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Chapter One
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I yelped in pain. My right ass cheek burned with the impression of my husband’s hand, and my spine curved upward as I recoiled. 

Pure reflex. 

I pressed my hands and knees down onto our marriage bed, bracing for more. I knew I deserved this. And I wanted it. My mind and body settled into the sweet sting, and as it did, my spine lowered, causing my ass to stick up and out at him. I wiggled it, taunting him to do it again.

Grant chuckled as he hummed with devilish delight. “You loved giving your pussy to another man, didn’t you?”

I took a deep breath. “Oh my god,” I whispered.

I bit my bottom lip. Something about the prospect of confessing out loud both terrified and exhilarated me, like the feeling right before you jump off a cliff into a lake. I don’t think I could have done it – couldn’t have found the words – except I was already receiving my deserved punishment. And it wasn’t so bad. No, actually, it was so good. So liberating. To no longer be the good wife. To be the wife that deserves a savage spanking. 

I felt free.

“Didn’t you?” My husband’s other hand – the one not tanning my ass – gripped my hip and squeezed it as if to milk the truth from my lips. The force in his grip felt animal. So raw and ravenous.

“I did,” I hissed.

Spank!

A bolt of liquid euphoria shot up from the place where he struck me and into my skull. It spread through my brain, making me giddy. Almost drunk. And defiant. 

“Say it louder!” he growled.

My heart pounded with anticipation. I knew these undertones, but until this recent adventure of me fucking someone else, I hadn’t heard or felt them from him in a while. He wanted to fuck me with such fierce want. To claim me. To decimate my pussy with his desire, his discipline, and his choice. Because he chose me, still. His newly unfaithful wife.

“I did! I loved giving my pussy to another man!”

Warmth flooded my groin as the words spilled from my lips. Sheer ecstasy from such a brazen, unspeakable admission. My heart fluttered.

He ran his fingers in between my lips. “Mmm. You’re soaking wet, Mya.”

Oh god, I’m such a filthy whore. 

I moaned. “What do you want to do to your unfaithful wife?”

His other hand grabbed the other side of my hips, and with a powerful thrust, he shoved his hard cock into me. 

“Oh, god!!” I gasped. An intoxicating shock spread across my forehead, as though his thrust had sent a wave of rapture though my body that had slammed into the inside of my skull. 

He began thrusting in and out, his hips smacking up against my reddened ass. “He made you cum multiple times, didn’t he?”

My mouth fell open. Another wave of guilt mixed with excitement. Because there it was. A decadent truth. My pussy came countless times for a man I barely knew. Shouldn’t I have reserved that for Grant? But my faithless pussy surrendered orgasm after orgasm to someone else. I nodded.

“Say it out loud!” Grant’s cock throbbed inside of me as it continued to plumb my wet hole. 

“He made this pussy cum so many times!” 

Spank! 

A wicked laugh escaped my opening mouth as I caught my breath from the sting.

“Mmm, you must have loved the way he fucked you!” Grant’s thrusts quickened and his head swelled to granite hardness. 

I whimpered. “Oh my god, Grant, yes! Fuck this slutty pussy!”

Grant’s thumbs and fingertips dug into me. He fucked me until we both came together, moaning and groaning like one body. One mind. One heart.

We both collapsed into a spoon - him behind me, and he held me. As my breathing and heartbeat slowed, tears formed in the corners of my eyes. Tears of gratitude. 

“You still love me, babe?” I whispered.

He squeezed me tight and kissed the back of my earlobe. “So much, Mya. Thank you for trusting my love and us and stepping out into this wild new world with me.”

I sighed and closed my eyes, nuzzling my body back into him. 

“I want to take you on a trip. Can I take you on a trip?” he asked.

I giggled. “You mean you want to take your whore wife on a trip?”

He cooed in my ear. “That’s exactly what I want to do. Just for the weekend. We can take a drive to the beach. Stay somewhere.”

My heart warmed. “Sure, babe. Take me on a trip.”

One thing bothered me, though. 

Damian.

The way he fucked me into the next galaxy was enough to haunt my daydreams. Confessing the vivid details to Grant and receiving my punishments only further branded it into my psyche. 

I’m glad I can’t fuck him again. If I was going to get attached to anyone... or the way they fucked me..., it would be Damian. Better to let that memory be just that. A memory.
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Chapter Two
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Warm California sunlight poured through the front windshield of Grant’s sedan as we pulled up to the resort. While he checked us in, I went for a walk to explore. My sandaled feet glided across large, smooth terracotta tiles in the lobby and carried me past an array of fountains and large green plants. The back of the lobby exited to a large terrace with chaise lounge chairs and a crystal blue pool. All around it, the resort folded in a ‘U’ shape with three stories of stucco walls painted yellow, white framed windows, and wrought-iron balconies. The beach lay just past each end of the ‘U’. 

I bet the view from those balconies is amazing.

Grant slipped up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. “Pretty great, huh?”

I took a deep breath, savoring his embrace. “Yes, it’s perfect.”

“We’re going to be on the third floor, so we’ll have a breathtaking view of the ocean.”

My face pulled tight with a wide smile. And I squealed. “Oh, really?! I’m so excited! Let’s go see!”

We scampered up to the room, running ahead of the baggage bellhop. I skipped, clinging to Grant’s hand, pulling him along. “C’mon, babe! Let’s go see it!”

He laughed.

When we reached the door, he waved a card in front of a reader and it made a beep and click, unlocking. I pushed through the door into a decadent waft of vanilla, bergamot, and jasmin. I kicked off my sandals. 

“Oh my god...”

My eyes widened. I could have fallen onto the plush carpet under my bare feet and rubbed my naked body on it. 

“Feel this, babe.”

Before he could say anything, I pointed at the bed. The king size bed with a fluffy white comforter and throw pillows. “Look!” I ran and dove onto it. “Grant! This bed feels amazing!”

“You look amazing on it.”

I popped myself up onto all fours, my ass pointed in his direction, and I twerked it.

“Yeah, you like the view?”

“Mya, that’s the best view in this hotel. And who knows? Maybe we’ll meet some adventurous stranger who would like to see that view as well.”

I jerked my head around, grinned, and cocked an eyebrow at him. “Yes. Who knows?”

I hopped off the bed and threw open the French doors out to our balcony. The ocean breeze blew in across my face and teased my hair. Our room lay on one end of the ‘U’, looking out across the grounds to the other end. To my left, the expanse of sand and ocean shimmered with white and blue brilliance. 

“Grant, I love this place!”

“I hear they have a nice gym on the property, too. I was thinking we should go check that out. Feel like doing a little sweating?”

“Well, if I’m going to be sharing this view...” I cocked an eyebrow as I gestured down my body. “...with others, I need to keep it in tip, top shape, don’t I? Let’s do it.” 

“Perfect! In that case, I have a gift for you!” Grant beamed from ear to ear. 

It made me laugh. “You do?”

He handed me a large gift bag. 

“When did you sneak this in the car?” I asked.

He grinned as he bounced on one foot. “Well, go on, open it.” 

My eyes narrowed as I smirked at his eagerness, and I dug into the bag. “What did you get me?” 

Soft and satiny. Hmm.

I lifted them out. “Are these... workout clothes?” I spread them out on the bed. My mouth fell open into a grin. “Very sexy workout clothes.” I cut my eyes to the side at him. “You want me to go to the gym wearing these, don’t you?”

He nodded, his eyes as wide as his smile.

“You know what? Fuck it. We’re away at the beach. Not like I’m going to know anyone here.” I waved over at the French doors and curtains. “Wanna close those? Don’t want to get us thrown out on our first day.”

“If anyone is looking, let them look,” Grant said.

I grinned. 

So naughty.

Little did I know what Grant knew. 

What he had been planning.

Someone was looking.
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Chapter Three
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The air in the gym chilled against my skin and caused my nipples to harden. Grant’s gift – a thin, low cut sport bra with no padding - left almost nothing to the imagination. To make matters edgier, the waistline on the matching booty shorts fell several inches below my navel and the thin material showed the tiniest bit of camel toe. 

I whispered into Grant’s ear. “How long do you think it will take for someone to complain to the resort staff about me?” The outfit was borderline obscene, and Grant couldn’t have been happier. Lucky for me, the gym was almost empty, save for one guy laying on a bench at the far end next to the mirrors. Tattoos covered his bare chest and muscular arms. He seemed out of place, I thought, for a resort like this one. Not that I was complaining. This out-of-place stranger was far too easy on the eyes to complain. And besides, I was wearing a “come fuck me” workout outfit, thanks to Grant, so we were both out of place.

Grant turned and faced me, stopping me in my tracks. He took my cheeks in his hands and peered into my eyes. Something about those eyes still melted and comforted me every time he did that. 

“Listen, Mya. I want you to relax this trip. Let your hair down. Do whatever feels natural. Whatever feels good. Ok?”

My lips pursed with a smirk. What is he up to now? 

“Ok, babe, but what...”

Before I could ask, he turned and walked over near Mr. Tatted Muscles and waved at me to follow. 

Ohh, ok, I got it. You want to be sure someone sees me in this outfit.

Something about the exposure of my body made my heart beat faster, especially in front of a hot stranger. As we approached, the stranger released the barbell with a stunning amount of weight back onto the rack. It clanged and rattled, and he stood up.

Damn.

I fought to catch my breath. The stranger was tall. Gorgeous. And either his shorts were too small, or the contents were too much to contain. My nipples got even harder, and not because of the cool air. 

“Mya, this is Beckett. He’s a personal trainer.”

You know this guy?

My face flushed, but I shoved my hand out to take Beckett’s. His rugged hand touching the softness of my skin sent a tingle up my arm and into my spine. 

“I thought it would be fun to have a little coaching for your workout,” Grant said.

My composure hung by a thread as warmth began forming in my vagina.

I nodded, trying to hold some eye contact with Beckett without drooling. “Oh, ok.”

“So, you two have fun.” Grant started back towards the gym entrance.

My heart beat jumped to double time.

“Wait, where are you going, babe?” I asked.

He spun around, smiling and apparently fighting to restrain a chuckle. “I’ve got some things I need to do, but I’ll see you in a little while. You just focus on your workout. Maybe Beckett can give you some tips to work out that tension in your groin.”

My mouth fell open, and my face flushed again. Harder and hotter. A mixture of embarrassment and intense arousal. Truthfully, I wanted Beckett to bend me over a bench and fuck me right there.

God, what have I become?

I clasped my hands in front of my vagina and turned to face Beckett.

“Sooo, apparently I have tension in my groin.”

He smirked. “Is that why you’re covering it?”

I laughed. What else could I do? I forced my hands onto my hips, exposing my slight camel toe to his gaze that was zeroed in on my groin.

He took a step closer to me and dropped into a squat, his eyes right on my barely covered folds. “Well, let me take a look and see about this tension.” He placed his thumb on the inside of my thigh, right by my crotch and wrapped his fingers over the top of my thigh, gripping it. “How does that feel?”

I swallowed hard, and my voice cracked. “Umm, it f...feels ok.” 

“How about this?” He lifted his other hand to my other leg and gripped it the same way. 

If he’s not seeing a wet spot, it’s a miracle.

I gasped.

“Does that hurt?” he asked.

I laughed again. “No. Um...no, it doesn’t hurt. It feels fine.” 

“Hmm, ok.” He stood up and looked into my eyes. 

Wait. I recognize you. 

How did I know this face? These eyes? Where had I seen him before?

“I think we should probably work on some stretches first just to make sure we work out any of that tension, so come over here.” He gestured to an open area with yoga mats. 

I followed behind him, taking notice of his chiseled musculature and the intricate tattoo work on his arms and shoulders. They reminded me of Damian. My husband really knew how to pick them, and by that point, I had worked out exactly what he picked Beckett for.

Relax, he says. Do whatever feels good, he says. Ok, Grant. Game on. 

A part of me still feared Grant and I were playing with fire with this new game we were playing in our marriage. But another part of me - the part between my legs – loved the way the fire felt and wanted more. More like the delicious specimen of a man that was pointing down to a yoga mat in front of me.

“Lay down on your back and spread your legs,” he said.

“Yessir, Mr. Trainer, sir.” I winked. 

He grinned and got down on his knees between my legs. “Let’s see how flexible you are.” He placed his hands on the insides of my thighs near my knees and put light pressure on them, opening me up further. 

Having my pussy wide open underneath him caused my stomach to flutter. “Mmm, that feels good,” I said. 

“That’s good. How about this?” He took my ankles in the firm grips of each of his hands and lifted my legs up over my head, spreading them out, and leaning over me. 

His enormous size compared to mine made me shiver with want. I looked up in his eyes with a burning “fuck me” gaze. “That feels really good.”

His eyes dropped down my body and studied me. “You look like you take good care of your body.”

“Thanks. You look like you take good care of yours,” I said. “Are you training for anything in particular?”

His eyes met mine again. “One thing in particular.” He slid his hands off my ankles and down to the floor, pinning my open body under him until his crotch rested against mine.

Oh, god.

His hard shaft lay right between the small humps off my camel toe. I tried my best to keep cool and play tough for this stud, but all I wanted to do was beg for him to take me right there. “I think I know something else that would help me work out this tension in my groin.”

“For that, you’ll have to earn it.”

My lips parted and my eyes widened. Did he just...?

“Earn it?” 

“You heard me. Do you think you’re up to the challenge?”

My eyes narrowed. Ok, tough guy. 

“I think you’d have a hard time finding a challenge for me that is actually challenging.”

He chuckled. “We’ll see.” He got up off of me and stood up.

I started to follow, but he stopped me.

“No, no, you stay down there. Get on your knees.”

He pulled the waistband of his gym shorts down and an enormous, beautiful cock popped out. 

“Holy shit, dude, are you serious? Right here?”

He cocked his head to the side and smiled down at me. “Already too much for you?”

“Well, no, but, we’re in the middle of a public gym. Anyone could walk in here and...”

He pulled his cock back in his shorts. “Thought so.”

I pressed my lips together. 

“I thought when you walked in here in that outfit that maybe you were a bad ass bitch who didn’t give a fuck what other people thought. Like maybe she’s got it in her, you know? But nah, I get it. You’re a burbs wifey. Gotta maintain your ole’ lady halo.”

Ole’ lady? I reached out for his waistband and scooted towards him on my knees. My pulse quickened and adrenaline flooded my body. Oh my god, I can’t believe I’m doing this.

I pulled his waistband down, and his cock popped out again. My mouth watered. I took it into my clammy hands and looked up at him. “Challenge accepted.” My lips slid onto his puffy head and my tongue slid under his shaft. His size forced me to open my mouth wide to get it in, but I took it like a champ. It pulsed in my mouth as I bobbed my head on it, feeling the thick vein on the underside with the soft papillae of my tongue. 

He groaned. “Mmmm. Such a naughty little wifey.”

I chuckled with my lips enclosed around him, encircling my thumb and finger around the base and reaching around him to grab his firm ass with my other hand. His shaft was too thick for me to fully enclose it in my grip, but I got most of the way around it. My saliva ran down it, reaching my thumb. I slid my circle grip up his length, spreading my spit like a lube. My other fingers wrapped around him, and my lips met my grip to form the perfect sleeve for his throbbing prick. I worked him rhythmically like a piston, determined to show this cocky motherfucker what I thought of his challenge. I gagged only once as his head hardened and tapped the back of my throat, but I didn’t miss a beat and kept pumping him. My other hand slid from its grip on his ass and moved between his legs to cup his balls that had tightened up. 

“Mmmmm,” I moaned around him. He’s ready to blow. And I had every intent of taking every drop of him down my throat right in the middle of the gym. 

But I heard voices outside the entrance. A couple. Maybe. 

Oh shit.

I paused for a second. My heart assaulted my sternum and pumped liquid heat up through my neck into my skull. My head spun with fear and exhilaration.

Fuck it.

I plunged my mouth back onto him, and he immediately started pulsing in my mouth. 

“Fuccckkkk!” he growled.

Hot cum sprayed the back of my throat, and I hummed my delight, vibrating his cock through my lips. 

He rested his hand on my head while he drained out into my mouth and then softened in it. I tilted my head back, letting his cock slide one inch at a time from my lips, lifting it on the tip of my tongue and showing the remains of his cum still in my mouth. 

My eyes burned defiantly as I stared at him before I closed my mouth and swallowed. 

He stepped back, putting his cock back in his shorts, and I turned to look at the gym doorway. He chuckled. “They peeked in for a minute, saw what was happening, looked horrified and left.”

“They’re probably reporting us,” I said.

“Probably.”

An hour ago, the thought of getting caught scared me. But that had vanished. Somehow, in one brazen act of wanton oral sex with a risk of getting caught, I found something. I found a power inside of me. It felt good. 

“So, have you got something more challenging for me, tough guy?”

He smiled. “As a matter of fact, I do.”
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He led me to his room, also on the third floor, on the other side of the resort ‘U’, directly across from Grant and I’s room. 

Hmm, if Grant had this planned, why didn’t he book a room right next to this?

Beckett walked into his room, so similar to ours, and went to the French doors to open them. He turned and looked at me with a grin. “Nice view.”

“Are you talking about out there or in here?” I gave him a cheeky grin.

“Cute.” He walked over towards me. “As much as I like this outfit...” He reached for the bottom hem of my sports bra and pulled it up, letting my breasts drop out. My mouth fell open, but my hands raised, making it easy for him to lift it all the way off me. He pushed me back against the wall, and his mouth attacked my left nipple.

“Oh, fuck,” I panted. Heat filled my chest as his mouth devoured me, licking all around my areola and flipping at the tip of my nipple with his tongue. He placed his hands against my rib cage, just underneath my tits, and pushed up, causing them to press together and out into his caress. My head pressed back into the wall and my chest pushed out into his oral onslaught. Internal fireworks shot across my shoulder blades as his mouth and tongue slathered my tits with his hunger. 

He tugged at my shorts as he continued. I kicked my shoes off, and he pushed my shorts down to my ankles, leaving me in just my ankle socks. His mouth moved down from my tits to my stomach, sucking at my skin with his eager mouth. He moved his hands from my tits around to my ass, and grabbed it, pulling my hips towards him. 

My eyes closed and rolled back in my head. “Yes, take this wifey,” I whispered.

He lifted his hand off my ass cheek and brought it back with a hard slap. My lips parted, and I exhaled. For having not much distance from the wall, he managed a powerful strike. I cooed. “Mmm, you are punishing this slutty wifey.” 

He snickered against as he bit at my skin. When his mouth arrived at the crease between my aching pussy and my thigh, he slid his hands between my legs, cupped his arms under my ass and placed his hands against my back. With one swift motion, he lifted me off the ground, and I grabbed his hair to steady myself.

I squealed. “Oh my god!” My feet dangled as he turned and carried me far above the floor and over towards the bed, his mouth never stopping its advances. He teased with his tongue, dancing around my folds without entering. I gripped his hair and chided, “Do I have to beg?”

He threw me down on the bed like a rag doll, jostling my body. Before I could gain my bearings, my legs were up over my head. He, once again, had my ankles in the tight grip of his hands. My heart raced like that of an antelope being pursued by a lion. I felt both vulnerable and euphoric. 

He placed the flat of his tongue at the base of my opening and pressed as he licked me all the way up to my clit. 

“Oh, fuccckk,” I moaned.

He laid stroke after stroke of his wide, wet tongue on my pussy, from bottom to top, each time sending a jolt of pleasure up into my abdomen that caused it to clench. If my pussy were a yearbook, he was signing it with permanent marker, taking a whole page for himself. After several strokes on my outer folds, he narrowed his tongue to a point and parted them, penetrating my sloppy wet slit and delving into it. I placed my hands on his head and ran my fingers through his hair, thrusting my hips into his mouth. He pressed my legs further open, spreading me out like the wanton whore “wifey” that I was. 

“Oh, god, yes, eat that evil pussy!” I hissed. 

He began thrusting his tongue deep into me, in and out, again and again. Fucking me with his tongue. I pressed my lips together and whimpered against them. For a moment, I tried to restrain my noise, thinking about the open French doors. Surely, half the hotel could hear me. But that thought betrayed me and only added to the thrill of my married pussy wide open to the invasion of this insatiable animal.

The excitement forced an explosive wail through my lips, breaking like water through a dam. “Oh, fuck, yes! Devour that pussy!” My cheeks flushed as my thighs and stomach tightened. “I’m going to cum!”

My legs began shaking in his grip, and he continued to pound my pussy with his tongue. My body unleashed all its built up tension in an orgasmic quake. “Fuccckkkk!” The flood of pleasure washed over my entire body, bringing in its wake a parade of stars sparkling throughout my insides. I could have sworn I levitated off the bed, but I wasn’t ready to admit surrender. I couldn’t let him have that trophy.

Drunk with elation, I slurred, “Not that big of a challenge.” I snickered. 

He took my arm, pulled me up, and moved me to the edge of the bed, standing me up. His other hand slid into my hair on the back of my head and gripped it like a rein. “Ok, little wifey, let’s see how bad you really are.”

With my arm held behind my back and my hair in his other hand, he led me towards the French doors and the balcony. Tightness spread across my chest, and my pussy clenched. 

Oh my god.

The part of me that cared about rules or decency or consequences had already lost to a tidal wave of shameless lust inside of me. 

“Mmm, you’re going to expose me. You think I fucking care?” I laughed with wicked delight. As we crossed the threshold onto the balcony and the warm sunshine kissed my bare tits, my pussy quivered with electric anticipation. My heart pounded like I was cresting the hill of the tallest roller coaster. 

He released my arm. “Put your hands on the rail.”

I obeyed. You win, Beckett. I surrender. Expose me. Use me. Do whatever you want to me in front of these resort prudes. 

“Bend over and stick your ass out. Show me how much your little wifey pussy wants to be fucked.”

I arched my back and poked my ass out at him. Around the pool below, one guest looked up and pointed at me, waving to the woman next to her. I glanced across the grounds to the other side of the resort. A room on the third floor had their French doors open also. 

Grant?

I didn’t have the mental capacity to count balconies or determine if that was our room or not. The head of Beckett’s cock grazed the wet folds of my pussy, teasing them. 

“Do you want this cock inside of you?”

I closed my eyes. “Oh my god, yes. Please, fuck me.”

“How bad do you want it?”

I pushed back with my hips, trying to take him in, but he pulled back, denying me. I whimpered, “I want it so bad.”

“Then you’re going to have to tell them.”

My eyes popped open, and I looked down over the resort grounds. My whole body vibrated. This is the craziest thing I’ve ever done. A steely resolve formed in my spine, and I squeezed the rail in my hands. “Mmm, you want me to confess to all these people? So they can hear just what a slut I am?”

He took the head of his cock and brushed my throbbing clit, then pulled it up through the folds of my pussy, parting my lips with just the tip, all the way to the back, before he pulled it out and slapped its moistened head against my ass. “That’s right. Tell the truth, little wifey.”

I took a deep breath, and then yelled out, “Give me that cock!” The echo of my voice bounced off the other side of the resort, and several more guests below turned to look up towards me.

Beckett smacked my ass again. “That was good, but you can do better. Don’t you think there’s an important detail that you are leaving out?”

Oh, my god.

“You want this cock, don’t you?”

I whined, “yes, I want you to fuck me so bad.”

“Tell them.”

I raised my voice. “I want you to fuck this married pussy so bad!”

His hard cock kept slapping against my ass cheek, taunting me.

“Louder.”

I bellowed at top of my lungs, “Take that married pussy! Fill it with your cock!”

He slammed his cock into me, and its thickness stretched me wide open. I wailed out in a mixture of glorious pain and pleasure. All concern for the thoughts or cares of others vanished. I screamed. “Oh, god, yes. Fuck me!!”

He gripped my hips with his strong hands and began pounding me. The slapping sound of his hip bones against my ass reverberated off the stucco walls. Gasps of shock from the ground below reached my ears. I didn’t fucking care. All that mattered was his fabulous cock wrecking my devilish pussy. 

My tits shook violently beneath me, no doubt giving everyone below quite a show of just how violently I was getting fucked. That, and the long wails coming from my throat that hitched with each slamming thrust into me.

I was close to cumming again.

A knock came at his room door. We ignored it. It was too late now.

“I’m going to cum,” I panted. His cock swelled inside of me.

“I’m going to fill you with my load,” he hissed.

“Oh my god, yes, fill me up.”

“Tell them.”

I yelled, “fill me up with your cum!”

My pussy clenched around his cock, and I wailed out in bliss. “I’m cumming!”

He groaned as his cock began to unleash its hot load into me. He continued pounding, and his cum began to run out the sides and down my inner thighs. 

My mouth hung open. I feel like such a filthy whore. Delicious.

The pounding at the door grew louder. He yelled back, “I’ll be right there!”

He pulled me by my arm off the balcony and pointed to the floor behind the bed. “Hide,” he whispered.

I snickered. Hide? How are you going to hide a naked woman? 

But I obeyed. I snuggled my naked, vibrating body up as close to the bed as I could. Of course, these beds had fancy wooden based, so there was no crawling up under the bed. I tried to calm down my breathing. 

The door clicked open. 

“Sir, we’ve been getting complaints of some obscene behavior on your balcony?”

Beckett’s deep voice gripped the air. “Obscene behavior? There’s no one here but me. See?”

I held my breath. The luxurious carpet muffled the sounds of scuffling feet. Beckett’s cum was leaking out of my pussy. 

“I’m in the middle of my workout.” Beckett’s voice grated as though his teeth were clenched together.

“Workout, sir?”

“Yes, pushups. Situps. Workout. You should try it sometime.”

My mouth fell open. No, he didn’t.

More scuffling. Oh, god, please don’t come over here.

“Is there anything else I can help you with? I need to get back to my reps.”

The seconds felt like hours. 

“Sure. Sorry to bother you, sir. Let me just remind you that this resort expects its guests to conduct themselves in a manner compliant with the law.”

“Right. Got it.”

“And if we get more complaints, we’ll have to investigate further.”

“Noted. Are we done here?”

“Yes, sir. Have a good night, si...”

The door shut. I exhaled hard. “Oh my god.”

Beckett was laughing. I sat up to peek above the bed at him. He threw my gym clothes at me. “Good thing I thought to pick these up before he came in.”

I smirked. “So, did I win the challenge?”

He smiled. “Yeah, little wifey. You did good. I can see why Axle likes you so much.”

Wait... what? Damian?
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Chapter Five
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“Beckett knows Damian?”

“Oh, yeah, babe. That’s how I met him.”

I put a hand on my hip as the door closed behind me. Although, I didn’t feel like I had much of a leg to stand on to get sassy with my husband. After all, the only thing keeping Beckett’s cum from running down that leg was the scandalous pair of gym shorts I wore on my walk of shame back to Grant and I’s room. If anything, I was about to receive another disciplinary session. My pussy tingled at the thought.

I ducked into the bathroom, looked in the mirror, and ran a hand through my hair trying to straighten some of the “just fucked” wildness out of it. I don’t know why. Grant surely knew what I had been doing. Still, I felt exposed. 

I tried to shake it off and fight for some manner of posturing in the conversation. “So, I gather you and Damian must have become pals, huh?”

Grant slid up behind me and kissed my neck. “You could say that. Heck, I might even get invited to join the Asphalt Slayers Club.”

“The who?”

“You mean to tell me you’ve fucked two members of their club, and you don’t even know the name of it?”

“Beckett is in the club?”

Grant chuckled. “Beckett is in the club. Except they don’t call him that. To them, he’s Coyote.”

“Huh.” If you had told me even six months ago that I would have fucked an ‘Axle’ and a ‘Coyote’ from a biker club, I would have laughed my ass off in your face. Look at you now, Mya.

I turned to face Grant. “Well, I learned something about Damian that I bet you didn’t know.”

Grant rested his hands on my waist and leaned back to look into my eyes. Oh, god, his eyes. Looking into them after fucking someone else and seeing his love for me disarmed me on a whole new level. For a second, I forgot my point. “What was I saying?”

Grant smiled. “You know something about Damian that I don’t know.”

“Oh, right.”

“Which I might know it. Clearly, I’m becoming well informed about the local biker club. But let’s see what you’ve got.”

“Ok, smarty pants. Did you know Damian had an ole’ lady?”

“What’s an ole’ lady? Like a grandmother? Don’t we all have those?”

My eyes lit up, and I pointed a playful finger at Grant’s nose. “Ah hah! See! I got you.”

“It seems you did. So what it’s not a grandmother?”

“No, it’s my least favorite biker slang term. And it means his steady girl. His one and only. And no, you better not start calling me your ole’ lady or I’ll knock you off your bike.”

Grant laughed. 

My finger on his nose stiffened as my eyes widened, trying to find seriousness. “Grant, for real. I hate that term.”

“Noted. So, what happened to her?”

“Well, that’s the sad part. The woman tattooed on his arm is her. Her name was Riley, but they called her Stiletto, hence the red stilettos in the tattoo.”

“Oh, wow, yeah, I remember those now that you say it.”

“I’m sure you do.” I cocked and eyebrow and grinned. “And he got the name Axle because they were in a horrible bike accident together. That’s how she died. And the only thing on his bike that survived were the axles. And him, of course.”

“Wow, that’s... that is sad.”

“Yeah.”

I also learned that Damian talked a lot about me. And he didn’t talk about girls, Beckett said. I knew Damian had lots of girls, but apparently, he never talked about any of them. Until me. 

Grant interrupted my thoughts. “You know what’s not sad?” 

“What?”

“The incredible footage I got of your activities for the past couple hours.” 

He stepped back out of the bathroom and pointed towards the French doors. My skin tingled and a fluttering tickled the walls of my abdomen as I followed him out of the bathroom. A tripod stood just inside the open French doors with a small video mounted on it.

I swallowed hard.

“You filmed it?”

He nodded. “And we’re going to watch it together.”

My hand lifted to my opening mouth. 

“So, why don’t you lay back on this bed here.”

“Umm, babe, I might need to shower first.”

“Oh no, I think I’d like to do the cleaning up.” 

My face flushed. He took me by the hand and led me to the bed. His gentle shove on my shoulder prodded me to sit back onto it and comply. I hung my head, exacerbating a thickness in my throat, as I glanced up at him. 

He guided me back onto the bed and reached for the waistline of the shorts. My hand darted to stop him. “Grant, I’m messy down there.”

“Oh, I’m sure you are. That’s exactly why you’re going to lay back and spread your legs like an obedient little whore of a wife and let me taste what you’ve been up to.” He pulled my shorts off of me, exposing my cum stained pussy. My cheeks burned, and I coved my eyes with my hands.

Oh my god.

He took the camera and connected a cord from it to the TV in the room. And started playing it. He lowered himself between my legs, and his tongue slipped into my sticky folds. I gasped. The sound from the TV beckoned to me. Voices of people on the resort grounds. And in the distance, moaning. My moaning. I dared to separate my fingers and peek through them at the screen. For a tiny video camera, this one apparently had some incredible lens to capture, quite clearly, what was going on in the room across the grounds. The open French doors to Beckett’s room and this camera were all Grant needed to make a home movie like no other. My first sex tape as an unfaithful slut of a wife. 

Grant’s tongue delved deeper into my pussy, and my breath hitched. The thought of traces of Beckett’s cum on Grant’s tongue gave me a wicked thrill. So wrong. So utterly sinful. And Grant knowingly and lovingly buried his tongue inside me to taste it. To taste what I had done.

“Mmmm,” he moaned.

My head fell back, and I panted, “oh my god, Grant.”

As his licking sped up and increased in aggression, I thought of Beckett’s tongue. How it felt on my pussy. How it had just been there. In just a few hours, I had allowed two men to eat my pussy. A stranger and my husband. And the stranger got first lick. My husband was taking sloppy seconds. Something about that felt so decadent. 

“You know you are licking where another man has just been licking.”

Grant growled into my pussy.

“Where another man has been fucking,” I added.

His fingers dug into my hips, pulling them into his face.

“Ohh, fuck,” I gasped. My eyes glassed over, blurring the vision of myself on the TV screen. In the recording, my tits shook wildly from the pounding that I took. The sound of my voice brazenly announced to the entire resort just what I was doing. As I watched through blurred vision, heat pooled in my abdomen and my leg muscles tightened. I rested my hands on Grant’s head, digging my nails into his scalp.

“I’m going to cum on you face,” I hissed.

“Mmmm,” he hummed into my sloppy folds.

“Oh shit!” My body convulsed, and heat exploded from my throbbing pussy up into my belly and my chest. I held Grant’s face against my pussy as Beckett’s cum gushed out of it into his mouth. He lapped at my messy cunt as though starving for every morsel of my infidelity. 

Tension slowly released from my body as it shook and I held onto his head. He caressed my hips with his hands as he slowly kissed the insides of my thighs, using his soiled face to spread the sap of my faithlessness on my soft skin.

“Oh my god, babe,” I panted.

He snickered as he climbed up next to me to wrap me in his arms.

I shook my head. “How can you do that? How can you do this?”

He took my face in his hand and turned it to look into my eyes with his. Those eyes. 

“Mya, how can I not?” 

––––––––
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Thanks for reading Mya Rides Again! Her adventures are only getting hotter and more outrageous. Join her on her next wild ride in Mya Takes Two.

Like free books? You can get one and stay up to date on all of Mya’s upcoming adventures when you subscribe to my newsletter.
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A Note from The Author
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When I was younger, I struggled with a great deal of shame about my sexuality. I spent a long time trying to be someone I thought I was supposed to be, avoiding the person who I was. Running from my true self caused me to suffer from severe depression. 

No more.

I have a vivid imagination, and my sexuality has always played a big part on that stage. Writing gave me an outlet to explore and share my salacious inner world with others.

I am deeply grateful for you, dear reader. Thank you for visiting the darker places in my mind. If you enjoyed your visit, I hope you will come back often.

You can find out more about me and my writing on my website.

https://www.mlpattersonbooks.com/
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