
        
            
                
            
        

    
MY WIFE EXPLORES THE RESORT

A HOTWIFE / WIFE WATCHING STORY

M. FOX-MYER


My Wife Explores the Resort

All Rights Reserved. My Wife Explores the Resort © 2024 by M. Fox-Myer

Cover image © Depositphotos. Used under license. Cover design by M. Fox-Myer

First digital edition electronically published by M. Fox-Myer, July 2024

With the exception of brief quotations embodied in reviews, this book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without explicit written permission of the copyright holder.

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is completely coincidental. All characters are fictitious or used fictitiously.


DAY ONE

I looked out the window as we descended towards the island. Somewhere along that band of white beach that circled the dense forest, in one of those scattered complexes, my wife Hannah had spent the last week and a half among a swarm of single men and women who had flown out for one clear purpose.

We had kept our communication to the bare minimum. I didn’t want to know anything until I got there, and she didn’t want to tell me what she’d been doing until we were together in person. All I had to go on were a few photos.

Hannah posing alone on the beach at sunset, naked and laughing. It wasn’t clear who had taken the photo.

Hannah in a bikini, standing by a swimming pool with a topless man to either side of her. All three held a cocktail, and the two men held my wife around the waist.

Hannah with the resort owner Paul, a slightly older man with whom she was a little infatuated. But she was one of four women surrounding him—all of whom, I noticed, wore wedding rings along with their skimpy outfits. I knew he had invited other regulars from the club’s female contingent to fly out and help him launch singles-targeted events. I nearly didn’t spot the edge of a bed in the corner of the shot, and on further inspection it looked like everyone in the photo was freshly dressed and made up for the evening. I figured the communal areas of the resort were probably littered with beds and other furniture designed for more than one person.

I knew enough about Hannah’s life before me—and I had seen enough over the last few months of our marriage—to know that there was little room for misinterpretation here. If it looked like there was a sexual undertone to each of these photos, then there probably was. She had come to the resort to experience other men and that was exactly what she was doing.

But I was about to find out there was more to it than that.

“Hi!” she called out, running from the reception area to hug me as I got out of the taxi. She wore a little tank top and athletic shorts that showed off her newly tanned cleavage and legs—she looked amazing, and I had no doubt that every man in this place would be thinking the same thing. “You’re finally here!”

I held her tightly as she rocked from side to side, full of energy that was at odds with my drowsy post-travel state. But I was a little relieved that she was so excited to see me. I kissed her on the cheek. “I missed you.”

She pulled back, grabbed my face with both hands, and pressed a long, passionate kiss to my lips.

She tasted and smelled different. Very slightly. Something with a little bite amidst her perfume, and an earthy undercurrent to her breath.

“Let me show you around,” she said, wrapping her hand around my arm. “Jerry can take your bags.”

Before I could say anything, a tall, muscular and dark-skinned man wearing what appeared to be the resort’s relaxed staff attire gave a friendly nod and scooped up my suitcase and carry-on bag. I thanked him and passed him a tip, then let Hannah drag me through the reception area.

I pointed to the check-in desk. “What about—?”

“All taken care of,” she said, waving the question away. “Let’s get a drink and see the resort.”

Once we had grabbed some fruit punch from the bar by the pool, she started our walking tour. It was lunchtime now, and the pool was quiet but starting to draw more of a crowd. A handful of guys and girls played volleyball, and others socialized around the bar, all to gentle background music playing through the overheard speakers.

At first glance, it might have looked like an innocent afternoon at a typical hotel—until you noticed that two of the female volleyball players were topless, and that the woman who seemed to be sleepily snuggling against a man in the far corner of the rows of loungers was actually giving him a hand job.

“So, how has it been?”

“This place is great,” she sighed. “I’m not gonna lie, it’s been a lot of fun.”

“Yeah? How much fun?” I asked, putting on a casual, suggestive smile and trying to disguise my desperation to know.

She patted my chest. “We’ll get into that. But the resort is really cool. This pool has been bouncing every afternoon and evening. There’s been a party in the club over there every night”—she then pointed to a marquee, which was currently closed off with rope barriers, but inside I could see a dancefloor and scattered furniture that looked like it was designed for more than just relaxing with a drink. “They open it up late in the evening, and most people go there. Then there are the… other rooms.”

“Oh?”

She tugged me towards a low single-story building to the back of the complex. “I have loads to show you.”

She showed me an indoor hot tub area, where several people were already cavorting in twos and threes.

She showed me two empty rooms—one with a stage and a pole for dancing, and another with various equipment that seemed to cater for the BDSM crowd—and told me of some eye-opening episodes that had apparently been taking place there over the last couple weeks.

And in the basement she showed me a set of tiny rooms that were set up in pairs, which confused me for a moment, until I saw that each pair had a glory hole through the shared wall.

The whole time we were in that building, she was a little quieter than usual, and seemed to be assessing my reaction to the resort. I wasn’t sure if it was just my imagination, or if that was particularly pronounced when we got to the glory holes.

When the tour was over, she led me into the main hotel building and took us up in an elevator to the room. When she opened it, I was surprised to see that the standard-size suite wasn’t just clean and tidy in the sense that the housekeeping crew must have recently passed through—it was clear that no one was currently occupying it.

I gave her a questioning look, and she sat on the bed and patted for me to join her.

“So, here goes. First things, first… you and I aren’t sharing a room for the next few days.”

I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach. “What? Why not?”

“It’s nothing to worry about,” she said, rubbing my arm reassuringly. “And no one is forcing me.”

“Forcing you to do what?”

She picked her words carefully and spoke in a calming tone. “It’s Paul. It’s Paul at his most egotistical, and it’s kind of an image thing, too.”

“What is?”

“Every night I’ve been here… I’ve shared a bed with Paul and the other wives he flew out.”

That knocked the wind out of me. For the first time in my life I actually stammered, as question after question flooded my brain and jammed it before I could ask any of them.

“It’s been pretty crazy,” she said, looking away with a distant expression. “Everyone here gets so carried away…”

“In Paul’s bed, you…?”

She nodded, watching me and trying to gauge my reaction. “Every night. I’ve been with Paul and all of those women.”

My cock was rapidly hardening, but I didn’t want her to see it. I wanted to know everything, and I wanted to know for sure that it was all consensual.

“And you’re sure no one is, you know, making you…”

“One hundred per cent,” she said, scrutinizing me with those big blue eyes and touching me gently. The combination of this bombshell and her small, gentle touches was rapidly turning me on. “Paul has this way about him… you know how I get around him. And you know I don’t have any kind of feelings for him… he’s just so fricking sexy. He has that effect on all of us.

“He invited me up for a drink on the first night, along with the other girls. Then one thing led to another, and… well, none of us have ended up using our own rooms. He convinced us all to have our bags moved to his penthouse suite and stay with him. His bed is huge. It’s a little bit of a squeeze, but all five of us fit.”

I tried to process this for a moment. There was a lot to unpack. But I’d come all this way, and one question in particular needed answering.

“You don’t want to come and share with me for the next few days?”

“Paul’s going for this kind of Playboy image, without… you know. He wants us all to mingle and party, do what we came here to do, but he also likes us to come back to him at the end of the night. From time to time he likes to be seen around the place with us on his arm. Like he’s building up some kind of myth around himself.”

Christ. The guy was really letting his growing empire go to his head. Yet he had enough sway with my wife—with four wives—to pull it off.

“And the other husbands?”

“Same thing. You’re the only one here right now though. Paul has been staggering all our trips, I guess to spread us out across the single events, and not have more than one of the husbands taking up a room at any one time. Me and the girls talked about it, and we’re all going to do the same thing. But,” she quickly added, “you and I will be together plenty over the next few days. This doesn’t change things.”

It does a bit, I wanted to say. But more than anything, I was hyper-aroused now. The long wait, the vague knowledge of what she was doing at these events, and now the shock of learning that my wife would continue rooming with the owner as part of some kind of harem, rather than her own husband. My mind was focused on one thing and one thing only now.

I pressed a hand to her thigh, leaned down and kissed her. For a second I was afraid she’d pull back, and imagined her repeating some line that Paul had fed her about how it wasn’t a good idea, and then I really would have been worried. But those fears were washed away when she pulled me in, breathily kissed me back, and pressed her tanned, sexy little frame against me.

“You said you’re still doing what you came here to do?” I asked, as I fumbled to lift her tank top over her head and get to that beautiful chest of hers. She pulled at the collar of my polo shirt until I got the message and whisked that off too.

“Mmhmm,” she said, using her hand to nudge the back of my head down, though I needed no encouragement. I massaged one breast with my hand and flicked the other nipple with my tongue, making her squirm beneath me.

“Want to bring me up to speed? I’ve been wondering about those photos you sent me.”

“Oh, that,” she sighed, as I started to suck on one nipple. “The beach photo was taken by some guy I met on the first day. We walked along the water to find some privacy. I always wanted to have sex on the beach.”

I slid a finger down her abdomen and then beneath the waistband of her little shorts. But I pointedly hovered there, unwilling to go any further until I knew more.

“He took me behind some bushes and fucked me there as the sun was going down. It was amazing.”

I groaned. I was more jealous of the fact the guy had fucked her outdoors in this tropical setting at sunset, a once-in-a-lifetime experience, than the fact he had fucked her at all. I probably wouldn’t be able to top that, ever.

“And those two guys by the pool?”

“Down there, first,” she said, shoving my hand down her shorts and then nudging my head again.

I dutifully obliged. It seemed a little unfair given that she had been having sex in paradise every day for the last week and a half, while I was stuck at home working, but there was a lot about our relationship that would probably seem unfair from the outside. This particular unfairness can do strange things to a guy like me.

After I had yanked her shorts and panties down and started gently sliding a finger in and out of her entrance, while my tongue drew out teasing strokes up to her nub and back down again, she sighed and sprawled out against the bed.

“Mike and Noah. They were both surfers visiting the island for a tournament. They had each secretly booked a couple of nights here for after the tournament, without the other knowing. I met Mike first, and Noah wandered over to join the conversation. Turned out, they were both cool with sharing a girl at the same time.”

I had so many questions. But her hips were rolling against my mouth, her thighs gently squeezing my head at either side, and I didn’t want to lose the momentum. The more she said, the quicker I wanted to make her come so that I could take my turn.

Hannah told me about how she had made out with both of them in the big hot tub. After they had given her a couple of orgasms, they moved over to a lounger where they spit roasted her in full view of a handful of people around the room. I made her come shortly after that, though I knew the memory of her evening with the two surfers clearly played a part.

She was still coming when I quickly climbed up on my knees and slid in between her legs. She held back a laugh at my over-exuberance as she spread her legs for me and guided me inside her.

God, she felt good. When you have a wife as dauntingly experienced with sex as Hannah, it feels like some strange kind of privilege to get to sleep with her, let alone be her spouse. Since the moment I had first started sharing her with others, there would always be a lot going on in my head whenever I fucked her. It was incredibly intense.

Unfortunately, that also meant it was sometimes brief.

After just a handful of pumps an orgasm exploded through me before I even knew what was happening. I blasted inside her and mumbled an apology, but she just smiled lovingly and stroked me, coaxing every wave out of me.

When it was all over, we lay there and relaxed against each other for a little while, but then she looked at the alarm clock and saw the time.

“Ah, I need to get going,” she said, pushing up and pulling her clothes back on.

“You do? And me?”

“Well, we need to get going, if you want to join. I think you will, but you’ll have to watch from the side.”

“Sounds familiar.”

It wasn’t quite the same type of activity that I had grown accustomed to watching Hannah participate in, but it was still pretty damn hot to watch.

Naked volleyball in the pool. Hannah and the other three hotwives had clearly been asked to get things started, and it took mere seconds for a handful of single guys to subtly rush over and join the game. The lifeguard explained that the game would need to be 50:50 male-to-female, so the game began with six men and six women, the married women having been joined by two real single girls.

I had noticed that everyone here was at least somewhat attractive. Everyone was in decent-to-great shape, and the same went for their looks. I remembered Hannah explaining to me that Paul’s chain of clubs tried to be selective about who was accepted as a member, building itself up as a brand for the ‘upper crust’ of those in the lifestyle.

I kicked back with a cold beer and watched my wife jump around in the pool. The water was about waist height for the guys, a little higher for the girls, so for the most part this game was only really providing one thing out of the ordinary: a display of bouncing tits. Every so often there would be a flash of a neatly shaved or waxed pussy, and less commonly some guy’s dick would slap out of the pool. One guy was particularly well-endowed, and he seemed to have slowly repositioned himself next to my wife—whose eyeline was nowhere near the ball on the increasingly frequent occasions when he jumped out of the water to spike it.

By the end of the game, he had laid enough groundwork to easily talk my wife into a drink.

Of course, I had come prepared to be left alone. I was one of the two or three individuals scattered around the poolside who were reading a book and flicking through their phone, with all the insouciance of someone vacationing at a normal resort. I couldn’t just sit there and gawp non-stop at the naked volleyball and then my wife’s day date. I just stole looks through my sunglasses as they chatted on some loungers away from the crowd—Hannah now wearing her tank top and shorts, and her new friend covered up in a short pair of swimming trunks.

At one point I got distracted enough by what was happening in my book to forget about them for five minutes or so, and by the time I next looked up, they were nowhere in sight.

I quickly scanned the area in a silent panic, and relief washed over me when I saw they had just moved further along the back of the poolside to a daybed. They were hooking up right there, and Hannah had made sure I would still have a good view of them.

They were making out, my wife straddling him as he lay down against the bed. Her top was already off, and her tits were in his hands. This concept of carefree, daytime public sex was completely foreign to me, but other than one or two curious glances the dozens of people sharing this communal area didn’t take much notice.

They moved at a frantic pace. Hannah slid her shorts down, and then his, before sitting on him and tongue kissing him some more with his hands all over her body. I’d have said she was making life very easy for him, but I had seen her behaving like this enough times to know that she was possibly the hornier and less patient of the two right now.

No doubt knowing I’d be watching by now, and fully aware that her back was almost entirely to me, she sat up on her knees and took hold of his cock. Her body had been blocking it until this point, so it was the first time I had seen it erect, and I nearly spat out my beer. It had been clear this guy was big when he had been throwing that thing around in the pool, but the hard-on that was now pointed up at my wife was still shocking to see.

It must have been nine or ten inches long, and it looked like it was as thick as my damn forearm. No wonder Hannah was so worked up.

She sat delicately on its tip, letting it open her up. She relaxed herself against it and began to slip down. From behind, it didn’t look possible—her frame was just too small for something that big. It was like a cartoon.

But I had seen her take some giant cocks during our marriage. The doorman at the club back home was one. Paul was another. This was a little bigger, but Hannah looked confident that she could take it.

She churned her hips, absorbing the fat glans past her glistening folds, slowing her movements to dip lower each time. He simply lay back and enjoyed the feel of her, his hands gripping her tight ass.

With the Caribbean sun lighting up their bronze bodies, my wife gradually sank down that giant cock. I watched, stunned, as that impossibly thick pipe disappeared inside her. How she had taken that thing at all, I couldn’t wrap my head around, but she was enjoying every second. When she finally sank flush against his crotch, she tossed her head back and let out a moan that reached me in my lounger. Then she began to ride him.

I sipped my beer and pretended to read while watching through my sunglasses. The way her body undulated, her waist flicking back and forth and propelling her ass outwards in rhythm was mesmerizing. Her confidence had never been higher, and she had never looked so sexy. She was in her element here.

Her movement turned to a grind, her thrusts accelerating in his lap, until she gasped so loudly that heads turned all around the poolside area. She fought to suppress it but the clear sounds of moaning through a bitten lip kept escaping across the patio.

“Shit, she’s having a good time,” I heard a voice say as two people passed.

Momentarily distracted, I looked back to see that Hannah had been flipped on her stomach and was being entered from behind. I saw her scrunch her face and mouth the word ‘yes’, gripping the sheet of the bed before he got going, and going fast.

By the end of it, she was flailing back and forth against that mattress and there was no holding back her cries of pleasure. People were having a hard time doing anything but pretend not to be watching. The frantic movement and the shaking of the bed abruptly slowed, and I knew she had taken his load.

“So, how have you found day one?” she asked, sipping her pinot noir.

We were sitting in the restaurant, enjoying a drink and a view of the sunset while we waited for our food as if this was just a normal vacation.

“Well, from what little I know of places like this, the day has barely started.”

“About that,” she said, placing her glass down.

I eyed her uncertainly.

“Tonight I need to… you know… mingle some more. Is that still okay? I need to be careful not to be seen with you too much, or…”

I nodded. We had talked about this in advance. I knew what Hannah was here to do, and I was totally on board with it. Her going out on her own with total freedom was the whole point, and though it hadn’t been in my thoughts when she first introduced me to the club back home, things had progressed to the point where the idea of not being present had become a huge turn-on for me.

Before, I had been itching to see what she did. Now, I was itching to not see it, to wait, to leave plenty to the imagination even when she told me afterwards what had happened.

“Of course. I’m pretty beat from the plane and the heat anyway.”

“You know you won’t see me ’til the morning, right?”

Fuck. I’d forgotten that part.

This not-watching thing already seemed a bit more difficult than I was expecting.


DAY TWO

When the lock beeped and the door opened, I sat up with a start. I had slept lightly, and only for a few hours. It took jerking off several times to get me to sleep, and one more time to get me back to sleep when I woke up halfway through. I had no idea what Hannah’s evening at the resort club had been like, or her night back at Paul’s penthouse suite, though what little I did know of the latter had been enough to drive me crazy with the possibilities.

“I hope you didn’t miss me too much,” she said in a teasing tone, kicking off her heels and striding across the room in her skimpy dress from the night before.

“I’m not gonna lie, I’ve been going crazy here.”

“Then come here.”

She kissed me, with a strong taste of toothpaste on her breath, and pushed me down onto the bed. She tugged my boxers down and then straddled my lap, jerking my cock.

“Would you like to know what I got up to last night?” she asked, batting her eyelashes.

I nodded, my mouth rapidly drying out.

“At the party I met a handsome younger guy. Early twenties, and clearly well-off. Via Mom and Dad, that is.”

“Ergh, really?”

“Yeah, he was certainly a type. Smug, check. Flashy, check. Cheesy, check. But being young and rich can work wonders for a body… his shirt was half unbuttoned, and I’ve never seen someone so ripped. Having a chest like that looming over you can be tempting for a girl.”

My cock surged in her hands and she raised an eyebrow. Something about knowing that one of the types of guy who I hated the most had banged my wife was doing it for me.

“We danced a little in the club area, and then we went skinny-dipping in the pool. I don’t know what it is, but there’s something so much more exciting about bumping into a naked body when it’s in a pool. We started making out, and one thing led to another…

“To keep a long story short, there’s a ledge running around the pool for people to sit on, and he put me down there and fucked me on it. I didn’t think I’d come but I did, pretty quickly too. I think just watching a damn Abercrombie and Fitch model nailing me was enough to get me there.”

I groaned. But she was still jerking my cock really slowly—clearly she had more to tell.

“I’m guessing that was just the start.”

“With him? No, that was all. After he had come and we hung out for a little while, I let him go back to the club—I knew he was dying to keep playing the field in there. And I had places to go, people to see…”

“Paul.”

She smiled, and then she unzipped her dress and pulled it over her head so that I could admire her unfaithful body. Tightening her grip on my cock, she pressed her arms inwards so they squeezed her tits and made them puff out captivatingly.

“I joined the rest of the girls in the suite and we all had a drink while we waited for him to come up. We’ve become pretty friendly—in those little moments we get together in the evenings, it kind of feels like a girls’ trip. That doesn’t last for long, though.

“When Paul joins us, we know what he likes us to do. So when he came in and sat down with a scotch, I was already sitting with my favorite, Lena. She and I get on the best, but not just in the usual way. We have this weird… chemistry. I had a girl crush on her as soon as I met her. She’s got this sexy hourglass figure that I can’t stop looking at, and I think she likes my wild side—she calls me ‘Party Girl’.

“When Paul was sitting comfortably, she and I started kissing and getting handsy. I love feeling her up, those nice big boobs and butt. I can never help myself… that’s how it always starts.”

She stopped talking and smiled down at me, enjoying my swelling arousal. I was conscious that my jaw was hanging open, and I could feel the glazed look in my eyes. She had been with girls before, but I hadn’t seen it yet. And to hear her talk so enthusiastically about this woman made it that much more exciting.

“How… what starts?” I asked, having to clear my throat first.

“I get on top of her…” she began slowly, drawing out the movement of her fist along the length of my shaft. “I pull up her dress... and then I go down on her.”

“Fuck,” I whispered, tensing my cock in her hands, imploring her to make me come.

But she smiled teasingly in a not-so-fast kind of way, slowing down even more and watching me squirm, just taking a moment to remind me who had the power here. Then she started again with more of a twisting motion. It felt incredible, but she kept the movement too gentle and slow to give me my release just yet.

“I’ve gotten good at eating pussy during this vacation. I bet I’m at least as good as you, now. I hadn’t made a girl come with my tongue before, but I’ve done it a few times now, and not just with Lena.

“When Lena had come, we swapped places. The other two were kissing and fingering each other at the same time. I watched them a little, while Lena ate me out. It was all such a turn-on, it wasn’t long before I came against her face.

“Paul then led us to the bed and had us lie down. We did what we usually do: three of us get it on while he fucks the other one. He doesn’t fuck all of us in the same night, but at least one, usually two.

“He knows the effect he has on us girls, and he knows that I’m the worst. I have no control over myself around that man. So he plays me so easily—he always starts with one of the other girls, and I know he’s doing it to make me wonder if he’ll sleep with me that night. Sometimes he doesn’t. But if he does, which is most nights, I’m always last. On the nights where he has three of us, I’m going crazy by the time he gives me a turn.”

She was twisting and tugging my cock faster now. I was close, and she could feel it. She squeezed it harder.

“And last night was one of those nights. Maybe because you’re here now, and he knew it would be that much sweeter. By the time he pulled me onto his lap, I was a horny wreck. I came on his cock within just a few minutes.”

She felt my shaft surge, then took a deep breath and pumped it faster.

“He pinned me down with my legs up, and he pounded me so fricking hard. I came again out of nowhere. Then he filled me up with his come.”

I felt my arousal burst through me like hot liquid, and with a gasp I spurted upwards. She directed my cock toward her tits and let me splatter her with come.

We ordered room service and enjoyed a leisurely brunch on our balcony, which was sufficiently private and elevated that the few people who could see us would never be able to recognize either of us. It was the one way we could hang out and sunbathe without me, in her words, ‘cramping her style’.

“Here’s what I was thinking we could do today,” she said, closing her eyes and savoring the warmth of the late morning sun.

“Go on.”

“We’ll play a little game. I’ll head out soon, when it’s a little busier around the pool and the beach. I’ll have an hour’s head start, and then you can come down and see if you can find me.”

“Just an hour?”

“Yeah. I like a challenge. Besides, I’ve already had faster hook-ups on this vacation.”

After exactly sixty minutes had passed, I left the room and rushed to the elevator. I knew that wherever I found her, she would have put thought into it. She had a real skill for stringing me along, for making me want her to do the things she wanted to do.

The pool area was the obvious place to start. I wandered past the bar, where a cluster of people were being served Bloody Marys and fruit smoothies, but she wasn’t there. She wasn’t among the scattered crowd in the water or on any of the loungers either.

I continued down to the beach. It was starting to get busy, and I had to take my time, peering around at the bodies in the shallows and on the sand while trying not to look like a creep. A few people were already enjoying themselves in twos and threes. But it was a private beach for the resort, with no public access, and no one was too worried about a casual glance here and there.

Still, no sign of Hannah.

I tried the building with the playrooms. It was just empty room after empty room, other than the area with the hot tub, where I found all three of the other hotwives relaxing with a drink. With a sigh of relief I went over, introduced myself, and asked if they knew where Hannah was.

Lena smiled back with a mischievous glint in her eye. I could see what Hannah meant: her cleavage was hypnotizing.

“She told us not to tell.”

I’d been searching for over half an hour. I wondered if I had missed something. After I left the playrooms, I went through the reception area and a few communal areas like the restaurant and a games room, finding nothing but bemused looks from the staff as I rushed around and searched for her. I even explored the walkways outside, ending up around the back of the main building among the weeds and the condenser units.

I gave up. It actually turned me on a little to have lost at her game, to have to wait to find out what she had done, all without me seeing any of it.

But then I opened the door to my room.

“Nice of you to finally join us,” my wife called out.

I rounded the corner to find Hannah draped around some guy on my bed, both of them completely naked. Her cheeks were flushed, and each of them had a slight glaze of sweat, but he was as hard as a rock and looked more than a little restless.

“This is Rafael. We met on the beach this morning, and he agreed to let you watch us.”

She gestured to the corner, where she had cleared a space and then shoved the armchair into it.

I followed her silent direction and took a seat. “What would you have done if I hadn’t come back here?!”

“We would have just gone ahead without you. And we were nearly going to.” She slowly, teasingly stroked his cock. “Poor Rafael has been waiting for a while.”

I was still trying to piece things together, and she read my confused expression.

“He’s already made me come twice,” she smiled mischievously. “Rafael has an amazing tongue.”

Then she leaned down, flicked her own tongue out, and luxuriated in a leisurely, showy French kiss with him as he groped her booty. My cock raged in my pants.

Given that they had been here for some time, that she had already been satisfied, and this Rafael guy had basically been edged the whole time, the show started immediately. She languidly kicked her leg out over him and climbed on top, before gripping his cock upwards and lowering her folds down against the thick cushion of his glans.

She swirled her hips, teasing him and his bulging erection, and taunting me as I watched from behind her. I don’t know how long she was planning to keep this up, but I never found out. He reached out, gripped her around the waist, and tugged her body down over him.

She let out a high-pitched cry and rolled her head back. “Fuck, yes.”

He thrust his hips up into her. She was visibly wet, and her pussy gave little resistance. She met his second thrust by sinking herself lower, so that straight away he was fully embedded inside her.

For a quiet moment he just lay back, and she sat flush against him, as they each absorbed the sensation. Watching them, I could imagine the warm, smothering feeling that her pussy must have been giving his member at that moment.

She pressed both hands flat against his chest and began to gently rock her hips back and forth against his crotch. He sighed, wrapping his hands over her thighs and squeezing as if to release his lingering frustration; she was now chasing another orgasm and would keep him waiting even longer.

I released my own cock and began jerking as once again I found myself watching my wife ride a stranger’s cock. Her body language was so casual, so relaxed, that I found myself wondering just how many men she had been with during this vacation. This looked commonplace to her now.

With his hands aggressively clutching her ass cheeks, she abruptly stooped over him and cried out in bliss. I watched her toned, sun-kissed body bounce in his lap as she shivered and weakly held herself up, her shapely breasts jiggling before his transfixed eyes.

As she came down from her orgasm, I expected him to change position like the guy by the poolside had done. But he simply clasped her hips and started fucking her from below.

“Fuck, that feels good,” she whispered, gripping his hand and holding herself against the headboard.

He slammed into her pussy and made her bounce and whine, his fingers digging into the flesh at the top of her buttocks. From behind, I had the full view of his shaft withdrawing almost entirely before ramming back up inside Hannah.

After a couple more minutes he thrust his pelvis up, pinned her down to it, and grunted. “Oh, God…”

His cock completely submerged in my wife, he came deep into her.

“Hannah… how many people have you slept with since you came out here?”

We were sitting on the veranda of the restaurant for an early dinner, almost alone out there. It was quiet and peaceful, which I was thankful for, because I felt pretty drained from the lack of sleep and the emotional-sexual wringer I had been going through.

She looked upwards and seemed to be counting in her head. “Um… not including you, it’s been eighteen men, and four women.”

The first number blew my mind, but the second distracted me.

“Wait… there are only three other women staying with you and Paul.”

“Yeah,” she smiled, sipping her water. “I got a little carried away with a cute unicorn girl at one of the parties. She and I went back to this hot Brazilian guy’s room and we all hooked up.”

That lucky fucker.

I smiled and shook my head. My wife was officially out of control. I tried to ignore my twitching cock, knowing I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it—at least with her—until the morning.

I took a bite of my steak and gestured to her plate.

“You aren’t gonna finish your salad?”

She shrugged. “I don’t feel like eating a lot tonight.”

I glanced at her wine glass, which she had barely touched; she followed my gaze and then gave me a wry smile.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“I don’t want to be too full for what I’m about to do.”

Something in her tone told me exactly what that was.

Keeping my swelling cock down was about to become a lot less easy.

Whistles sounded and lights swirled as the music ramped up. I sat in a corner of the crowded room, nervously nursing my beer, as the curtains opened one last time.

All three of the other wives had performed. The first two had been okay; you could tell they weren’t naturals, but they were still pretty hot.

Lena had been mesmerizing. The way her figure moved so sensuously in her skimpy little outfit was going to stay with me for a long time. I wondered if she and Hannah would stay in touch.

And now it was my wife’s turn. I felt nervous for a few reasons: as a supportive partner, I wondered how she would perform; as a loving husband, how the room would respond to her; and as a cuckold many times over, what opportunities might stem from her pole-dancing in front of a room full of horny singles.

To a chorus of cheers and wolf whistles, she strutted out wearing a matching set of black lingerie with a frilly, skirted bottom half. Most striking of all, she wore a pair of platform heels unlike anything that I had seen her wear, and which must have been at least six inches high. I wondered if she would even be able to walk in those things, but her languid stride down the runway and towards the pole made it clear she knew what she was doing.

Triggering another surge of cheers, she leapt up, grabbed the pole with one hand while crossing her feet against it, and then swung her body round in several slow circles.

Where the hell had she learned to do this?

Smiling sultrily at her adoring crowd, she jutted out her ass, lifted her skirt a little, and gave it a shake. They were going crazy, and I could see her confidence building.

She wrapped her legs either side of the pole, and then lowered her torso downwards. Hanging upside down, she turned to face the crowd and parted her legs, with her crotch pressed against the cold metal.

I couldn’t believe what I was watching. She looked incredible up there.

“I wonder which lucky son of a bitch will be getting her up to his room tonight,” said a voice behind me. A voice I recognized.

I spun with a start to find that Paul had pulled up a seat just behind me. He sipped his whiskey and watched me with twinkling, taunting eyes, before she caught his attention once more. We looked up to see her spinning horizontally around the pole, with one leg bent and the other pointed in a straight line.

“She’s quite something on that pole, isn’t she?” he said.

“I had no idea until now.”

I could hear the smug grin in his voice as he replied. “That will be the pole dancing classes she and the other girls took last week. Of course, none of them took to it as brilliantly as Hannah.”

She lowered her torso once again, and I watched dumbfounded as she slowly opened out her legs in an upside-down split.

“Such a flexible young woman,” he sighed, standing up and heading back toward the bar. He patted my shoulder as he passed. “I can’t wait to see what other positions she can pull off tonight.”

She unhooked her bra and flung it into the crowd, sending them wild.


DAY THREE

When Hannah entered my room the next morning, I was sitting awake on the balcony. I’d only slept for an hour or two and then given up, unable to get back to sleep even after several orgasms. I’d sat out there and watched the sun rise, my imagination running wild with possibilities after Paul’s parting words.

She sat down on the other side of the little round table, wearing an innocent little sundress that belied her extramarital activities the day before. She looked surprisingly fresh and well-slept.

“Didn’t feel like sleeping?” she smiled, and stuck her tongue out at me when I gave her a half-joking glare.

“I’m surprised you did.”

“Oh, I’m not. I was exhausted by the end of the night.”

“And why was that?”

She slid her hand beneath the table and pressed it to my crotch, rousing my cock—which, except for when I had felt the need to relieve it, had permanently been at least semi-erect ever since her dance routine.

She bit her lip and smiled, glancing around. “You really want to know?”

I took a deep breath and nodded.

Her hand slid beneath my waistband, took hold of my cock, and held it upright with the head pulling at the material.

“Paul was really fired up by the pole dancing.” Her eyes were practically glowing. “It was the first night that he took all four of us.”

“Jesus.” Given he was at least fifteen years older than me, that was particularly impressive. I wondered if he had needed a little pharmaceutical help, though Hannah didn’t seem to have considered it. I didn’t want to burst her bubble, or stand corrected and feel like I was actually less of a man than him, so I kept my mouth shut.

“He went easy on the other girls, but he was super turned on by how flexible Lena and I had been on the stage. He had Lena stand on her feet and bend down to the ground—she can pretty much fold herself in half, so it was really something to watch. He said it felt amazing at that angle, and I’m not surprised, because he didn’t last long with her.”

I could only imagine how good that butt must have looked, jutting out like that with her pussy presented to him. Or how it must have felt around him.

“Then it was my turn.” She smiled coyly and started to jerk me off.

“And… what did you do with him?” I asked, my throat suddenly a desert.

“He lay me down on my back and entered me normally, but then he pushed my legs up until they were bent above my head. I didn’t really know I could do that. It was so fucking intense…” Her fist quickened against my shaft. “I came really hard, and it felt overwhelming while I was so prone and stuffed with his cock.”

I gulped and tried to picture Hannah bent in two like that, coming hard against his cock. I had to try that one with her.

“He wanted to try something else though. He had me bend at the waist, lean against the wall with my hands, and lift one leg back and over his shoulder.”

I thought for a second, and then realized he was making her replicate one of the poses she had used against the pole after her bra had come off. I had never known she could move her legs like that.

“He fucked you like that?”

She nodded, pumping me harder now. “My legs started to tremble a little, but he was like a man possessed. He was fucking me so hard, I had to be careful I didn’t fall into the wall. And when he came into me, I could feel it so much more than usual. I’ve never felt a cock so deep inside me.”

I blew my load inside my boxers and down her hand. She watched me with a wide-eyed smile until I was done, then she pulled her hand away and wiped it clean against my shorts.

“I have a surprise for you. Go get dressed, and I’ll order breakfast.”

As we ate on the balcony, and I reeled from the visuals looping in my brain from Hannah’s pole dancing and her account of the rest of the night, she told me the plan for the day.

“So, today is gonna be different. You and I are going for a pleasure boat tour of the reefs, just the two of us, and then a candlelit dinner on a private beach.”

I stared back, confused. “I thought you were supposed to… you know…” I gestured vaguely in the direction of the pool and the club.

“Paul’s treat for the last day,” she smiled. “I think he wanted to make sure we had a bit of normal, one-on-one vacation time, as a thank you. And tonight, I’m staying with you. The porter will bring my stuff over today.”

I got myself ready and we headed down to the beach where the boat was due to meet us. Sure enough, a speedboat was waiting to take us over to where it was anchored, and after boarding and meeting the skipper we set off. It was just us and him on board, so we were left alone to enjoy the views, the sun, and the gentle sea spray as we skimmed across the waves. For the first time, I relaxed for real—I could tell in Hannah’s demeanor there was no ulterior motive here, no other plans for this excursion that involved her spreading her legs for someone else.

We swam and snorkeled at a few different spots along the reef. The skipper then dropped us off at a secluded stretch of beach, telling us he would now be picking up the chef from the main island and returning shortly.

While he was away, I took my chance. I rolled Hannah onto her back, pulled off her bikini, and fucked her there in the sand. It was the wildest sex we’d ever had.

The candlelit dinner was perfect—the cook had stationed his barbecue out of sight around a sand dune, leaving us to enjoy the stars overhead and the gentle crash of the waves as we ate. It was a fitting end to an unforgettable day.

When we got back to the room, Hannah’s suitcase and bag were waiting for us inside the door. I felt a wave of relief that she would be staying with me as promised.

She kicked off her sandals and touched the sand and salt clinging to her hair. “I need a shower, and so do you. The shuttle to the airport gets here early and I’m not gonna sleep like this.”

“Fine,” I sighed, stretching out over the bed to wait for my turn. “I just can’t promise I won’t get you all dirty again between now and the flight.”

She raised her eyebrows coquettishly and then disappeared into the bathroom for her shower. I closed my eyes and rested. It had been a crazy few days, but I wouldn’t change any of it. I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off Hannah for months after this.

A little while later she slipped out, wrapped in a towel and clutching a blow dryer. “I kind of made a mess of the shower with all that sand. Maybe you should have a bath?”

I glanced at the tub, which I’d left unused this whole time in favor of the shower. I wasn’t much of a bath guy, but hell, I was on vacation.

I soaked for a while, feeling the hot water relax my tired muscles and melt away the tension of the last two nights. By the time I stepped out and toweled off I felt a hell of a lot better. It was still early—maybe I could order up some bubbly for the two of us to enjoy.

But when I stepped out of the bathroom, she was gone. There was just a handwritten note on the bed.

Come find me :)

I trod a familiar path through the resort. On my way down I peered into the restaurant and the other indoor communal areas, but unsurprisingly she wasn’t in the building.

The pool area was surprisingly quiet, and even though it was kind of early, the bar in the club area had been much busier at this time the previous evenings. There must not have been an event planned that night, I thought. I wondered if many of the guests had flown home earlier that day.

The beach was dead. There was just one guy and a girl sitting together on a lounger, and as I stood there scanning the beach they fell silent and looked at me pointedly until I got the message and moved on.

I ruled out a repeat of her trick the day before. Hannah wouldn’t do that twice. Not that I’d have minded—as long as she and I still had time afterwards for that drink and one last session of our own in my bed.

There was only one other possibility.

I pushed open the door to the satellite building that contained the playrooms.

It was becoming increasingly unsettling just how quiet the resort had become. The hot tub area, which was normally bustling by this time, was a ghost town, containing just a handful of women—none of them Hannah. The room with the stage and pole was completely empty. While I searched, a few people passed me and left the building—always a guy walking on his own.

For the first time, I ducked into the room with all the BDSM stuff and had a look around. There were a few people engaged in some pretty kinky stuff—someone was bound to a wall, and another was being whipped—and my racing heartbeat slowed when I realized none of them was Hannah.

When I emerged from the room I heard voices and giggling. I looked down the corridor to see Paul and several women, who I quickly recognized as the rest of his harem. My brief sense of relief disappeared when I realized she wasn’t among them.

“Paul? Have you seen Hannah?”

He smiled and patted my chest. “Hope you enjoyed your stay.”

And then he just carried on walking, the rest of the women filtering past with him. The other two avoided my gaze but Lena glanced up with a guilty smile.

What the hell was going on?

Then I remembered the basement.

I quickly strode down the corridor in the opposite direction, found the staircase, and flew down it in a matter of seconds. I could hear movement and whispers over low background music, and I could feel a fug of warm air when I reached the bottom of the stairs.

When I turned the corner, I stumbled upon a line of people. All men, in fact. All of them queuing for one of those doors. Aside from that little room and the adjoining one, the rest sat open and unoccupied.

I counted fourteen guys in that queue, all patiently waiting. No one seemed to be in any kind of rush.

I joined the line. I had to know.

The wait was torturous. One guy left, another entered, and time dragged on.

In the warm, muggy darkness, above the low music, I would sometimes hear whispering between the others in the queue.

“One guy said it was the best he ever had,” I heard someone say, or thought I heard him say.

A couple more joined the queue behind me. They were still turning up.

It felt like hours passed. A guy would step into that room, leaving the rest of us awkwardly waiting in near silence, and after some time had passed the door would swing open and he would walk out with his head lowered, beelining for the stairs. Then the process would start all over again.

Finally, I was next. The door opened, and the last guy bumbled out, wiping his brow. I entered.

There was nothing in that dimly lit room except for the round hole cut into the wall. For a little while I just stared at it, hesitating.

What if it wasn’t her? For all that Hannah had done, the open aspect of our relationship only worked one way. I had no interest in being with anyone else, and she had always said she would find it tough to accept if that was something I wanted one day. If I got this wrong, I would have committed a real breach of our marriage.

But surely, surely, this had to be her.

I stepped forward. I had to decide.

On the other side of the hole, someone shuffled impatiently and gently cleared their throat. It was hard to tell under the music, but it was certainly a female voice, and it sounded like it could be her.

I unzipped and pumped myself for a moment until I was fully hard. And then I fed my cock into the hole.

I felt fingers wrap around my shaft and direct it into a hot, wet mouth. I pushed forward and she slowly sank her lips all the way, gently sucking. And then I knew for sure.

“Hannah,” I sighed.

She withdrew from my cock. For a moment I was worried that I had spooked her… or that maybe it wasn’t really her after all.

“I knew it was you.” I could hear the smile in her voice. “You finally found me.”

“I can’t believe, I…” I swallowed. “You’ve been… here?”

“Crazy, isn’t it?” she whispered. “Paul’s idea. Only one of the other girls was willing to do it, and she only did two. But I found it such a turn-on.”

It was so impersonal. So dirty. So disgusting, really.

So why, as she lightly gripped my cock on the other side of the hole, was it throbbing so eagerly for her?

“Relax,” she whispered. “Just enjoy it.”

She slid her lips back down over my cock, and proceeded to give me the best blowjob of my life.


DAY FOUR

I woke to a rhythmic thumping and grunting.

I blinked through bleary eyes and looked up.

On the other side of the room, Hannah was being held up against the wall with her legs around the waist of a tall, strong black guy. A moment later I recognized him as Jerry, the porter. He was fucking her right there in our hotel suite, while I’d been sleeping.

I sat up and watched. She had her arms wrapped around his shoulders and her eyelids scrunched shut, just enjoying the feel of him as he pounded her pussy with his thick, dark cock. She must have heard me moving because her eyes suddenly opened and stared back at me, and then she bit her lip and smiled.

I took out my cock and jerked myself off to the sight of it. She came shortly after, and then with my wife’s limbs flailing against his muscles he filled her with his seed.

He pulled on his uniform, nodded, and dragged our luggage out into the hallway.

“So, verdict on the resort?” Hannah asked, as we sat at the gate and waited to board.

“I don’t really know how to grade a place like that.” I still felt pretty shell-shocked from the events of the last few days.

She laughed and shook her head. “Fair. Well, did you have a good time or not?”

“I don’t really know how to answer that, either,” I smiled. “It wasn’t quite as simple as a ‘good time’ for me, given the mild torment you put me through but… it was intense. And I’m glad we did it.”

“Me too.” She kissed me, a quick peck, which felt a little strange after the near-constant depravity throughout this vacation. “Maybe this question is easier to answer: Would you do it again?”

I considered it. “I think so. I need some time back in reality first, though.”

“Yeah… I think so, too.” She seemed pensive as she looked out over the airfield, and I sensed there was more to her question.

“Why do you ask?”

“Paul.”

“Ah.” I wondered what he had offered her now, for her to help with his ‘business needs’.

She seemed to read my thoughts. “Actually, he told me something kind of surprising.”

“What’s that?”

“It turns out, he wasn’t entirely truthful about his reasons for having us here. It wasn’t exactly just to help sell some singles packages.”

I eyed her uncertainly. “Then… what was it?”

“He does want to do that. But he knows single women will always be a tough market. So he also wants to launch packages for hotwives and their husbands. And he just trialed it on us.”

My stomach sank. “Sorry… what?”

“Everything we just did, he wants to sell that as an experience.” She took my hand in hers. “He was so happy with how it went that he’s going to do it for real. It wouldn’t be all hush-hush next time—the whole resort would know who the hotwives are. And seeing as he’s making a killing off the guys, the rates for couples like us are actually pretty cheap.”

My heart was pounding. Though I didn’t really know if it made a difference, I felt a little tricked and used, thinking back over everything that had happened through this new lens. Paul had been messing with me deliberately.

“So, how would you feel about doing it again now?”

I held her hand and looked out over the airfield. I was tempted. Having the whole resort know our business, the way our marriage worked, would change things. My cock surged at the thought.

“I’ll think about it,” I sighed. “Right now, I think I just need to get home, have a nap, and spend a few weeks with you in bed.”

She smiled. “Me too.”

She leaned her head on my shoulder, and we sat there in silence, watching the planes take off and land, the bustling of the airfield crew on the ground, the little vehicles zipping back and forth.

“Maybe one day you should invite Lena to come visit,” I said.

She laughed. “We’ve already talked about it.”

For years, I didn’t know a thing about Hannah’s wilder single days before we met. I knew now that she had been with staggering numbers of men—her tally since she had married me was shocking enough. But it didn’t worry me. The jealousy and anxiety was nothing compared to the boundless, consuming lust I had for her.

In the next few weeks, I would take her back for myself over and over again. But it was all temporary, and that added to the excitement.

Because I knew she would never really be just mine.

THE END

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.

Also by M. Fox-Myer

If you’d like to read more stories like this, check out the following novellas:

Wives on Camera Series (Bundle here)

It’s About Your Fantasy…

The Agent

A Trainer for the Bride

Or these short stories:

Watch Me Cheat Series

The Hotwife Texts Series (Bundle here)

cover.jpeg
“~ ~  AHOTWIFE
. - STORY
" .

M. FOX-MYER





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




