Travis asked.

“Oh, yeah,” Simon said, grinning at his friend and nodding.

“She doesn’t look like it. She looks like someone who would rather stay home and read a book. She’s hot, but she has that kind and sweet look on her.”

“She usually stays home and reads a book,” I said.

“Now. But Marianne was different before you put a ring on her,” Simon said.

“So you say, man,” I said.

“So I say. I was there at that party in Spencer Day’s house the first time you met her.”

I turned my head to look at Simon. He was smiling, but there was no lie on his face. “You were there? I didn’t see you.”

“You saw me, but you didn’t notice me. You were completely focused on Marianne. I saw you talking to her. The other guys were looking at you with envy. She came to that party with me. I was still her boyfriend that time,” Simon said casually. Yeah, man. I suspected as much.

“The plot fucking thickens,” Travis said, a small smile on his face.

“You didn’t know?”

“No, I didn’t know,” I said. “I didn’t ask her. It slipped my mind. I assumed she was single. I mean, why else would she be talking to me? Why else would she give me her number?”

“We had a fight in the car on the way to the party. Maybe she was just making me jealous.”

“Maybe,” I said, shrugging. “Anyway. It was all in the past.”

“It was quite recent,” Simon continued. “You and Marianne talked for maybe an hour that night, right?”

“It was about two hours, maybe more,” I said. “She told me she wanted to talk to some place that was a bit quieter, so I suggested we do it in my car. We walked out of Spencer’s house to where the cars were parked. We got inside my car. I turned the AC on and we leaned the seats back and I played some romantic music on the radio.”

“That’s quite romantic. You got style, man,” Travis said to me. I glanced at him to check if he was mocking me. He wasn’t. His face was serious.

“And after that?” Simon asked.

“Well, you know, I got Marianne’s number. She asked for mine and I gave it to her. We promised to keep in touch. I asked Marianne if I could drive her home.”

“Yeah? And what did she say to you?”

“Uh, Marianne kissed me on the cheek,” I said. “She thanked me for the offer. She said she came with someone.”

“That someone was me,” Simon said.

“She went back to the house and I left the party. That was what happened the first night I met her.” One of the most memorable days of my life. I wouldn’t change a thing. I left that party in love. I found the one.

“Something else happened when you left,” Simon said.

“Huh?” I asked. I could feel perspiration forming on the back of my neck. “What was it?” I asked after several seconds.

“While the party was going on in the living room, Spencer and I double-teamed Marianne in his room on the second floor of the house.”

Travis smiled. I coughed on my hand. I hit my chest repeatedly with my fist.

“You okay, dude?” Simon asked me. There was a water bottle in Marianne’s beach bag. He grabbed it and then handed it to me. I uncapped it and drank half of the bottle.

“You and Spencer —”

“Yeah, we fucked Marianne in his room that night. That was after you left the party.”

“How?” I croaked.

Simon grinned. “What did you mean how?”

“How did it happen?”

“That was your question?” Simon asked me. “Hmmm. Let me think. Spencer is a buddy of mine. I got him out of trouble with the Barton crew. You heard of them? No? Doesn’t matter. After you left, Spencer made his move. I was there. I was hanging out with the guys from the football team. I watched Spencer try his best to sweet-talk my girlfriend into bed. I walked over to Marianne and told her that since it was Spencer’s birthday, it would be nice if she could give him a gift he would always remember. So, she agreed to fuck Spencer.”

“Marianne agreed? Just like that?” I asked. I couldn’t believe this.

Simon smirked, “Well, Marianne wasn’t hard to convince. She was already thinking about doing it with Spencer before I even told her to go on with it. So, there. Marianne walked up the stairs. After five minutes, Spencer followed. I waited for another ten minutes, and then I joined them. Some of the guys from the football team noticed. They asked to join . . . but that would be another story.”

My throat felt dry and I drank all of the remaining water from the plastic bottle. I glanced at Travis, who was sitting on his surfboard. He was looking straight at Marianne. Travis was fascinated by his friend’s story. He stood up.

“You know what? I think I’m going for a swim,” Travis said.

“Go ahead, dude,” Simon said.

We watched Travis slowly walk to the water and swim towards Marianne. He glided on the water like a professional swimmer. Marianne smiled when she saw him approaching. They were several meters away from us. Travis was now beside her. They faced each other. They were talking now. There was a knot in my heart.

“Travis has a crush on Marianne,” Simon said.

“Uh-huh,” I said. This doesn’t mean anything. Every guy I know has a crush on my wife.

“They look sweet together. Look at them. Swimming and talking and laughing. Travis is the silent type, but women dig that.”

“Uh?” I started to say something.

“Yeah?” Simon asked.

“So, you and Spencer fucked Marianne that night?”

“That night and many more nights after that. Spencer loved coming on Marianne’s pretty face. He enjoyed showering her with his come.”

“I told Spencer when I was beginning to fall in love with Marianne.”

“Well, you and a lot of other guys.”

“Were you and Marianne still together when we started dating?”

“Nah. We had already broken up by that time. So, don’t worry about it.”

“I’m not. It was in the past.” Not so distant past, though. Very recent. Not so distant at all.

Marianne laughed after Travis said something to her. Perhaps he made a joke. Travis doesn’t really look like the kind of person who makes random jokes. He looks like a guy with a very limited sense of humor. But with my wife, he’s a fun guy. They were closer now to the shore. Their bodies were touching. From their position, I could tell that Travis had his hands on Marianne’s sexy waist. Travis looked at us. Simon gave him a thumbs-up. Marianne waved at us again. She motioned for us to join them. Marianne knows I couldn’t swim, so it was actually only Simon she was inviting.

“In a bit,” Simon said loudly. He grinned. Marianne pouted cutely. Travis said something to her. She nodded, smiling, looking at his face.

“They are really having fun,” Simon said. “When Marianne and I were here, we weren’t able to swim much. We mostly stayed in our room.”

“Oh, alright,” I said. I’m pretty sure you two played video games and streamed movies in your hotel room for hours.

“We fucked Marianne for three days straight and she loved every minute of it,” Simon said. He stood up from his chair.

“We?” I looked at him.

“Ah, yeah. There were four of us. Me and Marianne and two of my friends – Archer Tanner and Nate Burke. We booked a hotel room at the Palisades. Archer Tanner paid for it. He got a big payday when he bet on the Hawks against the Pelicans. We fucked Marianne. Us three guys. Oh yeah. She begged for it. She was insatiable. Unlimited rounds of sex. Non-stop fucking,” Simon grinned. “Good times. Maybe we could do it again. Marianne would still be up for it. I’m sure of that.”

“What are you saying?” I said. It was hard to talk.

“Just think about it,” Simon said. He got in the water. Marianne was waiting for him. Travis was swimming very close to her. His hand was under the water. I could swear he was squeezing my wife’s butt. Simon was now beside her. Marianne turned to him and gave him a sweet smile. Simon placed a hand on her waist. Marianne waved at me. I waved back, but her focus was now on Simon. They were talking. Their faces were only inches from one another.

Just think about it, Simon said. My knees felt weak. My throat felt dry and it felt like there was a hurricane in the middle of my chest. In my mind, I pictured Simon and Spencer fucking Marianne. I could see Simon pounding Marianne from behind while she was sucking Spencer’s dick. I considered Spencer my friend. I pictured Spencer grabbing Marianne’s hair and pushing her face against his cock and coming deep in her throat. I imagined happy tears forming in Marianne’s eyes as she swallowed all of Spencer’s come.

I looked at the direction of the Palisades Hotel. The hotel was two hundred meters from where I was sitting. It is one of a dozen hotels in Palm Point. It is a big building that is more horizontal in design rather than vertical. It has five floors. There is an infinity pool that faces the ocean. That is the hotel where Simon and his two friends fucked Marianne for days. She loved every minute of it, Simon said. Archer Tanner and Nate Burke. I am familiar with the names. They used to be members of the basketball team. They are tall, black guys. They used to be famous. I pictured those three guys fucking Marianne at the same time. I imagined them squeezing her tits and slapping her cheeks and fingering her pussy. I imagined them flipping her on all fours and making her beg for their cocks and fucking her so hard. I blinked away the sweat from my eyes. My dick was hard inside my beach shorts. 

I looked at them in the water. I couldn’t see Marianne. She was in front of Simon and he was blocking my view. It looked like he was kissing my wife. She was between Simon and Travis. Travis’s hand was doing something. What is he doing? What is happening here? Is Travis fondling my wife’s tits right now while Simon is French-kissing her? I shouldn’t be sitting here. I should be going over there and telling them to stop. I can’t swim, but I have a life jacket here.

I remained seated. I didn’t do anything. I continued watching them until they were finished. Marianne got out of the water first. She looked like a swimsuit model in her blue, sexy one-piece. Simon and Travis walked behind her. They were looking at her ass. I stood up from my chair and handed Marianne a towel.

“Good swim?” I asked her with a smile.

Marianne kissed my lips and shyly nodded at me. There was a cute blush on her cheeks. She used the towel to dry her hair. Travis picked up his surfboard. He watched her tits. They were slightly bouncing as Marianne was drying her hair with the beach towel. He and Simon were still standing near us. It seemed they were waiting for something. They were not leaving. They were not in a rush.

“She’s a very good swimmer,” Simon said.

“Oh, yeah,” Travis agreed.

“I missed swimming,” Marianne said.

“Anything else you miss?” Simon teased her.

“Hmmm,” Marianne said. “I couldn’t think of anything at the moment.” Simon winked at her. Travis smiled thoughtfully.

“So, uh, how’s the company outing going?” I asked the two guys. They should be with their co-workers and not here with us.

Travis shrugged. “It’s going well,” Simon answered. “They are playing some kind of team-building game right now. You know, to boost company morale and improve collaboration. There. Look. That’s them. Our co-workers.” Simon pointed at a group of people about a hundred meters away from us. They were all wearing white shirts with a big company logo on the front and the back. There were about seventy of them. I couldn’t tell what kind of game they were playing. There was a blindfolded guy and he had an orange toy gun. They were cheering him on.

“Won’t you guys join them?” Marianne asked. Simon was standing close to her.

“Things like that bore the fuck out of me,” Travis muttered. Simon grinned, nodding.

“We’ll pass,” Simon said. “We’re searching for a better kind of excitement.”

“Alright,” I said. Marianne picked up her beach bag and carried it on her shoulder. “So, uhh, we have to go back to the hotel.” We looked at the two guys. There was a pause.

“We don’t have any plans,” Simon said lazily. “How about you guys?” he asked us. Marianne looked at me. Travis licked his lips while staring at my wife’s lovely cleavage.

“We’ll go back to the hotel and rest a bit and freshen up before dinner,” Marianne answered. There was a pause again. Nobody moved. Simon met Marianne’s gaze. Marianne took my hand and squeezed it. Travis nodded at Simon. They all looked at me.

Marianne leaned closer to me and whispered into my ear. “Babe?”

“Yeah?”

“Perhaps we could, I don’t know, invite them to hang out with us?” Marianne said to me. I looked at my wife’s pretty face. Hang out with us? Hang out with your ex-boyfriend and Travis? I don’t know these guys. Yes, you had a relationship with Simon, but I just met him today. And then there’s this guy – Travis. You seem to like him, but I’m not really a fan of his grumpy-looking face. He also has been eye-fucking you all day long.

There was a hopeful expectation in Marianne’s eyes. God, this is a bad idea. “Uh, I don’t know, but sure,” I said. “Why not?”

“You’re the man,” Simon said, squeezing my shoulder with his big hand.

“Let’s go?” Marianne said sweetly. I nodded at her. The four of us began walking back to our hotel.


CHAPTER 4

Things were moving fast. Too fast. Lots of things were happening. I met my wife’s ex-boyfriend. I learned that she had a threesome with him and another friend of mine. One I considered a true friend. I learned that she had a foursome with Simon and two other guys. They had a fuck fest in this same tourist beach, with her at the center. Marianne never told me any of these. She didn’t tell me that she had a – what do they call it? A hoe-phase? Is that it? That’s right. She went through a hoe phase. She didn’t just have sex with different guys. She had sex with different guys at the same time. Multiple times. I felt the ache burning in my heart.

I glanced at Marianne as we neared the hotel. She didn’t look different. She is still my lovely wife. She still has that sweet and kind look. Nothing changed. She is still the woman I fell in love with, the woman I married.

“Are you okay, babe?” Marianne asked me as we entered the lobby of our hotel.

“I’m okay,” I grinned at her.

“Careful on the steps,” she said.

“You look off-balance,” Simon said.

“A little unsteady,” Travis followed.

“I’m good,” I said.

“You really should have joined us earlier in the water,” Simon said.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Swimming exercises all the muscles,” Travis said. “It’s the best workout of all.”

I looked around. There were a lot of people in the lobby of the hotel. Most of them were wearing beach outfits. Shorts and swimsuits and big hats and sunglasses. Some were just checking in. Some were checking out. There were groups of friends all carrying big backpacks. They were all happy and talking loudly and taking selfies. There were several couples. Some looked like newlyweds. Maybe they were having their honeymoon. It was the middle of summer and Palm Point is one of the best vacation destinations in the whole tri-state.

Some of Travis’s and Simon’s workmates were lounging in the lobby. They also didn’t participate in their company’s ongoing team-building activities. Valuable employees, these guys. Hardworking. They were sitting on comfortable chairs and drinking pineapple juice and eating sandwiches and fruit slices. Simon greeted them. They grinned at Simon. Travis nodded at them without smiling. They were a group of seven guys. Their eyes were on Marianne as we walked past them. Marianne was still wearing her one-piece swimsuit. A guy whistled softly at her. He ogled my wife’s sexy body. Another guy licked his lips and gave Simon a thumbs-up. Another guy stood up and was about to come with us. Simon said something to him and patted his shoulder. The guy nodded and sat back down, smiling but slightly disappointed.

“That’s your ex, right?” the guy who returned to his chair said.

“Yeah, dude,” Simon said.

“Damn.”

We entered the short hallway that led to the elevator. There were paintings on the wall of the hallway. There were plants with large, green leaves in big, blue clay pots. I pushed the button and we waited for the elevator door to open. Simon whispered something to Marianne that I didn’t hear. She turned her head to her ex-boyfriend and smiled at him. Travis met Marianne’s eyes and grinned at her. She touched his arm.

After what felt like forever, the elevator door opened. There were about a dozen hotel guests and they exited the elevator. They were excited to swim in the ocean and take pictures of the sunset. Most of the hotel guests were in their swimming attire. A man who was exiting the elevator glanced at my wife. A guy winked at her. Travis growled quietly at him. The man bowed his head as if to apologize and he walked quickly towards the lobby.

The four of us entered the elevator. Another five people entered. Two were hotel staff. The other three were tourists. We moved to the back of the elevator. I was pushed towards the left corner while Marianne and Simon and Travis moved to the left corner. Marianne was in the middle of the two big guys. The elevator went up slowly. It stopped on the second floor and a guest got out. Another group of people entered. It was a group of friends. They were talking about the cool party they had last night. They looked like they had only had a few hours of sleep. The elevator wasn’t huge. We moved further back.

Simon said something to Marianne. Travis also whispered something to her ear, which made her giggle. Marianne looked at me and I smiled at her. I’m okay right here. Simon wrapped his arm around Marianne’s waist. They looked like a married couple on their honeymoon. They looked sweet. The elevator door opened and some people got out. Travis’s back was turned to me. It looked like he was kissing my wife.

What should I do here? The right thing to do is to tell them to stop. I coughed loudly. A guest turned to me, looking annoyed. I gave her an apologetic smile. Travis was now fondling Marianne’s butt while kissing her. The elevator door opened and a guest got out. Now, it was Simon who was kissing my wife. Travis kept on squeezing my wife’s ass. A hotel guest wearing a backpack and swimming shorts was watching them. Simon grinned at him.

“Fuck,” the hotel guest muttered to himself, perhaps in envy. The elevator door opened and he got out. Simon stopped kissing Marianne. He removed his arm that was holding her waist. The elevator door dinged and opened on the eighth floor. It was our floor. Marianne turned to look at me. Her face was flushed. The four of us got out of the elevator.

“If we climbed the stairs, we would have gotten here faster,” Travis said.

While we were walking in the hallway that led to our room, Simon placed his arm around Marianne’s shoulder. She bit her lower lip and looked down. She looked up. She was blushing even more furiously now. Marianne looked so damn cute. Our eyes met. I didn’t say anything. I smiled at her. Travis and Simon nodded at each other. My feet felt heavy.

I took out the keycard from my pocket. I stared at it. I looked at the length of the hallway. All the doors appeared the same.

“We’re at room seven, babe,” Marianne said, gently placing a hand on my shoulder.

“Ah, right,” I said. We stopped in front of our door. Two hotel guests walked past us. They looked at the four of us curiously. I placed the keycard in front of the sensor near the doorknob. There was a beep. I opened the door. I entered first. Marianne was just a step behind me, followed by Simon. Travis closed the door behind him.

The hotel room we booked had a bedroom and a nice living room with a sofa. There were paintings hanging on the wall. There was a rectangular table and two bookshelves and a large, flat-screen TV mounted on the wall. We had a balcony that faced the ocean. It was starting to get dark outside. The warmth of the sun lingered in the air. I opened the sliding glass door that led to the balcony. We could hear music. There was a band playing near the beach. People were dancing and having fun.

“Nice,” Simon said, looking around our hotel room. He looked at the sofa and at the bedroom and at the bathroom. This is great, his face said.

“Um, so?” Marianne said. She was not beside me. She was standing between Travis and Simon. She looked at me. Her hands were clasped in front of her.

Yeah. That was a good question. So what now? What are we going to do? Should I turn on the TV? Should we watch some games? We invited the guys here. Maybe I should order room service now for some dinner and dessert. Marianne was looking at me. I didn’t know what to do. I made the itinerary for this trip. I was the one who listed down the activities that Marianne and I would do. Inviting her ex-boyfriend and his co-worker wasn’t part of any plans.

“I’ll take a shower first,” Marianne said.

“Oh, okay, babe,” I said. There was a pause again.

It wasn’t Simon, but Travis who made the first move. He stood behind Marianne. His cock was hard and he pressed it against her butt.

“Travis,” Marianne said, but she didn’t step away. She remained standing there in her blue, one-piece swimsuit while Travis, half-naked and wearing only his beach shorts, pressed his hard cock against her round butt.

“You feel that?” Travis asked my wife.

“Um, yes,” Marianne said, looking at me. I should say something. This wasn’t the plan. This wasn’t what was on my mind when I agreed to invite these two guys into our hotel room. Really, man? You haven’t thought that bringing these two men here would lead to this? You heard the stories Simon told you about Marianne. What were you expecting?

Simon was looking at me. He was reading my face. Perhaps he was waiting for me to react, maybe to tell them to stop and chill for a minute. Maybe to yell, “Stop that and get the fuck out of here!” Perhaps he was waiting for me to go berserk.

Still standing behind Marianne, Travis reached to squeeze her luscious tits with his big hands. Simon raised a questioning eyebrow at me, still waiting. Ten seconds passed. Twenty seconds. Come on, Brent. You can still stop this. Just say the word. My heart was thumping loudly. My knees felt weak. My back was sweating. I opened my mouth and then closed it. Simon nodded and grinned. You made the right decision, dude, his face said. You’ll make your wife a very happy woman tonight.

Simon faced Marianne. He leaned down and kissed her lips. Marianne met my eyes for a second before parting her lips and letting Simon’s long tongue dance with hers. They kissed torridly. Travis continued fondling Marianne’s lovely tits. I sat down heavily on the couch. It felt like my legs lost all their strength. It felt like gravity multiplied twice. Marianne closed her eyes. She moaned as she enjoyed the lewd attention she was receiving from the two men. Simon knows how my wife likes to be kissed. He French-kissed her hungrily. Marianne sucked his tongue as she moaned.

Travis pulled down the straps of Marianne’s swimsuit, finally letting her luscious tits out. I was hard as a rock. I leaned forward. I was breathing heavily. Should I just sit here and watch? Maybe I should join them? No. I really should join them. I’m Marianne’s husband, for fuck’s sake. I couldn’t just sit here and do nothing.

But there was no space for me. The two guys were all over Marianne. Travis was now the one kissing her. He was doing it even more torridly than Simon. He grabbed her hair. He was tongue-fucking her mouth. Marianne moaned even louder. Simon squeezed Marianne’s firm tits. He was sucking her hard nipples hungrily. Simon’s hand moved down and cupped my wife’s pussy outside her swimsuit.

“Mmmphh, mmmmm,” Marianne moaned hotly into Travis’s mouth. He grabbed her sexy butt with his right hand and squeezed it.

“Your tits are delicious, babe,” Simon said, grinning. “I fucking missed this.”

“You okay there, buddy?” Simon asked me.

“Uh, yeah,” I said. Marianne gave me a sweet smile. Travis slapped her cheeks, which surprised her and made her blush even more. What the fuck? Why are you slapping my wife, you bastard? I almost said that, but Marianne bit her lower lip and looked invitingly at Travis’ grinning face. Travis’s grin became wider and then he slapped her again.

“What a slut,” Travis said. He placed his thumb on her chin and rubbed it in circles. He was teasing her. Marianne opened her mouth and Travis slid his thumb inside her mouth and she started sucking it while looking into his eyes. Marianne had that hot and submissive look on her face. Travis had that expression of someone who looked like he had hit the jackpot. “I get it now,” Travis said. He looked at me and gave me a serious nod. “You’re one lucky bastard, aren’t you, Brian?”

“It’s Brent,” I said.

“Yeah,” Simon said, smiling. “Luckier than me.”

“Wait,” Marianne said. Travis and Simon stopped what they were doing. Marianne walked over to me and bent forward and placed her hands on the armrest of my couch. I gave her my best confident smile. I wanted her to know that everything was fine and this had been the plan all along and that I wanted this to happen. Travis and Simon were watching us.

Marianne smiled at me and then she kissed me. It was not as torrid as what she did with the two guys. It was a quick touch of the lips. She closed her eyes for a few seconds and then she pulled back. Marianne’s face was flushed. She bit her lower lip and continued looking into my eyes.

“We’re waiting here, babe,” Simon said.

“Come on,” Travis said. “My dick’s right here. Leave your husband . . . for a second.”

Marianne looked at her ex-boyfriend and his friend. They were standing in front of the sofa. They had taken off their beach shorts. Both of them were fully naked now with their cocks out. Both were thick and massive. Marianne gulped. She had seen Simon’s cock before, of course, but this was the first time she was seeing Travis’s dick.

Marianne turned to me and then gave me a quick kiss again on the lips. She stood straight. The straps of her one-piece swimsuit were still down. Her magnificent breasts were out. They bounced slightly and seductively as she took two steps towards the two huge men. Part of me wanted to grab her hand and stop her and just pull her to me. Another part was desperate to see what she would do and what would happen next and that part won. I wiped the sweat that formed on my forehead. I took a deep breath. Unfolding before my eyes was the side of my wife I had never seen before.

“Get to work,” Simon ordered Marianne. The tone of his voice seemed to turn her on even more. Travis whistled and licked his lips while staring at my wife’s body. Marianne was looking down, amazed at their hard cocks, which were pointed at her. She blinked several times and swallowed. She wetted her lips with her tongue.

Simon placed his hand on top of Marianne’s head. She slowly knelt on the carpeted floor. Simon was on her right and Travis was on her left. She took both of their cocks in her hands and started stroking them. She was breathing deeply from excitement. Her chest was moving up and down. Her tits are perfect.

Marianne couldn’t fully wrap her hands around their thick cocks. She licked her lips again and then she licked the precum from the tips of their cocks. She licked Simon’s precum first and then swallowed it and then she did the same thing to Travis. He groaned when my wife kissed the tip of his dick. She continued stroking their cocks. She looked at their faces.

Marianne knows Simon and Travis weren’t here for handjobs. She cupped and squeezed her ex-boyfriend’s balls and then she licked the length of his massive cock. She tasted him and smelled him. She pressed her pretty face against his dick. Marianne then took his veiny cock in her mouth and started giving him a blowjob. Her lips glided around Simon’s cock for a full minute before moving to Travis. She planted wet kisses on Travis’s huge balls. She licked them several times and she sucked them. Marianne engulfed Simon’s enormous cock and her head moved back and forth hungrily. She coated his throbbing length with her saliva, some dripping down her lips and chin.

Simon glanced at me. “She’s an expert at this,” he said. I kept watching. I didn’t answer him. Travis had his hand behind Marianne’s head. He was pushing the head of his cock against the back of her throat. He was making her half-gag. Travis pulled his cock out of Marianne’s mouth. He wrapped his hand around the base of his long dick. Marianne tilted her head up. She knew what was coming. Travis slapped my wife’s pretty wife repeatedly with his long dick and Marianne closed her eyes and savored the feeling.

“Such a slut,” Travis said, licking his lips. “I love her.”

“I fucking loved her first, man,” Simon said. Marianne turned to him. She gave the tip of his fat cock a kiss. Marianne looked at Simon’s face. She mouthed something to him that I didn’t hear. Marianne engulfed Simon’s dick from head to base until the head of his cock hit the back of her throat. Simon grabbed Marianne’s hair and then pumped his hips. He was fucking her mouth hard. Tears rolled down her cheeks. I should tell him to stop or slow down. She can’t breathe! I was about to stand up and say something, but Marianne placed both her hands on Simon’s hips, urging him to fuck her mouth harder. Hot drool dripped down her chin. Her face was damp with precum and her saliva. After what felt like a long time, Marianne pulled back and gasped for air.

“Uh, you okay, babe?” I asked my wife. She was breathing fast. She looked at me. Her hair was messy and her face was wet. There were drops of precum and drool on her tits. She blinked away the tears from her eyes. She licked her lips and looked at me and smiled and nodded.

“I’m okay, babe,” Marianne said to me.

“Of course, she’s okay,” Simon said, smiling. “She had done this many times before. Ain’t that right, Marianne?”

She looked at the floor and then looked at me shyly. “Yes,” she answered her ex-boyfriend. She took both of the guys’ cocks again in her hands and resumed stroking them.

“Your pretty wife over here used to be the best slut in SMU,” Simon said. “She had lots of hot adventures, dude. You can ask her about all the details.”

“Fuck,” Travis groaned. “I feel like I’m gonna come just from her handjob.”

“Where do you want to come?” Marianne teased him.

“Wherever I fucking want,” Travis said.

Marianne smiled at Travis’s answer. She let go of Simon’s cock and focused her full attention on Travis. Simon sat down on the couch and watched my wife while she gave his co-worker an eager blowjob.

Marianne’s soft lips glided back and forth on Travis’s big dick. She caressed his balls. She moaned as she serviced his cock, her lovely hair swinging.

“I’m gonna come on your tits,” Travis grunted. Marianne moaned as she looked at his face. It didn’t take long. Marianne knew the exact moment when Travis was about to come. She pulled back and then sat straighter. She tilted her head up and pushed her chest sexily forward. She lifted her arms and brushed back her long hair. She looked at his face invitingly. Travis stroked his hard cock while looking down at Marianne and he groaned deeply and then he ejaculated hard on her tits. There was a lot of come.

Most of Travis’ thick come landed on my wife’s luscious breasts, but a lot also went on her face and hair. Simon stroked his cock as he watched. He had his phone in his hand. He was taking a video. Marianne licked the sperm that landed on her lips and swallowed it. She used her fingers to scoop the ones that went to her cheeks and tits and then put them in her mouth and tasted and swallowed them. She smiled at Simon’s camera.

“So fucking hot,” Simon said. “Right, man?”

“Yeah,” I said. It was hard to speak. My voice felt different.


CHAPTER 5

Marianne stood up. There were thick drops of Travis’s sperm on her tits and thighs. There were some that landed on her sexy, blue swimsuit.

“I’m a mess,” my wife said to everyone. She saw that Travis was still hard. “Um, I have to clean up. I’ll take a quick shower.”

Simon cupped Marianne’s pussy and gave it a squeeze. Travis fondled Marianne’s sexy butt.

“Guys, come on,” I said, finding my voice even though my chest and stomach felt heavy. “Let Marianne take a shower first.”

Simon and Travis stopped when they were doing. Marianne smiled at me and walked over to me and squeezed my hand. She opened the closet and took out what looked like a short black dress. She went to the bathroom and closed it. She didn’t lock the door.

I turned the TV on and lowered the volume. A movie about motorbike racing was on. No one was interested in watching. Both guys put their shorts back on. Simon opened the fridge and he took out three cold bottles of water. He tossed one to Travis and one to me. My throat was dry. I uncapped the bottle and drank all of it. Simon and Travis did the same. We kept on glancing at the closed door of the bathroom.

Travis suddenly dropped to the floor and started doing some pushups. He was getting ready to fuck my wife, getting all that adrenaline pumping.

I needed some air. I placed the empty bottle of water on the coffee table and went to the balcony. My knees felt jelly, but I managed. I rested my arms on top of the parapet wall. I looked at the ocean. It was dark now.  Below, a party was going on. There were a lot of tourists and they were dancing and laughing and having a good time.

“Do you know someone named Burton Taylor?” Simon asked me. He joined me on the balcony. He was smoking a cigarette. Where the hell did he get it?

“Burton? I don’t know. I heard that name before, I think, but I can’t really remember. Why?”

“Big, black guy? Maybe in his late thirties. Bald.”

“Eh?”

“He was Marianne’s landlord in her old apartment in Lawson Street,” Simon said, taking a drag of his cigarette.

“Right,” I said. “I’ve met him once.”

“You’ve met him, huh?” Simon repeated.

“Yeah,” I said. “Only once. I met him when I was helping Marianne move out of her apartment. I remember I was loading some small furniture into the van we rented when he approached us. Marianne introduced us. She said he was her landlord. Uh, why?”

“Why?” Simon asked. He flicked away the cigarette butt. “Nothing. You know, Marianne used to fuck him.”

“What?”

“Yeah,” Simon grinned. “True story. Your pretty wife used to fuck her landlord.”

“I don’t believe you, man,” I said.

“Come on. After all that I told you today? After what you’ve seen? But yeah, she and Burton used to fuck. Marianne didn’t do that so that she could get free rent in that apartment. Nothing like that. She just liked the guy. She didn’t ask for anything. Still, the man reduced her monthly rent by about eighty percent. Also, her landlord was married.”

“Marianne used to have sex with a married guy?”

“He wasn’t the only married guy that Marianne used to fuck. She told me before that married guys made her swoon and they are some of the best sex she ever had.” Simon paused, reading my face. “You two should really sit down and talk about all this.”

“Uh, I don’t know, man,” I said, looking down at the party below.

“Huh, where’s Travis?”

We went back to the living room. Travis was done with his pushups. He wasn’t in the living room and he wasn’t in our bedroom. The door of the bathroom where Marianne was showering was slightly open by a centimeter.

Simon shook his head, grinning. “Couldn’t wait, huh?” he said.

I could hear Marianne’s moans from the bathroom. Travis was with her. Of course. Of-fucking-course he was. Simon sat down on the sofa and scrolled through his phone. I stood near the closed door of the bathroom. What should I do? Should I kick the door open? Should I just stand here like an idiot? Should I take a peek?

“Relax, man,” Simon said. “Let them have their fun. Sit down and be cool. Watch some TV. They will come out when they’re done.”

I didn’t look at Simon. I stayed where I was – standing outside the slightly-opened door of the bathroom.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” Travis said from inside.

“Um, oh, unngghh, Travis,” Marianne whimpered.

“Yeah!”

“Ummmm!”

“So hot,” Travis growled.

“Oh, god,” Marianne moaned.

They are fucking in there! Another man is fucking my wife right now. His dick is inside Marianne’s pussy. What position are they in? This is all happening so fast. What should I do?

“Babe?” I asked. My voice was shaking. I gently pressed my forehead against the wall beside the door.

“Um, yes?” Marianne answered.

“Uh, everything okay in there?”

“Everything’s good here, man,” Travis answered. “We’re just having a little fun.”

“We’re, um, okay, babe,” Marianne answered.

“What are you guys doing?” I asked the stupidest question in the whole world. They didn’t answer me. Ten seconds had passed. Marianne and Travis were talking in a low voice. I heard him chuckling. Marianne told him to please stop being rude. I heard a slap. Perhaps Travis smacked my wife’s butt. I heard another slap. A full minute had passed.

“Answer your husband, babe. He’s waiting,” Travis said to my wife.

“Um, okay,” Marianne said. “Babe, Travis is, ummmm, he’s eating my pussy.”

I almost came at that. I leaned back on the wall and listened as my wife whimpered. I could imagine Marianne’s thigh on Travis’s shoulder as he licked and slurped at her delicious pussy.

“You’re going to make me come,” Marianne said. Travis didn’t answer. Perhaps he is tongue-fucking her now. His tongue is now deep inside Marianne’s delicious pussy. “Oh my god! I’m coming!” Marianne sobbed.

“Say you’re a slut,” Travis said to her.

“Oh, god, I’m such a slut,” I heard my pretty wife say.

“Do you want me to fuck you now?” Travis asked her.

There was a short pause. “Yes,” Marianne said. “Yes, Travis. Yes, please.”

“Guys, I’m coming in!” I announced. I already have my hand on the doorknob.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea, man,” Simon said from the sofa.

“What? Why?”

“Did they say that you could come in and watch them?”

“Well, no, but —”

“There you go,” Simon said. “To be perfectly honest, man, I don’t think you’re ready to see Marianne getting fucked.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m saying that your wife and Travis are having a hot moment in there. You can’t just barge in. You can’t just open the door and watch. This doesn’t work like that.”

“She’s my wife,” I said. I let the doorknob go, placing my hand on my side.

“I know, dude, I know. Be patient. I know you want to watch Marianne while she is getting fucked. I’ve watched her being railed many times and it was the hottest thing ever. But, you know, calm down and be patient. It’ll happen. We’ll let you know when you’re ready. We don’t wanna move too fast.”

“I’m gonna fuck Marianne now,” Travis announced.

“Go ahead,” Simon said.

“Tell your husband what’s happening so he won’t feel left out,” Travis said to Marianne.

“Oh, okay,” Marianne said. “Um, babe, are you there?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said. I felt like an idiot standing outside the bathroom door, but where would I go? To the lobby? To the coffee shop below? To join the party on the beach? I am not a party person. Also, I wouldn’t leave my wife here with these two guys.

“Travis is, ohhh, he’s rubbing the head of his cock on my pussy!”

“Tell him how wet you are!”

“Oh, god, I’m so wet, babe,” Marianne sobbed. “He’s rubbing the tip of his cock on my clit. Oh, god! It feels so good. He’s also squeezing my boobs, babe.”

“Gonna fuck you now,” Travis growled.

“He’s sliding his cock inside me,” Marianne said. “He’s really big. Ahhhhh! Nngghhh!”

So, that was the first time that Travis fucked my wife. Marianne moaned and whimpered. Travis fucked her hard. The lewd sound of their wet bodies echoed loudly through the door. I couldn’t see them, so I couldn’t tell what position they were in. I could only picture them in my mind. Did Travis bend Marianne over? Is he fucking her now from behind while he is gripping her sexy waist? Is he pulling her hair right now? Maybe they are doing it while looking at each other’s faces? Like lovers. I can imagine Marianne facing Travis, her left leg raised and he was holding it while his big cock was going in and out of her pussy. Sweat dripped from my forehead as I imagined my wife sexy and naked and delirious from the hard fucking she was receiving.

“Yes, oh, Travis,” Marianne moaned.

“Fucking slut! You’re my slut now. I don’t fucking care if you’re married. You’re my slut now.”

“Nngghh! Ahhhhh!”

They were in the bathroom for twenty minutes. I stood outside the door with my forehead pressed against it and my cock fully hard inside my shorts. I was drenched in sweat. Travis made my wife come at least three times.

Travis got out of the bathroom first. His whole body was wet. Droplets of water dripped on the hotel floor. He closed the bathroom door behind him. He grinned at me and patted my shoulder. Travis asked Simon for a cigarette and he handed him a stick and a lighter.

“Good?” Simon asked his friend.

“The best,” Travis answered, grinning. He went to the balcony to smoke.

Marianne resumed showering inside the bathroom. I should join her. We had showered together so many times. Perhaps she is waiting for me right now to join her. I sat on the couch and waited.

“Everything good?” Simon asked me.

“Uh, yeah. Sure, man,” I answered him.

“This is awesome,” Simon said.

“Sure,” I said.

“Marianne’s not done yet, you know. She’s insatiable. I was there when you two got married, you know.”

“What? We didn’t invite you to our wedding. I don’t remember inviting you.”

“Marianne texted me the night before your wedding. Don’t worry. Nothing happened. I was there for a short while. I ate dessert. Marianne’s really hot in her wedding dress. Very fuckable. She gave every male guest there a hard-on. I remember thinking about fucking her in that wedding dress. Does she still have it?”

“Yes, Marianne still has it in our apartment,” I answered.

“I’ll ask her to wear it for me,” Simon said.

“Uh, what?”

“When I visit your apartment. After this company event, Travis and I will visit your apartment in Saint Michael. Marianne and I have already talked about this. She’s okay with it. We’re all friends now. It’ll be nice to spend some quality time with friends, right? What do you think?”

“Uh, I’m not really —”

While I was answering Simon, Marianne opened the door of the bathroom. She was done showering. She got out of the bathroom slowly and in a cute way. Her hair was still damp. She was blushing. Her cheeks were pink. She met my eyes first and she shyly smiled at me. She was wearing her little black dress and I would bet that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“Sorry, that, um, took so long,” Marianne said apologetically.

Marianne walked over to me and sat beside me and I took her hand. She still had that freshly-fucked glow on her cheeks.

“How was the shower?” Simon teased her.

Marianne glanced at me. “It was amazing.”

“Travis fucked you good in there?” Simon asked.

“He did,” Marianne said softly. Travis entered the living room. He sat on the sofa beside his friend. Travis and Simon ogled Marianne’s sexy body. She sat straighter, letting them appreciate her. She brushed her hair back. The little black dress Marianne was wearing was held by thin shoulder straps and showed a yummy amount of her perky cleavage. The dress was also very short and displayed her smooth thighs and supermodel legs.

“That was just a warm-up,” Travis said.

“Really?” Marianne whispered.

“Oh, yeah,” Travis grinned.

“Is it okay if Marianne sits here with us, huh, Brent?” Simon asked me.

“Uh, okay, why not?” I said.

“Sit between us, babe,” Simon told my wife.

Marianne smiled at me and then she stood up. She smoothed down her sexy dress. The two guys gave her space. She sat between them. Travis licked his lips. Simon enjoyed the view of Marianne’s perfect cleavage. Travis faced my wife. He placed his right arm behind the sofa. He placed his left hand on top of Marianne’s left thigh.

“Brent here was outside the bathroom earlier while you and Travis were fucking,” Simon said to Marianne. She shyly glanced at me.

“I know,” Marianne said softly. Travis leaned down and started planting kisses on my wife’s neck and then his lips slowly moved down to her cleavage. He began rubbing her smooth thighs with his big hand. He slid his hand under the short hem of her little black dress.

“Brent wanted to come inside the bathroom and watch as Travis fucks you in there,” Simon said. “Isn’t that right, huh, buddy?”

“I, uh, yeah,” I answered. Simon cupped Marianne’s breasts and started fondling them. She took a deep breath and a moan escaped her lips.

“Would you like that, Marianne?” Simon asked her. “Would you like it if your husband watched as we fuck you?”

Marianne met my eyes. Her cheeks were flushed pink. Simon continued fondling her tits. Her nipples were hard. I could see them poking the front of her dress. Travis was now rubbing her clit with his middle finger.

Marianne bit her lower lip. “I don’t know,” she answered Simon. “I think I would feel, um, embarrassed if Brent sees me having sex with other men.”

“Why?” Simon asked her.

“He’s my husband,” Marianne answered. “You’ve seen me do it with other men, Simon. You were my boyfriend then. But it’s different with Brent. He’s my husband. It’s not the same. I don’t know how to explain it better. I’m sorry,” she said, looking at me. “Are you mad at me, babe?”

“Not at all,” I said, smiling. A rough hand was inside my chest, squeezing my heart. This is so unfair to me. Travis fucked Marianne in the bathroom. She had sex with several men when she was still Simon’s girlfriend. She had sex with different men at the same time. Simon had seen it all. Simon watched as other men fucked her and took turns with her. But, I’m not allowed to watch her have sex with other guys . . . because I’m her husband? Marianne is not shy about doing it with other men, but she would be if I’m there watching? Where’s the logic in that? That’s so unfair to me, but what can I do, right? If she doesn’t want me to watch, then that is that. There’s nothing I can do about that.

Travis glanced at my face, a slight pity in his eyes. Poor fucking guy, that is probably what he is thinking right now. He slid a finger inside Marianne’s dripping pussy. He slid down her thin shoulder straps. Marianne’s luscious tits bounced out of the front of her tight dress. Travis leaned down and began sucking my wife’s pink nipples.

“Ummmm,” Marianne moaned. She placed a hand on the back of Travis’s head.

“But don’t lose hope, man,” Simon said to me. “You’ll be okay here?”

“Uh, what do you mean?” I asked. Travis and Marianne were torridly kissing. His tongue was in my wife’s mouth and two of his fingers were deep inside her juicy pussy.

“The three of us will go to the bedroom, so we’ll have to leave you here,” Simon said. He stood up. Travis and Marianne stopped kissing for the moment. Travis’s fingers were wet with my wife’s juices. Marianne sucked them clean while looking at me. Simon placed his arm around Marianne's shoulders. She fixed the strap of her dress. Travis cupped her breasts and squeezed them.

“Goodnight, man,” Simon said. “See you tomorrow.” Travis only grinned and nodded at me. He entered the bedroom first.

“Um, I’ll be with them, babe,” Marianne said to me. I stood up from the couch. I could call this off now. I could tell these two guys to leave our hotel room. I could tell Marianne not to go with them. I could stop what was about to happen, but I didn’t.

“Um, sure, that’s okay,” I found myself saying to her. “Have a good time,” I said with a smile.

“Oh, we’ll have lots of fun, buddy,” Simon said.

“Would you be comfortable here, babe?” Marianne said.

“Let’s fucking go!” Travis called from inside our hotel bedroom. “Marianne, my dick’s waiting for you to bounce on it!”

“I’ll sleep on the couch,” I said.

“It’s a comfortable couch,” Simon said, nodding.

“Do you need a blanket or maybe some pillows?” Marianne asked.

“No, I’m good. Don’t worry about me, babe,” I answered positively. My voice sounded hollow. My knees felt weak. “Just have fun.”

“Um, okay,” Marianne said. She took a step towards me and she placed a hand on my shoulder and she kissed my right cheek. She looked into my eyes for a couple of seconds and then she entered the bedroom. Simon’s big arm was around her waist. Marianne glanced at me. Simon grinned at me and gave me a thumbs-up. He closed the door and I heard him lock it.

I was alone in the living room. My wife was inside the bedroom with two men I had never met before today. I shook my head in disbelief at what just happened. Nobody would believe me if I told them about this. But, I mean, it’s not like I would tell anyone.

I stood up from the couch. My heart felt like it was about to burst. I felt like I was going to cry. There was a big tent in front of my shorts. I have never been this hard before. The back of my shirt was drenched with sweat from the humid air coming from the ocean. I looked at the closed door of our bedroom. Party music was coming from the beach. I closed the balcony door and the curtain. I dimmed the light in the living room. I sat back on the sofa. I lay down and rested my head on the soft pillow. I closed my eyes and imagined what they were doing in there now. I looked at my watch. I got up.

I slowly walked towards the closed door of the bedroom. My feet felt heavy. My cock was aching. I was hard as iron. I raised my hand to knock on the closed door. Maybe they would let me in. I paid for this hotel room. I paid for this vacation. I could tell the guys that, but that would make me sound petty. I thought about it and then dropped my hand.

I pressed my ear against the door. I could hear them clearly. The wooden door wasn’t that thick. It wasn’t a big bedroom. It had a comfortable bed for two people and there was a couch beside the bed. There was a small TV mounted on the wall. What are they doing? I’m not hearing moans. They are talking. Simon laughed. He said something funny and then I heard my wife sweetly laughing, too. They were talking about the good times they had. They were talking about their friends and their jobs. They were catching up. Marianne asked Travis questions about himself. My wife wanted to know him better.

Wait. Aren’t they going to fuck? I looked at my watch. Half an hour had already passed since they got inside the bedroom and nothing had happened yet. I thought Travis wanted Marianne to ride his dick. I imagined the three of them. Travis was sitting on the couch while Simon and Marianne were in bed. They were sitting with their backs against the headboard. Marianne was still wearing her sexy little black dress. Simon and Travis were enjoying the friendly conversation with her, but they were also openly enjoying the sight of her perfect cleavage and smooth legs.

“What do you think Brent is doing right now?” Simon asked Marianne.

“Maybe he’s sleeping. He easily gets tired when he’s under the sun. He’s not really into outdoor activities. He likes playing video games and reading books and designing things. His hobbies are mostly indoors,” Marianne said. “He’s a bit introverted and I love that about him.” My heart swelled.

“He’s a good guy,” Simon said.

“He’s okay,” Travis said. “He doesn’t talk much. That’s good for a man. He’s got good character.”

“Yeah,” Marianne said sweetly. “That’s why I love him.”

“I got something else here that you also love, babe,” Simon said. I pressed my ear against the closed door. What is happening now?

“Yeah, that’s right,” Simon said.

“You two are really big,” Marianne said. Fuck. What is going on now? Maybe the two guys removed their shorts and now Marianne is giving them handjobs. I could picture her kneeling on the bed while the two guys were standing on it, their hard dicks inches from her face.

“Suck my balls like you used to do, babe,” Simon said. “I know you missed doing that. Here, I’m gonna rub my big balls on your pretty face. There you go. Yeah. Oh, yeah.”

“My turn,” Travis said this time. “Put your tongue out and look at me. I’m gonna slap that pretty face of yours with my big dick.”

“Yes,” Marianne said. “Do that, please. Slap my face with your cock, Travis.”

“Oh, goddamn,” Travis grunted happily.

For the next twenty or thirty minutes, the sounds coming from the other side of the door were grunts from Travis and Simon. Marianne was giving them blowjobs and I could tell from the praises they were giving her that she was doing a great job.

The slurping sounds turned to moans. Maybe Simon was now eating my wife’s pussy while Travis was sucking her pink nipples. It was hard to tell what was happening. I could only imagine it based on the hot sounds my wife was making. I pulled down my shorts and started stroking my dick. The AC in the living room was on, yet my forehead and my chest were wet with perspiration.

“I’m gonna fuck your mouth while Simon is eating you out,” Travis said.

“Oh, god, yes,” Marianne sobbed. “God, you guys are making me crazy.”

“We’re just starting,” Simon said. “This is just a warmup. You missed this, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Open your mouth wide, Marianne! I’m gonna fuck your mouth, then I’m gonna fuck your pussy.”

“I’m gonna fuck her first. She’s my girlfriend,” Simon said.

“You’re her ex-boyfriend, man,” Travis said.

“I keep on forgetting that,” Simon answered, laughing.

I closed my eyes and listened. I pictured Travis sliding his veiny cock in Marianne’s mouth. I could see in my mind Simon plunging his cock deep in Marianne’s pussy. She was on the bed and she was still wearing her little black dress.

“Fuck!” Travis growled.

“You’re so hot, babe,” Simon said as he pounded my wife. I could picture Marianne on the bed with her long legs wrapped around Simon’s waist. Her luscious tits bounced with every hard thrust.

“Mmmmm, ummmm, nngghh!” Marianne moaned. I stroked my cock faster.

“Damn! Best pussy of all!” Simon growled.

“Oh, Simon, uhhhh,” Marianne sobbed from the pleasure. “Please, harder! My god! Ungghh!” I blinked away the sweat dripping from my forehead to my eyes and I stroked my cock harder and faster.

Marianne’s gasps and moans continued. After several minutes, Travis said that it was now his turn to fuck my wife. I imagined Simon nodding and then pulling his cock out and Travis taking his place. I pictured Travis ramming his big cock into Marianne’s squirting pussy and pounding her again and again. I could see the bed swaying and creaking. Simon and Travis are huge men.

They took a break after almost an hour of hot fucking. I already came, but I was still hard. I cleaned myself up with a tissue and put my shorts back on. I pressed my ear against the wooden door. They were talking in low voices. I couldn’t hear what they were saying. I don’t like all this whispering.

I imagined that it was Travis now with Marianne on the bed. Simon was probably sitting on the couch. Maybe he was smoking his cigarette. All three of them were fully naked. The three of them were sweaty. Marianne’s nipples were still hard and her messy hair was damp and sticking to her neck and the side of her face. Simon offered Marianne a cigarette, but she smiled and shook her head.

Are they done? I rubbed my eyes. My hard-on wasn’t going down. I went to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. I realized I was breathing fast. I washed my face and dried myself with a small towel. I pressed my ear again against the closed door of the bedroom. Marianne and Simon were talking and Travis was heavily snoring. What are they talking about? Are they talking about getting back together? Maybe they are making arrangements to be fuck buddies. Maybe they are talking about cheating behind my back.

No. I know Marianne. She wouldn’t do something like that. Never.

I went back to the sofa and lay my body down and rested my head on the soft pillow and closed my eyes.

I thought it would only be a thirty-minute nap. When I opened my eyes, I was confused about where I was. Why am I in the living room? Where’s Marianne? I quickly sat up. There was food on top of the coffee table. There was an open box of pizza, some soda, burgers, and a half-eaten healthy salad in a small, plastic container. Somebody ordered room service while I was sleeping. I looked at my phone. It was midnight.

Fuck! It all came rushing back. My chest was warm with sweat. Where are they? Are they still inside the bedroom? Did my wife leave me to run away with her ex-boyfriend? I quickly stood up. I almost tripped and fell down. The door of the bedroom was still closed. Is it locked? Should I open it? Would that be proper?

Come on, Brent. Your wife is in there with two guys and you’re thinking about what is proper. What is wrong with you? Open that door and go inside and kick out those bastards.

I placed my hand on the doorknob, but I didn’t do anything. I didn’t open the door. I stayed where I was. Maybe they are sleeping. I don’t want to bother them. I should go back to sleep. I was about to return to my sofa when I heard Marianne’s voice.

“Again?” Marianne said. She sounded out of breath.

“Oh, yeah,” Simon answered.

“On your hands and knees, love,” Travis ordered my wife.

“You guys don’t get tired,” Marianne said, a teasing tone in her sweet voice.

“What? Do you wanna rest?” Simon asked my wife.

“Um, no,” she said.

“You’re one insatiable slut, aren’t you, Marianne?” Travis asked her.

“Um, maybe,” my wife said playfully. I pressed my forehead against the thin wooden door. I slid my hand inside my shorts and started stroking my cock. How many straight hours had they been fucking? I slept for almost three hours. It sounded like they had been going at it for that long.

“Yeah. Wait. You know what. Stand up. Come here,” Travis said to my wife.

What is happening now? Their voices became louder. “Here?” Marianne asked. My throat felt dry. I swallowed. Travis and Marianne were beside the door.

“Ahhhh, Travis, unngghh, ahhhh,” Marianne moaned. Travis was fucking her now. Her back was pressed against the bedroom door. Fuck. I could see it clearly in my mind. Travis was fucking my wife in a standing position. He was carrying her, his hands holding her thighs, his cock plunging again and again in her dripping pussy. I could hear them torridly kissing. Both of them were drenched in sweat.

“Uhhhh, ahhhh, fuck!” Travis growled. He was pounding Marianne’s pussy so hard that I was worried that they would break the door. They kissed hungrily again. They were so close to me that I didn’t need to press my ear against the door anymore. I could hear them clearly. I continued jerking myself off, harder now.

“Oh, Travis! Nngghhh! Ahhhh! Come inside me, please,” Marianne said. I couldn’t believe she said that. I kept stroking my cock, listening as another man hammered my wife.

Travis cursed loudly. There was no rhythm in the way he fucked my wife. He growled long and hard.

“Oh, my god,” Marianne moaned. “Yes! Yes! Please! Oh, that was so good.”

“Now, my turn,” Simon said.

“Okay, babe,” Marianne said.

“Turn around, place your palms on the door,” Simon told Marianne. “Right. There you go. Spread your legs. Lift your butt higher. Fuck. Your butt is perfect, Marianne.”

“It is,” Travis agreed.

“Um, thanks,” Marianne said.

“Do you think your husband is just outside the door and listening to us?”

“Um, I don’t think so,” Marianne said after a pause. “I think he’s still sleeping. I should not really moan too loudly. This is such a thin door. I don’t want to wake him up. He looked so tired earlier.”

“That wasn’t tiredness, babe,” Simon chuckled. He slapped Marianne’s round butt. I took a deep breath.

“Fuck me now, Simon?” she pleaded. “Please?”

Simon slid his big cock into Marianne’s wet pussy and turned her sweet pleadings into whimpers and moans. I could picture him fucking my wife. He had his hands wrapped around Marianne’s slender waist. He was fucking her deep and hard. I imagined him pulling Marianne’s hair as he pounded her.

“Damn! Uh, fucking slut! You’re a fucking slut, Marianne!” Simon said as he fucked my wife hard. I imagined their sweaty bodies. Marianne was soaked and her pussy was dripping with juices. Her eyes were rolling back to the top of her head as she experienced orgasm after orgasm and her knees were shaking and her delicious pussy was squirting juices non-stop.

“Gonna come inside you,” Simon grunted.

“Hnngghh! Ahhhh! Ummmm!” Marianne moaned. Simon smacked her butt repeatedly.

“Fuck, I’m coming!”

“Oh god, Simon, yes, yes,” Marianne chanted. “Come inside me, babe, please. I missed you.”

I stayed outside the closed door of the bedroom until two in the morning. The sounds slowed down about that time. By quarter past two, I heard the two guys snoring loudly. They were done fucking my wife. I imagined them on the big bed. They were sleeping. Marianne was naked between her ex-boyfriend and Travis. Her little black dress was discarded on the floor. There were drops of come on it. Her luscious tits were out. There were kiss marks on them. Maybe she had a blanket covering her, but only up to her waist. Maybe she was sleeping comfortably in Simon’s arms, unbothered by his loud snoring. After all that fucking, Marianne was tired. They fucked her real good.

With shaking knees, I walked to the sofa and sat down on it. I still had a hard-on even though I came three times. This never happened before. I lay down. The whole length of my body could barely fit on the sofa. It was a bit uncomfortable, but it wasn’t that bad. The light from the moon streamed through the glass balcony door.

I grabbed my phone from the coffee table and unlocked it. I scrolled through the phone gallery and looked at some of the photos Marianne and I had taken earlier today. There were several.

I focused on the one that was taken at the al-fresco restaurant outside the hotel. I smiled. This is one of my favorites. The restaurant faces the beach. We asked the waiter to take the photo. It was early in the day. Marianne and I were sitting and waiting for our order, hot coffee in front of us. We were smiling at the camera. We were holding hands. Marianne was wearing a short skirt and a plain white shirt, her slender legs crossed under the wooden table. Her hair was up in a bun, with the beautiful sunrise behind her. My wife looked absolutely gorgeous.

My heart ached as I looked at the photo. I was getting used to that feeling now.

What happened tonight, I know, was just the beginning.

END

Want More Stories Like This?

Click To See the Author’s Other Works At:

Duke Kent’s Author Page

cover.jpeg
MARIANNE’S
PAST

A HOTWIFE STORY
DUKE KENT






