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Robert & Alexis Pt. 01

"Honey? There's something I have to tell you. Something I should've told you before we left, but...I thought you wouldn't understand until we left," I said to my wife of barely a day.

"What is it, babe?" Alexis said, understandably looking worried. My 23-year old Mexican-American wife looked incredible. With her slightly tanned and toned body, D-cup breasts, seemingly long legs even though she's five feet four inches tall, and long raven hair, she was a knockout. Alexis loves to workout too which did wonders for her body, especially her ass, thanks to the Brazilian butt exercise phenomenon. The perfect woman. And now I risk losing her, over something I could never have imagined.

God, how am I going to say the next words? There is no way she will go for this. And what's worse, we just got married yesterday! She's going to freak out.

How did it come to this? How could I do this to her? This is all my fault. She would leave me for sure. Hell, I would, if I was her.

"There's something about me I never told you. Something embarrassing. I was too ashamed to tell you ever since we started dating. But I figure since we're married now, you have a right to know."

"God, Robert you're scaring me. What is it? Just tell me." Alexis demanded. I am lucky to be with a woman like Alexis, not only because she was very beautiful, but how she was such a caring person. I knew other women from my past who looked just as attractive as her, but with an ugly personality. So it was such a huge shock to me that Alexis gave me the time of day to know me better. People who saw us together thought she was way out of my league. Hey, I agree, but I sure wasn't complaining about it.

Here goes nothing.

"I have...uh...this...fantasy..." I started off saying.

"Yeah?" my wife said, suspiciously.

Just remember what Alan said, and you'll be alright, I thought.

"And...I think it's important that you respect it as best as you can. Otherwise...," I swallowed hard, "...otherwise, I think we may have rushed into getting married." That was hard enough to say already, and I even haven't gotten to the worst part yet.

"Wait, what? Are you kidding? If you're joking, then this isn't funny, Robert. Okay? So, just stop it." Alexis said, looking pissed. I always thought it was funny how her accent gets thicker when she's upset. Even now, I wanted to laugh but the situation I'm in reminded me how this is not a laughing matter.

"I'm not kidding, Alexis. I'm telling you the truth. In hindsight, I should've told you before we got married, but I'm telling you now."

"I can't believe what I'm hearing! You've never acted like this before, Robert! Are you talking about our marriage already being over while we are on our honeymoon? What the fuck?!" She shoved me hard, making me hit the wall hard behind me. For a 5'4" Latina, she was very strong. All those years playing different sports in school made her athletically gifted. Her perfect ass was evident of that as she started pacing back in forth in our hotel room, speaking in spanish angrily. Even upset, she looks amazing. Her naturally tanned body was already tight and had just enough muscles in all the right places. If that wasn't enough, she had a face of an angel. Well, more like a demon now that she's angry with me. But she was still stunningly breathtaking. Her long raven hair, with dark brown eyes, a killer smile, and dimples could actually kill a man! She was your typical Mexican beauty.

My thoughts were interrupted when Alexis stopped her pacing and glared at me with her arms crossed.

"So?"

"'So'...what?"

"What's this stupid fantasy that's SO important it could cost us our marriage?"

This next part is going to be twice as bad. But I have no choice. The ring on her finger with the small diamond I gave her, glittered as if warning me about the consequences that might happen.

"Just promise me, you'll keep an open mind, will you?" I pleaded.

"JUST...tell me," Alexis was on the verge of losing her cool. What I'm about to say next will do the trick. With a deep sigh, I continued.

"Do you know...what a...'cuckold' is?"

"A what?" Alexis asked.

"A...cuckold?" I repeated.

"Cuckoo? What the hell is that?"

I was really hoping to avoid explaining the details.

"No, cuck-old," I corrected her. "There's no easy way to say this, babe. But to put it simply: a cuckold is someone, usually a husband, who likes to watch his wife...with another man."

I didn't think our fight would ever end. Alexis had quite a few choice of words for me after I told her what a cuckold is. I knew she was really upset when she started yelling in spanish. Alexis' argument consisted of how disgusting I and the fantasy was, and how I would let another man be with her instead of me. While my argument was mostly me trying to calm her down. I couldn't tell her the real reason why. If I did, then I would be in much, much bigger trouble.

I would've relented after taking such a verbal beating, but I had to stick to my guns. When Alexis saw I was not going to change my mind, she threatened she would leave the resort and the island altogether. Unfortunately, the next cruise won't come in until a week from now. That was the only way to enter and leave the resort on the island. In a huff, she stormed away, leaving me alone in our room.

I was also upset. Upset at myself and the situation. This was all my fault. I went over to the mini bar and drank two bottles when I heard a knock on the door. I thought it was room service but when I opened it, there was my boss, Alan McCarthy. It was strange to see him in any other attire besides business. He wore a red t-shirt with swim trunks and sandals. His shirt was a little too tight for his upper body with how I was able to see his muscular physique through it. I know Alan participates in plenty of marathons and competitions that tests his physical abilities. With his trunks, it was evident he did not skip leg day. His calves looked more like chiseled stones. I had to look slightly up since he was 6'3". To top it all off, the man was extremely good-looking.

I have worked for Alan almost a year. I applied for the job after I finished college with a bachelor's in business. It was a steady job with plenty of opportunities if I worked hard. Alexis got hired from a small company as a bookkeeper. We were living a normal life with no complications and had a plan for our future. It certainly did not involve my boss interfering with our lives.

"Rob, how you doin', buddy?" Alan said, letting himself into my room, slapping me on the shoulder.

"What are you doing here, Alan?"

"Just seeing how things are going. I see you've started the party without me." Alan commented on the empty bottles I just drank.

"I told her."

"Told her what exactly?"

"That I wanted to be a...cuckold."

"And?" Alan drank one of the liquor bottles.

"She's upset, obviously. She just stormed out of here. I don't know if she's coming back."

"Of course, she's coming back. She married you, didn't she?" Alan joked.

"Did you not hear what I said? She's pissed off at me. And for good reason."

"Relax, Rob. Everything is going according to plan. Any woman like Alexis would be angry, of course. It's a Latin thing. She'll be back, trust me. You just make sure you do your part." Alan walked some more around my room. "This is a cute room."

"What's the point of trying to convince her I want this if she doesn't want to hear it. It's hard enough when I don't want to do this."

"Well, you'll just have to figure out how to sound more convincing then. As for your wife, I got that covered."

"What do you mean? What are you going to do?" I asked with trepidation.

"Your wife doesn't know who I am, right? I'll be the perfect gentlemen she runs into by 'accident'," Alan used his fingers as quotation marks, "and carefully convince her to follow her husband's perverted fetishes."

"Don't hurt her, okay? If you do anything-" I started to warn Alan until he cut me off.

"Or what?" Alan's casual demeanor changed instantly. "What are you gonna do, Robert? Huh?"

Alan shoved me a few times, forcing me to answer. I just looked down and away. I knew he had all the power.

"That's what I thought, pussy. Just remember what I got on you. You think this is bad now? Just say the word and I'll make your fucking world crumble!" Alan yelled at me. I just looked down, feeling defeated.

My mind went back to the day when he called me into his office and coerced me to follow a plan he had for my then-fiancee. My world already crumbled on that day. And what made it worse was the false evidence he has against me. But it looked credible. Alan went through so much trouble just to sleep with my wife. Alan barely noticed me ever since I started working for him. We would exchange the usual "hey" with a wave whenever we crossed paths. I had a picture of Alexis that I hung up on my cubicle from day one. And then one day when Alan passed by my desk area he noticed that picture and asked me who she was.

He didn't assume Alexis was my wife. I could hear the surprise in his tone when I told him we were engaged. Not to mention the numerous times I had to tell him she was in fact with me and that she wasn't a relative. Which I find odd now since I'm white and she's Hispanic. How could he have thought we were related? Alan wasn't the only person, nor will be the last, to be surprised she's with me. I'm not the worst-looking guy out there but I can admit I do look average at 5'9", brown hair and eyes, and barely work out. Alexis tries to get me to exercise with her but I usually don't. I get tired really fast and am not in the mood at all. It boosts my ego, though, when people are surprised I'm with Alexis or if they say that I'm lucky. I do enjoy showing her off, I have to say. I've never felt such pride in a long time. I know the kind of guys Alexis used to date. Alan would've fit perfectly in that category.

At 32, Alan is a good-looking guy. A good-looking guy in great shape no less. Before he worked for the company he spent time in the Marines as well. In other words, he was the type of guy all women wanted. I know for a fact he's been with plenty of women. For a guy like him, it isn't hard to find a woman. As for me, I'm the complete opposite. I've had a fair amount of dates over the years and even had a girlfriend or two, but none of which led to sex. It was usually because they weren't ready to have sex or our relationship wasn't mature enough. I think that last part is BS. But I digress.

Now that I finally found someone I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, Alan stepped in with his own plans. Looking back it now, I should not have told Alan I'm a virgin. He said it was icing on the cake. He wanted to sleep with my wife before me, in our honeymoon. It was that day in Alan's office did I see his true colors. He's not a good man at all.

"I hate to resort to threats, Robbie, but if you keep stepping out of line, you'll force my hand," Alan said.

Am I stepping out of line? Who does this guy think he is? He's going to ruin my marriage just because he wants to get his rocks off humiliating me.

"Why are you doing this, Alan? I thought you were a good guy?" I begged.

"What are you talking about? I am a good guy. I'm not going to hurt anyone. This is all in good fun. It's up to you how you want to take this. You'll still be with your wife and I'll have another trophy to add to my collection."

"What if my marriage can't handle it? What if Alexis leaves me?" I cried.

"Then perhaps it wasn't meant to be. If Alexis doesn't stick around afterward, leave the bitch. A wife should always stick by her man no matter what. That's something in the Bible, right?" Alan sat down on the living room sofa, making himself comfortable as he ate one of the expensive room snacks while flipping through channels.

I wanted to yell at him for calling Alexis a "bitch", but I was too afraid of what he would say or do.

"Do you remember my number one rule?" Alan quizzed me.

It pains me that he's going to make me say our number one rule while we were here at the hotel. My honeymoon.

"Yes..." I answered meekly.

"And?"

"I am not allowed to sleep with my wife until you get to have the pleasure first," I said flatly.

"No, no, no. Those were not my exact words. Do I need to remind you what they are?" Alan threatened.

I know what that meant. It wasn't a habit but Alan would sometimes physically harm me to teach me a lesson. When it came to any part of my body, from the neck down, he would go to town using fists or strangulation. But when it came to my face, he would always slap me. Usually with his backhand. He says he only punches men on the face and slaps bitches. Another blow to my masculinity.

"I am not allowed to fuck my wife until you have the pleasure of fucking her first," I rephrased.

"There you go, sport! If you keep being a team player, you and I are going to be alright. Go get me another bottle, will ya?"

Obeying his commands were nothing new to me. At the time when he blackmailed me, it was still months away from our marriage. If we were already married Alan would've started the motions to sleep with Alexis. But he said never slept with a bride on her honeymoon before. It would be worth the wait he said. In the meantime, life at the office was hell. Alan would always make me do things for him just to remind me of my new position, using his false evidence as my motivation to comply every time. I was once a well-respected employee, liked by everyone. Alan took care of that by spreading lies about me. Like how he caught me wearing women's clothing, or looking at gay material online. Of course part of his blackmail entailed I couldn't quit either. There was no escape.

After retrieving him another bottle from my mini bar, I sat down on an available seat.

"Did I say you can fucking sit down?" Alan barked.

I shot up immediately saying, "Sorry, Alan." I don't know why I apologized. I shouldn't be sorry I was sitting down in the comfort of my own room which I paid for. Yet, Alan had all the power. And I know what he would do with that power. I tried going into my bedroom but Alan stopped me.

"Where the fuck are you going?" He barked again.

"I...I was just going to my room."

Alan stood up and approached me with an angry look. I backed up a few steps.

"I don't like your attitude or insubordinate manner, Rob. Do you forget who's in charge here?"

"No, Alan, I-"

SLAP!

Alan slapped my face hard with his big right palm. It happened so fast I didn't see it coming. I stumbled a few feet away, dazed from the assault. Without giving me time to recover, he grabbed me by the shirt with both of his hands and slammed me into the wall, banging my head on it.

"Listen you little shit! You don't get to call me 'Alan'. Only people I respect have the privilege to call me by my first name. I sure as hell don't respect you. I gave you the benefit of the doubt, hoping you would correct your mistakes but you haven't. So here's me reminding you what your place is and what is mine. You're a weak little bitch who can't protect his wife, which makes me above you. So from here on out, you best call me 'sir' or 'Mr. McCarthy.' You got that, asshole?!" Alan yelled at my face.

"Yes, yes, I'm sorry, sir! It won't happen again, I promise!" I said, fear running through my veins. I've never been yelled at like that before. It scared me. The look on his face says he'll kill me if I keep disrespecting him. It was humiliating but I was also scared for my life. And Alexis' too.

He shoved me hard on the wall before letting me go. I took the time to soothe my hurt face and my back. Alan composed himself and went back to his calm demeanor.

"Don't make me do that again, Robbie. I hate when I get like that. That only happens when I don't get what I want. So you better make sure I never get to that level again." He looked at me with sharp eyes, reminding me why he was here in the first place.

"Yes...sir," I replied.

"Good. Now that we got that sorted out. We can move on without any more incidences. Right?"

I nodded my head in affirmation. He smiled again making me a little relieved.

"Make sure to keep your phone on. Text me everything. Your whereabouts, your plan, anything. I'll make sure to be there being my charming self. With your support and my moves, your wife can finally be with a man she deserves. Wouldn't that make you happy?"

I nodded forcing a smile. Which wasn't that hard to do, surprisingly. The thought of Alexis being with a man who could actually save her and protect her gave me a sense of relief. I definitely did not feel like that guy at the moment.

He left without saying another word. I felt sick to my stomach. Like I was stuck between a rock and a hard place. I have an angry wife on the one hand and an egotistical boss on the other. There's no way to win from this situation.

I sat down on the couch trying to occupy my mind while trying to watch tv. It didn't help. I kept thinking, what am I going to do or say to convince my recently married wife I want to see her with another man before I sleep with her? It's just not possible!

Then there's Alan who is toying with my future if I don't get my wife to sleep with him. How did it get to this?

Even if by some miracle Alexis does sleep with him, AND she doesn't leave me, then what? Will I still work there? Under Alan? Will he end up holding his side of the deal and not falsely accuse me of heinous crimes? Why would he? Knowing him, he'll probably make me do more humiliating things for him.

Hearing the door open snapped me out of my train of depressing thought. I looked over at the room's digital clock to see over 2 hours passed since I sat down. I didn't realize how deep in thought I was.

It was Alexis.

It's amazing how incredibly beautiful she looks even when she's upset. Since it was the summertime, she wore a revealing white top that only covered her breasts and a long white skirt that covered her legs completely. She even still had the flower she put on her right ear before we left.

Without speaking or looking at me, she made a beeline towards the bathroom, shutting it behind her.

After some time, she exited the bathroom and went to our bedroom. Where it was located, I couldn't see what she was doing from my position on the couch. I was way too nervous to talk to her. I figure if she talks first then I'll talk.

She was in there for a long time I thought she decided to go to bed. Until she finally came out to the living room wearing more comfortable clothes for sleep. She had on her college shirt and short shorts, revealing her thick and long legs that go on for days. I never understood what guys meant when they say they could literally take a bite out of a woman's thick, sexy legs before I met Alexis. I sure do know what they mean now.

She turned the tv off and sat down next to me on the couch.

"We need to have a serious talk, Robert," Alexis said calmly.

"I know, I-"

"Stop. I meant I need to talk and you need to listen. Okay?"

I nodded.

"I don't know what's going on with you now but this is not you. I don't know why you're acting this way on our honeymoon. But whatever it is, it needs to stop. Now."

I still remained silent.

"Because if you ever bring up that stupid fantasy again, I am leaving you. Do you understand me? The next words out of your fucking mouth better be, 'Yes, dear, I understand'."

"Yes, dear, I understand," I immediately said.

"Good," Alexis sighed, looking relieved. "Let's just forget this ever happened and move on, okay?" Alexis said sympathetically as she put her hand on my face.

I put my hand on hers in response, nodding and smiling. I was relieved myself. She went in for a kiss which I gladly accepted and returned.



She got up, taking my hand, pulling me towards the direction of the bedroom.

"C'mon. This day could still end on a good note." She had a sly mischievous smile. My smile quickly melted.

I am not allowed to fuck my wife until you have the pleasure of fucking her first.

"Uh, actually, babe, do you mind if we just go to bed."

"That's where we're going, silly," she giggled.

"No, that's not what I meant. I meant, can we just go...to sleep?"

She stopped, looking at me with a confused look.

"What do you mean, just go to sleep?"

"Yeah, I'm not really feeling it. After everything that just happened, I feel pretty bad about it."

Alexis put on a smile again. She rubbed her hands on my shoulders and chest.

"Well, let me make you feel better then, babe." Alexis moved her hands to my butt giving it a firm squeeze.

"No, you know what? I actually don't feel good either. I hate to say it, but I think I'm coming down with something and I don't want to pass it on to you."

God, this was hard. I can't believe I'm making excuses to avoid sleeping with my wife on our honeymoon. This was horrible.

"Really, Rob? You really can't just suck it up for one night? It's our honeymoon for God's sake. We haven't even had sex yet! And you don't want to because you're feeling a little sick?" Alexis stood there, looking defensive with her arms crossed.

"I just...I just don't want our first time together to be a bad experience. I want my first time to be special with the woman I love. You understand, right, honey?" I rubbed her shoulders, trying to make her feel sympathetic to my plight. Instead, she just rolled her eyes and pushed my hands away.

"Whatever, Rob. I just don't understand what's going on with you. I really don't." I watched her turn around and head to the bedroom. I just stood there not really knowing what to do next. Guilt embodied me. I let out a deep sigh before following her to the bedroom.

She was on her side facing away so she didn't have to see me when I came in. After putting on some more comfortable clothes, I got into our queen-size bed, making sure to stay on my side. I may have a lot on my mind but I was tired. The past few hours wore me out. And this was only the beginning.

When I woke up the next day, Alexis was not in bed. For a moment, I thought she left for good until I saw all her belongings were still in the room. She probably went to work out. Either jogging on the beach or exercising at the hotel gym. I laid there for a few minutes, mentally preparing myself for today. I don't know what's going to happen, but I just knew Alan was going to try to do something today.

After forcing myself out of bed, I decided to take a shower. It felt good to have the warm water hit my body. It almost felt like it was washing away all the guilt and dirty things on my body. I was so deep in thought I didn't even notice Alexis coming into the bathroom. I jumped when she pulled back the curtains. She looked incredible naked. Even better when she's covered in sweat. She also looked hot. In more ways than one.

Alexis stepped in without saying a word and quickly planted her mouth on mine. She was giving me quick and passionate kisses as her hand started stroking my penis. I grabbed her by the shoulders as she pressed her body onto mine. God, she felt amazing. It took seconds for her work on me to get me hard.

She pulled her kiss away and started nibbling on my ear.

"Fuck me, babe. I need your dick inside me, now."

I was lost in lust, ready to have sex with my beautiful wife for the first time until reality smacked me in the face.

I am not allowed to fuck wife until you have the pleasure of fucking her first.

"Um, hon? Don't you want to do this in...oh, God... in the bedroom?" Even with water, her hands felt really good on me.

I needed anytime I can to lose my erection and then come up with some plausible excuse as to why we can't have sex.

"No, I can't wait. I need you inside me. We've waited for so long."

She repositioned herself so that her back was to me while she used the wall to brace herself. There she was: wet and naked. She looked even more amazing from behind. With a strong back, skinny waist, and plump ass, it was hard not to accept her invitation. But I had to. I needed to.

The head of my dick was less than an inch away from her pussy. She even backed up a few times, bumping her ass on it. I was running out of time. Any second now she'll take matters into her own hands and shove my 5-inch dick inside her. I did the first thing that came to mind.

Being careful, so I didn't have to hurt Alexis, I purposely slipped on the tub floor, making myself fall back onto the bathroom floor. I took the curtain down with me to make it look more convincing. I used my left arm to break my fall, feeling little to no pain. Alexis didn't see me fall so I was able to make it seem like I really hurt myself by groaning in pain.

"OW! Damn it!"

"Oh my God, babe, are you okay?"

"Yeah, just landed on my arm pretty good, but damn it hurts like hell!" Still naked, I clutched my left shoulder, making groans and painful faces, selling my hurt state. If anything, the cold floor bothered me more. Alexis, still naked too, hopped out and crouched next to me to check if I was okay. Seeing her naked was still a turn-on for me. I had to look away and close my eyes so I didn't have to see her. With my eyes closed I pictured things in my mind to help me lose my erection. Remembering walking into my naked grandma when I was little, did the trick.

"Do you need to go see a doctor?" Alexis asked.

"No, I don't think so. I can still move it." I showed her flexing my arm, that it was okay. "That damn tub is too small! We shouldn't have tried to have sex in it."

"Well excuse me for trying to have sex with my husband on my honeymoon."

Upset at me, yet again, Alexis re-attached the curtains and resumed her shower, after making sure I was okay.

God damn it.

I got up and dried myself off before exiting the bathroom. After getting dressed, I made myself a cup of coffee and took to the living room to watch some tv. Thirty minutes later Alexis came out. Alexis was dressed in a one-piece white summer dress designed with flowers. The dress was tight enough that it showed every curve she had on her body.

"Look, let's just try to have a good day, alright? Let's just forget about yesterday. I want us to have a great time during our honeymoon before we have to go back to reality. I'm sorry if I'm acting like a bitch. I just love you and want to show you how much I love you."

I smiled.

"I love you too, babe. I'm sorry too for acting like a jerk. I'll try to be better I promise."

"My clumsy fool," Alexis teased.

I laughed, feeling joy finally. For a moment, I forgot Alan and his devious plan to sleep with my wife in our honeymoon.

After I got dressed, we both went down to have breakfast at the resort's dining room. There were already plenty of people there getting and eating food. It took a good while to get our food before heading to an available table. Which was another hassle. There were so many people, there didn't seem to be any available table or seat. We were about to head to the outside part of the dining room when I heard a familiar voice.

"Hey, Alexis, over here!"

We both turned around to see who called Alexis and to my dismay, it was Alan.

"Oh, hey Alan!" My wife replied with glee.

How did she know Alan? She's never seen him before. I least I thought so. Did she always know Alan was my boss?

Alan was sitting alone at a table for four eating breakfast.

"Come sit over here with me." Alan waved his hand, gesturing for us to come over.

I didn't want to move but had to when Alexis started walking towards him. I quickly caught up with her before she could reach him.

"You know him?" I asked nervously.

"Yeah, we met this morning. We were jogging the same route along the beach."

Thank, God. I don't know if it would be harder if she found out he was my boss.

"Hey, there," Alan stood up and reached his hand out to me, "You must be, Robert, right?" he asked me, pretending not to know who I was. So I played along.

"Nice to meet ya! Alexis told me all about you. I'm Alan." I shook his hand. He gave me a death grip as he shook it. I winced in pain, but I don't think Alexis noticed.

"Nice to meet you too."

I sat down, reluctantly, after releasing my hand.

"How was the rest of your run?" Alexis asked.

"Great! Ran another 5 miles and tackled the Hill." Alan said.

"Wow, look at you! I was already wiped out after my jog." Alexis said impressed.

"Don't worry about it. It's the humidity here. It'll do it every time. You look like you're in great shape."

"Thank you," Alexis said.

"You're a lucky man, Robert. Don't let this one get too far or someone will snatch her right up!"

Both Alan and Alexis laughed. The best I could do was force a half smile. Alexis and Alan were eating right along talking more about fitness. One of the things Alan had me do was provide him with a long list of details Alexis liked and didn't like, making it easier for him to have her like him if not seduce her. Every time he brought up a different topic, Alexis would be surprised because she had the same interests as he did, not realizing I gave him all the information I had on her. He didn't talk to me at all. Alexis didn't seem to mind he was just talking to her. I didn't even eat a bite of my food.

"So what are your plans for today?" Alan asked my wife.

"Not sure, really. We got pamphlets on what we can do here on the island. We'll probably do some of them today."

"That sounds great!" Alan whipped out his phone. "Whoops! Hold on a second, it's work." He started typing away on his phone.

"Must be hard running a company, huh?" Alexis asked.

I felt my own phone buzzing. I took it out to see I got a text from Alan. As he was answering my wife's question, I read the text he sent me.

"I'm going to offer you both to be your guide today while you're on the island. Make up some excuse so that you can't come. Or else."

I read that text a few more times. I'm supposed to leave my wife alone with a man she just met who happens to be my evil asshole of a boss? How can I do that? What husband would do that? I snapped out of my thoughts when Alexis grabbed a hold of my shoulder.

"Hon? Are you alright," she asked me.

"Huh? Oh yeah, I'm fine. What were you saying?"

"Who was that on the phone?" she asked me.

"It was my mom. She was asking how things are going."

"Oh, okay. Well, I was asking what do you want to do today?"

"Umm, I'm not sure really. I have to look at those pamphlets again to see what we can do."

"I don't mean to impose, but," Here it goes, "if you like, I don't mind showing you two a good time around here. I always come here on vacation. This place is incredible. So much to do and see.What do you say?"

"Really? You don't have any plans of your own while you're here?" Alexis asked Alan.

"Not really. As a matter of fact, I usually offer up my services to newcomers. It's been a rewarding experience. Something about trying out an attraction with new people feels like I'm trying it for the first time." Alan replied sporting a killer smile.

"Well, if you don't mind, I guess we could try that out for today and see how it goes. What do you say, Rob?"

I hesitated for a second. I looked at Alan with an unsure look. He still had that charismatic look on him, but his eyes told me he was ready to destroy me if I didn't answer correctly.

"Sure. Let's try that out and see how it goes." I said, trying to sound supportive.

"Great! You guys are gonna have a great time I promise!" Alexis looked happy and excited. So did Alan. I, on the other hand, was feeling terrible.

I only managed to take two bites of my food by the time Alan and Alexis were done. Alan offered to pay for the entire meal to which Alexis tried to stop him but he insisted.

"So, I'll see you both at the entrance of the hotel in say...an hour from now?" Alan suggested.

"Sure, that sounds good. We'll see you there. Thanks for doing this, Alan. We really appreciate this."

"No, problem. See you both soon!" With that Alan walked away, going back to his room, I guess.

We walked back to our room when Alexis said, "Why were you being rude back there?"

"What?"

"You barely said anything to Alan at the table. You let me do all the talking. And you didn't eat your food."

"You know how I get when I meet new people," I answered back.

"Sometimes I wish you would get over that. I really do." Alexis said with annoyance.

I didn't know what else to say. I didn't want to say anything else until I got an idea.

"Actually, I'm not feeling too good, Alexis."

"Why? What's wrong now?"

"I didn't want to say anything in front of him, but the pain in my arm is coming back. I think the fall this morning did a number on me. On top of that, I think I am coming down with something."

"Damn, babe, you should've said something! C'mon, let's take you to see a doctor." She stopped walking and did a 180, towards the hotel exit.

"Actually, hon? I think it would be a good idea if I just go alone to see the doctor. I don't want to ruin your fun today with Alan."

"Forget that. We'll do that another time. I'm taking you to see someone about your arm."

"Babe, please, you don't have to do that. Why don't you go ahead with Alan and after I'm done with the doctor, I'll catch up with you two? How does that sound?" I asked, sounding hopeful.

"Stop it. I'm going with you and that's it. Stop acting weird."

Every part of me hated trying to convince her to spend time alone with Alan, but this had to be done. The alternative was not an option.

"I just feel guilty for ruining our good time ever since we got here. You deserve to have some fun while we're here. I seem to keep messing it up. Do this for me, please."

"I just don't understand-"

"God damn it, babe! I'm trying to be a good husband by making up for the wrong I did to you. This is something I want for you and you're rejecting it. Could you just please do this one thing for me, please. Please!"

At this point I was desperate. I even sounded desperate. The look on her face was evident that I delivered a convincing performance.

Alexis thought about it for a few seconds before answering.

"Okay, babe, if it means that much to you..." she said with uncertainty.

"Thank you. I promise, as soon as I'm done, I'll catch up with you okay?"

"Okay," Alexis said with a smile. I smiled back.

We went our separate ways after a kiss. I headed towards the direction of the infirmary while Alexis went back to our room to change. When she was out of sight, I took out my phone and texted Alan.

"She's going to the room to change. Convinced her to go without me," I wrote. It took 30 seconds to get a reply.

"Excellent! Hope you have something planned for the whole day on your own. cuz we'll be gone for the whole day. Have a nice day Robbie!" Alan wrote. With a heavy heart, I put my phone back in my pocket. I waited approximately for an hour at the bar before I headed back to the room, thinking enough time has passed for Alexis to change and leave. Sure enough, when I got to our room, she was not there.

I spent the rest of the day in my room. I didn't feel like going out. I was sick with worry. I tried to occupy my mind by watching television and on my laptop, but my mind was still filled with guilt and fear. What if Alan hurt her? What if he mentioned the false allegations he has against me to Alexis? Or worse, what if they are actually having a good time?

It's hard to imagine Alexis stepping outside of our marriage to hook up with someone, even if he was successful and handsome. I know she loves and would never do anything to hurt me. But now that she thinks I wouldn't mind seeing her with another man, would she actually do it? Knowing her, she wouldn't. For as long as I've known her, she isn't really into anything kinky. She mentioned her last boyfriend was a freak and always pushed her into crazy sex acts but Alexis never budged. It just never interested her. After her last boyfriend, she knew she wasn't into anything crazy like that. Blowjobs were barely something she liked doing.

Although I'll never forget the times when she did give me a blowjob. It was pure bliss. Her soft, velvety mouth always had me reaching an orgasm in a minute. I would have to warn her every time so she could aim the head of my penis in another direction. Usually in a paper towel. Everything about semen bothered her. She said she let her last boyfriend cum in her mouth but instantly spit it back out. The idea itself freaked her out so badly, she couldn't remember what it tastes like. Probably for the best.

Thinking about Alexis giving me a blowjob was turning me on. I was already horny this morning when we were in the shower together. I whipped out my dick and started massaging it into erection with the help of imagining Alexis giving me head. It was when I got fully hard did I hear the alert from my phone that I received a message. It was Alexis.

"Where are you? Are you almost done?" It read.

I looked at the time on my phone to see over 3 hours had passed since the last time we were together.

I wrote, "Sorry still waiting. Lot of people in the doctor's office today. I think there's a flu going around the island." My bullshit was getting better.

"Sorry babe. We're about to go on a boat ride with other people from the island. Wish you were here!"

"Me too. I'll try to be there soon, Have fun though!"

"You better! Love you <3" was the last thing she wrote. She sent a picture that was a selfie of herself smiling, along with a smiling Alan, and a few others I've never seen before. More people from the island I'm guessing.

A huge weight lifted off my shoulders. I was relieved to see other people were there with them. I thought maybe Alan wouldn't try anything if people were there. Who knows. He's a pretty bold guy. But I know Alexis better. She wouldn't let any man mess with her. It's no surprise she's had her fair share of creeps hitting on her. Guy's like Alan would always approach her and say some lewd things to her. Even when I'm there with her! They think I won't do or say anything to stop them. It's embarrassing to say, but I think that would be the case. Alexis would always defend herself without needing my help. It was a relief I was with such an independent strong woman. I wish some of that confidence rubbed off me.

I always wonder why Alexis decided to date me in the first place. I certainly wasn't the hottest guy in the world. It did surprise people when they would see us in public kissing and holding hands, no doubt thinking I was one lucky s.o.b. I had to agree with them. What she did like about me was my innocence. It dropped her guard around me and opened herself up to me. We also shared the same interests, from comic books to hockey. She's an L.A. Kings fan and I a Washington Capitals fan.

Alexis mentioned of all the guys she's been with, I was the only one who actually took an interest in her besides her body. I never admitted to her that I secretly did and that the only reason I didn't do anything about it was that I had no idea how to approach a girl like Alexis. Lucky for me, she made the first move.

Alan would've been like all the other guys in her past who would just hit on her, focused only on one thing. But thanks to my help, he now knows almost everything about her to win her over. It would definitely help him but still don't think it will work. And that scares me. Because of it doesn't, then I'll be facing consequences that may lead me to prison. But what's worse? Prison? or losing a wife? It was still a no-win situation.

Alexis texted me again and again as the day went by. Asking me where I was and why I was still taking so long? I was running out of excuses so I just kept telling her the same ones. She didn't say so, but I knew she would be upset. She wouldn't understand why I took so long. I'll just have to sound convincing when she comes back.



I didn't get any more pictures from Alexis but Alan started sending me pictures. He sent pictures of Alexis. Judging by the photos it looks like they were done in secrecy. He sent multiple pictures of her ass and chest. Alexis decided to wear her jean shorts with a white tank top. She looked amazing as always, pretty sure driving Alan insane with more lust. There was one picture he sent that was a selfie of him right behind her as if he was about to hump her. She looked like she was looking at something that wasn't in the picture. Alexis was pointing at something from the island. The selfie also showed Alan's face with the evil smile I knew too well. I didn't bother to reply back. He knew how I felt and I didn't want to give him the satisfaction.

It was around 7 P.M. when Alexis finally came back. I was in bed trying to read from my nook. It was still hard to concentrate but I was getting tired now.

"Robert!" Alexis yelled.

Aw, shit.

"In here," I replied in the bedroom.

She stormed in the room with an incredulous look.

"Where the fuck were you!? Huh!? Did it seriously take you that fucking long to get your arm checked out? You were gone the whole fucking day!" she yelled.

"I know...I'm just as upset as you are. I got out of the doctor's almost an hour ago. I'm sorry I didn't feel like going out afterward. I just thought I'd wait for you back at the room."

"What kind of shit is that? There is no way you were gone the whole day for a hurt arm and being sick. What really happened? And don't lie to me. I want the truth!"

I hope my acting skills were still up to par.

"You won't believe me."

"Try me," Alexis challenged.

For a moment, I wanted to tell her the actual truth. But Alan mentioned never to tell Alexis his plan or else, not only would he ruin my life, but he would ruin hers as well. Something I definitely couldn't live with.

"I was going to surprise you. I had plans for us when you came back. But it didn't happen. Not that it couldn't but I just didn't have enough time."

"What do you mean? What surprise?" Alexis crossed her arms in front of her. I loved when she did that. Her chest were so big that she had to put her arms underneath them when she crossed them, making them stick out more.

"I was going to have one of the chefs here cook our very first meal together. I thought it would be romantic."

"Our first meal together was at McDonald's. You were going to have him make McDonald's for dinner?"

"No, I meant our first dinner as a couple," I corrected.

"I think that was also McDonald's," she said.

Was it? Damn, it was!

"No, what I meant was I was going to originally-"

"You know what, just stop. Okay? Just stop! I've had enough of your lies. We've been here for two days and we haven't spent hardly any time together or had fun as husband and wife. Today, you're lying where you've been and you know what? I've had enough."

I didn't know what she meant by that. The next thing she did was packing her luggage with her stuff. I got up immediately.

"Wait, hon, don't-" I started to say. I grabbed her by the shoulder which she slapped off.

"No, don't! Don't touch me! I'm leaving until you get your shit together."

"But there's no way to leave the island until next week!" I tried to reason.

"I'm going to buy another room, idiot!" she retorted.

"Please, don't go! I'm sorry! I'll do whatever you want but please don't go!"

"You made me do this, Robert. You just deal with whatever you're dealing with and then come find me!" It took Alexis minutes to get all her stuff together.

"I'm not dealing with anything! I just...I just..." I had no idea what to say.

"That's what I thought. Goodbye, Robert." I watched her go with all her belongings, slamming the door shut behind her.

I sat back on the bed, burying my head in my hands in dismay. I was in the verge of crying when I received a text message.

"Head's up, bud. Your wife is on her way and she is pissed. Where were you all day?" Alan wrote.

I really didn't feel like talking to him but I felt he needed to know the plan was over.

"In room all day," I wrote. "Alexis was already here. We fought. She left. Going to buy another room."

I didn't hear back from Alan. I didn't care. I had other things to worry about. Although, a small part of me thought the reason he didn't write back was that he started the process of revealing false, yet convincing evidence of me doing something horrible to authorities.

Alexis didn't come back. She was true to her word. I spent an hour sending her texts to come back, but no reply from her. I stayed up past midnight with plenty of morbid thoughts when I got a text from Alan, finally.

"Meet me at the main bar. Now." That's all he wrote. I didn't want to leave the room in case Alexis came back, but Alan seemed adamant. I put on some quick clothes and headed out the room to the main bar of the hotel.

I came down to see Alan sitting down in one of the booths from the bar. There were several other people at the bar which was probably why he was sitting so far away. I slowly walked up to him and sat down on the other side of the table.

"Jesus, pal, you look like shit! Rough day?" Alan took a sip from his drink. "You look like you could use a drink yourself." He said pointing at the drink in front of me. I didn't even notice it. I took it and drank all of its content in seconds. Whatever it was, it was strong. And he was right. I did need it.

"So what now?" I asked him.

"What do you mean?" he said.

"I'm guessing you're here to tell me it's over and you're going to ruin my life now."

Alan laughed.

"Not at all, bud! Everything is still going according to plan." He took another sip from his drink. I didn't understand.

"Did you not get my text?"

"No, I did."

"So, you know Alexis is gone. She's mad I was gone the whole day and we haven't spent any time together."

"Yeah, you should've been there. We had a really great time. I think me and your wife are getting along really well."

"It doesn't matter now. She's gone and won't be coming back until I tell her the truth about everything. She's not going to want to do anything with you if she's fighting with her husband. She just wants us to celebrate our marriage together like a happily married couple."

"I know. She told me the same thing."

It took a few seconds for those words to sink in. Without even waiting for me to ask, he said, "Alexis couldn't get another room so she hit me up asking if she could stay with me for the time being to which I gladly obliged."

"Wait. She's staying in your room?"

"That's right, bud. All part of the plan."

I was in shock. She could be in danger right now. Alan, being a strong guy could force her to do anything she wanted. The idea scared me.

"Look, Alan, I'm-"

SLAP!

Alan once again slapped me hard across the face. The blow almost knocked me out. Luckily, the other people at the bar were far away that they didn't notice a big man slapping a small man.

"I hate doing that to you. I really do. But this is for your own good. The only way you'll learn is through corrective action."

I rubbed my face to soothe the pain.

"Now, what were you saying?"

I collected myself the best I could before answering.

"Please, sir don't hurt my wife. Don't force her to do anything she doesn't want. I can still convince her to sleep with you. Just don't hurt her, please?"

Alan looked insulted.

"What kind of guy do you think I am? Do you think I need to force myself on a girl to be with me. Is that what you think?" Alan was waiting for an answer.

"I-I-I didn't mean anything by it. I just..." I was afraid Alan was going to hit me again. Instead, Alan laughed.

"You crack me up, Robbie. You really do." Alan downed the rest of his drink, He motioned the bartender for another drink. "Listen, relax, okay? I've never put my hand on a woman if she didn't consent to it."

Hearing that made me relax a little.

"I can see why you would think that. I do look like your typical wife beater, don't I? Believe it or not, I don't take any pleasure of hurting women. It's not a turn-on for me."

I let out a deep sigh, already assuming he's telling the truth.

"Well, that's not completely true. You'd be amazed how many beautiful women enjoy pain. In which case I'm happy to help with their selective pleasures."

It wasn't that hard to imagine Alan playing the dominant role, having his way with a beautiful woman. I couldn't help but picture Alexis as his sub, bound helplessly, begging him to use her. I shook my head to clear those thoughts.

"Okay, fine," I said. "So what's next then?"

Alan's response was taking out one small white pill and placing it in the middle of the table.

"That's what's next."

I looked at it and only one thing came to mind.

"Your plan is to drug her? How's that not rape? Just because she's not fighting back doesn't mean it's not rape."

"You don't have to school me what does and doesn't constitute rape. And if you take that tone with me again, I'm gonna shove this glass so far up your ass, you'll be shitting broken glass for weeks!" Alan whispered angrily.

I look down at the table in guilt.

"Now stop fucking interrupting me, and just listen! This drug is not a roofie nor any kind of drug that knocks people out."

He picked up the pill holding it between his index finger and thumb.

"This right here is the future. I won't tell you what it's called. For your own safety, really. If you decide to google the name, you'll find some very unpleasant people from the government showing up at your doorstep, asking you what you know about this drug."

"What does it do?"

"In a nutshell? It heightens a person's susceptibility for a certain period of time. It's very complicated. Even I don't know the full scientific terminology for it. All I know is what it does."

"So how is this going to help you?"

"Us. Help us. We're in this together, man. Don't you forget."

I hate how he talks like I want any part of this.

"Anyway, whoever takes this pill, is an open book for any ideas. So let's say Alexis takes this pill, whoever is around her can give her ideas of things to do. If it's a small idea she'll perform it rather quickly, but if it's an absurd idea, it will take longer before she caves."

I tried processing what Alan just said. It sounds like a weapon secret agents use in movies.

"You mean mind control? That's a mind-control drug?"

"Not exactly. You can't just make anyone do anything. Let's say you take one, and I say, 'hey, you ever wanted to suck cock before?'. At first, you'll say, 'no.' But if you keep taking this drug and I keep bringing up the idea of you blowing another guy, your defense will break down until you have no inhibitions on sucking cock. You see what I mean?"

The waitress brought another glass of alcohol to Alan and me. Alan accepted them gladly. I was still stuck on Alan's scenario. It disturbed me greatly that such a drug could exist. And what's worse is that guy like Alan had access to it. Who knows what serious irreparable damage he can cause? A pill that could make anybody do anything they want them to. It was insane. What kind of people would make this drug? It's something that could be used for warfare. Not convincing a married woman to step out on her marriage for a one-night stand!

"Have you given this to, Alexis?"

"Not yet. Now, not a good time. She's too upset because of you." Alan took a swig of his drink. I still haven't touched mine. "No, I think I'll let you do the honors. Since she is your wife and all."

"Me? I don't want to drug my wife."

"I'm afraid you have to, pal. Normally, I wouldn't give anyone this drug, but we have a deadline. You two leave in six days, so I'll be needing your help to drug Alexis so that we move things in a faster pace."

Now he's making me drug my wife? This is going too far now. Blackmail or no blackmail.

"But what if this stuff makes her sick?"

Alex rolled his eyes in annoyance.

"There are no negative side effects. She won't get sick. It's odorless and undetectable if she takes a blood or urine test. It's perfection."

I knew I was already going to have to go through with this, but I still wanted to argue against it.

"Try to give this drug to her when she's not around other people. It might not be a good idea for more than one person to give her suggestions. Probably wouldn't end well."

"I just don't feel right drugging Alexis. My wife. If you do this, that means you didn't get her on your own. You had help. You need this pill to sleep with my wife. That'll always be in the back of your mind."

I thought for sure he was going to hit me or yell at me again. But he didn't. Instead, he just smiled.

"I don't care. It isn't so much as sleeping with another man's wife that gets me off. Being with a beautiful woman is a bonus for me. No, I get off humiliating people like you."

I didn't know what to say to that. He took another swig from his drink before talking again.

"I can get any woman I want. It's not a challenge for men like me. Point one out to me, and I'll have her screaming for God in five minutes.But what really gets me off, what gets me harder than steel, is knowing the husband knows I'm fucking his wife and there isn't a damn thing they can do about it. That kind of power is addicting."

Alan was more screwed up than I thought. It didn't have to be me. It could've been anyone. I was just at the right place at the right time.

"I don't believe you deserve a woman like Alexis. Hell, no. That kind of thing pisses me off. To see an ugly, weakling who calls himself 'a man,' be with a beautiful woman is a crime against humanity. So think of me as the police, bringing justice back into the world."

"But you don't even know her. It's not just about looks. We love each other. It's deeper than vanity."

"That doesn't matter to me. This is the jungle. The stronger and smarter primate will always prevail no matter what. Love has nothing to with anything about survival of the fittest."

I was speechless. He was a lunatic. No sane person would have that way of thinking. Why does he care who ends up with who? He should mind his own damn business!

"If I had my way, I'd hook you up with a fat, ugly bitch, who has no respect for you, but pities you because she knows you haven't been with a woman...yeah..."

I could tell Alan was starting to get a little drunk.

"This is for your own good, Robbie. You know you don't deserve to be with Alexis, right?" Alan asked me genuinely.

"Yes," I said meekly. I hate to say it, but there was some truth behind my answer. Alexis is too good to be true. I guess fate slipped up and sent Alan to correct it. How cruel life can be.

"Good. Then I know you'll give her that pill, and start planting the idea of sleeping with me, to fulfill your fantasy of being a cuckold. Got it?"

I nodded.

"I want to hear you say it," he ordered me.

"After I make Alexis take the pill, I'm going to start suggesting she sleeps with you, to fulfill my fantasy of being a cuckold."

I said it like I was in a trance. It felt like a bad dream.

"And why would you do that?"

I knew what he wanted me to say next.

"Because...because I don't deserve to be with a woman like Alexis."

Alan was all smiles.

"Couldn't have said it better myself!" He down the rest of his drink in one gulp. "Damn, that's good! Make sure you don't let that go to waste," he said referring to my own drink.

Alan reached into his pocket and took out a clear bag of more of those special pills. He had a lot!

"I'm going to give you 10 pills. That should be enough. I'll be giving her more when she's with me. It's best to break the pill and empty the drug in one of her drinks. It won't leave any evidence behind, but make sure she doesn't see you."

"You're going to give her those pills too? Won't she overdose?"

"Nope! You can't with these. Another great feature. Anyway, I'm gonna get going. It's getting late. Who knows? Maybe we won't need the pills and your wife is waiting for me on my king-size bed naked! Wouldn't that be something? Have a good night, Robbie."

He left me there with an untouched drink and 10 pills for me to use to drug my wife. He's so sure I would use it. Because he knows I have no choice.

I gulped my strong drink down, put the pills in my pocket, and headed back to my room.

I woke up to someone saying my name.

It was Alexis. She came back.

"Alexis?"

"Yeah, it's me."

"What time is it?"

"It's almost 12 in the afternoon."

I sat up, rubbing my tired eyes awake.

"Where did you go?" Pretending not to know.

"I told you, I was getting another room to stay in, after what you said last night."

Why did she lie? Was she afraid to tell me she slept in a room with another man? I kept up the charade.

"Oh, yeah. I'm glad you're back though."

"Me, too. I had a hard time sleeping last night. Did a lot of thinking. I think I owe you an apology."

Not what I was expecting.

"Really?" I asked.

"Yeah, I thought about everything that has happened and I realize it's mostly my fault."

Now I was really curious to hear her explanation.

"How so?"

"We started fighting the moment you mentioned about your fantasy about seeing me with another man. And...I may have blown it up more than I should've"

Wow, she was taking some of the blame. Didn't think I would be off the hook this easily.

"Well, I did mention it at the worst time." I tried taking some of the blame back.

"True, but you were opening up to me something very personal, and I should've been more understanding."

"I shouldn't have said anything in the first place. You're perfect." I leaned in for a kiss which she happily returned.

"Thank you for being so understanding," she said.

"Thank YOU for being so understanding," I replied.

We both hugged for what felt like forever. It felt good to hold her like that again. Another moment, where I forgot the dilemma I was in. But just for a moment.

"I'm in the mood for some coffee. Do you want some?" I offered.

"No, that's okay. Did you want to get lunch at the buffet?"

"No, I just want to relax for a little bit here before we start our day. Is that alright?"

"Yeah, sure. I actually planned our day already. You remember Alan?"

My heart sank hearing my wife say his name.

"Yeah?"

"He's going to take us to do fun activities the Resort has to offer. I thought I saw the best there was yesterday, but according to Alan, there is better stuff to do!"

"Oh okay, sounds like it could be fun."

I made my way to the Keurig and poured myself some coffee. I was trying to think what could I offer her to drink so I could pour the drug in.

"Babe?" Alexis said from our bedroom.

"Yeah?"

"There's a fruity drink I got yesterday, in the fridge. Could you give it to me, please?"

Thank God.

"Sure thing, hon'."

I split one of the pills in half carefully letting it spill in the drink. I used the straw that was already in it to stir it up really well. Alan said it was undetectable, but one can never be too sure.

Satisfied the drug was mixed in well with her drink, I carried her spiked drink in one hand, and my coffee in the other, to the bedroom.

She was sitting down on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed, typing away on her phone. I didn't notice the dress she was wearing. I know this dress well because it's one of my favorites. The top of the dress ended almost covering the top part of her dress which went around her back. It was a little tight so the top of her boobs would bulge, look like it's about to spill out.

"Here you go, babe." I handed the drink to her.

"Thank you," she took it showing thanks.

"Who are you texting?"

"Alan. He's wondering when we should meet him. I really like him. He's a good guy. He and I have so much in common, which is a huge relief. I thought I've known guys like him my whole life. I was waiting for him to hit on me or put his hands on me but he never did."



"That's good. He does sound like a good guy." I assured her.

I just stood there looking dumb with my coffee at hand, waiting for her to take a drink. Luckily, she didn't seem to notice.

"He wants to meet up in an hour. How does that sound to you?" She looked up at me waiting for an answer.

"Uhhh, yeah, that works for me."

"Great. I'll let him know."

Alexis still hasn't drunk anything yet. I was getting anxious, not really knowing why.

"What kind of drink is that?" I asked, hoping to move things along.

"A special signature cocktail created by the island. Alan bought me one, and I loved it. I wanted to save it for later to enjoy."

Finally, she took a long sip of her "special" cocktail.

"Did you want to try?" She offered.

"No, thank you. I'll stick with the coffee." I took a sip of my own drink.

She took another long sip as she finalized her texts to Alan.

"Okay, it's all set. We'll be meeting him along with other tourists we met yesterday for another great day."

"Can't wait," I lied.

She got up walking seductively towards me.

"So what do you want to do for an hour?" She started rubbing her hands on my chest, trying for the umpteenth time to initiate sex.

Instead of trying to stop her, I tried starting a conversation.

"You know, I have to say, I am really impressed you took the time to understand my strange interest. Not many women would, I think."

"I try for my man." She said, now giving me kisses on my neck.

"Do you want to know why I have that fantasy? Why I want you to do something like that for me?"

She stopped her kisses and looked me in the eye.

"Yeah, now that you mentioned it. I should've asked you that. So tell me."

With her hands around my waist, she waited for a response.

"You're just so beautiful. You're everything a man wants. I feel so blessed that I want to share the wealth, so to speak. It's almost a crime to have you all to myself."

I used some of the cruel words Alan said to me last night as reinforcement.

"Aww, that's kind of sweet, in a strange way," she teased.

"Yeah, well, it's not that hard for me to picture you with another man. It doesn't get me upset at all. It gets me really hot and bothered."

"Really?"

"Oh yeah. In fact, I think you should be lucky. Not too many husbands will share their wives with other men, you know?"

Alexis looked confused at first, then looked like she was giving it some thought.

"Yeah, I guess you're right. I do feel lucky you're not like other insecure men who can't stand for their woman to be with another man. You're an amazing man."

She planted a long kiss on my lips. It felt just right. I planned my next move after we broke our kiss.

"This crazy idea came to me last night when you were gone. I'm not sure I should mention it but since you accepted that part of me, I...I don't know," I said pretending to sound unsure.

"What is it, baby? You can tell me anything. I promise I won't blow up like I did last time. I swear."

"Thanks. That's good to know. Okay, well, last night when I was in bed thinking about where you were...I secretly hoped...that you...were with...Alan."

It was harder than I thought to say that last part. She gave me a very surprised look.

"Really?" She sounded like she couldn't believe her ears.

"Yeah, I mean, I also could see you two being together. I'm not insecure to say he looks like a hunk. A hunk with you by...his side."

Alexis laughed. I almost laughed myself. I sounded so lame.

"I have to admit, he's a good-looking guy. And I had thought about whether I would be with him or not."

"And?"

"Yeah, maybe. A different time, a different place, perhaps. Who knows? But in this life I'm yours."

"Of course, you're mine. But I could definitely see me giving you permission to be with a guy like Alan. Just for one night."

Alexis was surprised yet again. I think was looking to see if I was kidding or not.

"Wait. You want me to hook up with Alan? Like now? During our honeymoon?"

"Yeah. It wouldn't bother me at all. I really do want to see you be with Alan. Just for one night."

God, I hope Alan is right about this drug.

Alexis let me go to walk back to the bed to sit down. I couldn't tell if she was upset again.

She just sat there staring into nothing, thinking. I didn't dare say or do anything. My heart was beating so fast.

After what felt like an eternity, she said, "Wow, Robert, I don't know what to say."

Still had no idea if that was a good or bad thing.

"I thought maybe this was something we would try years from now. If we ever do! I didn't think it would be now on our honeymoon."

"So...you would do it?"

"No!" She looked at me angrily.

Damn.

"Robert, what am I supposed to think that my husband would rather watch another man sleep with his wife before him? Huh?"

Good question.

"I think of it...as a sign of trust."

"What?"

"I just told you something very secretive and personal about me. That wasn't easy to do. It would show not only you respect my beliefs but also trust me in a whole new level. If anything, it would make me love you more."

Alexis scoffed, not really knowing what to say. She didn't say anything for awhile. I couldn't stand the silence.

"What are you thinking about now, Alexis?"

"Honestly? I don't know. And that scares me."

"Why?"

"I really want to fight with you again but the things you're telling me...doesn't sound so ridiculous..."

Oh, my God.

"...yet it makes me question your manhood if you would let any guy have his way with me. Your wife."

"You shouldn't think of it like that."

"Then there's another thought, well, more like a feeling. A feeling I can't shake away."

"What's that?"

"Excitement." She finally looked at me. "It makes me feel excited."

Holy shit the drug worked.

Alexis began to cry, running to the bathroom, closing and locking the door.

I debated whether or not I should press my luck and keep convincing her. I checked my watch to see it has only been approximately 26 minutes since she took the pill.

I walked up to the bathroom door, pressing my ear on it. I could hear her quietly sobbing.

"Hon, it's not the worse thing in the world. Nothing would change between us."

"How can you be so sure?" She said, barely hearing her between sobs. "Aren't you afraid I'll stop loving you?"

"Of course, but you know what? I can tell you right now, I'm not afraid I will stop loving you. That will never change for anything in the world."

Checked my watch. Less than 2 minutes to go.

"You say that now, but will you say the same thing when the time comes?"

"When", huh? Wow. What's in this drug? I felt conflicted as I felt relieved that Alan's plan was working but turmoil that my wife is willing to sleep with another man first before me. It's not what I wanted.

"I know I will."

"Is that why you won't sleep with me?"

I checked my watch. Less than 20 seconds now. I hope.

"Kind of. It hurt, that you felt disgust for me when I mentioned my fantasy. I think subconsciously I didn't want to have sex until you prove to me you're sympathetic to my wishes."

Time. The effect of the drug should wear off by now. Just for good measure, I waited for another minute before I spoke again.

"Forget I mentioned it, babe. I don't know what I was thinking. C'mon, let's get ready to meet up with Alan so we can have a good day, alright? What do you say?"

Her sobs died down, followed by her clearing her nose and throat.

"Yeah, we should probably get going. Let me change first."

"Okay, hon'."

I waited out in the living room watching television while I waited. I was thinking what could wrong with Alan's plan? It was still a no-win situation for me. If Alexis doesn't sleep with Alan, I would be in some serious trouble. But if Alexis does sleep with him, I risk losing her forever.

At the end of the day, I would rather sacrifice her than myself. Alan was right. I'm not a man. A man wouldn't let his wife take the fall. He should protect her and put himself before her. And I failed. Two days being a married man and I failed.

I was just about to cry when Alexis finally popped out.

"Hey, you ready?" I said, rubbing my eyes to fight back the tears.

"Yeah," she said.

"Are you okay?"

"Yeah, I was just a little...overwhelmed. Let's just try to have a good day, okay?"

"Sure, babe."

I held her hand as we made our way to the hotel entrance. Along the way there, I got a text from Alan. Lucky for me, Alexis did not care to glance over to see my texts.

"The plan today: spend very little time with Alexis. I'll keep her company. You're in charge of holding all water bottles. When Alexis wants a drink, spike it with the pills I gave you. It's gon be a long day =)"

This was getting out of control. And yet, what else can I do? Alexis was already feeling the effects from the drug. The idea of turning my fantasy into a reality doesn't sound so crazy anymore. Instead of being upset, she feels guilty. Guilty for thinking about being with another man first before me on our honeymoon. If she keeps taking the pills involuntarily, by the end of the day, she'll probably beg me to let her sleep with Alan! I have to be strong. And strong for Alexis. It's a morbid feeling to hope she doesn't succumb to his whims and that she does.

All I texted back was, "ok."

When we got to the front lobby we saw Alan along with several other people. Alan saw us coming and waved hello, to which Alexis waved back happily. The group waved hello to us as well.

"Hey, Alexis! Robert! Glad you could make it buddy!"

"Thanks," Alan shook my hand hard, just like last time.

Alexis introduced me to everyone else in the group, but I made no effort to remember any of their names. I assumed they were all couples who were on vacation as well. I imagined Alan, being so charismatic, was able to convince other tourists to come along.

"Hey Robert, can you do me a favor? Could you carry this bag for us? It has water bottles for all of us the rest of the day."

"Sure thing, sir." I don't know why I called him "sir." It's not like he's going to do anything to me in front of all these people. Alan gave me a satisfied, evil smile. I looked away to avoid his stare. I noticed Alexis giving me a strange look. Was she wondering why I called him "sir"? Why would she find that weird?

Alan was going over today's agenda. It sounded like it would've been fun to do. If Alan wasn't here.

The whole day was spent exploring different parts of the island. One of the other guests was explaining they only explored one part of the island yesterday and that alone was a great time. The bag of water bottles I was carrying was fairly heavy but got lighter as the people in our group requested water. No one seemed to notice me struggling most of the trip. Especially Alexis.

It wasn't her fault entirely. Alan made sure to keep Alexis busy throughout the day. As soon as we stepped out of the hotel, Alexis asked for a water bottle. The good thing about the bag being heavy was that it forced me to set the bag down on the ground in order to open it. I made sure to use my body to hide my actions. Luckily, it didn't take long to take the pill out, break it, and pour it into the bottle. I gave it a little shake before standing back up. I handed it to Alexis, never noticing what I did. She said thanks before Alan stole her again, showing her more of the island.

I was behind them the whole time. You would've thought they were the couple and I was their help. After Alexis took a big gulp from the water bottle. As soon as she did that, I saw Alan whispering something into her ear. She didn't seem to mind. I couldn't tell since I was behind them, but I think giggled whatever Alan had said to her. I can only imagine what he was telling her with the drug coursing through her system.

Whatever he said to her, she didn't seem to notice my presence. Every time she took a drink from her water bottle, Alan would whisper something to her, his words sinking into her subconscious. I seem to be the only one who noticed them acting like husband and wife. The other couples in the group were too busy admiring the wonders the island had to offer.

As the day went on, it got hotter, which meant the group going through water like...like water. Alexis too would get tired and requested more water. And every time she did, I would make sure to drug her water before handing it to her. She was never the wiser. Her grabbing a water bottle from me was the only interaction we had during the whole trip. If you were to ask me what I saw that day, I couldn't tell you. My focus was only on Alan and Alexis. My mind kept wondering what they were talking about. It bothered me so much, that I came up with the idea to drug Alexis with the pill in order to make her tell me what she and Alan talked about during our trip.

It was around 4 pm did the trip finally end, and we returned to the entrance to the hotel. I was exhausted and so was the rest of the group. They all said their thanks and showed their gratitude to Alan for showing them a wonderful time. I didn't. But I don't think anyone, especially, Alexis noticed. When everyone left, it was just us three. Alexis still kept talking to Alan. By now she probably knows his entire life!

"Thanks again, you two for coming along. I had a great time." Alan said.

"No, thank you very much! We both had an amazing time thanks to you." Alexis exclaimed, speaking for the two of us.

"Don't mention it. It was my pleasure." Alan went in for a kiss on her cheek, which Alexis did the same for him. Then, she gave him a big hug with her arms around her his neck. He was so tall, Alexis had to be on her toes, to get her arms around him. Alan was looking at me with a smug look on his face. His arms were so big, he was able to wrap them around her back. She looked so small and fragile next to him. How could Alexis feel any kind of pleasure from a behemoth like that?

Their hug seemed to last longer than it should've. But when it did end, Alan grabbed her hand and gave it a kiss. I was surprised to see that she didn't want to let go of his hand as he was walking away! Was she really infatuated by him now?

We both didn't talk at all on our way to the room. I felt like a ghost, she couldn't see, just following her around. It wasn't until we got in the room did she finally talk to me.

"I'm going to take a shower." She said on her way to the bathroom.

"Okay, hon'." Was all I could say.

I laid down on the bed staring at the ceiling and imagined the unthinkable. What if Alexis was really going to sleep with my boss during our honeymoon?

Well, that's what you wanted right?

No, I mean, yeah. I mean...I don't know.

You agreed to this. Now you have to see it through or else Alan will ruin you.

I'm ruined either way. He has me in a corner. There's no way out.

Have you ever thought of just letting him expose that false evidence on you? Fighting him with Alexis by your side? Don't you think she would stick by you and help fight against Alan?

I don't know...

Yeah, you're probably right. It's better to just drug your wife and convince her to sleep with your boss during your honeymoon. Can't miss.

Shut up!

As I was arguing with myself in my mind, I got another text message. I made sure Alexis was still taking a shower before I read the text.

"Great job today! Believe it or not, I think she's ready. Mention your fantasy one more time. It doesn't matter if you give her the pill or not. Let me know what she says afterward."

It's not my fucking fantasy! I thought. Why does he keep saying that? I don't want her to sleep with another man. She's my wife. I know she loves me and would never do that to me. If it wasn't for those pills, she would keep arguing that she has no interest in it!

That's not what I wrote. Instead, I just sent, "ok."

I waited for another ten minutes before Alexis stepped out. She was wearing the hotel's bathrobe and had a towel around her head. She didn't seem to notice me when she walked passed me. She rummaged through her clothes to see what to wear.

"H-He-Hey, Hon'?" I said nervously.

"Hmmm?" Was all she said, still rummaging through her clothes.

"Did you- Did you have a good time today?"

"Oh, yeah! I had a fantastic time. Isn't Alan great?" She still didn't look at me.

"Yeah, he's a great guy." I lied. "I, uh, I wanted to talk about him actually."

"What about him?" She asked.

"Well, you remember what I said about him, right?"

"Not sure. Remind me." Alexis put on some panties, without taking off her robe.

"You know...about my...fantasy?"

This finally made her stop and look at me.

"Yeah?" she said.

"Do you think it's something you...you want to do?"

I didn't expect what happened next. Alexis looked like she got out of trance. She grabbed her head as if she had a headache. Something important was going through her mind. Then she looked back at me in shock.

"Oh my God, Robert. What happened to me today? I felt like I was someone else. I just realized, just now, I completely ignored you throughout the entire trip! What's wrong with me?"

Alexis hurriedly went over to me and sat down on the bed with me.

"No babe, I had a great time today," I said, trying to sound reassuring.

"Really? But we didn't spend any time together. I didn't even talk to you. I spent the entire time with Alan and...and..." She didn't say anything else. I don't think she wanted to say the next words.

"It's okay, babe. Really." I was debating whether I should say the next words that were on my mind. "I..I'm glad you spent so much time with Alan."

She had tears running down her face.

"Really? You don't think I neglected you?"

"Of course not. I...wanted you to spend time with Alan."

Alexis looked at me carefully.

"I wanted you two to get closer. It's the perfect opportunity."

"I don't understand. You...still want to see me with another man?"

I thought about how I wanted to answer that.

"I do. But only if you want to. I will never make you do something you don't want to do. But I saw how you were today with him. You were happy. It made me happy." I took her hand in mine.

"It's just...It's so..."

"I know. I know, babe." We both remained silent for a bit before I continued. "Can I ask you something?"

"What?" She sniffled.

"Are you attracted to Alan?"

Alexis looked surprised I asked her that. I was expecting her to start yelling at me but she didn't. Instead, she looked like she didn't know how to answer the question. I thought maybe she would try to lie or come up with some excuse. Then she flat out said, "Yes. God, help me yes."

"Okay. Would you...sleep with him? For me?" I added that last part thinking it would be easier for her to answer.

"I...I...I don't know. I'm just so confused." Alexis buried her face in her hands. I rubbed her back to make her feel a little better. "I mean the whole thing is just crazy! When you first brought it up, it was something I would never do! But now, I feel like it's not so crazy after all. I don't know. With you trying to convince me and Alan looking sexy and saying all the right things, I just...I don't know."

This was the first time I heard Alexis referred to Alan as "sexy." I don't think she even noticed.

"I think it's good that you feel unsure and guilty about it, babe," I said, going at it with another approach.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, if you were quick to do this, I would've probably thought you really didn't love me and regretted getting married. But seeing you in a mess," I chuckled, "Well, it just means you really do love me, and you care about me."

Alexis smiled, putting one hand on my face to caress.

"Of course I love you, you idiot. I wouldn't have married you if I didn't. You're the best man I know. I just have trouble seeing how me being with Alan would make you happy. Are you saying you wouldn't get jealous? Not even upset?" She inquired. Again, I had to think what I wanted to say next.



"Not at all. In these times, people cheat on their significant others all the time. It's sad. If you did cheat on me, hiding it from me, I would be devastated. Devastated because you had to keep it a secret from me. I don't want any secrets between us. Which is why I told you that part of me. I didn't want to hide anything from you."

Alexis looked surprised.

"Wow. I never thought about it like that before. It means a lot you would share that with me."

Alexis and I didn't say anything to each for a full minute. I was going to ask how she was feeling now until she spoke again.

"How do you start it?"

"Start what?" I asked.

"You know?...Your fantasy? Where do we begin?"

"Are you saying...you'll do this? For me" I asked anxiously. Alexis took a deep breath before answering.

"I'm not saying 'yes,'... but I'm not saying 'no,' either. We're just...still talking about it."

I think my heart skipped a beat.

"Of course, babe."

"You need to make me a promise. Right now, Robert."

"Okay. What is it?'

"You need to promise me, that no matter what happens, you will still love me. If we do this or not, that doesn't matter. I want you to promise me that you love me and always will." Alexis looked at me dead set in my eyes. I knew she was being serious.

"I promise you, no matter what happens, I will still, and always, love you," I assured her.

Alexis looked relieved. We both kissed and embraced each other in silence. She may have been at peace but I wasn't. We were one step closer to completing Alan's plan.

When I was alone, I updated Alan through text. I could tell through his texts, he was excited. I told him Alexis was going to call him in a little bit for all three of us to have dinner tonight. Her plan was to leave it up to Alan to see if he would be up to making my fantasy into reality. If he agreed, we would try to make it happen. But if he didn't, then I I had a feeling Alexis was secretly hoping Alan would say no. Robert took this opportunity to head to one of the restaurants first, in preparation for us.

Sure enough, when I heard Alexis talking to Alan on her phone, she was surprised to hear Alan was already on his way to a restaurant for dinner. She told him we were on our way. I was so nervous. I don't think my heart has ever stopped beating a million times per minute since we got here.

Alexis dressed somewhat moderately. All the clothes she bought were summer wear and rather revealing outfits. Alexis was not afraid to show off her gorgeous body. She worked hard at it and felt great every time she went out. I don't blame her. I felt proud she was my wife and lucky to be by her side when we were out in public. I thought after I married her, no one was allowed to have the same pleasures I have with her. Boy, was I dead wrong.

We saw Alan sitting alone at a big table, dressed rather fashionably, with a jacket and khakis. He was all smiles and courteous when we reached his table.

"Hey, I'm glad you two could make it. I hate eating alone, so I really do appreciate this." He shook my hand, greeting me. Alan went in to exchange kisses on the cheek with Alexis. "Please, sit. I hope you don't mind, but I order wine for us."

I did notice it as we approached the table. I assumed he spiked Alexis' drink before we got there.

"No, not at all, Alan. Thanks." Alexis said, gratefully.

After sitting down, Alan made a toast. "To new friends." We clank glasses and drank.

As we drank and ate our meals, Alan talked a lot about himself. Mainly his hobbies and work. He made sure to leave out the fact that he was my boss. When he was talking, he spoke mostly to Alexis, to which she answered respectfully. Alan kept complimenting Alexis by telling her what an amazing woman she was and how beautiful she was as well. Every so often he would add what a lucky guy he was. He kept making suggestions about what he would do with Alexis is she was her man. Nothing inappropriate. Mostly how he would take her to different places and how he would treat her like a queen. Alexis was absolutely flushed. I could tell by her reaction. His words were making her melt.

"So, what made you two want to have dinner with me? Not that I'm complaining! I'm just surprised you invited me. Are you two up to something?" Alan joked. It's crazy how his demeanor can completely change when he's not being an evil asshole. If he wasn't trying to trick my wife into sleeping with him, I would've liked the guy. Even if he wasn't good-looking, his charisma would've won me over.

Alexis gave me a weird look. Like she was waiting for me to say something to him. It was too awkward for me though.

"Is there something wrong, Alexis? Robert? You two look like you're afraid to tell me something?" Alan said with concern. Alexis decided to speak up. Robert and I have been talking about something. Something...unusual."

"Okay, what is it?" Alan asked. Alexis tried to find the right words to say the next part.

"Robert mentioned something, uh, to me on our first day here. Something about him I never knew about."

"Hey, listen, you don't have to tell me anything that's personal. It's none of my business," Alan said.

"Actually...it concerns you," Alexis replied. Alan looked at her with a stupid confused look on his face. Like he didn't know what she was talking about.

"This is pretty embarrassing. Not really. Well, it is but it isn't. I just never been in this situation before." Alexis fumbled her words.

"Well, whatever it is, I'm sure it's not the worst thing in the world," Alan assured her again.

"Okay. The thing is, Robert has this, um...fantasy." Alan remained quiet, waiting for Alexis to say the next part.

"He has this fantasy where...where...," she looked at me asking with her expression if she should say the next words. Reluctantly, I nodded.

"...where he wants to see me with...another man."

Alan looked at me with surprise. "Really?" he said. I nodded, without looking at him. "Wow, I don't know what to say. I've never met anyone who had that kind of...interest." This son of a bitch really did like to make me look bad.

"I didn't know Robert was that kind of guy either." Alexis agreed.

"Wait a minute," Robert was looking at both of us now. "Are you saying?...," he pointed at Alexis, "...and?" then he pointed at himself. Alexis didn't know what to say. Neither did I, so we just nodded quietly.

"Oh, wow." Alan looked at nothing in particular. He looked like he was having trouble trying to wrap the idea around his head. Give this guy a freakin' Oscar already.

Alexis took a longer gulp of her wine, getting a brand new dose of the drug at the same time. Alan then looked at Alexis with concern on his face.

"How do you feel about it?" He asked.

"Honestly? Funny." Alexis laughed a little.

"Why funny?"

"At first, when he mentioned it to me, I was very upset. That was two days ago. Now, I feel more open to the idea for some reason. It's just funny how fast feelings can change."

"Does that mean you have feelings for me?" Alan inquired.

"I'll say...I am very attracted to you." Alexis looked at me to see if that was okay to say. I just smiled. "If I wasn't with Robert, I would definitely try you out," Alexis laughed again. Alan joined her.

"Well, thank you, madam, I'm very flattered. Look, you guys, I've had my fair share of being on the kinky side. I'm no stranger to wild sex if that's okay to say. This is just new territory for me." Alan admitted. "I've never been with a married woman before. No, that's a lie. I did but I didn't know she was married at the time. I never want to go through that again. Especially with an angry husband."

"We understand. Honestly, I didn't think you would. This is a strange and offensive request. I wanted to show Robert how ridiculous this whole thing was. That's all. And besides, Robert said it wouldn't make him angry or jealous."

"Is that true, Robert?" Alan asked me.

I nodded, shyly.

Alan chuckled in disbelief. "I have to say, Alan, I am very surprised. If I had a woman like Alexis, I would be very territorial. I don't think I could ever do something like that." Alan said before drinking another sip of wine.

"You see, Robert? He doesn't want to do this. I told you," Alexis said to me.

"Now I didn't say I wouldn't be open to the idea." Alan opened up.

"What?" Alexis asked, turning her attention to Alan.

"Alexis, you are a very beautiful woman. I've only spent 2 days with you but I know I like you a lot. I too would've tried my chance with you. But I respect the sanctity of marriage. With that being said, however, I am open to the idea of being with another man's wife, as long as I get both of their permission."

Alexis was speechless. So was I. This guy was so charismatic, you couldn't call his bullshit, bullshit. He was that convincing.

"I think if we are all in agreement, I would love to take you out on a proper date. Before we, uh, 'seal the deal'? Is that alright to say?" Alan looked at me when he asked me. I nodded nervously. "Robert? Are you SURE you want to do this? Do I have your permission to take your wife on a date and let whatever happens with you knowing full well of what that means?"

This was it. The point of no return. I can still be a hero to Alexis. I could shove the wine at his face and say no, grab Alexis, take her back to our room, and finally make passionate love to my wife, damning any consequences. But this isn't a movie. This isn't a fairytale. This is the reality. And reality can be a real bitch sometimes.

"Yes, Alan, you have my permission to do whatever you want with my wife," I said, trying to sound credible as best I can.

"And what about you, Alexis?" Alan focused on my wife now. "Do you want to fulfill your husband's fantasy and be with me, during your honeymoon?" Alan stared at her eyes so intently, it looked like he was staring straight into her soul.

"God, help me...yes. Yes, I do, Alan."

"Okay, then. Well...I guess I'm on board too," Alan laughed. "I have to tell you, Robert: you're one of the most grounded men I know. I know a good amount of men who would go crazy if a guy even spoke to their wives. You're one in a million. Thank you for this opportunity, really."

"You're welcome," was all I could say.

Alexis looked shocked. She took a couple deep breaths, before laughing in relief. Alan rubbed her shoulder to calm her tension.

"Hey, you're still with us?" Alan asked her.

"Oh my God, are we really doing this?" She covered her mouth with her hand.

"That's only if you want to. I don't want you to feel like we're forcing you. I'm sure Robert feels the same way." Alexis looked at me for confirmation.

"I do."

"Plus, it goes without saying, you have the right to stop everything, at any time. Okay?"

Alexis nodded with a blank look.

"What...what happens next?" Alexis asked the both of us nervously. Alan answered first.

"Well, I hope you two don't expect anything to happen tonight."

I never really thought about it. But now that he mentioned it, I was kind of surprised he didn't want to do it as soon as possible.

"Call me old fashion, but I like to take the women I have an interest in on a date first before we get intimate. At least one date. I know you two are leaving next week. Plus it gives you both some more time if you really want to go through with this. That way, there are no regrets afterward. Is that fair?"

Alexis looked at me for an answer. I know this was Alan's way of turning the knife he stabbed me with, prolonging the pain.

"Yeah, sure. That's fair. Thank you for that." I said.

"Of course. I know this is more for you two so I want to make sure you two are in agreement throughout the entire time."

"Thank you, so much, Alan. I'll be honest. I don't know what to expect. I'm really nervous." Alexis admitted.

"Don't be, Alexis," Alan said. "If this is what you want, I'll be a perfect gentleman. I promise you, I'll make you feel the same way Robert makes you feel."

I could tell that line comforted Alexis. It made her look more relieved and happy.

"Now that I think about it, I know what we could do tomorrow on our date. I promise it'll be fantastic. What do you say?" Alan asked Alexis.

"That sounds wonderful," Alexis looked giddy. I think she was still having some trouble with the idea of being with another man beside me. Yet, it looked like it was bothering her less. She looked at me now. "Is that okay, babe?" I noticed the hopefulness in her tone.

"Of course, hon'. I just want you to be happy."

"And I want you to be happy too. This is much for you, as it is for me." Her words made me die a little. I saw Alan looking at with his evil, satisfied smile.

The next morning we both woke up at the same time. Alexis was getting ready for her date with Alan. Every time she looked at me, I gave her a quick smile to let her know everything was alright. It wasn't. I didn't want my wife to have a sate with another man on our honeymoon. I secretly hoped she would go back to being ballistic with the idea of cuckolding me. But thanks to that damn drug, her defense weakened and now she's all for it. Alan was a step closer to sleeping with my wife and there was nothing I could do now. The closer it came the more regret I feel. This whole thing was a mistake. I should've manned up and fought Alan. I may have been in some serious trouble, but at least Alexis would've been by my side. At least, I like to think she would've.

"What do you think?"

I was so busy with thought I didn't notice Alexis standing in front of me. She posed with one hand on her hip. Alexis always looked breath-taking. It was another summer dress that showed all her assets. She straightened her long, black hair. With makeup on, she looked ten times better. She looked like a goddess. My little Mexican Goddess with legs for days. I couldn't help but hear Alan's voice reminding me I don't deserve her. The more I hear it, the more I begin to believe it.

"You look amazing babe. Alan's going to be thrilled." I felt I needed to say something just in case there was any doubt Alexis might have had.

Alexis smiled in relief.

"Oh, thanks, hon'. I still can't believe we're doing this. I'm doing this! This is a honeymoon to beat all honeymoon stories, huh?"

"Yep. You got that right."

Alexis grabbed my hands.

"Are you sure you're okay with this? Because if you have any doubt or second thoughts, we can stop this." She assured me.

"I should be telling you all this." I joked.

"I'm serious."

"I have no doubts or second thoughts. I want you to do this. Not just for me. But for you too." Alexis nodded in agreement. "Just make sure Alan is good to you. I just hope he's not putting on an act just to get into your pants."

"I'm pretty sure he's not the type. And if the small chance he is, well, you know how I can take care of myself."

"I do. Which is why I'm not completely worried about you."

"Remember, I can stop it whenever I want. I'll call or text you if I need any kind of help."

With a kiss and a hug, she left.

It was hard to keep myself occupied the whole day. I tried watching tv, going to the pool, the gym, and even tried to check out the features on the island. I ended up walking on the beach trying to clear my head. I had hoped to run into Alexis and Alan but I never saw them. I spent a long time sitting on the beach staring at the ocean, wishing for a lot of things. I wished Alexis was with me now. I wished Alan was never my boss. I wish I was a better man for Alexis. I wish I wasn't so insecure.

I came back to the room around 6 pm. I never received a phone call or text message from Alexis. By this point, I already assumed they had sex already. Why wouldn't they? Alan wanted it. Alexis was curious about it. Any time now, I'm expecting Alan to text me to say he fucked Alexis, good and hard. Knowing him, he would have recorded the whole thing with his phone and sent it to me. He did text me when I got back to the room.

"Alexis is on her way back. She's going to suggest something to you. For your sake, and hers, agree with what she is going to ask you. See you soon, buddy!"

It goes without saying, I had another very bad feeling about this.

I was back in the room for five minutes before I heard my door open and close. I rushed to the living room to find Alexis standing there. Her face looked like that of a kid who got caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

"Alexis, you're back. Is everything okay?" I asked. She didn't respond right away. It took her a moment to break free from her trance.

"Yes, everything's fine, hon'. Um, can you sit down with me, please." I nervously sat down on the couch with Alexis. She's been out under the sun for so long these past few days, she was getting noticeably darker.

"Alexis, what's wrong? What did Alan do? Did he hurt you?" I asked frantically. She then looked puzzled.

"No, we had an amazing time together. He was a gentleman the whole time. Where is this coming from?"

"Sorry, I just haven't heard from you all day, I started thinking the worst." I reasoned. Alexis relaxed a little.

"Sorry. We were pretty busy the whole time. I keep thinking we've just about seen everything there was to see on this island, but Alan always takes me somewhere we haven't been to yet."

"So, then, what's up? You look worried about something."

"Ummm...Alan, uh, he, uh..." Alexis couldn't say the next words.

"Geez, babe, did he hurt you or not?" I was growing impatient.

"No! God, babe, he kissed me, alright! There I said it!"

There it was. She finally kissed him. Or he kissed her. I had to process that fact for a few seconds.

"Okay...so you kissed him. Did you kiss him back."

Alexis looked uncomfortable. I don't think she wanted to tell me any details about their date today.

"This is so weird. Telling you I kissed another man." She sighed. "Yes, I did kiss him back. It felt...right."

I'm not sure what that meant but it pained me to hear her say that. Everything was happening so fast and yet time seems so slow. I felt like a year has passed already.

"What do you mean?"

"I don't know, Robert. I...I don't want to say the wrong thing to you."

I grabbed her hands to comfort her.

"It's okay. You can trust me. I still love you. And I know you love me."

That seems to do the trick.

"Like I said, today was amazing. He was always kind and respectful. He didn't make a move until the very end. But Robert..."

"Yeah, hon'?"

"I don't know how to explain it but...he seduced me with his words. And I don't mean he hit on me. Every time he opened his mouth...I would get so turned on."

It must've been a side-effect from the pill. It had to be. This was so unlike Alexis. In the past, she would admit to guys she thought were attractive, but would never let them seduce her or let herself be taken advantage of. It didn't help that Alan knew how to talk smoothly with plenty of knowledge of Alexis.

"He just said normal things like, 'the weather is beautiful' or 'let me help you out there.' You know? And yet I couldn't help myself."

I didn't want to hear anymore, but I was waiting for the question Alan warned me about.

"I fought it as hard as I could. But when he made the first move, I didn't resist him." Alexis looked at me. I quickly exchanged my expression to curiosity.

"Are you even a little upset?" She asked me.

Hell, yes I am.

"Not at all, babe. Go on."

"Okay. We kissed for a long time. I don't know for how long but I know it was long. He had to stop kissing me. God, I didn't want it to end. And that scared me."

"Don't be afraid. It's not a bad thing at all. You still love me, right?" I said.

"Of course. With you, it's pure love. But with him...it's pure lust." She said. There was a glow on her face I didn't notice til right then and there. It was hard to tell with her tanned face. If I didn't know any better, I'd say she was horny.



"What else did Alan do? Or say?"

"He said he wanted me. And asked how I felt. I told him...I told him I...that I wanted him too."

I felt I was part of soap opera. It felt unreal. Never thought I would have this conversation with Alexis. My wife.

"Then what?"

"I suggested we go back to his room. I thought I would text you what happened and where I will be. That was if you still wanted me to go through with it."

"I do," I said painstakingly.

"But he said he couldn't. Not just yet. He said something wasn't right." Alexis looked embarrassed again by what she was going to say next.

"What was wrong?" I asked.

"He said...you needed to be there."

"Where?"

"With us. In the same room. So you could watch us. He said that's what guys like you wanted. To watch another man make love to your wife. He said that's the part that excites them. Is that true? Is that how you feel?"

WHAT?! He wants me to watch him have his way with her?! Is he insane? Why would I agree to that? I don't want to see them at all.

His threat, however, from his last text was on the back of my mind. If I didn't agree to this, then all this would be for nothing. I had to remind myself this was only going to happen in the honeymoon. No one we know will ever know what happened here and he will not reveal those false, yet convincing, evidence of me performing a heinous crime. I just wanted this to be over with, for God's sake.

"Of course, honey. It would be an honor to watch you two. I didn't say anything about it before because I was afraid you wouldn't want me to be there."

"You really have no problem watching me have sex with another man?" She studied me closely, waiting for my answer.

"Absolutely not. It's an intimate feeling for me to watch my beautiful wife have sex with someone else. I can't explain it but it gives me...it gives me a whole new thrill. It's like looking at art."

I was stilled amazed at myself for sounding so convincing. It scared me a little. Where did all these acting skills come from?

"Damn, babe. This is a whole new side of you I've never seen before. It's...something else."

Not sure that was a compliment or not.

"So what do you say? Do you have any problem with me there watching you?"

Alexis looked unsure.

"I want to say I do have a problem with it, but Alan said I have to respect your wishes if it's something you want."

"If it makes you feel better, I'll try to be quiet as best as I can. You won't even know I'm there."

Alexis thought about some more before she spoke again.

"This is a point of no return, Robert. You know that, don't you? After tonight, no matter how much we love each other, we'll never be the same. I'm not sure if it'll be for the better or worse. Ready to find out?"

Of course, not! I know this will change us. Every time we hear anything about honeymoons, we'll remember ours as an unusual start to our marriage. I know I'll try to forget it. I hope Alexis does too.

"I know all that, hon'. And I'm certain it will not hurt our marriage. We're going to be fine. I promise. Okay?"

Alexis still looked unsure, but she seemed she made up her mind already.

"Okay. I guess this is it then. Are you ready to go?"

No.

"Yeah, I'm ready."

The only thing I took with me is my phone, even though I didn't need it. Force of habit. When I did grab my phone, however, I saw Alan texted me again.

"Bring your phone."

Not sure why, but I was going to anyway. I didn't know why he wanted my phone.

I followed Alexis out of our room, and towards Alan's room. I assumed he had a room too, but I discovered as Alexis took us closer to our destination, we were going to where the suites were.

Of course, he has a suite.

The resort had a limited amount of suites. When we got to the elevator, Alexis had a special key card to which she used to in order to get the elevator moving.

Alexis didn't say a word. I tried making small talk but Alexis just gave me a quick and forced smile.

I heard my phone vibrate, indicating I received another text. I was about to take it out of my pocket to read it when the elevator finally stopped. I thought we were going to step onto a floor. Instead, we stepped into an enormous room.

I stared in awe as we scanned the beautifully decorated room. Upon first glance, I saw a decent bar on the left and A big living room on the right with a wide flat-screen tv on top of a fireplace. Up ahead were more rooms but we had to walk a bit further to see what was in them. I could see a pool table in one of them.

Alan came out of nowhere holding two glasses of wine and that charismatic smile in his face. He had on a white, long-sleeved shirt and cargo shorts, with slippers.

"I'm glad you can make it, Robert. Although I have to admit, I had second thoughts about you joining us, but in the end, I knew it wouldn't be fair to you if you missed out on your first time seeing your wife with another man."

He handed me and Alexis a glass of wine.

"Thanks. I appreciate that." I swallowed my pride along with the wine. Alexis followed suit.

"Please have a seat." Alan insisted.

Alexis and I sat next to each other, while Alan sat by himself on a couch next to us. I noticed he wasn't drinking.

"I feel like I have to ask this question again. I know you've mentioned plenty of time how you agree to this, but in my line of work, you can't take things for granted. Even if it risks killing the mood. But before I do ask, I'd like you meet someone."

Alan opened up a laptop, I hadn't noticed, from the coffee table. He turned it on to reveal a middle-age, overweight, balding man with glasses on the screen. He looked like he was all business.

"This is my lawyer, Henry. Henry, can you hear us." Alan said. A few seconds passed for Henry the Lawyer to retrieve his message.

"Yes, Alan, I can hear you, loud and clear." He said clearly. The video quality was a little grimy but I heard what he said perfectly.

"Great. We're ready, Henry. Okay, Alexis. Adam. I need you two to agree, in front of Henry, on a live feed, that you agree to consensual intercourse between me and Alexis. I know this is weird, but this is mostly for my safety. If you two plan on using what happens tonight against me, I can refer to this video recording and Henry, that you two formally agree to our arrangement. Alexis, why don't you go first?"

"I can say that in front of him. Is anyone else going to see this?" Alexis said with worry.

"Not at all. The only time anyone else will ever see this is in court. And the only way we ever go to court is if you two planned some kind of scheme to hurt me in any way. For example, you could say I raped you."

"But I would never!" Alexis exclaimed.

"I know you wouldn't, Alexis. Again, this is more for me and my safety. I hope you two would understand. If you don't, then I'm afraid we can't go any further. I'm sorry."

Alexis looked at me, asking with her expression, what I thought. I thought this was madness. If we go through with this, that means he will always have proof that we consented to him having sex with Alexis. I could never say he took advantage of her. If for some reason, I decided to legally fight him, he will always have this over us. Alan thought of everything.

"We've already gone this far. I understand what he's doing. He's just being careful. Believe me, sir, we're not up to anything bad. I promise. But if this is something that has to be done, then I'll say it."

"Excellent! I took the liberty of jotting down the words to say to make this legal. Here you go, Robert."

Alan handed me a small notecard with a line he wanted me to say.

I read it out loud.

"I, Robert Pullman, give Alan and Alexis Pullman, permission to engage in sexual intercourse, and that I will not use their action in any way to harm Alan or else I will be found guilty of serious allegations and will face legal consequences."

"Thank you, Robert. I appreciate you saying that. Alexis? Are you ready?"

He was holding her card in front of her. She just stared at it looking nervous. When she looked at me she was unsure. But when she looked at Alan, Alexis expression relaxed a bit. I guess something from Alan's face had a calming effect on her.

She silently took the card from him and read the card clearly and slowly.

"I, Alexis Pullman, give consent to Alan for sexual intercourse and in no way am expecting any kind of exchange, or else I will be charged with prostitution. Nor will I tarnish Alan's reputation by claiming any unwanted sexual action."

"Thank you, Alexis." Alan took the card back. "That's it. The hard part's over. Thanks for sitting in Henry," Alan said waving goodbye to his lawyer.

"Sure thing, Alan." With that, Alan shut his laptop.

"I hope that didn't kill the mood. I don't like it myself, but you can never be too careful these days." Alan looked at me when he said that. "Why don't you finish the rest of that drink and come sit next to me, Alexis?" Alan tapped the cushion next to him.

Alexis quickly downed her wine, set it down on the coffee table, and stood up to walk over Alan, and sit down next to him.

Alexis sat down shyly, with her legs closed and hands placed on top of her knees, looking down. Alan propped his right arm on top of the couch behind her.

"It's okay, Alexis. Don't be scared. We may not have known each other for a long time, but I feel like I got to know you really well. Enough to know I like you very much. So much in fact, that I would never do or say anything to make you feel uncomfortable. Okay?"

Alexis nodded.

"You can still leave, as a matter of fact. Just because you officially agreed to have sex with me doesn't mean you have to. You can go whenever you want. No hard feelings. I'll always have that kiss we shared tonight. I'll never forget it."

I was begging Alexis in my head to take up on his offer and the two of us could just leave. I can live with her just kissing him. It's not that bad. Please, Alexis. Resist him!

She looked up at me with a look I've never seen before. Little did I know, that's the look she gets when she's insatiably horny.

Alan gently tilted her head by the chin using his index finger, to face him. He gave her one look before moving in to kiss her.

Alan planted a small kiss to which Alexis returned. It was smaller than his at first, probably still being shy. Her kisses started getting bigger as his kisses got bigger.

Alan gently grabbed the back of her head, motioning her head forward so he could give her deep kisses. When he did this, he made her open her mouth to let his tongue in. She let out a moan of surprise. Alexis opened her eyes to see my reaction, but Alan quickly intercepted.

"Don't look at him. Look at me. Tonight your mine and I am yours," he whispered. She stared deeply into his eyes before continuing their passionate kisses.

I just sat there, dumbfounded. Even watching it happening in front of me, I couldn't believe it. It was surreal. Like watching a movie. I just couldn't wrap my head around the fact that my evil boss, Alan, was making out with my wife, on our honeymoon. This was only the beginning.

Their kisses slowly intensified. Alan's hand moved from the back of her head to the side of her body. He was massaging her hip and thigh as he continued kissing her. Alexis cupped the side of his face, never stopping her kisses.

After massaging her side for a bit, he decided to take a chance and grab her right tit. She slightly hesitated, grasping his hand as if she was going to pull it away. Instead, she just placed her hand on top of his as he began to massage it.

Her moans were becoming clearer. Their breathing got heavier. Everything stopped when she made a grab for his cock, which was evident was becoming hard.

He stopped kissing her. For a second, she looked drunk with lust before looking concerned. She quickly took her hand away from his crotch.

"I'm sorry! I didn't- I mean, I thought you- I-" she stammered.

"It's okay, beautiful. I just think it's time to take this to the bedroom." He said.

"Oh...okay," she responded shyly. They both stood up. Alexis was already walking but Alan stopped her by the hand. She turned around fast to see why he stopped her.

Without saying a word, he effortlessly picked her up and held her with both arms. She yelped from the sudden movement and went to grab his neck with both arms.

"Come along, Alan," he said before planting another kiss on my wife's lips. He looked like a gladiator about to claim his prize.

Alan walked slowly, still making out with Alexis. She was really getting into it. I tried carrying her once just for fun. Couldn't get her off 2 feet from the ground before we fell down.

I stood up and followed Alan carrying my wife to his bedroom. On the way, I passed other features the suite had. It had its own sauna, workout room, bowling alley, a jacuzzi and a pool right on the patio. This beats our hotel room any day of the week.

When we finally got to the bedroom, I wasn't surprised to see a huge room with an even bigger bed to go with it. The king-size bed was covered in black and white linen. The outer sheets looked like it could've been satin, the way the light reflected from it. I also noticed the lights to the room wasn't on. The room was illuminated by scented candles. It smelled sweet. Something fruity. I couldn't put my finger on it. It made the bedroom environment that more enticing. Alan really wanted to make sure this night was memorable for everyone. Including me.

There were several different chairs in the room and I just randomly chose one. It gave me a corner position side-view of the bed. I wasn't sure how to sit. I didn't know whether to be comfortable or sitting up at attention. It didn't matter really because it had no effect on what was happening in front of me. I had to take my phone out of my pocket because it was in an uncomfortable position as I sat down. When I did, I noticed an unread message on my screen, remembering I received a message back at the elevator. It was from Alan.

"Use your phone to record what happens tonight. You'll know when to ;)"

I don't think I have ever experienced such cruelty from another human being before I met Alan. Sure, I got picked on a lot growing up, but this was on a whole new level. Did he think I would want to remember this night?No. Most likely Alan will have me send the footage to him afterward. Sick bastard. I was so overcome with dread, that I forgot what was happening in front of me.

Alan gently laid Alexis on the edge of the bed. Alexis just laid there as Alan stood up to take off his shirt. I realized I've never seen the man shirtless before, which didn't matter because I think I'm going to see him completely naked soon.

The man was in great shape I kind of figured he was even with clothes on. His chest and arms were big, along with his six-pack on a small waist. I could never have that insane amount of discipline to reach that body type. With his shirt off, he crawled on top of Alexis. He grabbed both of her hands and swung them on top of her head. He used only one hand to pin both her hands down, before going in for another kiss. With his free hand, he caressed her chest and stomach. I can hear her moans getting louder, along with her breathing.

Alan used his free hand to grab her neck. I couldn't tell if he just placed his hand there or if he was squeezing her neck. Her legs were fidgeting, as he had his way with her. I imagined her, in that position, kneeing him in the groin, escaping his grasps and leaving his suite with me. Instead, she just laid there, kissing my boss, passionately.

After their second make-out session, he stopped, let her hands and neck go to get off the bed. Alexis propped herself up on her elbows to see what he was up to. She still had that lustful look on her face. She didn't look at me. I don't think she remembered I was there. Alan proceeded to take off her nice sandals, one by one. He tossed both footwear on the spacious, carpeted ground. Alan grabbed her left leg by the ankle, bringing her foot to his face. He planted slow, kisses on her ankle, at first. Then, he left a path of kisses down her leg, sometimes swinging her leg on the other side of his head and back, making sure to cover all of her legs. Alexis looked like she was on cloud nine. I never knew such a simple act of kissing someone's leg could affect someone like that.

Alan continued all the way down until he stopped right in her nether region. Alexis' breath quickened as he got closer but stopped when he stopped. I think my breathing quickened in anticipation too, only I was relieved he didn't touch her down there. Yet.

He set her left foot down and picked up her right foot to deliver the same treatment. Again, he stopped kissing her right at the border of her pink panty.

After dropping her legs back on the bed, he grabbed both of her hands to sit her up so that her face was at his chest. He cupped her face with his hands, kissing her again. She held onto his big arms as they kissed. She explored his arms and back as they continued making out.

Alan stopped suddenly to whisper something in her ear. It was too quiet that I couldn't hear. Whatever he whispered, he hopped off the bed but stood there waiting. Alexis maneuvered herself on the bed so that she was on her knees.

She smiled at him, biting her lower lip, as she hid both of her hands behind her. I realized she was unzipping the back of her dress. After unzipping it the whole way, she pulled down the top of her dress to reveal her matching black bra.

She looked incredible. No matter how many times I've seen her naked, I'm always mesmerized by her body. I thought I was the lucky guy who would be the only one allowed to touch it. Like life had decided to make up for years of bad and awkward relationships by sending me this Mexican beauty. I forget life could have a sense of humor too.

Alexis was about to slip off her dress by pulling it down to her waist until Alan shoved her, falling on her back. She gasped when he pushed her but laughed a little after falling comfortably on the mattress. Alan laughed along with her as he tugged her dress forcefully until he got it off her. He added her dress to the collection of clothing articles on the ground, which I know there will be more of.

Alan crawled back into bed with Alexis, returning his position on top of her. He must really like kissing her. Either that or he wanted to prolong the torture of me watching. I hate to say it but I wasn't really all that upset. Instead, I was getting a little turn on myself.

Suddenly, I remembered my cell phone and what Alan wanted me to do. Maybe I will want to watch it again later. She just looks so god damn sexy right now.Who knows? Maybe Alan did want me to record what happens tonight just for me to re-live it. I turned on the video recording app on my phone and began to film my wife sleeping with another man.

I couldn't explain it. I know I must be angry to what Alan forced me to do and what he is doing right in front of me, but I could not help but feel excited. To my horror, I was getting hard! I covered myself as best as I could, just in case either of them saw me. But they didn't. They were too focused on themselves, I don't think they cared I was there. I made sure to hold my phone still as I kept recording them.

This was a whole new level of embarrassment. How could I be excited watching Alexis with another man? What kind of a husband does that to his wife?

Alan lowered his kisses to her neck. Alexis tilted her head to the side and would've been looking at me if her eyes were opened. I could see her lustful expression as Alan mauled her neck. She had her hands spread across the bed letting him do whatever he wanted to her.

When Alexis did open her eyes, she only saw me for a split second before Alan swung her body upward so that she was saddling him while he was the one on his back.



"Oh my God, is that your cock?" Alexis asked. I saw she was slowly grinding her hips, where she can feel his hard cock.

"That's right, baby. Just for you. Now let see me those beautiful tits."

I thought Alexis would get upset at his request. She usually gets upset when I try to make some lewd, yet respectful, comment about her body. Instead, she giggled and reach the clasp from her bra from behind to release it. Alexis held onto her bra, making sure not to let it drop.

"How bad do you want to see them?"

"Enough to spank that ass hard, if you don't show me!" He warned.

"Is that a promise?"

Alexis yelped when Alan reached for the bra and yanked it out of her grasp. Alexis quickly covered herself up with her arms. Alan tossed the bra onto to the pile of clothes.

"Put your arms down. Now." Alan commanded. From my position, I couldn't tell if Alexis felt intimidated or scared. Hell, I was scared for her. She slowly lowered her arms down for Alan to see naked chest. Knowing this was his first time seeing her naked chest, I felt I was seeing them for the first time. It reminds me of my actual first time. I was literally speechless and motionless. It was definitely better than looking at boobs through a screen.

Alan grabbed her tits with both hands, massaging them, making sure to pinch her nipples. Alex placed her hands over his as he felt her up, throwing her head back as another man was touching her.

"Fuck me, you have amazing tits," Alan said as never stopped his groping. Alexis responds in more moans.

Then, Alan sat up and elevated Alexis by her legs. She instinctively grabbed onto his shoulders for leverage, which in turn forced her chest to come closer to his face. When she did, Alan grabbed a mouthful of her right tit. He moved so fast I thought he was going to bite it off! But he didn't. As soon as he had his mouth on her, he started sucking on her nipple, hard. Alexis groaned even louder as my boss assaulted her tits.

After he spent enough time on one, he went to the other for the same treatment. Alexis at some point moved her hands to grab a hold of Alan's head pulling him closer to her.

"Oh, my God," she would frequently say. I could hear the sucking noises Alan made as he went to town on her boobs. Pretty sure he did that to make sure I could hear what he was doing. He seems to love my wife's boobs. Could I blame him? They're amazing. Au Naturale too. I made sure to zoom in for a clearer picture.

Soon after, Alan maneuvered their bodies so Alexis was on her back again, and Alan on top of her. Alexis giggled some more. I'm guessing she loved the way Alan was taking control. He went down to make out with her some more. I could perfectly see how entwined their mouths were. Their mouths were so deep in each other, I'm sure their tongues were going at it like there was no tomorrow. Alan moved both of his hands to cup and massage Alexis' tits some more. He started gently at first which quickly escalated to manhandling them roughly. Alexis didn't seem to mind. Her escalating groans were evident she was enjoying how rough he was being. Her arms were always at her side, never making any attempt to stop or resist him. She would swing her head to the left and right as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

He moved his kisses once again to her neck, making sure every inch of it was covered. After doing so, his kisses went down to her chest. He kissed all over her boobs except for her nipples. He made sure to give plenty of attention to the rest of her tits before finally going to her nipples. Alan once again went to town on them. I saw him flick her nipples in fast movement with his tongue. When he wasn't doing that, he bit down on them hard enough to the point where Alexis would give out a slight whimper. Sure enough, her nipples hardened as they were pointing out thanks to him.

What felt like an eternity, Alan moved on from her tits. He kissed passed her tight stomach until he reached her underwear. Alan straightened back, bringing both of Alexis' legs up together in front of him. He rested her legs on his left shoulder, as he grabbed a hold of the only article of clothing she had on left. Alexis made no attempt to stop him, but I could see she was nervous. Alan grabbed each side of her underwear and slowly lifted it up to slide it past her long, tender legs until he took it off completely through her small feet.

Alexis covered her face with her hands as Alan took off her underwear. I'm not sure if it was out of embarrassment or fear. Alan grabbed her legs and spread them apart. It looked like for a second she resisted him as he spread her legs apart. But he was so strong, and she was already weak from lust, Alan had no trouble forcing them to part in front of him. Alexis revealed her face to show she was smiling, filled with giddiness.

Alan repeated the process of applying small, short kisses to her legs, one at a time. He concentrated his kisses on her inner legs. I saw Alexis massaging her boobs, playing with her nipples at times. I've never seen her do this before. This was very much starting to look like a porno. All that was missing is the raunchy background music you hear in porn.

When Alan's kisses reached down close to her pussy, he stopped to admire it.

"I love how your pussy looks. And I love how I made you so wet." He lowered his head close to it but never made contact. Instead, he just blew on it a little before continuing his kisses on her other leg. Alexis groaned in disappointment. I don't think she could handle anymore teasing. Once he reached the top of her foot, he went over to make out with her some more. Alexis gladly accepted his invitation again, with more passion this time. I also saw her grab his crotch with hesitation. She started stroking it through his shorts. At this point, I was getting agitated.

Why can't he just get it over with already? But I already knew why. There's no harm in me wishing, is there?

He whispered something to her again before he hopped out of bed. Alexis scooted backward until she reached the bed's headboard. She rested her head on the pillow with her arms spread out and legs close together. She looked so tiny on that bed. The mattress must be really soft because almost half her body had disappeared into the bed. Alan reached for his belt to unfasten. Oh, God. I was about to see my boss's dick for the first time. If fate had any mercy on me, I hope Alan was average size.

Oh, how fate loves to make fun of me.

I saw only a side view of his penis as soon as he dropped his cargo shorts. Only half erect, and he was already huge. I don't know why, but I couldn't look away at first. I'm not gay, but I've just never seen a big dick like that before except in porn. Without even thinking, I zoomed into his growing penis. My mind was trying to digest it all. I heard Alexis gasp.

"Oh, my..." she trailed off. I looked over to her see a shocked look on her face, with her mouth open. That made me realize my jaw had dropped too.

"That's right, baby. It's all just for you." Alan said. He stroked his cock a little bit before it became fully erect. If I had to guess, I'd say he was seven or eight inches. I'm only 5 inches myself, and that's if I'm rock solid.

Alexis remained speechless as she continued to admire my boss's cock. Alan just stood there for her take it all in. I did too. Alan was a perfect example of the Alpha male. He's masculine, intelligent, hard-working, charismatic, and handsome. I'm pretty sure his huge cock was a big factor when it came to acquiring those traits. No doubt he has plenty of stories to tell involving escapades with different women over the years. And now my wife was about to be added to his collection. Another trophy he won. Another notch on his belt.

"Are you ready for me to consummate your marriage?" Alan asked her. She nodded slowly, still not saying a word. I was a little hurt that Alexis didn't snap out of it. I thought for sure she would as soon as he reminded her that she was married to me and in our honeymoon. It didn't faze her one bit. Maybe she did know and just didn't care anymore. I was brought back into reality for a second when he asked her that question, but immediately lost myself again when I saw him climbing into bed.

So this is it. The moment I've been dreading for the most part. Yet, now, I'm feeling more anxious. Like I was excited. All that anger and jealousy I bottled up over the last few days seem to disappear. Or at least, set off to the side for the time being. I married Alexis. I'm the one who's supposed to sleep with my wife. I'm the one who should be naked in bed with my own naked wife, consummating OUR marriage. Instead, another man who is better than me in every sense is going to have the honor, and pleasure, of doing it for me. Well, for himself. The whole thing was just surreal. I don't even care about hiding my own erection which was poking the inside of my underwear and pants.

When Alan was able to reach Alexis' legs, he grabbed her ankles and pulled her effortlessly towards him. She gasped again as her body slid more to the center of the bed and underneath Alan who crawled on top of her. Her eyes were wide as she stared at his eyes in anticipation. He looked like a predator who was hungry with lust and was seconds away from eating his prey.

"Put your legs around me," he commanded her. She complied without taking her eyes off him.

"Now, put my cock inside you," he ordered one last time.

Slowly, Alexis went to grab his cock. The reality of the situation seems to hit her hard when she touches him. I thought maybe she knew what she was about to do and there was definitely no going back now.

Satisfied his cock was in the right position, Alan slowly lowered his hips into her. My wife gasped yet again with her eyes widening even more if that was possible. Alexis held her breath as Alan slowly sank into my wife.

She must've been really wet. It felt forever until Alan bottomed out inside her. His hips just kept sinking and sinking. I thought he was going to kill her if he went any further! But no, he stopped after every inch of his cock was inside my wife's pussy. Alex let out weird sounds as he sank in her. She was making distorted groans. When Alan was penetrating her, instinctively, she grabbed his shoulder, bracing herself. She still hasn't blinked yet or took her eyes off him.

When Alan buried his whole dick inside her, he just stayed like that for a moment. I think he wanted Alexis to get used to it before he gave her the pounding of a lifetime. I'm sure that was coming. It's just like all the porn I've seen since I started watching. Guys with big dicks love to fuck their women with such vigor.

Finally, Alan started his rocking motion, fucking my wife. He started off slow, perhaps for her benefit or for his, who knows. It didn't matter. Alexis moaned loudly as Alan fucked her. Her legs were spread fairly wide thanks to her flexibility, giving him more access as he plowed right into her. With that monster of a cock, I'm sure he was feeling every square inch of the inside of her pussy.

"OH...MY...GOD..." Alexis said breathlessly, between his thrusts.

"You like that, baby? You like how I'm fucking your married pussy?"

"...uh huh..." was all she could say.

"Yeah? You ready for the pounding I'm about to give you?"

She nodded again. With that, Alan increased his effort two-fold, going faster and harder. Alexis grasped the bedsheets tightly and wrapped her legs around him. This time she grunted every time he slammed into her.

Indeed, he looked like a primal beast fucking his woman. He never slowed down or took his eyes off her. When Alan escalated his fucking, Alexis closed her eyes tightly to endure the pounding she was receiving. I can tell Alan focused all his concentration on fucking Alexis senselessly. Her whole body shook every time he would thrust into her. Her gorgeous tits would bounce up and down because of it. She looked so small and fragile under him, I was afraid he was going to break her.

Alan lowered his head to whisper something in her ear. I couldn't hear what he said, but he had to slow down a little so that she could hear him properly. Afterwards, he resumed his speed again.

"Fuck my married pussy," Alexis said softly.

"Louder," Alan commanded.

"Fuck my married pussy!" Alexis yelled.

"That's right, whore. You like the way I fuck you as your husband watches?" He said loudly.

"Yes! Oh God, yes!" She answered back.

"Do you still love your husband?" He kept asking his questions, never slowing down his thrusts.

"Yes!"

"Do you love my cock?"

"Yes!"

"Say it."

"I love your cock." She answered breathlessly.

"Are you happy I'm fucking you first instead of your husband on your honeymoon?"

"Yes! Yes! I'm so happy! Oh, God, I'm about to cum! Fuck me! Don't stop!"

"That's right. Cum for me. Cum on my cock...as your husband watches. Cum on my big cock on your honeymoon. I want to hear the whore you are when I cum!"

Alan went even faster, like a piston going on overdrive. Alexis grabbed Alan's body with her arms and legs, holding onto him for dear life. She looked at him in complete shock, her body tensing up. She stayed like that for a few seconds before letting out a strange groaning noise that did not sound human. Her orgasm took forever to subside. Didn't help that Alan never stopped fucking relentlessly. Geez, this guy had a lot of stamina. I think maybe Alexis might've had multiple orgasms in a row.

When she got quiet again, Alan stopped. He got out of her which Alexis gave out a deep exhaled.

"Move," he said.

Without thinking twice, Alexis scooted over to the side and Alan took her place on the bed on his back. It was an enormous bed which could easily have 5 people sleeping shoulder to shoulder. I didn't understand why she made him move when there was already so much space.

"Now it's time for you to do some work. Don't stop until you come again on my cock." Alan said. Alexis looked a little nervous but she slowly stood up from the bed and positioned herself over Alan's pole. She still looked incredible naked. With the dim setting and candles lit, it almost felt like I was in a dream.

Alexis began to kneel, resting her knees on the bed when Alan stopped her.

"No. I want you to stay on your feet first. Squat down and ride me." Alan ordered her. Alexis didn't seem fazed by it. She once again stood back up and lowered herself to Alan's awaiting dick. She grabbed a hold of his dick to steady it as she impaled herself on it. Once she was able to pop the head inside her, she brought herself slowly down. With her being on top, Alexis had complete control. She took her time as she let Alan's cock sink deeper into her. She didn't go all the way down, stopping when there were only 2 inches left on his cock. Alexis put her hands on Alan's big chest to hold herself steady as she started pumping away on him.

It was an erotica look, to me. No doubt at that angle his cock was touching parts of her deep inside. Alexis moaned in pleasure as she continued to ride him. Her head was hung down, letting her long hair draped over his stomach. I could see the muscles as she worked to get herself off. Alan still had that satisfied look on his face as he watched my wife continued to bob up and down on his dick. He looked over at me to see if I was still watching them, which of course I was and still recording them. He made an evil smile, winking at me. It didn't make me upset. I was starting to get really turned on watching them have sex. I think Alan could tell.

"Look at me. Look at me as you ride me." Alan commanded.

Alexis lifted her head up to look at him. Her hair covered some of her face which Alan brushed away to the side. Alexis never stopped fucking him. Alan stuck his thumb in her mouth which Alexis sucked on without being told to. He kept it in there for awhile, exploring her mouth. Most likely playing with her tongue.

"Mmm, your mouth feels perfect. Can't wait to have those pretty lips on my cock. Would you like that? Would you like to suck my cock someday?"

"Yes...Alan..." Alexis panted. That was the first time I heard her say his name while they had sex. It's beyond a reasonable doubt that she knows what she's doing. It made me even hotter. I unzipped my pants and took my own hard dick out to stroke as I watched my wife fucking my boss on our honeymoon first before me, while I recorded them on my phone. I didn't know if it was okay or not with Alan to do so. But I had a feeling he will not stop pleasuring my wife to teach me a lesson. Hell, he's teaching me a lesson right now: How to fuck my wife like a real man.

Alan noticed me from the corner of his eye and was delighted to see me jerking off to them.

"Look at your husband. He's enjoying this as much as we are." Alan informed Alexis. She didn't skip a beat when she turned her head to look at me. Her face was filled with lust. I stopped for a second, thinking she might get upset with what I was doing. She just smiled when she saw me, then returned to look at Alan.

"Let's not disappoint him. Cum for him."

With that, Alexis doubled her efforts. This time she swallowed up his entire cock with her pussy making her feel much more in ecstasy. She rested her knees on the bed and grinded on him, gyrating her hips in a fast motion. Her mouth was open as she let out deep breaths when she took on his entire cock.

"I'm...about...to cum...again..." Alexis panted breathlessly.

"Look at me. Every time you cum, I want you to look at me." Alexis stared at him with the same lustful expression on her face. Alan grabbed her waist, helping her get off. It did the trick as Alexis had another mind-blowing orgasm. She even cried out a little this time. Alexis stopped moving, but Alan was still moving her hips, stroking his own cock with her pussy. As her orgasm died down, she swung her head back to take in the sensation she was feeling. I loved how her long dark hair hung down, barely brushing the bed with it.

"That's it, baby. Stay with me," Alan said. Without getting out of her, he sat up into a sitting position. Alexis quickly wrapped her hands around his neck, looking at him with the same lustful look.

"Lock your legs around me," Alan said. Alexis did so. With her arms wrapped around his neck, her boobs were crushed on his chest. They were both sitting up facing each other, with Alan's dick still impaling my wife. When she was ready, Alan rocked her body up and down on him with ease. He was so strong that I don't think Alexis did any work. She had the same look of shock on her face. This moment looked so intimate. Two lovers looking at each other as they made love. It was driving me wild.

They both just seem to stare at each other as Alan fucked her harder and deeper before Alexis planted a kiss. They kissed with intense passion for a bit before Alexis stopped it and rested her chin on his shoulder, grabbing him tighter. How small and fragile she looked compared to his big physique.

"Oh God! Fuck me! Keep fucking me, I'm about to cum again!" Alexis yelled. "OH. MY. GOD!"

Alexis hung on to Alan's body for dear life again as she came for the umpteenth time. I noticed whenever she did have an orgasm, she would stay quiet. All I could hear were Alan's grunts, the mattress softly squeaking, and their pelvis slamming into each other. It wasn't until she started coming down did she let out a groan, catching her breath.

"Jesus Christ, you're one of the best fucks I've ever had. You're amazing." Alan said looking into my wife's eyes. She giggled still coming down from her high. He kissed her forcefully as they were still locked in the same position. When he stopped kissing her, he told her to get on her hands and knees.

Alexis carefully got off of Alan's dick, before falling onto the bed. I could see they were both covered in a thin layer of sweat. I could barely see her chest as it rose up and down from her panting. Alan leaned back as he waited for Alexis to get into the next position. Alan was still rock hard. He may have been covered with sweat but he did not look tired at all. Alexis, on the other hand, looked like she was ready to call it a night. But whatever energy she had left, she slowly rolled over to her side and propped herself up on her hands and knees. From where I was sitting, I had a front-side view of their position. She was in front of him, offering her ass to Alan who was right behind her. She rested her head on the bed, trying to regain her energy before the next round. The woman was insatiable. I hope I have enough stamina in me when we make love.



Alan reached out to grab my wife's ass with both hands. He rubbed deep and long, discovering just how plump it is.

"Damn, you have a nice ass too. Something to grab and look at. Thanks for that baby." Alan remarked. Alexis didn't say anything. I knew Alexis liked to work out a lot. She did a lot of butt exercises to make her ass round and firm. She hated it but loved the results and continued to do so. I didn't complain. Sounds like neither did Alan.

He got closer to Alexis and rubbed her pussy with his cock. Next, he placed it on top of her ass between her cheeks. He looked at me to make sure I was still watching. I can't believe Alexis was able to take all of his cock inside. He was big in every way. No matter how you look at it, his cock was big.

After teasing her a bit, Alan, aiming carefully, sank his cock inside Alexis. As his pelvis touched her bare ass, Alexis' head shot up with a look of pleasure. Her eyes were closed and would've been looking directly at me if she hadn't. In no time Alan was fucking her like a jackhammer. Alexis dropped her again, clutching the bedsheets tightly, as she experienced the pounding of a lifetime. In that position, I could not see the actual penetration, but I could see the determination on Alan's face as he slammed into my wife's backside. Her voluptuous ass would bounce every time he hit her. I loved how her waist looks so small with her firm back to got with it. I was getting close myself, never slowing down my strokes.

"Oh yeah, baby. I'm almost there. Fuck, you feel incredible." Alan moaned. He was finally feeling his own orgasm coming. He threw his head back, feeling the pleasure he was getting from Alexis. She was giving off a mixture of cries and moans herself, as she was nearing another climax. I picked up my pace. I wanted to cum the same time they did. I don't know why that was important to me that I did.

"C'mere, baby," Alan said. With one hand, he grabbed a hold of her stomach and with his other hand her shoulder. He lifted her upper body up so that her head rested on her shoulder. Alexis was incredibly limber that she arched her back so that Alan could still fuck her from behind. Alan propped his left leg up for better access which Alexis held onto while he had her in that new position. She was holding onto his head from behind with her other hand. Alan reached around with his left hand to grope her tits as he kept pumping away in her. It was such a hot look for them.

I secretly admit that they look like the perfect couple. The way they were embracing each other as they made love just seem so right. Alan being the Alpha male and Alexis his beautiful trophy. I was jealous. Jealous because I could never be who Alpha was and Alexis deserved a man like him. I don't know what she saw in me. I still love her. And I knew she loved me. This was pure lust. Even if it was modified by Alan and his drug, they both had the same drive and passion. I may still be a virgin, but I have a feeling I was not going to perform as well as Alan. Seeing them like this did not help my confidence.

With Alexis' head tilted back on his shoulder, Alan went to town on her ear and neck, giving them careful bites and kisses. Alexis just went on moaning and crying in pleasure. The sweat from them was more prominent now.

"Oh yeah, baby, I'm about to cum. I'm about to cum in that married pussy." Alan panted. I can't believe Alan could still keep going like that. Once he goes at a fast speed he never slows down, nor stops unless they're about to change positions.

"Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Keep going, don't stop!" Alexis cried.

"Oh, God, here it is!" Alan yelled a primal cry as he ejaculated inside my wife. While the thought of STD's did not cross my mind, I was not afraid of Alexis getting pregnant since she was on the pill.

He sounded like an animal who just claimed his prize by marking his property. He gave long deep thrusts as he used her to milk his cock. Alexis' body shook and trembled uncontrollably as he pumped into her for the final time. When he finally stopped, they both stayed like that. Alexis must be feeling some kind of euphoria judging by her expression. She looked drunk. Alan looked at me with smugness. It took me a minute to realize I already came myself. I looked down to see my cum all over my hand and pants, not realizing (or caring) I recorded that too when I did. How did I miss that? I must've been so into watching Alan and Alexis having sex, I missed my own pleasure.

I looked up just in time to see Alan moving Alexis' face towards his as they shared another passionate kiss. She rubbed his hair and massaged his face as she kissed him. Alan embraced her from behind, not getting enough of how her body feels, I'm sure. She put her left hand over the hand he was using to cup her breasts. At that moment, I saw a perfect view of her wedding ring. The ring that symbolized our marriage. Our love. For better. Or worse.

This was my honeymoon. Not what I expected. Although I am glad Alexis was having a good time, at least. I wonder if there are, or were, any guys like me who went through this? Did their marriage survive? I hope so. I still loved Alexis and wanted to spend the rest of my life with her. I hope she feels the same way. I hope Alan will stick to his word and let us be when we go back home. Knowing him, he will always have this over me and will bring it up whenever he can. Well, at least I'm the one married to Alexis and not him. I'm lucky that way.

I just realize we still have another three days left on our honeymoon. Tonight already felt like an eternity. I would be lying if I said I wasn't curious what the next three days will have in store for me and my wife.


Robert & Alexis Pt. 02

Waiting to get married until we have sex was my idea. I thought it would be romantic. I knew Alexis wasn't a virgin, but it didn't bother me. The thought of me being the last person she will be with comforted me.

I fantasize plenty of times of how our first time would be like. It would be romantic and, knowing myself, cheesy. Like spreading rose petals on the ground that leads to the bed we would make love in. Maybe I play romantic background music to set the mood just right. A candlelight or two couldn't hurt.

This is what happens when you haven't had sex in your 22 years on this Earth. But it didn't matter. What mattered was that I was going to spend the rest of my life with the woman I love. I got lucky in life. I never thought a woman like Alexis would go for a guy like me. It was a very pleasant surprise for me. I used to think everything happened for a reason.

I just didn't know what Alan's presence meant in our life.

The thought came to my mind as I laid on my hotel bed wide awake, staring straight at the ceiling. The clock on the bedside table read 7:02 A.M. I had trouble sleeping the whole night. Could you blame me? After what I saw last night, I don't think I'll ever have a normal night's rest. I can't say the same for Alexis.

I looked over to see her passed out like a light, sleeping next to me. I'm not surprised. Alan ran a train on her the night before. The only time he went easy on her was at the beginning. After that, he made sure they both shared a wild night. I was afraid Alexis would want to stay for the night with Alan. Not from exhaustion, but because she wanted to spoon with him. When they were done, Alexis just laid on Alan's bed, face down. Alan hopped out of his king-size bed to head to the bathroom. He didn't even acknowledge me.

For a moment I just sat there. I didn't move. I just stared at the scene in front of me and replayed the scenes in my head beforehand. Alexis, my wife, just had sex with my boss. I knew any man in my position would've been beyond upset. But that's not what I felt. It was more like...confusion. How did I get here? How did we get here? How do we move on from this?

I stared at her naked body, barely covered by the bed's comfortable linen. Her face was visible. She was asleep. At least I thought she was. She did just pass out all of a sudden after her last orgasm. Maybe she was unconscious. Was that a real thing? Unconsciousness from wild sex?

My thoughts were interrupted by a sound of a toilet flushing from the bathroom Alan just walked in. I sat there like a statue anxiously waiting for Alan to come out. I had no idea what I was going to say or do next. Luckily for me, I didn't have to find out. What followed next was the sound of the shower head being turned on.

I hesitated for a minute, debating whether I should stay or go. I thought it would better for us if we took this opportunity to leave while he's busy.

It was a struggle to carry my freshly-fucked wife out of the suite, into the elevator, and back to our room. Not to mention I had to help her change first before I could move her. I ended up just putting on her dress and tucking away her bra inside my shirt. I held on to her shoes on one hand while I carried her with the other. I couldn't find her underwear. It was the least of my worries. I'm sure Alan would either keep them or give them back, after teasing me about it first, of course.

Alexis' demeanor surprised me. She was acting like a drunk college chick who was being helped by her sober friend back to their dorms. She barely drunk anything tonight. Why was she acting like this?

We passed several other guests once we reached the hallways, giving us concerned looks. Alexis kept acting like she was drunk. I didn't understand why she was acting like this. Some of those guests offered to help as I struggled a lot to help my wife walk while trying not to let her fall. I was barely convincing as I rejected their help, but thank them anyway. Once we did reach our room, I had to set Alexis down on the floor while I opened the door with our card key. Picking her up again almost throughout my back. She may have been small, but I wasn't strong enough to carry her with ease.

After we got in, I took her straight to our bed and laid her down. I didn't bother to take her dress off, being too tired to do anything else. Then I realized, she never cleaned herself up after Alan came inside her. Alexis won't be too thrilled to find herself still a mess, in the morning. While I was in bed, I got a text from Alan.

Alan: thank you for a great night pal! Send me what you shot with your phone.

With extreme reluctance, I sent it. I contemplated whether or not to delete the video, first. I would be lying if said I did not enjoy watching Alexis sleep with another man. Although it did fill me with contempt, I had to admit it did excite me a little, which was a scary thought. I did not want to feel like this was acceptable, let alone enjoyable. Hopefully, if Alan keeps to his words, I'll never have to know.

Alan: got it! Thanks again pal! Your wife's a great fuck! She's all yours.

I didn't bother responding anything else. Instead, I tried sleeping a sleepless night

*

I got up to use the bathroom after deciding I was not going back to sleep. A cold shower felt good as it washed away almost all feelings of guilt and depravity. I didn't know how Alexis and I were going to move forward from this. How will she feel when she wakes up? Angry? Sad? Regret? Satisfied? All I know is, whatever she wants to do, I was going to have to follow along. I need to make sure that she knows I still love her and want to be with her, despite what happened last night.

When I got out of the shower, Alexis sat up on her bed looking at her phone. She looked at me with an unsure smile.

"Hey," she said shyly.

"Morning, babe. H-how do you feel?"

"Okay, I guess. You?"

"Okay, too."

We both didn't say anything for a bit. Too embarrassed to mention the elephant in the room. Hesitantly, I decided to break the silence.

"Um...I just want you to know...what happened last night...well...it's okay. Really." It was all I could say. I mean, what do you say to your wife of barely a week after sleeping with another man in front of you?

"Uhh...thanks?" Alexis said, sounding more unsure. This was not going the way I had hoped.

"Do you want to talk about it?" I asked.

"Not really."

"Okay, then. Well, what do you want to do today?"

"I don't know."

"We could explore the island some more. Just you and me. How does that sound?" I suggested.

"Actually, I think I want to stay in today. I'm not feeling up to it. I'm...a little sore." Alexis almost didn't want to say that last part. It did hit me a little on the inside. I knew what she meant. I'm not surprised, really. Alan was rough last night, making her feel fatigued today. Can't imagine what she must be feeling.

"That's fine. We can still make a whole day of it. We'll watch tv, order room service, whatever."

"Robert. I think I need to be alone for awhile." Alexis said.

Shit.

"What? Why? Because of last night?"

"I just...need some time to think. And I really don't want you here right now."

I looked at her, my face full of worry. I didn't know what to say. I had trouble processing her words. To me, it sounded like she regretted marrying me. If I leave her alone the whole day, she'll probably want to have our marriage annulled.

"Alexis, can't we just talk about this, please?" I approached her, reaching out to grab her hands, but she pulled away.

"No," she said, sternly. "I need time alone, I said. I have a lot to think about. If you don't leave, I'm going to go crazy on you until you do."

I was at a loss for words. Dread filled my soul. This was the moment I've been fearing. I'm an idiot to think that this would turn out alright. I have known Alexis to be really upset when she wants to be alone. So with that, without saying anything else, I left. I didn't know where to go. I didn't feel like doing anything. I ended up going back to the bar since it's open 24/7.

It was only me and a couple others at the bar. I ordered 2 shots of bourbon on the rocks. It went down smoothly as I buried my thoughts in sorrow. I couldn't imagine what Alexis was thinking about right now. She must be debating whether or not to stay with me after what happened last night. How could a husband ever let his wife do that with another man? And the husband watching the whole time? Even if she did seem to enjoy herself.

It doesn't matter. I failed my duty as a husband. I didn't protect her and I was dishonest with her. I wonder what she would do if I ever told her the real situation? Alexis would still be upset with me but would have my back no less. So why didn't I tell her? Because I was afraid. I still am. Alan is right. I am a pussy. A pussy who doesn't deserve to be with Alexis. Or any other woman like her, for that matter.

I examined my wedding band, thinking I shouldn't even be wearing this. If the worst does happen, I thought, and Alexis wants to annul our marriage, I'm not sure if I would even defend myself. I'm too ashamed to be her husband. Hell, I'm ashamed to call myself a man. Sure, it makes me sad to think Alexis will leave me, but I would rather she find someone better than me. This is what Alan wanted. For me to not be with Alexis. Well, it looks like he won. I hope the silver lining will be him no longer torturing me anymore. That seems like a possibility.

Two hours had passed and I was still at the bar. I was only on my fifth. Others have come and gone. The bartender had noticed me and tried to stir up a conversation but I let it known that I was not in a talking mood. He got the message clearly and ceased his attempts. A big tip would be my way of thanking him.

Two hours had passed until I got a message from Alexis.

Come back

That was the only thing she wrote. With a heavy sigh, I downed the rest of my drink, before getting up and walking back to my room. Several steps towards my destination, I had to hurry back to the bar to leave the bartender a tip I almost forgot.

When I got back to the room, I saw Alexis sitting on the couch in front of the television. She wasn't watching anything. She just sat there waiting for me. She also showered and changed into a cleaner, more comfortable clothes. I noticed Alexis looked like she wanted to get something off her chest. I couldn't help but look worried as I saw her and approached her sitting down next to her on the couch.

"Sorry I had to kick you out like that. I needed time to think alone."

"Okay. And?"

"And...well...I...honestly don't know."

That wasn't what I expected. I waited for her to be clear.

"Last night...was a mistake. It never should've happened."

I didn't say anything. I just looked at her, trying to read her face. While I do notice regret, there is something else. Something in her face that says something else.

"I'm feeling really confused right now. I feel like my mind is going in different directions."

"I'm not following, babe." Alexis closed her eyes, taking a deep breath before she answered.

"I do think last night was a mistake...but I can't help but feel...excited? I don't know if that's the right word."

"So, you mean, you're glad we did this?" I asked her hesitantly

"No! I mean, yes. I mean, I don't know, Robert. I'm just really confused right now." Alexis grabbed her head as if she had a headache.

"Look, Alexis, I'm sorry if this bothers you. We don't ever have to this again. If it's going to make you upset, then we don't have to mention it ever again."

"That's what scares me, Robert," Alexis said, her face still buried in her hands. She looked up to face me before continuing. "When you say that, I feel...disappointed."

"Why?"

My question started to tear up Alexis a little. I can see her eyes begin to water.

"Because I think I want to do it again." Alexis went back to covering her face with her hands.

It disheartened me when she said that. Alan and I created this idea inside Alexis' head. She was very much opposed to the idea from the beginning. But thanks to us drugging her and reshaping her thoughts and opinion on the subject of cuckoldry, she no longer has inhibitions when it comes to sleeping with other men. That's not completely accurate. If that was true, she wouldn't be upset about it like she is now.

I didn't know if it was the right thing to do just yet, but I approached her anyway and sat down next to her. Alexis didn't object so I pressed on.

"Babe, it's okay," I rubbed her back. "We can talk about it some more."

"About what?" She shot her head up, pushing my hand away from her. "How I've become an unfaithful slut?" Fresh tears dropped from her eyes.

"You're not a slut, Alexis. You and I know that. You just did something, not only for yourself but for me too. Remember, I wanted you to do this. And you did. And you've made me...ya know, happy."

I forced a smile, trying to look like I believe the words that were coming out of my mouth.

"I just don't understand why I find this so...tempting. I mean, I remember how much I hated the idea when you first brought it up. But now, I feel like I understand why it's so desirable. I shouldn't be thinking this way."

"Listen to me, Alexis." I took her hands into mine. "You are not a bad person. Or a bad wife. You did this for me. Out of love. No one else has to know about this. That's why I wanted to do it here. Where no one we know will ever find out what happened here. Okay?"

She dropped her head down, quietly sobbing. Alexis nodded her head in agreement. I felt so guilty for making her feel this way. Yet I had my own fears. What if she wants to do this again with Alan before we leave? I don't know if I could handle it. I mean, I'm glad my wife had a good time at least last night, but I'm her husband. I can't have this happen again.

"Let's not think about it, alright? Why don't we just move on from here? What do you say? Just you and me, having a great time what's left of our honeymoon. We'll make better memories. Yeah?"

Alexis wiped her tears away before looking at me again, with a smile. She nodded her head once again.

"There we go. So what do you want to do today? Name it. Anything you say, and we'll do it."

"Anything?" She asked.

"Yep!" Showing my gratitude. Alexis looked at me for another second before attacking me. She tackled me so hard we fell backward. Luckily, the couch behind us broke our fall. Alexis smacked her lips with mine so hard, it hurt. It was a borderline headbutt!

It took a lot of force to break her kiss.

"Wait! Wait, Alexis! Are you sure? I mean...after last night...?" I questioned.

"I don't care. I want you. Now." With that, she went in to plant another kiss. Not as painful as the first time.

There was some reluctance in me at first. I mean, Alan did say I could have her now. He just wanted to have her first before me. A deal was a deal. He even said I could do whatever I wanted with her afterward. It sounded so wrong saying it like that, but I didn't care. I have a beautiful woman on top of me, who is my wife, and she wants to have sex with me.

I embraced her, returning my kiss, as she laid on top of me on the couch. It felt like she was trying to bury her head in my mouth.

It didn't bother me though. The passion I was getting from my wife was greater than any pain I might have felt at that moment. Whether physically or mentally. I was about to have sex with my wife finally. It didn't matter if Alan slept with her first. This was going to be the first of many where Alexis and I would have sex.

I realized I wasn't doing anything with my hands when Alexis, without breaking her kissing assault, guided my hands to her butt. Her perfect ass was just as perfect to touch as it was to look at.

As I squeezed my hands, I could feel how a good mix of plump and firmness her ass really was. I carefully massaged her, making sure not to hurt her with my touch.

"You can get rough. It's okay," Alexis whispered between breaths before kissing me again roughly. Even with permission, I couldn't squeeze any harder. I felt like I was going to hurt her if I did.

Instead, I gave her some slaps to her ass. Alexis responded by moaning into my mouth every time I did.

Alexis stopped and sat up straight. She was ready to take her top off when I stopped her.

"Let's take this to the bedroom. Yeah?"

"Okay, sure," she responded breathlessly.

Alexis quickly hopped off of me and scurried to the bedroom, with me right behind her.

As she entered the room, she took off her top, letting it drop to the ground. She turned around to face me, wearing nothing but her khaki shorts and a red bra. I always preferred to see her in a bra. Besides the way it made her breasts look, the teasing aspect behind it really turns me on.

After admiring her body for a second, I started unbuttoning my shirt. I hated how I decided to wear one of the few shirts I owned that had a million buttons. I guess Alexis didn't appreciate it either because after I undid the 3rd button, she came up to me with an impatient look and ripped open my shirt. I notice some of the buttons scattered on the floor. Her action caught me off guard. So did her resuming her kissing assault.

My upper body is not much to look at. Hitting the gym wouldn't hurt, of course, but every time I make plans to go, I come up with some excuse not to. It's usually I'm not in the mood. Alexis tries to get me to go with her but I come up with some excuse not to. Even when she does persuade me to go to the gym, I do one exercise for barely five minutes and I'm done.

Alexis doesn't care that my body is average-looking. She's one of those rare types that heavily considers personality over looks. Ironically, Alexis helped me developed a better personality after discovering we both shared the same interests. It has helped me to open up more.

As she kissed me, her hands made its way to my belt. It took only seconds for her to undo it before moving on to pull down my zipper. She sunk her hand inside and began to stroke my still flaccid cock.

I didn't know why I had such a hard time getting it up. This is something I've been waiting for, ever since Alexis and I got together. Not only was the thought of finally having sex excited me, but the fact that I was going to do it with my beautiful wife. So why wasn't my little guy excited too?

As Alexis kept trying effortlessly to get me hard, my mind was racing as to what my problem could be. The only (and obvious) reason I could think of was the fact that Alexis had recently slept with my boss, Alan, last night first. I know it's not her fault at all. I had a hand in making sure Alan was able to sleep with her first.

Instinctively, my thoughts shifted to images of Alan and Alexis together from last night. The way their perfect bodies entwined seemed blissful. Her expression was full of lust as Alan had his way with her the whole time.

I thought it wasn't a good idea to have those thoughts as I'm trying to get intimate with my wife, but the damnedest thing happened. I was getting hard.

I'm not sure if it was a result of Alexis' motivation or thinking about her with Alan last night. I hated having to think it was the latter. To my dismay, as I replayed last night's event, my dick was growing at rapid speed.

"There he is," Alexis whispered in my ear. She gave a playful chuckle before dropping to her knees. She pulled down my pants and boxers, at the same time, all the way down to my ankles.

Alexis worked on her stroking some more, with the addition of massaging my balls. I looked down to admire her handy work but soon felt like I was losing my erection. I shot my head up to the sky, closing my eyes as if the pleasure I'm feeling was too much. In actuality, I was trying hard to think of anything to keep me from getting soft.



I don't know why, but envisioning Alexis with Alan seems to do the trick every time. I tried remembering the different positions they were in as they had sex in Alan's king-size bed. I've been an avid porn watcher ever since I was 13, but watching another couple have sex in front of me was so much better. Even if it was my wife who was one of the two.

The more I thought about last night, the harder I got. I like to think Alexis' hands helped considerably. The last thing I need now is not being able to perform when my wife is asking for it. So if imagining her having sex with my evil boss from last night gets the job done, then so be it.

When my little head was standing at full attention, Alexis moved in to give small kisses and licks, up and down my shaft. She did this briefly before sinking her mouth around my cock. At least Alexis didn't give Alan a blowjob. I thought maybe I could see her going down okay would be enough to keep me stimulated. I watched her going to town on me, making my dick disappear over and over again. A task not difficult to do since I was only 5 inches. But I hear 5 inches is enough for women to feel something. So why all the hype from women when they're with a guy with a monster dick?

As I admired my wife's amazing skill, I noticed to my utter shock, I was getting soft again!

This can't be happening! What's wrong with me? It's like my mind very much wants to have sex with my beautiful wife but my body doesn't.

I think she knew what was happening due to escalating her suction. But it wasn't enough. For some reason, physical stimulation was not going to get me anywhere.

With much reluctance, I closed my eyes to once again picture my wife with Alan. I thought about how it would look if Alexis had given Alan a blowjob. I imagined her being unable to take it all in since he was much bigger than me. She would probably choke on it a few times as she tried her best to take it all in. No doubt, her mouth would be completely filled up with his cock.

And, of course, I returned to my rock hard self. This was a whole new level of humiliation for me. Alan's action has inflicted some serious mental damage to me. I would probably have to see a therapist to get my mind back to normal again. There is no way I'm going to be thinking about Alexis and Alan together in order to have sex with my own wife! If Alan knew about this, he would be on cloud nine.

I wasn't sure how long Alexis went down on me. I was focusing on keeping my erection by imagining last night that I completely missed most of the pleasure Alexis was trying to give me. I snapped out of it when I felt Alexis move away to climb onto the bed.

She moved to the center of the queen-size bed, wearing only her lingerie. I saw her perfect ass swivel as she crawled on the bed on all four. She laid on her back with her legs crossed and arms spread.

"Are you ready to make love to your wife finally?" Playfully teasing again.

"Oh, yeah," was all I could think of. I hopped out of my pants and quickly crawled over to her naked.

"You seem to be a little overdressed for the occasion," I joked. I was never good at dirty talk but I felt obligated at times, even if it was warranted.

"What are you gonna do about it?" Alexis replied right back.

"You'll see," I said.

I'm not really graceful too so I simply just took off her underwear before tossing it on the floor. Her pussy looked perfect and well worth the wait. I mean, I have seen it before in the past. It's the only one I've seen that wasn't through a computer screen.

I moved my hands under her back to which she arched her back for me to have better access. But even then, for whatever reason, I was having trouble releasing the three clasps that were keeping her bra attached. I became agitated as a minute had passed and I couldn't get the first one off.

"Here, let me..." Alexis started saying.

"No, I got it," I said.

"Babe, let me help," she insisted.

"No, I got it. I feel it. I'm almost there."

"Would you just stop?" She snapped.

I knew that tone all too well. I stopped my attempt to undo her bra. She sat up a little to reach behind her and undid the bra in 2 seconds. Seeing her breasts always feel like I'm seeing them for the first time. Such an exciting feeling as I examined her perfect 34D globes. Tanned thanks to her Mexican background with darker areolas.

"There. That's out of the way," she tossed her bra on the floor. "Now, come here."

Feelings of inadequacy were replaced with lust as Alexis grabbed my head for another passionate make-out session. Her naked body pressed up against mine felt incredible. It was a feeling I think everyone should experience. To have someone you love to share a romantic embrace before making love. I am a lucky guy.

We remained like that for quite some time. I wanted to prolong the experience, even though we'll have endless moments like this in the future. Alexis stopped the makeout session to say something.

"Are you ready?" She asked me.

I thought that was polite of her to ask. She knew I was a virgin and perhaps wanted to make sure I was alright.

I was just about to say "yes" when I realized I had gone completely soft! I was too busy enjoying making out with my beautiful naked wife, that I forgot to concentrate on staying hard.

What the hell am I talking about? Making out with a beautiful naked woman would cause most guys to have an erection! God, what is wrong with me?

I tried not to give anything away with what happened but Alexis must've known as soon as she saw my expression change. She looked down between her spread legs to see my flaccid self.

"Uhhh...problem?" Alexis asked.

"No, uh...You know what it is? It was at a weird angle when I was on top and it didn't feel good at all. I didn't notice until we stopped kissing. Sorry, babe." I hope that was enough to satisfy her concern.

"It's okay. I can fix that." Alexis resumed kissing me again but this time stroking my cock at the same time to get it hard.

The good thing about kissing is how both people have to close their eyes in order to enjoy the experience properly.

I took advantage of that moment, once again, to for the umpteenth time imagine Alexis having sex with Alan. Not even remembering my favorite porn stars in action did the trick. For some reason, it had to be Alexis and Alan. This wasn't what I wanted in my mind as I made love to my wife for the first time. This was embarrassing just as much as it was humiliating.

Deep in thought, I was able to get myself hard again in a little over a minute. I knew I didn't have enough time so I tried to move the process along.

"Okay, I'm ready," I said.

Alexis smiled as she stroked it a few more times before aiming the head of my cock to her pussy. She looked in my eyes as we were about to finally consummate our marriage. I thought staring into my beautiful wife's eyes would be enough to maintain the passion I had for her.

Feeling myself go inside her was one of the best feelings in the world. I finally knew what all the hype was about. I was no longer a virgin. She felt amazing as I went inside her. Without taking her eyes off of me, she let out a small moan as I plunged all of me into her. I did the same reaction, letting her know the feeling was amazing for me too.

I never thought my cock would feel something so incredible like a woman's vagina. So warm, so soft. I wanted to stay inside her like that forever. I thought for sure this time it would be enough to stay hard.

Slowly, I rocked my hips back and forth, like I have seen plenty of male porn stars do in the movies. I have to admit, my knowledge of sex solely came from porn. My parents were too embarrassed to give me "the talk" and they didn't give permission for me to take sex ed in school. Not sure how they expected me to learn about sex if they didn't want me to learn it from anyone.

Alexis grabbed a hold of my face as I continued to make love to her. Her face still showed signs of ecstasy. I guess I was doing alright.

I was enjoying this wonderful moment with my wife when I felt a slight discomfort from my groin. I slowed down my thrusts a little to find out what happened, but immediately I knew what the answer was.

I was getting soft again.

Alexis never looked away. It was difficult to hide my worried look with her face right in front of mine. I looked away, closing my eyes once again, concentrating on my erection. It was my hope again that Alexis would take it as a sign of me enjoying the moment.

Instead, I was fantasizing about my wife having sex with another man in front of me. This was a horrible moment for me. What should've been something memorable, will be one I hope to forget one day.

While continuing to picture my wife with Alan from last night did help again, I really wanted this to be over. I was getting no pleasure from this whatsoever. And I felt it wasn't fair to Alexis that I wasn't in the right state of mind for this.

I may have been struggling but Alexis looked like she was having a great time. Is she faking it? Is she feeling any kind of pleasure from me? How can she when I barely didn't?

So I did the only thing I thought I could do in this situation. I faked an orgasm.

I pumped away into my wife faster, indicating I was about to cum. I even breathed faster and moaned a little, making sure to give an expression of pleasure.

I kept this up until I stopped, suddenly, pretending to cum. I couldn't even look at Alexis as I pretended to climax. It was too shameful.

I stayed still inside her, long enough to make sure it seemed legitimate, before pulling out and laying down next to her. I may have faked the whole thing, but it was still quite a workout. It wasn't until I laid down did I realize I was sweating a lot and panting for air. My reluctance to work out was starting to bite me in the ass.

I looked over to see Alexis, who was staring at me with a smile. She didn't look exhausted as I was.

"What do you think?" She asked me.

"About what?" I said, still trying to control my breathing. She gave a puzzled look as if to say, "are you serious?".

"Oh, yeah," I chuckled. "I'm just being silly. It was great. I enjoyed every minute of it," I lied. "How was it for you?"

"It was...good," Alexis slightly hesitated, making a weak attempt to hide her lie. It was definitely the cherry on top to my ordeal.

"I'm sorry. I promise I'll get better. This is my first time, ya know?" I said jokingly. Alexis smiled, turning onto her side, with one hand holding her head up and the other playing with my chest.

"So how does it feel like to not be a virgin anymore?" Alexis was using her index and middle finger like legs walking along my chest.

"Relief. I thought I was going to be a virgin well into my 50's". We both laugh at my cheesy joke. I could tell Alexis was genuinely happy. I may not have been able to satisfy her like Alan did last night, but I know what she feels for me is deeper and true. It's how I know she truly does love me.

"Well, I'm not sorry to burst your streak."

"I think I'm okay with that," I joked. Alexis moved her head closer to mine, to which I responded by moving closer to her to give her a kiss. Wanting to get this moment over with, I suggested we grab something to eat. Alexis agreed.

We both took showers together to save time and water. While she was cleaning herself, she discovered that there wasn't any of my semen for her to clean. I told her it was probably one of those things that happens to guys sometimes where even when we cum nothing comes out. It puzzled her for a bit but did not press on the issue.

We both got dressed after our showers and made our way to one of the resort's buffets. I haven't heard from Alan yet, which I'm not sure was a good or bad thing. I had hoped that one night with Alexis was enough to satiate his lust. Alexis and I still had four more days until we went back home, so there was plenty of time for him to do something else if he wanted to.

We had a nice lunch without any interruption. Yet, I was anxious the whole time, thinking Alan was going to show up.

Throughout lunch, however, Alexis received several texts. She said it was some of her family and friends who were checking in on her. My paranoid self was telling me she was lying, but my common-sense self was telling me to relax, that she made it clear earlier that she didn't want to repeat what happened last night. Right?

She didn't say she would never do it again.

But she said last night shouldn't have happened.

Keyword being "should". Plus, she has not once said she regretted it. If anything, she sounded like she will want to do it again. As long you're okay with it.

No way. There's no way she wants to do that again. Remember how it bothered Alexis? Why would she want to do it again if it made her feel that way?

Are you deaf? Or maybe you're just in denial. She very much wants to do it again. She's just worried about you and how it will make you feel. If you tell her just once that you don't want her to do it again, she'll do it. Because she loves you.

My thoughts were turning against me. I'm not sure what I would do or say if Alexis wanted to do that again. I would prefer Alan forcing himself on her. That way, she would fight him off and reject him, and I wouldn't have a choice in the matter. It was a horrible thing to think about, but it was true. I hated having to participate in seducing my wife to sleep with Alan.

Just then I received a text message of my own.

Shit. It was Alan.

I'm in the lobby. Meet me there. Now.

Reading that message made my heart sink. I should've known Alan would reach out to me again, yet my hopes wouldn't let me accept that notion.

"I, uh, have to use the restroom. I'll be right back," I lied.

Alexis was still on her phone, typing away when she looked up.

"Oh, okay, babe. Don't take too long," she smiled.

I got up and casually left the buffet dining room. Lucky for me, the lobby was near the dining area, so it took minutes to get there. I saw Alan sitting by himself in one of the lobby couches, typing away on his phone. When he saw me coming, he quickly put his phone away.

"Robert, my man! Have a seat!"

I sat on a different couch that was right next to the couch Alan was sitting on.

"What do you want, Alan?" I said.

He was about to say something until he scoffed, his happy expression changing to annoyance.

"You're lucky your wife was a good fuck last night. I'll let that mistake you just made slide. Just this once. If you say my name one more time, I'll correct you again. I don't give a fuck who sees. Do you understand me?"

He wouldn't do anything to me in front of these other people, would he? No way he could get away with hurting me in public. Especially with cameras around. Yet, I'm not a gambling man. I was too scared to call his bluff. So I quickly nodded, trying to look apologetic.

"Good. Now, as I was saying, you're wife was a great fuck. I have to thank you for letting me have her before you did. Now, she'll always know what a real man is supposed to feel like."

His words were like acid to my ears. I didn't want Alexis to sleep with him. He forced me to. If it wasn't for his blackmail, I would've rejected this insanity.

"Anyway, I know I said, this was going to be a one-time thing, but I've decided to change the plan a bit."

I should've known this was coming too. Those words hurt me even more. I was on the verge of screaming and crying.

"Usually, I'm a hit-it-and-quit-it kinda guy, but I figure, hell, we have a few more days here. Why not take advantage of them until we all go back home? Doesn't that sound like a better idea, Rob?"

I'm not surprised by the news, but I'm still shocked. I really didn't think this would happen again. Wishful thinking, I guess.

"But you said this would only be one time?" I pleaded.

"Yeah, but I changed my mind. Having your wife for one night is not enough. I want more time with her. Unless you have a problem with that? Do you have a problem with my change of plans, Rob?"

His question was said in a threatening tone. If I didn't answer the way he wanted me to, I would certainly pay for it. It was just another cruel way to torture me mentally. He knew I would say no, but under the circumstances, I couldn't afford to say that. I was still at his mercy.

"No, A- er..., sir, but-"

"But what?"

"Alexis. I don't think she's up for it again," I reasoned. Alan laughed.

He took out his phone, fiddled with it a bit then tossed it to me.

"I'm not too sure about that, buddy," Alan assured me.

After catching it, I looked at his phone to see text messages between him and Alexis. My suspicions about who she was texting were confirmed. Their dialogue was long. I skimmed through most of it, stopping to read some of their conversation.

Alan: You were amazing last night.

Alexis: Stop it. Robert is right next to me.

Alan: Sorry. I can't help it. I can't stop thinking about it. He's a lucky man to have a woman like you.

Alexis: This is wrong. I don't like texting you without him knowing.

Alan: So tell him. It's not like he doesn't know what happened last night.

I skimmed some more before stopping again to read some more material.

Alan: Alexis I won't lie. I very much want to be with you again. Of course, with Alan's blessing.

Alexis: I don't know. It's wrong. I don't think he wants to go through that again.

Alan: Do you?

Alexis: Do I what?

Alan: Do you want to be with me again?

Alexis: Yes

Based on the time she sent her texts, Alexis did not hesitate to answer his texts. I couldn't read anymore. I literally felt the blood draining from my face.

Does she want to do it again? But why? I thought she didn't like it? Doesn't she realize how much it hurts me?

Is that really true? C'mon, man, there is a part of you that really enjoyed what you saw last night.

No. That's not true. Alexis is my wife. No normal husband wants to see his wife in bed with another man.

It's hard to take you seriously especially after jacking off to watching them go at it. Not to mention you picturing fucking them when you made love to your wife for the first time.

Shut up!

I looked away, closing my eyes, trying not to listen to my own thoughts that have been against me since this whole thing started. I handed the phone back to Alan without looking at him.

"What did I tell you? Your wife couldn't get enough either. So here's what you're going to do. You're going to go back to your wife and have a long talk about where your relationship is going and all that shit. Then you're going to suggest my great idea as yours."

This was just not fair. I had to lie some more about my feelings of this situation. The more I sound convincing and with Alexis being drugged, the more she thinks that not only is this idea coming from me, but also how a great idea it sounds.

"You have until the end of the day to bring Alexis back to my suite. But you know what? I may not be against helping if you like. Of course, you're invited to watch too. I have to admit, knowing you were watching me fuck your wife on your honeymoon made me cum inside her harder."

Why can't he stop? What's wrong with him? How can he treat another human being like this? He has to see what this is doing to me. Or he just doesn't care. Only a psychopath would think that.

"If I don't see or hear from you and Alexis, I'll assume you failed and make sure your life is pure hell starting tomorrow." Alan stood up. "So don't take too long, buddy. Okay?" With that, he parted ways.

I just sat there, still digesting the sudden turn of events. I didn't have time to wallow in the bad news when Alexis texted me if I was alright. I didn't realize how much time had passed talking with Alan.

I was in no hurry to get back. I wish I could just stay here forever, not going through another episode of last night.



But I swallowed my anguish, took a deep breath, and walked back to the dining room.

Alexis was still on her phone typing away. I got close enough to see she had a worried look on her before noticing my return. She quickly put her phone away and replaced her look with a smile.

"Hey, what took you so long?" She asked.

"Sorry. Thought I had to go see a man about a horse. Then I thought buying one wasn't the right time," I joked.

"Funny," she mocked.

As I sat down, I tried to figure out how I wanted to say the next words carefully. I was either going to upset her or, worse, excite her.

I didn't get a chance to say anything. Instead, Alexis brought it up first.

"Babe. We need to talk about something. About last night."

I guess Alan was busy convincing her too to have this conversation, covering all bases.

"Right. Um...Do you want to go back to the room to talk?"

Alexis looked outside through the nearest window. It's another bright and sunny day.

"Let's go for a walk. On the beach." Alexis suggested. I nodded and proceeded to follow her towards the direction of the beach.

The temperature was in the high 90s but walking along the shore made it cooler thanks to the waves. Alexis took off her sandals and held onto them as she and I walked close enough to where we can feel the water reach our feet.

Making sure there was no one else around, we had our personal conversation.

"I've been thinking about last night." Alexis started.

"Regrets?"

She didn't say anything.

"It's okay, Alexis. You can tell me anything. You know that, right?" I reassured her.

"What if I said I don't?"

"No regrets?"

She nodded, looking down at the sand. I wish I could really tell her how I was genuinely feeling. It killed me every time I convinced her to sleep with Alan. I didn't have the guts to do so. I was still very much afraid of Alan and his threats.

"I told you before, Alexis. It's what I wanted. It's what I've always wanted. My only regret is that I didn't tell you sooner. I am sorry for that."

"It's just that...I never thought in a thousand years I could ever do that to someone I love."

"You say that like you meant to hurt someone. You haven't hurt me. Just the opposite."

"You know what I mean, Robert. I've never cheated on any of the men I've been with before you."

"This is not cheating. Cheating on me would mean you see other men behind my back. That's not what happened last night."

"So you can honestly say, without any doubt, that last night did not bother you whatsoever?"

Of course, it did, Alexis, I thought.

"Of course not, Alexis," I said. "I wouldn't have mentioned it if it did. Imagine my surprise when you actually did it."

"So you don't hate me?"

"Of course not!"

"Or think I'm a slut?"

"Oh, well, yeah."

"What?!" She said in disbelief.

I gave her a sly smile, indicating I was joking. She punched me on the shoulder.

"Pendejo!" Alexis yelled.

"Sorry, babe, I couldn't resist."I may have been in turmoil about the situation, but that didn't mean Alexis had to be too. At the very least, I wanted her to be happy and enjoy herself. "But seriously, though, I don't think you're a slut."

"My God. What would my family and friends think if they found out what happened here?"

"Why would they know? How would they even find out?"

"I don't know. Just thinking the worst case scenario."

You mean like now? I thought.

"They will never find out. This is just between us. The only way they'll ever find out about what happened here is if we tell them. Which we won't, of course."

"I know..."

"What else is bothering you?"

"It makes me think what else I don't know about myself. I'm just surprised at myself. I'm hoping I don't regret this later."

"Maybe you will, maybe you won't. We'll cross that bridge when we get there. Together."

Alexis looked at me, returning the fake smile I had on.

"So we're really doing this?" She asked.

"I think so. As long as you want to." It was still my hope that Alexis will want to stop the whole thing.

"How often do you think you want to do this?" Alexis asked.

"I don't know. I guess we could play it by ear."

"Are you going to want to watch all the time?"

I didn't know how to answer that. I'm not sure if Alan wanted me to be there all the time to watch them, even though he said he got a kick out of it.

"Not all the time. I guess you could tell me all about it afterward. Did it bother you at all when I watched you last night?"

"Honestly? I forgot you were there. Alan...just has a way where I'm, like, under his spell."

"Wow. You must really like him." It hurt to say those words. Alexis doesn't know what kind of person Alan really is. I hope she never does.

"I do. He's a good guy. He's handsome, charming, and smart...," Alexis trailed off. It looked like she was thinking about him, trying to hide a smile. She changed her expression when she noticed me looking at her. "But I don't love him. I never will. You're the only man I love."

"I know, babe".

"With him, it's just...lust. I never felt lust that powerful. It's overwhelming. I don't know why I feel that way about him. Last night, I couldn't resist him. In the back of my mind, I thought you would step in to stop him. But you didn't. It's when I knew, you were being serious. About your fantasy."

So she did wanted me to stop her. And I wanted her to resist him and walk away. My masculinity was becoming more absent by the second.

"Now you know," was all I could say. I didn't want to lie and confirm it.

"I have to tell you something," she said.

"What is it?"

"I've been texting Alan since this morning. He was asking about us. He was surprised when he came back from the bathroom and didn't see us in his suite. He also said he tried calling me and the room. Did you hear the phone ring this morning?"

Another lie Alan wanted me to confirm. I really hated how I helped portray him as a good and thoughtful person.

"Must've been asleep," I said.

"Anyway, he and I have been texting quite a bit today. I didn't want to keep that from you. No lies or secrets between us anymore, okay?"

I nodded. We remained silent as we saw an older couple walking towards us. We both exchanged pleasantries as they walked past us. I waited until there was considerable distance between us and the couple.

"What else did he say?"

"He said he really had a great time last night. He's never done anything like that before. And...," Alexis had trouble completing the sentence.

"And?"

"...And was asking if there's a chance it could happen again." She looked at me, waiting to see my reaction.

"What did you say," I responded calmly.

"I told him I didn't know. That I wouldn't if you had a problem with it. But I mean...," again Alexis had trouble saying the next words.

"What is it?"

"Do we really want to go down this road, Robert? Can you honestly say this will not change you or us in the future? Once was okay, but I'm just scared what's going to happen to us if we keep doing this?"

I thought about her concerns for a moment before answering.

"Sounds like you're more worried about me than you. How does it make you feel? Do you think you can handle it?"

"I asked you first," she retorted.

I felt that urge again to tell her the truth. Not only everything that Alan made me do but tell her how this will really affect me in the long run. But I didn't want to get in trouble with Alan. I haven't forgotten his threats and what will happen to me if I don't do what he says.

"I will still love you if that's what you're worried about. Last night, I didn't get upset or jealous when I saw you with Alan. It was...everything I had hoped. If you do this with me, my love for you will never change. I want you to be happy. Like I am." I gave her a big smile. Some of that was the truth. No matter what she does with Alan, I will still love her.

She gave me a sympathetic look. Alexis had her mind on another matter before speaking again.

"Do you want to be with another girl?"

I laughed at her question.

Alexis is the only girl I've been in a serious relationship with. I can count with how many girls I've been with, before her, with one hand. But even if I am able to attract another girl, I wouldn't do anything with her. Alexis is the only girl for me. I know I'm the only man for her. But thanks to that drug, her thoughts and emotions have been altered.

"Why are you laughing?" She asked me.

"I'm not exactly a ladies man in case you didn't notice yet! And even if a girl did find me attractive, I wouldn't do anything with her."

"But it's okay with you if I'm with another man?" she questioned me again.

"That's what being in a cuckold relationship is all about. It's weird, I know. But it's how I feel. And I am so happy that you turned my dream into reality."

Fear is a powerful motivator. And right now it's motivating me to keep sounding convincing.

We walked some more along the shore in silence. I wasn't keeping track of how long we've been walking. I knew it was far judging by how small the resort looked from where we are.

"I never thought I would do this with the man I love. If anything, I was afraid of being cheated on. You know about some of the guys I've dated, right?"

I nodded. "The assholes."

She smiled. "Right. I've never cheated on anyone before. I guess, according to you, I still haven't."

"Right," I agreed.

Suddenly Alexis stepped in front of me to stop me from walking.

"If we're going to do this Robert, you have to promise me a few things," Alexis commanded.

"Okay. What is it?"

"First," she held up her index finger, "you are going to be honest with me about everything. What you're feeling, what you're thinking, and what you're doing. Okay?"

I had to hold back my tears because I knew I was already breaking that promise. If I told her the truth now, everything would be for nothing. I had to think what the lesser of two evils was.

"Of course, babe. What else?"

"Second, I can end this whenever I want. No matter what the reason is. And you can never argue with me about it." Alexis waited for my answer.

"Yes, that's fair." I hope I will never be in a situation where I'll have to convince Alexis to keep going with this bizarre arrangement. "Anything else?"

She embraced me, her face closer to mine.

"Don't ever stop loving me. Okay? Because I will always love you. You're the only man I will ever love."

"And you're the only woman I will ever love." We both kissed for a long time until we just stood there holding each other for comfort. Her love did help relieve some of the stress and pain I was feeling. With her in my arms, it felt like everything was going to be alright.

On our way back to the resort we next spoke about where we go from here.

"Remember when I said I've been texting Alan since this morning?" Alexis reminded me.

"Yeah?"

"Well, he invited us back to his suite tonight."

This was something else I should've seen coming. Our time here was going to be over soon. Alan was not going to waste any time getting more intimate with my wife.

"Really? Do you want to go?"

Alexis looked at me confused.

"Don't you?" She asked me.

"I mean, yeah, but I just want to make sure you're ready for this again."

"It's weird. I feel like I'm fighting with myself. I do but I don't. It's how I felt last night. It wasn't until Alan made the first move that I completely gave in. Maybe tonight will be the same."

"I guess we'll see," I took Alexis' and held it tight as we walked back the rest of the way to the resort.

It was still early, so we decided to go back to the room and change for the beach. We haven't been there yet so we thought we make a whole day of it.

Alexis brought two pairs of bathing suits with her. The one she was wearing now was a white one-piece bathing suit that reveals her stomach and back, as well as her shapely legs. She did her hair into a bun.

I was wearing my simple green trunks I've had since high school. It was evident I haven't been outside much since I look like I could pass off as a vampire. While Alexis, who has already been blessed with a tan complexion, was looking darker thanks to her outdoor adventures with Alan.

The beach had long rows of wooden beach chairs for the guests to use. We manage to find two empty ones together. Alexis walked ahead of me towards the chairs. It was hard not to notice several men eyeing her as she walked passed them. Alexis was looking even sexier in a swimsuit. She could be a Sports Illustrated model.

We had a great time at the beach without any incident. We swam, we tanned, we talked some more. We even socialized with another couple while we were there. It was a moment I wished lasted forever. We were genuinely a happily married couple enjoying our honeymoon.

We were there for almost two hours before we decided to head back to our room. We showered and dressed to go to another one of the restaurants the resort had to offer. We decided to go to one that was located outside. By the time we arrived at the restaurant it was 6:14 pm.

Alexis was looking amazing as usual dressed to kill. It was a red dress that hugged her body tightly, showing all the curves of her body. She also applied some makeup which only enhanced her beauty. Alexis was the type of woman who had natural beauty and certainly did not need the help of makeup. But, like most women, Alexis felt it was necessary to make herself more "pretty".

Dinner was also pleasant as we ate our delicious meal with a live band playing and a beautiful view of the beach to go with it. Even being with her for so long, it was hard to take my eyes off her. She just looked so beautiful and way out of my league. I couldn't have asked for a better woman to spend the rest of my life with as my wife.

As we talked and held hands, I completely forgot about my predicament. My thoughts were only on her. On us. It was how this honeymoon should have been. But reality came crashing back to me when Alexis received a text from Alan.

"It's Alan," she said.

Every time I hear his name, I feel like I get punched in the stomach.

"What does he want?" I asked, trying to hide the fear in my voice.

On cue, Alexis received another text.

"He's wondering if he could talk to the both of us. Right now."

Another lure, I'm sure.

"Did he say what about?" I took a huge gulp from my wine glass.

"No. I'm guessing about what happened last night."

Alexis looked back at her phone after the text notification sound went off.

"I'm right. He does want to talk about last night."

Yeah, I'm sure he does. Right before taking advantage of my wife.

I didn't say anything. I left it up to her to decide what to do next.

"What are you thinking?"

I guess Alexis was thinking the same thing.

"Uh, not sure. I guess I'm okay if you're okay with it."

"No, you promised. You promised you would be honest with me about everything. Tell me what you're thinking now," Alexis said seriously.

"I'm just thinking about you. I always am. I don't want you to feel like you are forced to do something. Even if it's for my...ya know, benefit."

Alexis' expression relaxed. She reached out for my hand again, which I gladly accepted.

"You know me, babe. I can take care of myself. I may be small, but I can still kick some ass. The only way I can get hurt now is if you get hurt. I just hope you're not lying about how you really feel. So if you don't like this at all, or if you get jealous all of a sudden, you can stop this too."

Her words finally struck my heartstrings. I couldn't help but let out a single tear. How could she love me so much? Especially if she ever finds out what I did? The guilt was quickly eating me from the inside out.

Alexis noticed my single tear so I spoke quickly.

"I'm the luckiest man in the world. To have a woman who loves me this much. I don't deserve you."

"I feel the same way about you."

We both shared a long kiss.

"Well, I am curious what he has to say. If you or I don't like anything he has to say, then we'll leave. Okay?"

I nodded. If only Alan could show his true colors to Alexis, I'm sure she'll never want to see him again.

I paid for the meal, left a big tip, and took Alexis' hand as we made our way back to the hotel, towards Alan's suite.

Alexis still had the card key Alan had given her yesterday. As we got nearer to his suite, my dread grew.

Who knows what's in store for tonight. I'm sure Alan will want to try to sleep with her again, but judging by her mood, I'm gambling she will not comply as easily as last time.

When the elevator reaches the floor, the doors opened once again, revealing Alan's luxurious suite. Everything looked the same from last night. We took a few steps in until Alan, once again, came out of nowhere.

"Hey, guys, glad you could make it."

Alan didn't seem overly excited to see us. He had on more comfortable summer wear, wearing a white v-neck shirt with matching white pants and sandals to go with it. He was holding two drinks of wine, I assumed, and one drink with the other.

"Please, have a seat," he motioned towards the couch in the living room. Alexis and I sat down together on one of the couches while Alan sat down on another. He placed the two glasses of wine in front of us, on the coffee table.

"Help yourself, please," he offered. I had a sinking feeling he had drugged Alexis' glass.

Before Alexis could make any kind of response, I intervened.

"Thanks, but I think we're good."

For a moment, I thought I saw a look of anger on Alan's face, but he went back to his charismatic smile and words.

"That's fine. It's probably best if we do have clear minds for what I want to talk about"

Not heeding his own suggestion, Alan downed his entire glass of wine before setting down on the coffee table.

"Listen, Alexis. Robert. I've been doing a lot of thinking about last night. I'm conflicted you see?"

Alexis and even I were puzzled.

"I'm going to be honest with you. I enjoyed last night very much. I've never done anything like that before. I mean, sleeping with a woman who not only is married but in her honeymoon, with her husband watching the whole time!"

Alan looked genuinely excited. He never talked much about his sexual experiences. He would briefly talk about one or two "sluts" from his past.

"Yet, I am afraid that I may have ruined a marriage. When I didn't see you two in the room when I came back, I thought I would never see any of you again. As if maybe you two thought you made a mistake. Which is why I tried to reach you both."

It amazed me how much of a bullshitter he was. He puts me to shame!"

"Anyway, if you two do regret it and came here to tell me it will never happen again, then I'll completely understand. Just let me say one thing: Alexis, you are by far the best woman I've ever been with. I've never felt that way with another woman. Err...sexually, I mean."

I noticed Alexis looked bashful from what he was saying. Was he really getting to her again?!

"If last night never happens again, I just want you to know, I'll never regret it and I'll always cherish that memory. And Robert."

Hear him saying my name made me jump a little. I did not expect him to speak to me directly.

"Thank you so much for an opportunity of a lifetime. I don't know any man who would share a woman like your wife. You're one of a kind."

Reading between the lines, I could tell he was insulting me, right in front of Alexis. It was degrading, to say the least.

Neither, Alexis, nor I said anything. I think we were at a loss for words.

"Well, that's all I had to say. If you wanted to say something to me. Anything. I'll be happy to listen. If not, thanks for dropping by and I hope you two enjoy the rest of your honeymoon."



Alexis looked at me to say something. My mouth was open but I still had no idea what to say. Alexis took the opportunity to speak up.

"Robert and I did talk about it. And...we also don't regret what happened last night." She looked at me for reassurance, to which I just smiled.

"Really? Wow. That's such a relief! I'm glad you both feel that way." Alan responded.

"Us too," Alexis chuckled.

"Well, hey, listen, like I said," Alan continued. "I'll cherish last night for as long as I live. Thank you both for stopping by listening what I had to say."

Alan stood up, preparing for us to leave.

Thick cocky, evil bastard. I knew he knew we were not going to leave. His personality was winning Alexis more and more.

Alexis and I remained seated. She looked at me to study my expression before turning her attention back to Alan.

"Would you...like some company?" Alexis asked him, hesitantly.

I knew she felt awkward for saying something like that. This is a whole new situation for her. For us. She had no idea how to go about it.

"Really? Are you sure?" Alan asked, looking like a kid on Christmas morning.

"I mean, we can see where this goes. We both don't have any objections. We just have some ground rules if we do-"

"Let me stop you right there, Alexis," Alan interrupted, extending his hand out.

Alexis was taken aback. So was I.

"I know exactly what you're going to say. I know that you have the final say in all of this. That goes without saying. Robert and I are obviously more than okay with this. But in the end, your say is just as important, if not more."

"You're right," Alexis was surprised.

"I also know you two are in love with each other. Hence why you two decided to get married. I will not do anything without your permission that could jeopardize your marriage and relationship while we're here. You have my word."

Alexis looked more surprised. But I was skeptical. What's he trying to pull?

"And I think the last thing you want to say is that we must all be honest with each other. I couldn't agree more. I'll be honest with you until we part ways from the resort."

Alexis was speechless. He literally took the words out of her mouth. How did he know all of that?

"Wow, Alan, everything you said is right."

I notice Alexis starting staring at Alan like a teenage girl looking at her crush. It was a weird feeling for me.

"Excellent! I'm not sure if you had anything planned for tonight, but I was going to relax in my hot tub. Care to join me?"

While Alexis may have blushed at his offer, I was looking sickly.

Oh, God. What could he possibly want to do in his hot tub?

"We didn't bring any bathing suits though," Alexis mentioned.

Alan laughed.

"I guess our underwear will have to do." He suggested.

My heart was beating just as fast as it did last night. Alan walked over to us. Well, over to Alexis, sticking his hand out, inviting her to take his hand.

"Do you mind?" Alan asked me, without taking his eyes off Alexis' eyes.

"N-no...," I said. I think Alexis was already under his spell, she didn't notice the hesitance in my voice.

She took his hand, Alan helping her up, taking her by his side as they walked to, I assume, where the hot tub was.

We were led to the balcony outside. It was big enough to fit a hot tub and a small pool. It may have been summer but the night time here on the island was cool and windy.

"It should be ready by now," Alan said, dipping his hand into the hot tub. After which, he started taking off his shirt and pants, leaving only his briefs on. With his briefs, the outline of his cock was visible. And it wasn't even hard. Add that with a masculine body and good looks, I can see why he had no trouble attracting women. So why did he have to go after mine?

Alan hopped into the hot tub, making himself comfortable on one side.

"You guys coming in?" Alan said, spreading his arms on the edge of the tub.

I was very reluctant to go in, of course. Alexis looked more nervous. I think Alan noticed this, prompting him to say his next words.

"Hey, Rob? Why don't you help your wife out?"

It surprised me a little to hear him sounding dominant with Alexis around. I thought it would offend her. Instead, she looked at me to see how I would react.

If only she knew how much I wanted to take her away from here and never see him again. That I don't want to disrobe my wife in front of an evil asshole on our honeymoon.

When Alexis was looking at me, I glanced back at Alan looking at me with the smug look I've gotten used to. His face read, "You know you have to because you have no choice."

I grabbed her by the shoulders for comfort.

"Are you okay with this?" I asked her one last time.

She took a deep breath and nodded. Alexis looked nervously excited.

Slowly, I reached for the knot around her neck that helped hold her top. Alexis had to move her long raven hair to the side for me to get access to the knot.

It took only seconds to undo. The flaps fell down, revealing the bra she had on. I was thankful she had that on at least, covering her most intimate parts. Not like that won't be going too, soon.

Alexis slowly brought her dress down, passing through her big hips, until it fell down to her ankles. She stepped over her dress, wearing nothing but matching bra and underwear along with her sandals.

"Mmm, you are breath-taking. You have an amazing body. Doesn't she, Robert?"

"Yes, she does."

It's true. She looked incredible. Even more so with just a bra and underwear. Every time I see her like this, it's like I'm seeing it for the first time. It used to make me especially happy to know I would be the only man in her life to see her like this. That is until Alan came into my life.

"Do you plan on coming in too, Robert?" Alan asked.

I guess it was a little weird to be the only one now more clothed. Without answering, I took off my shirt and my sandals. I didn't want to take off my pants but I knew it would be awkward for me if I went in with them. So I took them off as well, wearing only my plaid Hanes Boxers.

"You two look cute together." I could tell Alan was mocking me. "Well, come on in. The water is great."

Alexis held onto my hand as she slowly entered in the hot tub one foot at a time. When she got in, she sat down on the opposite of where Alan was sitting. I followed her close behind, trying to get used to the hot temperature of the water. I sat down next to her, trying to be comfortable. They say the hot tub is supposed to make you relax. For me it was almost impossible, knowing what was about to happen soon.

"How does that feel?" Alan asked. I knew the question was towards her and not me.

"It feels really good," Alexis admitted. She swayed her legs and arms, letting the hot water relax her body.

"You know what'll make it better?" Alan said, before reaching for a bottle and glasses, set on a flat surface of the hot tub near him. I hadn't noticed the bottle there.

"Expensive bourbon. Courtesy of Kentucky's finest!" Alan poured the drink in all three glasses before handing them to us, before we could reject or accept the offer. Neither of us said anything. I think we were hoping the other would say something.

Alan raised his glass of bourbon.

"To meeting new friends and going on new adventures!" Alan toasted.

We both did the same, then drank. Alexis only took a few sips. I chugged all of mine hoping to dull the stress I was feeling. The drink was strong and had a sharp taste to it. It burned my throat and chest as it went down. But it soon felt warm as the drink went through my system. The warmth felt like it was going through my entire body. It finally did the trick to loosen me up a bit, with the help of the hot tub.

Alexis made a face from the sips but, like me, she was probably feeling the same warmth going through her system.

"That's delicious! What is this?" She asked him. She likes to call herself an aficionado of liquor, but I'd say she's just a drunk.

"One of the oldest bourbon to be made from Kentucky. A good friend of mine gave it to me. I usually bring a bottle like this with me on vacation."

Alexis kept sipping her drink until it was empty. Alan offered her, and me, more bourbon, to which she and I accepted. The more I drank, the more edge it took off.

We each drank the same amount after emptying our glasses. By the 4th drink, Alexis and I were pretty tipsy. The potency of the bourbon was strong. If it hadn't tasted so damn good and relieved my tension, I would've stopped at one drink.

But after my 4th glass, I was feeling even more relaxed and worry-free. I couldn't help but smile and giggle as I saw Alexis drunker than I was. She had a hard time keeping her head straight up. A big smile was plastered on her face. For someone who enjoys drinking, she sure is a lightweight.

I looked over at Alan to see he looked just as he did before we started drinking. He didn't look remotely buzzed. He's just sat there drinking his drink while watching us act stupidly.

Alan peered over to his pool.

"Hey, why don't we hop on over to the pool and cool ourselves down. Shall we?"

It was hard enough for me to coordinate myself getting out of the tub, but Alexis was in a worse state than I was that I had to help her get out too!

I managed to get out fine but the second I put one foot on the ground, I felt Alexis stumbling and falling on top of me.

Miraculously, I was able to catch her just fine. For a second, I was upset that she almost hurt herself and me, but hearing her laugh from it made me laugh too.

Afterwards, we made our way to the pool. Stepping into the cool water sobered me up just a little. I think the same happened to Alexis.

We both got in slowly in the shallow end, resting our back and arms on the edge of the pool. Alan followed us, sitting on the opposite side of the pool. The pool wasn't big so the distance between him and us was like 10 feet.

Alexis returned to feeling comfortable in my arms. The cold water did feel better after spending some time in the hot tub. It was quiet for a little bit until the evening took an interesting turn.

"You know, I just had an idea," Alan said. We both brought our attention to him. I still didn't like him, yet I was too relaxed to feel any kind of hostility. "Since Robert saw us together last night, perhaps you two can put on a performance for me? What do you say?"

"Here? In your pool?" Alexis asked.

Alexis looked over at me. Thanks to the expensive booze, I was looking calm instead of freaking out.

"I think that's fair. What do you say, babe?" Alexis asked.

I looked at her, trying to concentrate. The last thing I wanted was to oblige anything Alan suggested. But the thought of having sex with my own wife in front of him. In my drunken state, that sounded like a good idea for revenge.

"I'm game if you are," I told her.

Without further ado, Alexis planted a kiss on my lips. I embraced her as I returned her kiss. I was looking forward to giving Alan a taste of his own medicine. And it won't be just sex. It'll be making love.

As we continued kissing, adding more passion, Alexis reached behind her to undo her bra. When I felt her bra had become undone and tossed it, I grabbed her breasts with both hands. She moaned in my mouth when she felt me touch her. As I played with them, giving them light squeezes, Alexis kissed me harder, trying to bury her tongue deep in my mouth.

I moved my hands on her back. I love the way her back feels when it's completely bare. I love how her back looks, showing just the right amount of muscles with that spinal dent to go with it.

My hands made its way to her ass. Her ass felt amazing as always as I gave it a firm squeeze. I pulled down her panties down so that her ass was showing, knowing full well Alan was getting a perfect view. I wonder what was on his mind now?

Her own hands roamed from my hair to my shoulders as I explored her body with mines. I tried pulling on her panties some more so I could get them off but with her legs wrapped around my waist, it was impossible.

Alexis got the hint and straightened herself out, stepping back from me for room. She kept her eyes on me as she reached down to slip off her panties.

She looked back at Alan before tossing it to him. He caught it with ease and held onto it. Alan looked like he was having a good time. Not sure if I should be relieved or worried.

Alexis' face popped into my view again, reminding me I was about to have sex with my beautiful wife in front of my evil boss. She planted a few more kisses before pulling down my boxers. Thanks to the expensive liquor I was relaxed, not feeling scared or even ashamed to get naked in his pool with my now equally naked wife, and my half-naked boss, Alan.

When it was completely off, Alexis brought it up from the water and tossed it outside of the pool. Alexis and I were now naked together, about to have sex for a second time in front my boss who's been tormenting me ever since he found out about Alexis. I don't know why, but I started getting excited. I started to see why Alan could get excited by this.

Then, it all came crashing down.

I was so drunk and in the heat of the moment, I didn't even realize what had happened until Alexis went to grab my dick.

It was completely soft.

Normally, I would be freaking out had I been sober. But thanks to a few drinks from the old bourbon, I thought it was funny. So did Alexis.

"C'mon, babe. You have to work with me here." She teased.

Alexis kept stroking me, trying to get it hard, but it was no use. I even grabbed her some more, trying to explore every inch of her body with my hands. That didn't help either.

Next, I closed my eyes and replayed last night when Alan and Alexis had sex. Again, I was so drunk, it was even difficult to concentrate on imagining anything.

Alexis kissed me some more, working harder to get me hard.

"What the fuck, Robert?" Alexis said, after tiring from her attempts to arouse me.

"What's wrong?" Alan asked from behind.

"Nothing...I don't...know...what...I can't...get...," I stammered.

"Oh, I see," Alan said. "Sounds like you are the victim of one of man's greatest ailments after having one too many spirits: whiskey dick," Alan said smugly, taking another sip of the bourbon. "Sorry, Robert. Had I known, I would not have given you so much.

Alexis looked like a kid who was told she couldn't get the toy she wanted at the toy store. I felt horrible. I had the perfect opportunity to have sex with my wife again. I thought I was feeling more than ready. I just wish my body felt the same way. Then I started feeling a different kind of horrible.

I had no choice but to shove Alexis off of me in order to lean over the edge of the pool to throw up.

"Ugh! Really, babe!? You have to be fucking kidding me!" I heard Alexis yell in disgust.

"Damn. Hey Robert, there's a bathroom to your left as soon as you go back inside. You can wash up there. Don't worry about the mess, I'll have room service clean it up later." Alan informed me.

Without looking at either of them, I put my hand to my mouth, to stop myself from vomiting anymore, and headed towards the direction of the bathroom.

I managed to hold my puke until I reached the bathroom. I dropped to my knees, hugging the toilet as I threw up some more in the toilet. It felt a little relief as the bile left my body. I was planning to get myself comfortable, not sure if I had any more to throw up. As I rested my head on the rim of the toilet, my eyes shot wide open, remembering I had just left Alexis alone with Alan in the pool.

I picked myself up, holding onto anything within arms reach, and made my way back to the pool.

Even after vomiting, I was still drunk. I thought I was lost when I couldn't find the way back. Eventually, I found my way back, only to stop when I was about to go outside.

I stopped right before I was about to open the glass door. Through the glass door, I can see Alexis and Alan sitting close to each inside the pool. Very close.

I rubbed and squinted my eyes to make sure if I was seeing correctly. But even in my drunken state, it was clear to me what they were doing. Alexis' back was to Alan. From my view, I saw them from their left side. It looked as if Alan was giving her a massage. He might've been whispering sweet nothings to her. I wasn't able to see her face, but she looked very relaxed as Alan worked on her shoulders. Her head would go from side to side as he worked on her. Even from this distance, his hands were big compared to her small shoulders.

I just stood there, watching. I braced myself with one hand to help me stand still in my inebriated state.

He leaned his head in, planting one small kiss on her neck. Alexis didn't flinch. When Alan noticed she didn't resist, he planted more kisses on her neck. His hands continued massaging her shoulders and arms.

It felt like a dream. I kept having to adjust my eyes to make sure what I was seeing was real. I know I've seen this before, but it feels different this time. I found myself hiding while I spied on my wife and Alan having fun in his pool.

It was wrong on so many levels. On the one hand, I knew I shouldn't be watching this. I wasn't sure if I was allowed to watch this time around. But yet I couldn't look away. I knew it couldn't stop it either. Really, what were my options?

Try to be a "hero" and rescue my wife from Alan's clutches? Any person could see she was not in any kind of trouble or duress. Plus Alan would most likely kick my ass for interrupting his intimate moment with Alexis.

What am I talking about? That's my wife! I have to stop this!

No, you're not. You know you're not going to do a damn thing.

I have to.

Then do it. Stop them.

I didn't move. I wanted to. But I just couldn't. Instead, I kept watching them. Alan's kisses on her neck were longer. He moved his hands from her shoulders to her chest. He squeezed her magnificent breasts hard. It looked like it should've hurt her, but that wasn't her reaction. I could hear her moaning all the way from my position.

She leaned her head back, resting on his left shoulder. Alan planted more kisses on her neck and shoulder, never easing up his treatment on her boobs.

You can't, can you?

No. I can't.

Why not?

I don't know.

Yes, you do.

Alan's right hand let go of Alexis and disappeared into the water between her legs. The second he did that, Alexis moaned even louder. She quickly grabbed the back of his head with her left hand, while letting her other hand go to where Alan's hand was underwater. It took me longer than usual, in my drunken stupor, to realize he was playing with her pussy.

I've played with her like that with my own hands, so I knew what was coming next. Alexis turned her head to face Alan, which made him stop his kisses on her neck, and kissed him fully on the lips.

It looked exactly like what I saw last night. Instead of the king-size bed, they were in a pool. I mean, the passion I was looking at now was the same passion I saw last night. It's incredible. I never thought I would have an interest in voyeurism. I don't know if it was the booze, but I was getting more turned on than I did last night.

I looked down to see my erection. It brought shame and excitement to me at the same time. I looked back to see Alexis turn around so that she was facing Alan. They both continued kissing passionately, with her arms around his neck, mashing her chest onto his. Alan held her by her small waist. Without stopping her, Alan moved their bodies so that now his muscular back was to me, sitting down on one of the seats embedded in the pool.

Alan dunk both his arms underwater picking her body up quite a bit. I could see she brought her legs ups, using the seat Alan was sitting on, to rest her feet. Alan waited for her to get situated before slowly bringing her back down. On the way down, I saw Alexis instantly stop kissing Alan. She had her eyes shut tightly, with her mouth wide open, moaning loudly.



I knew what happened.

Alexis rested her head on Alan's, clutching onto his back tightly, enduring the penetration from his cock.

When she stopped sinking into him, they held that position for a moment before Alexis started bobbing up and down on Alan, slowly.

Alan spread his arms wide, resting them on the edge of the pool. That's how I knew Alexis was doing all the work, fucking herself with his pole.

There was just something erotic watching my own beautiful wife having sex with another man. Is it because I'm drunk that I'm feeling this way? But I wasn't drunk last night. Why did I find this so hot to watch?

Like an itch I had to scratch, I reached for my own cock. For some reason, I stroked myself to the same speed Alexis was fucking Alan.

Why couldn't I get hard earlier when I was in the pool? Why can I only get an erection when I imagine or see Alexis with Alan? It's not fair. Alexis will probably think I don't find her attractive or love her. I shoveled those fears under a rug to concentrate my masturbation as I watched my boss and Alexis together for the second time in my honeymoon.

I guess it has to be the surrealism of it all. I never thought something like this would happen to me. Maybe that's why it's so appealing. I would've preferred to go through something else that didn't require watching my wife with another man, but I digress.

I picked up my stroke as Alexis' picked up hers on Alan. Alan was still relaxed as he laid back comfortably while another man's wife was riding him. I couldn't see his face but I can imagine it was a look of satisfaction. Satisfaction from what Alexis was giving him and satisfaction what he was taking from me. I remembered him saying how his orgasm was stronger knowing I was there watching him. Does he know I'm here spying on them? In the end, it doesn't matter, I guess. He's still having another memorable moment in my honeymoon.

Alexis reached a point of moderate speed when she reached her first orgasm. She did look beautiful as she worked on her climax, looking at Alan the entire time. Her moans were loud, panting for air as her climax died down. Alan took this opportunity to plant a soft kiss on her lips, to which she gladly returned.

Alexis started her bobbing motion again, but Alan stopped her by the shoulders. He then grabbed her by the waist, carefully hoisting her body off of him. She gasped a little when she got off him.

He stood up and told her to turn around so that her back was facing him. Alexis did so willingly. Her naked, wet front shone majestically thanks to the moon. She was amazing to look at. Alan, using his strong hand on her right shoulder, pushed her to lean forward. She did so, looking surprised when Alan slightly forced her. Her look of surprise changed to satisfaction, probably realizing what he had planned next.

An equally, if not more, amazing individual, Alan was, as the same moon shone off his own wet body behind Alexis. It made sense that a man like Alan would be with a woman like Alexis.

Alexis braced herself, holding onto the edge of the pool. In their new position, I could see Alan's upper body. Blocking his lower half was Alexis' naked body. He looked down at her ass, massaging it and giving it a couple of hard slaps. During those slaps, Alexis would pop her head up in shock. I could see she still looked drunk.

While Alan was playing with her ass, he looked up and stared straight at me. So he did know I was watching. Sure enough, he had that smug look on his face. I didn't try to hide. Hell, I didn't even stop masturbating. I was too drunk to care.

My mind was occupied with what I was seeing: the exceptional alpha male fucking his prized female. My wife.

Without taking his eyes off me, Alan aimed his cock towards my wife's hole and entered her. Alexis' head shot up, mouth wide open, barely making a sound. The muscles in her arms were bulging as she held onto the edge.

Alan gripped her hips as he slowly sank his member into my wife. He stared at me with evil satisfaction before fucking her again at a slow pace. His attention went back to her as he picked up his speed, making loud splashes from the water. Alexis made loud moans again. I hope, since we were in a suite, no one will be able to hear Alexis' cries of pleasure. Then again, they were outside on the patio.

I focused my attention on my hot wife and how she looked as she was being taken by another man. I knew it was wrong but I couldn't help it. It sent me to a whole new level of pleasure. It was better than any magazine or porn website I've been on. This was different. This was real.

I don't remember if I came or not. Because the next thing I knew, while Alan was still hammering away into Alexis, I blacked out.


Robert & Alexis Pt. 03

"Hey! Time to get up, you lazy bum!"

I felt something slapping me in the face, which woke me up. As soon as I sat up, I felt a sharp pain deep inside my head.

What the hell happened? Where am I? Was there someone here?

Squinting my eyes, I scanned my environment. After realizing where I was, it all came back to me.

Last night...

"Alexis?" I said, hoarsely. "Alexis, where are you?"

My hangover prevented me from standing up. I laid back down. I realized I slept on one of Alan's nice couches the whole night. The last thing I remember was seeing Alan and Alexis going at it in the pool.

"I said," Alan grabbed a hold of my ear, "it's time to get up!" Alan threw me off of his couch by the ear. The pain hurts a lot on top of the hangover I was feeling. I fell on the floor face down. Even though the floor was carpeted, it still hurt like hell.

I heard a loud "clink" next to me.

"Here," Alan said. "This will help with your hangover. I need you at 100% in a few minutes. We have a big day today!" His voice trailed off as he exited the room.

Big day? What did he mean by that?

Still on the floor, I looked up to my right to see a drink on the edge of the glass coffee table. For some reason, the thought of using a coaster crossed my mind.

I slowly started getting up with the help of the couch I was still on. I pulled myself up until I was sitting down on the couch. It was then that I realized I was still naked. I nervously looked around for anything to cover myself up with. To my relief, there was a towel underneath me. I quickly covered my privates with it.

I stared at the drink Alan had left for me, debating whether I should drink it or not.

"Where's Alexis?" I called out. Even talking loudly gave me a headache.

"She's fine," Alan said from another room. "After another great night with me, she went back to your room. I told her I would have you sleep here for the night!"

That seemed...pretty nice of him? But at this point, I knew Alan well enough that he had something else up his sleeve.

"She said it was very sweet of me. Even gave me a kiss for it!" Alan laughed.

It made my head hurt even worse.

"Last night was amazing. Alexis couldn't get enough-" Alan was talking as he entered the room, but then stopped when he saw me. "Hey! Hurry the fuck up and drink that! You don't have all fucking day. We need to start the next phase in our plan!"

Alan walked away and entered another room.

What next phase? What plan? Our plan?

I wanted to press the issue further but I thought it best to drink Alan's mystery concoction before he gets really upset.

Upon first glance, it looked like it could be sweet tea, with its dark brown, yet transparent, complexion. It's cold when I picked up the glass. I took a small sip. The taste was revolting.

I gagged, dry heaving a little. I covered my mouth in fear of throwing up in Alan's room. Alan must've heard me.

"It tastes like shit, but it'll knock out anything bad in your system. You'll feel better within the hour. Just in time for you to get ready."

I didn't know what he meant by that, nor did I want to drink his "special" concoction. But if he was telling the truth, then I wouldn't mind. Just as long as it could get rid of this awful hangover.

Taking sips was not going to work. It still tastes just as bad as if I took big gulps. I resigned to chugging the whole thing while pinching my nose.

Ugh. Why was there so much?

Even after I drank it all, the aftertaste lingered. It took all of my willpower to keep the questionable substance down. And that wasn't easy.

I closed my eyes, taking deep breaths until I felt okay.

"Now there's a good boy," Alan said, entering the room. He had on a white dress shirt in with khakis and shoes to go with it. "I have to take care of some business this morning before I start the day." He was fixing the buttons from his left wrist collar.

"In a few minutes, you'll be on your way back to Alexis. When you see her, you're going to tell her you have this incredible idea. That after talking with me and how you discovered I never married, you want her to marry me and live like a married couple for 24 hours. Got it?"

Alan gave me a moment to let his words sink in. I must still be drunk because I don't think I heard him correctly.

"Wait, what...?" I mumbled.

"I thought about it and you know what? She's never going to know what it's like to be married to a real man. It seems like a damn shame. And unfair to the poor girl. So I figured, why not give her a taste of what it's like to be married to a man like me." Alan grinned.

That's what I thought I heard.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, Alan, you-"

Slap!

He slapped me across the face with his backhand, making me fall back down on the couch. I massaged my cheek as Alan spoke again.

"It's going to hurt worse every time you fuck up. Keep it up." Alan resumed fixing his wrist collar.

"S-sir...you can't marry Alexis," I said meekly.

"Why not?"

His reply bewildered me.

"Because she's...ya know...married to me."

"Right. For now. Just get your marriage annulled."

He said it so "matter of fact" -ly, it almost made me speechless.

"You want to marry...Alexis?"

"Sure, why not? I've never been married before. I've always been curious what the hype was about. What better opportunity than now."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Alan wanted to marry Alexis. My Alexis. Was it even possible?

"She'll never go through with it. I know her." I remained seated, looking down at the floor in astonishment.

"Yeah, you're probably right. I mean, no sane proper woman in the 21st century would ever do something like that. Not even for her husband." After finishing the buttons on his wrist collar, he stuck his hand in his right pocket, only to take something out of it. "But with these," he continued, "she'll be more than happy to oblige."

I looked up to see what he had in his hand.

My heart sank.

The "special" pills.

"I've already put some in the same type of drink I just gave you, for her. I told her to drink it as soon as she wakes up which shouldn't be long now."

What was he doing? Why was he so bent on breaking up my relationship with Alexis? If we already passed the point of no return, we just passed through another dimension.

"Because the idea is a little extreme, I recommend you double the dosage. Don't worry, it won't hurt her but she will be more susceptible than usual." Alan walked over to a nearby mirror to check himself.

"I-I-I don't think I can do this," I felt sick.

"Sure you can, bud. You have no choice. Remember?" He smiled at me through the mirror.

"But I love Alexis. You don't."

"Of course not. This is just hitting two birds with one stone. Well, more like three birds, to be exact."

I started taking deep breaths again, controlling the sickness I was feeling in the pit of my stomach.

"First, Alexis will know what it's truly like to be married to a real man, for a change. It's only fair for her, right?" He asked rhetorically.

"Second, I'll get to experience being a husband for a day. When my time comes, I can leave this earth saying I've tried the married life," he joked. "And third, and I think this is the most important," Alan turned around to look at me, "this is a part of your punishment."

I was on the verge of crying. I didn't know what he meant by that. As if reading my mind, he helped me remember.

"I told you already that being married to a woman like Alexis is wrong. It messes up the order of evolution. I feel it is my duty as an alpha male to put others below me in their proper place."

This was insane. He's insane. I couldn't let him do this. I couldn't let him get away with it.

"So you're going to help me. Not just because I'm blackmailing you," Alan walked up to me and kneeled down.

"Look at me."

I looked up at him with tears in my eyes.

"Because you know, that deep down, you feel the same way. That you don't deserve a woman like Alexis. It's wrong. If we're being honest with each other, I really am helping you realize that. Right?"

His question was not rhetorical this time. Alan waited for me to answer him.

I just nodded weakly.

In some messed up way, he wasn't wrong. I knew I was lucky being with Alexis. I don't know what she sees in me. Maybe being married to someone like Alan will realize her mistake. Maybe not.

"Good. Now, after she's on board, head over to the courthouse to get your marriage annulled. She'll probably want to talk to me first just to make sure I'm okay with it. To which I'll morph back to my gentleman self."

At least he doesn't want to make a big thing out of it. I can't imagine if he wanted to do a ceremony too That reminded me of my own ceremony. All of Alexis' family and friends were there. My family was smaller than hers, especially friends, but it was still a very nice ceremony and reception.

"After that, we'll spend the rest of the day on the island doing whatever the hell newlyweds usually do."

Alan had everything planned out. It's no wonder why he's in the position he is in now. Such confidence and discipline can give a lot of power to one man.

"And we'll end the night with a bang. I promise you she won't forget it."

It worried me a lot that I had no idea what he had in store for her. What else could he possibly do?

"And you know what, buddy? You're going to be with us the whole day too. I need someone to document our magical day together."

My god. He wanted me to record the whole thing too? That means there will always be evidence today actually happened.

"You promise you'll annul your marriage to Alexis after this is over with? Tomorrow morning?" I asked.

"I didn't promise anything. But yes I will annul my marriage with Alexis tomorrow. As hot as Alexis is, I don't think the married life could ever be something permanent for me."

Alan treated marriage like a suit he wanted to return to the retailer because he changed his mind about it. This man was cold and heartless.

"C'mon, you have to get going. My Skype meeting is about to begin soon. I'll text you and Alexis more details later."

I stood up slowly, expecting it to hurt both physically and internally, but it didn't. Did Alan's strange concoction actually work?

I was about to head towards the elevator until I realized I was still naked, except for the towel that was covering me up.

"Umm...?" Was all I could say.

"What is it now?" Alan said with annoyance.

"Can I...get some clothes...?"

"You mean my clothes? I don't think so. What's wrong with what you have now?"

"This towel? It's too small. It barely covers my front and back."

"You want to wear something? Alright, hold on. Stay right there." Alan walked out of the room with a grin on his face, presumably towards his bedroom where all his clothes are.

I waited patiently, feeling better by the minute, thanks to that disgusting drink Alan made me for me.

A second later Alan came back, tossing something very small at me. I caught it with one hand, dropping the part of the towel that was covering my butt.

It was Alexis' underwear. From the first night she slept with Alan.

It felt like it hadn't been washed. Which means her juices were still on it.

"I was going to keep it as a souvenir but it looks like you need it more than I do. I even used it to jerk off into. Her pussy juice had me reliving that night."

"You can't be serious. I can't wear this?" I pleaded.

"You know what you are? You are one ungrateful motherfucker. I try to help you and you reject my help. Just because you're a picky little bitch. Beggars can't be choosers!"

"But Alan, I just can't wear-" I stopped and covered my mouth immediately, even though I made the mistake already.

Alan just gave his evil smile.

"Guess what your punishment is now?"

*

I finally reached the door to my room. The humiliation to get to my room was unbearable.

After putting on Alexis' dirty underwear in front of Alan, he took a picture of me with his phone. More evidence of my predicament. Part of the punishment was that I couldn't take the towel with me either. My only hope was that no one else would be up at this time. As I got inside the elevator, I prayed really hard that no one will see me like this. The only silver lining is that even if someone does see me, there's a high chance I will never see them again. But even that thought wasn't enough to assuage my embarrassment when, only after going down two floors, the elevator stopped. I steeled my nerves as best as I could when the doors opened.

It was a man, his wife, and his son, who looked to be twelve. The wife saw me first when she gasped out loud. Luckily the son was looking somewhere else when his mom quickly covered his eyes, pulling him away until they were out of sight. The father looked pissed off when he saw me. He waited until his wife and son retreated.

"Grow the fuck up, asshole!" The father said under restrained anger. He rejoined his family, I assume to wait for another elevator.

"Sorry," was all I could say but I don't think he heard me. I pressed the "closed doors" button frantically before anyone else came in. I breathed a sigh of relief when the doors finally closed.

The elevator went down another 5 floors when it stopped again.

You've got to be kidding me, I thought.

Again I steeled my nerves when the doors opened again

There were three attractive women in bikinis. I only needed to look at them for a second to see they all had exceptional bodies. They were all slim, tanned, and nice chest sizes.

The one in front let out a yelp when she saw me. She covered her mouth and stifled a laugh. Her girlfriends were curious what she was reacting to until they saw me. They gave the same reaction, more or less.

"Oh my God!," Attractive female #2 said.

"What the? Wow," attractive girl #3 said. She had sunglasses on, which she lowered to get a better view.

I just stood there covering myself as best as possible with my hands while trying to make very little eye contact.

They all slowly entered in the elevator, still giggling and even whistling.

"No fucking way!" I heard a man say.

I guess there was one more to the group. And it was a guy. A masculine guy who was wearing swim trunks, sunglasses, and a hat.

He looked back at the girls then at me. He did this repeatedly to make sure the girls were seeing what he was seeing.

"Are you fucking seeing this, Rose?" The guy asked attractive girl #1.

"Yes, Jeff. C'mon lets just go." She responded.

"Aww, man, I wish Mikey and Seth were here. They would flip the fuck out."

The douche known as "Jeff" was still standing on the pathway of the elevator doors, preventing them from closing. I was so embarrassed I couldn't bring myself to say anything.

"Yeah, Jeff, would you just come on!" Attractive girl #3 said. "We gotta go see my parents before we go to the beach!"

"Hold on, hold on hold on!" Jeff said, rummaging in his pocket. "Just let me take a quick picture!"

Without asking my permission, Jeff took several photos of me in my wife's dirty underwear. I guess the girls could sense my embarrassment, for they were still urging Jeff to hurry up.

"Not cool, Jeff!"

"Yeah, he obviously doesn't want you take his picture!"

"Well, then he shouldn't have worn chick's panties in public. I mean, how do you not take a picture?"

Satisfied he took plenty of pictures of me, he finally came inside, letting the doors finally close.

The rest of the way down, the embarrassment continued. Jeff couldn't stop talking to me, asking me questions.

"So what happened, man? Did you lose a bet or something?" He asked me. The whole time, the girls insisted that he shut up. I didn't answer any of us questions. When I didn't answer, he assumed some of the answers.

"Wait. Do you like dressing like this? You do, don't you? Oh my God, I fucking knew it!" He exclaimed.

I really hated Jeff.

To my relief, the elevator reached my floor. Jeff had his phone out ready to take more pictures and videos as I exited. I heard him laugh out loud when he recorded me leaving, presumably because he was able to see my backside. I was so eager to reach my room, that when I went around a corner, I almost ran into another family of four who was coming around the corner too.

"Jesus Christ!" The mom said.

"Watch where you're fucking going!" An old man, I assume the grandfather, said.

Like the first mom I ran into back at the elevator, this one tried to cover her kids' eyes.

"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry!" I said quickly, as I practically jogged towards my room, still trying to cover my crotch and butt.

Even as I stand just outside my room, a realization just hit me. The color on my face drained.

I don't have my room key.

The only other way to get another copy is if I go to the front desk. That would mean more humiliation as I passed more people. Hell, the people at the desk might kick me out.

But even if I do go to the front desk, I would have to provide identification to let the resort know I am me. And my wallet was inside the room. But I can't let Alexis see me like this. This can't be happening.

When I thought all hope was gone, I heard something to my left. I saw another door opened with the cleaning cart housekeeping uses to clean rooms. Just then a middle-aged black woman came out and noticed me quickly. She looked me straight in the eyes.

"Ma'am, could you please help me? I've had a long night and really need to get in my room. I know this is strange-"

"Stop," the cleaning woman said with her hand up, signaling me to shut up.

With a heavy sigh and head shaking, she reached for her universal card key. I got really lucky she was American and not a native of the island.

"Oh thank you! Thank you! I really do appreciate this!" I said.

"Yeah, yeah. Funny thing is, this isn't the weirdest thing I've seen so far."

"Really? What have you seen?" I asked.

"Do you want to get in your room or not? C'mon I don't have all day!" The cleaning woman said, agitated.

"Sorry, sorry! Yes, yes! Thank you, thank you!"

Why the hell did I ask her that? What's wrong with me?

Just then I realized Alexis could be on the other side of the door. But it was too late, the cleaning lady already inserted her card and opened the door.

I grabbed for the handle, just to make sure it didn't open all the way. I almost knocked her down when I did so. I apologized but she just walked away mumbling something under her breath. Probably something derogatory.

I listened inside the room, trying to catch any sign of Alexis. When I didn't hear anything, I took a deep breath and went in.

Trying not to make any noise, I slowly walked in and shut the door carefully. She wasn't in the living room or the small kitchen. Through the process of elimination, that could only mean one other place she could be.

If she wasn't in the bathroom which was in the bedroom, then I'm done. There's no way to explain why I was wearing one of her dirty panties from the other night.

I peeked in the bedroom to find it, to my relief, empty.

I heard commotion in the bathroom. Thank God she was in there. Looks like fate is looking out for me.

I didn't know how much time I had, so I quickly took off my wife's dirty underwear. It was on the floor when the door opened.

Alexis walked out to find me completely naked. She was wearing a white maxi skirt with a matching crop top. The skirt was transparent I could see the underwear she was wearing. I also notice her skin was getting darker thanks to the hot sun. Yet, I was still looking like my pasty self. I'm not surprised. I haven't been able to get a decent tan for as long as I could remember.

Alexis was finishing tying her hair up in a bun, as she was getting out of the bathroom when she stopped after making eye contact with me.



Fortunately for me, I was on the other side of the bed that was between us. Which meant the bed was blocking her view of her panties on the floor around my ankles.

Thinking fast, I came up with an explanation.

"Oh, hey babe. Got back a few minutes ago. Just changing."

"Oh? I didn't hear you come in?" She inquired.

"Really? Cuz, I called for you and you didn't answer. I thought maybe you went to get breakfast or something."

Alexis' expression relaxed. I guess that was good enough for her.

"How are you feeling?" She asked me, walking around the bed to get to me.

"I-I'm okay. Just a bit hungover." I managed to sweep her underwear under the bed, out of sight, before she came over.

When she reached me, she put her arms around my neck and planted a long kiss. I felt a little silly standing naked next to her. Knowing her, though, she probably didn't mind.

"I bet. You need to hold your liquor a little bit better, hon'," Alexis joked.

"You're tellin' me," I chuckled nervously.

"Did you see us?"

"What?"

"From last night? Where we found you, I thought maybe you were watching us like a weirdo and passed out from the booze."

"Honestly, I don't remember much from last night. I think I blacked out around the time we made it to the pool," I suggested.

"That makes sense," Alexis scoffed.

"What does that mean?"

"It's nothing. You were just acting...a little weird, that's all."

"Oh."

I think she was talking about how I couldn't perform in front of Alan with her. I hope she doesn't bring it up. Hell, I hope it doesn't happen again!

"So I take it you and Alan got a little busy last night again?" I asked, knowing full well what the answer was.

"Yes, we did," Alexis answered, looking a little embarrassed. "Are you still okay with that?" She looked me in the eyes when she asked me, waiting to see if I was about to answer honestly.

"Yes," I said, forcing a smile. "I just want to make sure you're okay with it too."

"I am...surprisingly."

"No regrets?"

"None so far. I know, I'm surprised myself. I never thought in a million years I would go for something like this. I still think it's crazy! But I have to admit, it's a lot of fun!"

"Well, that's good."

"But the only reason I'm doing this is because of you. I want to make you happy on our honeymoon. I like to think you would do anything for me to make me happy."

Thinking about her doing this to make me happy made me feel a little sick. This is the last thing I wanted her to do. She was supposed to be just for me. That's what marriage means.

I must've looked sick too because it prompted Alexis to ask me if I was feeling okay.

"Yeah, I'm fine. Still feeling a little hungover," I lied.

"You should've had what Alan gave me. It's this special drink that's suppose to make you feel better if you're hungover. It tastes like shit, but it worked. I feel much better now."

She drank it already! How long has it been then?

"Actually, Alan did give me some when I woke up. It's probably just taking awhile to kick in. When did you take it?"

"Not that long ago. Like 10, 15 minutes ago, maybe?"

If she's accurate then I have at least 15 minutes to convince her to...oh, God. I just remembered what I have to persuade her to do. I got a little sick again.

"Are you sure you're okay, babe? You look a little sick. Are you sure you drank the same stuff Alan gave me?"

"No, no, I did. I just remembered something I wanted to run by you."

"Oh, yeah! Alan texted me just a minute ago, right before you came in. He said you had something big to tell me, and that he wanted me to tell him what my thoughts were. So what is it, babe?"

For a few seconds, I forgot how to breathe.

Of course he would do that. It's his way of making sure I'd go through with it.

"Uhhh...sit down, will ya? Let me put something on real quick. Feel kinda silly being naked in front of you like this, ya know?"

"I don't mind," Alexis winked at me, as we broke from our embrace and sat down on the edge of the bed.

I chuckled nervously as I put on whatever clothes I could find.

"So here's the thing. I spoke with Alan this morning. He opened up to me. A lot. I think he felt obliged to do so since we've been...I mean since you..and him...you know what I mean, right?" I said putting on one of my boxers.

"Right?" Alexis answered suspiciously.

"Uhh, yeah, anyway, ummm...did you know he's never been married before?" I said putting on some socks.

"Yeah, he mentioned that to me. It surprised me. I mean a guy like him. Makes you wonder?"

"Right. Anyway, he seemed pretty upset when he mentioned it. I felt pretty bad for the guy. I thought what could I do to help him, ya know?"

"Umm, well I like to think that letting him sleep with your wife seems plenty enough, don't you think?" Alexis laughed.

"Right." Damn, didn't see that coming. I put on my favorite Star Wars t-shirt before continuing. "But, then I thought of something else. Something better that would make him really happy."

Alexis gave an inquisitive look, not knowing what I was about to say.

"What?" She asked.

Here goes nothing.

"How would you feel...about being...his...wife...for about...24 hours?"

I held my breath waiting for Alexis to say something. She didn't react at first. It was only when she realized I wasn't going to say anything else, did she finally talk.

"Are you kidding?" She asked me, smiling a little as if she was ready to laugh when she heard me say it was just a joke. I really do wish I could say that.

"Ummm...no?" I put on one of my cargo shorts.

Alexis again didn't say anything again. She just stared at me, waiting for me to say something else.

Then, she laughed a little, thinking maybe that would prompt me to laugh and say it was all a joke.

I remained expressionless.

"But I'm already married. To you," Alexis added.

"Right, well, that's another thing. We...would have to," oh god how am I saying this, " we would have to get our marriage annulled."

I don't know how I was able to say any of that. I must be either dedicated or desperate. Or both.

"Oh my God, you're not kidding," Alexis said. She stood up, getting into offensive mode.

"Look, after your day as his wife is over, you'll annul your marriage with him and we can get married again. And, and this time here at the resort. Wouldn't, wouldn't that be romantic?"

I approached her trying to hold her but she avoided me, trying to get away from me.

"That has got to be the most fucked up thing I have ever-" she stopped mid-sentence. Alexis grabbed her head as if she was getting a headache.

When she thought the pain subsided, she continued.

"I mean, what husband would ever," she quickly stopped again, massaging her head.

Alexis sat back down on the bed, using both hands to massage her head.

"Are-are you okay, babe?" I asked nervously.

"Yeah, just my head. It hurts all of a sudden."

"Here why don't I-" I tried reaching for her head but she flinched.

"Don't. I'm okay." Alexis continued to massage her head for a bit before speaking again.

"Do you have any idea how crazy your idea is?" Alexis said calmly this time. "I mean, it's sweet but..." Alexis didn't know how to finish her sentence.

I wonder if her headache was just a coincidence, or was it a result from the drug? I fully expected for her to go bat-shit crazy on me, but she didn't. I've known her to argue and fight even when she's sick. It's that Mexican passion that keeps them hot-blooded. But it looks as if Alexis was giving up her argument, and resorting to a compromise. How bizarre.

"I know it's asking a lot. But like I said: Alan and I spoke a lot about it this morning. I suggested this idea to him and, like you, he was very reluctant. But after I explained the plan more thoroughly, he came around. But he said he would only go through with it if you're okay with it. What do you think?"

Alexis finally stopped massaging her head. She turned to face me. Alexis had on a sympathetic look.

"I'm not sure I like you talking about me like that with a stranger. Even if it is with Alan," she said.

But it's okay for you to sleep with him, I thought. I didn't want to make the situation more intense so I decided not to speak my mind. Plus I knew I was in the wrong with that one.

"Sorry," was all I said.

"Honestly, I think this is a crazy idea. I never thought you would ever suggest something like that. I can't think of any husband who has ever done something like that. And for good reason!" Alexis looked at me like I was crazy. "But the more I think I about it...the more I can't help...but think it's an act of kindness."

I felt a mixture of relief and agony. Not a great feeling, overall.

"Really? You think it's a good idea?" I pressed on.

"I don't know about that, but I can't help but feel like it would help Alan out a lot. He's had a rough past and after what we three have been through already, I guess it would be alright."

I can't believe it worked. I had hoped and dreaded that it wouldn't work. But here she is, sitting next to me, telling me she's ready to end our marriage so she could marry my sadistic boss, thinking it's my idea. I felt sick all over again.

Alexis grabbed a hold of my hand, unexpectedly.

"Do you promise me, we'll be married again as soon as it's done? You still love me, right?"

I felt like crying now. I can't believe she still loves me after messing with her opinions and thoughts. Hearing her say that, however, has made me feel a little better.

"I mean, Alan is good-looking and a gentleman, but it's you I'm in love with. Not him. I'm doing this crazy idea because it's your idea. And also to help a really great guy out."

Hearing her say that this was all my idea hurt me. But all that mattered was that she still loved me in the end. Nothing else mattered.

"Of course, Alexis. This is just temporary."

Yeah. "Temporary," I thought. It's only temporary.

Alexis leaned in to kiss me to which I gladly accepted and returned. I peered over at the bedside clock to see it was 8:03 am.

I broke our kiss and told her we had to get going.

"Why? What's the rush?" She asked.

"Well, we have to go to the courthouse and get our marriage annulled," I said, looking for my sandals.

"Wait, you want to do this today?"

"Yeah. When did you think we want to do it?"

"I-I don't know, but I didn't think today."

"Well don't you want to get this out of the way so we can enjoy the rest of our own honeymoon?"

"I...guess...?" Alexis said with uncertainty, grabbing her head once again. The drugs probably kicking in again one last time before the effects wear off.

*

The next two hours went by in a blur. Alexis, me, and Alan went to the courthouse to get my marriage with Alexis annulled. She went back to her original name: Alexis Mariana Ortega.

Getting our marriage annulled was a lot easier than I thought it was going to be. Alan explained the island we're on belongs to a nearby foreign country whose diplomatic relations with the United States was a little rocky. Apparently, our laws didn't hold much weight in this country, therefore making our marriage easy to terminate. I thought the whole process was ludicrous.

As soon as we were done with that, we had to go to a different room for marriage certificates.

The marriage process was just as painless as the annulment. Alexis kept glancing at me, making sure I was okay with the whole thing. Every time she looked my way, I sport a wide smile, erasing any doubt she had. Alan, on the other hand, was thrilled the entire time. I can't imagine how he gets off from this twisted plan.

When both Alan and Alexis signed the last of the papers, they were officially married. There was now documented proof that my Alexis was married to my evil boss, Alan. This was going to haunt me for a long time. The icing on the cake was that I had to sign my signature on the marriage certificate as a witness. Now, anyone who sees the certificate will think I was a willing participant.

As soon as all the documents were finalized, Alan grabbed my- I mean his, wife, dipped her, and planted a long, passionate kiss. Some people nearby who saw them clapped and cheered.

"Congratulations," Alan said to Alexis, "you are now Alexis Mariana McCarthy. Has a nice ring to it, don't ya think?"

"I still can't believe we went through with this," Alexis said in disbelief. "I must be out of my mind to let you two talk me into this. But...I have to say, I'm glad we did this." Alexis was in Alan's arms as she spoke. I stood next to them not sure what to do. Or how to feel, even.

"I'm doing this for you, Alan. Now you'll know how what it's like to be married for a day. I hope it will be everything you expected."

"Oh, I know it will, Mrs. McCarthy," Alan confirmed. Alexis then turned her attention to me.

"And I'm doing this for you too, babe. This is so sweet and romantic of you to do."

Alexis stepped away from Alan to come towards me. She put her arms around my waist, and mines hers.

In the corner of my eye, I noticed I caught the attention of several people who were in the courthouse. They were all looking at us with grim faces.

"Thanks, babe, for doing this," Alexis said, breaking my thoughts. "I'm glad you talked me into doing this."

As I was ready to accept a kiss from her, a commotion occurred from behind us. One of the officers of the court stepped in between us, forcefully pushing me away from Alexis.

Another officer was about to push away Alexis when Alan stepped in to stop him.

"What's going on?" Alexis cried out. Several natives in the courthouse started arguing in their language as if they were angry about something me and Alexis had done.

One of the officers who spoke English approached us.

"You," the officer pointed at me, "are not allowed to touch her in that manner. She is not your wife. It is forbidden on this island to behave that way with another man's wife. You can go to prison," he explained.

"Are you serious? But she's...I mean..."

"Yes!" the officer interjected. "It is a serious offense. If you are caught with another man's wife in an inappropriate manner, you will go to prison. Do you understand?"

I was shocked. I didn't know this island took the sanctity of marriage so seriously like that. If only they knew what Alan had done to me. To Alexis. Then he would be the one being threatened with jail time. Not me. The whole thing was absurd.

"Sir," the officer turned his attention to Alan. "Would you like to press any charges against this man, for acting inappropriately with your wife?"

I almost lost it when I heard that. I felt so powerless and small. The law in this county was going to be on Alan's side from here on out.

"No, wait, you can't be serious!? He didn't-" Alexis was about to defend me until Alan interrupted.

"That won't be necessary, officer. We were unaware of that law and wouldn't have done so had we known. I promise you it won't happen again."

"See to it, it does not." The officer warned.

Alan thanked the officer and exchanged handshakes. The officer shot me a threatening look before walking away, calming down other people who witnessed me and Alexis embracing.

"Is that a real law?" Alexis asked Alan.

"I guess so. I've never been married before so I never knew that law existed. We're going to have to be careful from here on out. Alexis, Robert: I think it's best you interact as little as possible so that no one gets the wrong idea. The last thing I want is for either of you to end up in jail here."

Alexis shot me a sad look but nodded without saying a word. My heart had been broken already and now it's being grounded to dust. I wasn't allowed to be with Alexis in any physical way, as long as she was married to Alan. This was a whole new level of torment.

I think Alexis was feeling the same way. She just stood there with her arms crossed, looking sad. In the verge of tears even. I wanted to comfort her and was about to damn the law about being with another man's wife. But Alan beat me to it. Legally speaking, he was the only one who can touch her.

"Hey," Alan said, grabbing her by the waist, "it's going to be okay. You two will be together again, I promise. I can't thank you both enough for doing this. I'll make sure everything gets set right when we're done. Okay?"

Alexis smiled sheepishly. She let Alan put his arms around her, as he hugged her.

"I actually have the whole day planned out already. That is if you still want to go through with this. What do you say, Mrs. McCarthy? Ready to be my wife for a day?"

Alan raised her head up by the chin. There was a single tear coming down from her right eye but she still gave him a smile. Alan wiped the tear away, as she nodded.

"Do you still want to do this?" Alexis asked me.

Alan looked at me with satisfaction, already knowing what I was going to say.

"Of course. It's my idea after all, right?" I smiled my practiced fake smile.

Alexis smiled her genuine smile.

"So what now?" She asked both of us.

"Well, like I said, I have the whole day planned out. There's more to see and do on this island, believe it or not."

I'm not aware of his plan today but I did not want to know. In fact I really didn't want to go. I just wanted to be back at the room and just wait til the whole thing was done. But I had a strong feeling that was not part of Alan's plan.

"And I think it's only fair that Robert comes along with us. His presence is just as important. In fact, he mentioned he wouldn't mind documenting our time together."

Alexis looked worried. Alan had his arm around her shoulder but she had her arms crossed.

"I think I want Robert to come too if he wants, but I don't think it's a good idea if he takes pictures of us. I just don't want the wrong people to see it."

That made sense. If any of our family and friend's ever find out what happened here, everyone would go ballistic. Especially Alexis'. Coming from a close-knit family, they wouldn't understand and would probably blame me for it. I wanted to mention to Alan that it wasn't such a good idea but he reassured me and Alexis.

"Any videos or pictures from today will only be for me to see. I also can't afford anyone to see what we've done today. It would affect my business negatively and most likely ostracize myself from family, friends, and colleagues as well. Alexis, Robert, you have my word that I will not share whatever happened today with anyone else. I promise you." That was more directed towards Alexis. She gave him a relaxed smile and nodded in agreement.

"Excellent! Before we get started, there is something else I want to mention." Alan offered. "I feel that it would be disrespectful to Robert if you wear his wedding ring while

you're married to me. That ring is a symbol of your matrimony. Wouldn't you agree?"

Alexis looked at the wedding ring I gave her. It was my mother's. It's only one carat but its sympathetic value was worth even more. Alexis loved it when I put it on her the day I proposed.

"Oh, I guess...that makes sense," Alexis said sadly.

"Don't worry. I'm sure Robert won't mind holding onto it until this is over. Right?"

Alan was not making it any easier for me with every passing minute. I fear I'm nearing my breaking point. Seeing Alexis with my mother's wedding ring meant everything to me. Now she's being told to take it off? Then again, it's probably better that she does. I don't want her to wear it while she's legally married to Alan.

"Yes, absolutely. I'll keep it safe. I promise, Alexis."

Alexis examined her wedding ring, feeling reluctant to give it up. But I guess she reached the same conclusion as I did, and took off her wedding ring and handed it to me. I put it in my pocket for now, where I'll have it ready for Alexis to put it right back on.



"Thank you for that, Alexis. I guess since we are married, I must be honest with you about something. To both of you really."

Where's he going with this?

"While it is true I have never been married before, there was a special lady in my life for awhile. I was going to marry her one day until..."

Am I crazy or did he look like he was about to cry?

"...a terrible accident took her away from me."

"Oh my God, Alan, I'm so sorry!" Alexis rubbed his big shoulders as she consoled him.

"It's okay. It has been a long time now. My only regret was that I never asked her to marry me. I even had a ring which she never saw. I held onto to that ring after all this time. So I figured..."

Alan fished out a ring box which made Alexis gasped, covering her mouth.

I was at a loss for words myself. Besides the fact that Alan had a wedding ring at the ready, the ring itself looked really expensive. I mean there were three diamonds on top with the middle one being the biggest, and the band was covered with smaller diamonds.

"Alan...I can't..."

"Sure you can. I am going to ask this back from you, I'm afraid when this is all done," Alan joked.

"I know this seems like a lot to ask of you, but it would mean the world to me. I won't ask again. If you can't then that's more than fine, Alexis."

Alexis just stared at the fancy ring. She examined it some more, her eyes widening. She glanced at me to see my reaction and at Alan. With a sympathetic smile, she positioned her hand for Alan to put the ring on her.

Alexis examined it again wearing it. Her eyes widened even more. I hate to admit it, but it suited her. I could never afford a ring like that.

"It looks amazing on you. It means so much to me you're wearing it. Thank you, Alexis," Alan grabbed her hand with the ring on and kissed it. Alexis blushed.

"On that note, why don't we head back to the hotel and get this day started, shall we?"

When we arrived back at the hotel, Alexis and I were on our way back to our room when Robert stopped us.

"Alexis?"

"Yeah?" She responded.

"There's no need to go back to your room with Robert. Everything you need for today will be in my suite. I already have a spare room key for you." Alan fished it out of his dress pocket and held it for Alexis to grab.

"But my things are back-" Alexis began.

"Trust me, hon'," Alan interrupted, still holding the card key.

Alexis looked at me with a surprised look. I didn't know what to say. It was amazing and disturbing just how meticulous Alan is when it comes to planning.

Alexis took the card key from Alan.

"Okay, Alan. Whatever you say."

Alexis walked up to me with Alan's key card in hand.

"Are you sure you still want to go through with this?" She asked.

I couldn't help but look at Alan who just smiled his friendly smile, knowing all too well the meaning behind that smile.

"Yeah, babe. I do. This'll be great for all of us." I said, confidently.

Alexis hugged me. "You are the best man I know." After her hug, she instinctively leaned in to give me a kiss before she stopped herself. She looked over at Alan, who was scanning our surrounding making sure no one was looking at us. But Alexis didn't want to take any chances.

"I'll see you in a bit, yeah?"

I nodded.

"I'll meet you in the room, Alexis. I'm just going to talk with Robert for a bit." Alan informed her.

Alexis nodded and went on her way to Alan's suite. I wish I could follow her until we had to part ways at the elevator. What did Alan want now?

I felt a hard grasp on my shoulder from Alan.

"Alright, Robert. Time to go over the game plan with you, me, and my wife," he sneered.

*

Alan and Alexis spent the rest of the day like any newly-wedded couple on their honeymoon would do. Except Alan and Alexis weren't your typical married couple.

Since we haven't eaten yet, Alan took us to brunch at a restaurant we haven't been to yet. Apparently he knew the chef there personally, so we managed to eat at the chef's table. Under any other circumstances it would've been a real treat.

I was surprised that Alan let me eat with them. For the majority of the day, for that matter, he made sure I was there to witness their time together as much as possible. Making me watch was an important part of his plan for today.

It was very hard for me to watch them act like husband and wife. The whole thing was surreal. A nightmare, really.

Everywhere we went Alan did a lot of the talking. He would make sure to introduce Alexis as his wife. And, of course, people would refer to her as "Mrs. McCarthy".

I noticed it bothered her a little at first. But she relaxed more as the day went on and flushed every time Alan would show her off.

"...and this is my beautiful wife, Alexis..."

"Meet my better half, Alexis..."

"...and this here is the reason why I'm the luckiest man in the world..."

It made me relax a little bit too when Alexis was feeling more comfortable. At least she was enjoying herself.

I didn't care much about myself throughout the ordeal. I felt guilty for putting Alexis and me in this situation. In a sick way, I deserved this. I deserved Alan's treatment. No man would ever put their wife in this position. My only regret is having to put Alexis in the middle of all this.

It didn't take much to explain my presence. Saying I was their personal photographer seem to do the trick. Alan gave me a small Nikon camera to take pictures with. He was adamant that I take actual photos of them together. He even gave me plenty of memory cartridges so that I never stop taking pictures.

They did spend most of the day checking out more features the island had to offer. Including an underwater aquarium, and dinner at an outdoor restaurant that was located in the middle of the ocean water.

Alan mentioned he left clothes for her to wear for the day and different clothes for dinner. I guess it made Alan feel superior knowing Alexis was wearing clothes he bought for her, symbolizing how she belongs to him now. I did notice several men looking her way wherever she went. She drew that kind of attention wherever she went but there was a big difference now. When the men saw who she was with, they would quickly look the other way. One look at Alan and they knew not to try anything around him. Unlike me, I was not intimidating enough to stop even catcalls made to my wife. Those guys had very good reasons to be afraid of Alan.

And I can imagine the conflict she must be going through. Alan was by her side almost the entire day. When she was next to him, he would always touch some part of her body. He would place his hands on her shoulders, waist, thigh. It was as if he literally couldn't keep his hands off her.

As the day went on, Alexis increased her body contact with Alan. Especially holding hands.

I was going through my own conflict when I saw the two of them together like that. A pang of jealousy and hurt went through me, mixed with content. They did look like the perfect couple together.

I didn't make Alexis hold my hand when we were together. My palms would easily sweat in a short amount of time. She said she didn't mind but I was too embarrassed by it.

During dinner, Alexis confessed that she did not want me to be in the same room with them when they had sex. Only she couldn't finish that last part, but we knew what she meant.

It didn't bother me. Somewhat. The upside was that I didn't have to be there to watch her and Alan go at it again. The downside was that Alexis will be alone with him. Without me. I always thought she would look at me as her protector. But compared to Alan, I guess he could do a much better job than I can.

After dinner was over, we made our way to the elevators.

I never thought of looking at an elevator would give me such a relief. We approached the elevator, with me walking behind Alan and Alexis walking together, hand in hand. The view may have bothered me but I couldn't help but think in the back of my mind, how great they look together.

The perfect man with the perfect woman.

"Well, here we are," Alan said after reaching the elevator. "Hey, hon', why don't you go up ahead to the room first. I left a surprise on the bed for you."

Alexis looked curiously at Alan.

"What are you up to, mister?"

"You'll see," Alan replied.

She smiled her killer smile until she looked over at me. She replaced with uncertainty and embarrassment. I don't blame her. It's not every day you marry someone completely different on your honeymoon and about to consummate the marriage with your original husband present and aware.

Alexis looked back at me with an unsure look. I knew what she was thinking. But she returned her attention back to Alan.

"Aren't you coming with me?" She asked him.

"In a bit.Go ahead and relax. Take a bath to wash away today. Plus, I want to know what you think about my gift when you see it. In the meantime, I'm going to talk with Robert. To thank him profusely for what he is doing. Okay?"

Alexis smiled and nodded.

"Also, are you sure you don't want me to come back with Robert?" he added. "I have a feeling Robert might like to watch."

Alexis looked like she wasn't going to change her mind. In fact, when she looked at me, she gave me a look as if she wanted me to answer for the both of us.

"No, it's alright. I think I'm going to call it a night. I'm pretty tired as it is. It's been a long day. Besides, this is your day," I referred to the both of them, "and I wouldn't want to disrupt it."

I laughed a little inside after saying that last part. If me coming with them to watch them have sex was considered disruption, I wonder what Alan's actions here would be called. The irony was not lost on me.

Alexis looked relieved from my words.

"I feel like that's what I did with you two when you were married!" He laughed. "But that's very thoughtful of you, Robert, thank you," Alan said.

I noticed Alexis looking a little relief after that topic was settled.

"On that note, I'll let you two say your goodbyes before you head on up."

Alan took a few steps away from Alexis while I approached her.

Alexis and I just stood there facing each other, not really sure what to say next. What could any two people say who were supposed to be on their honeymoon, but instead are no longer married anymore?

"You really are an amazing person to do something like this, Robert," Alexis broke the silence. She even took my hands into hers. "I can't wait to marry you all over again and live out the rest of our lives together. I truly am a lucky woman to be with someone like you."

I couldn't help but start tearing up from her words. It was what she said and how guilty I feel for putting her in this position. I may not feel like I deserve her, but I do deserve what Alan is doing to me. I feel ashamed of the kind of person I am. It's something I can take solace in. That even though Alexis will never know what I did, I'm being punished for it.

"No, I'm the lucky one. I'm happy to share what makes me very happy with those who aren't as lucky. I love you, babe."

"I love you, too."

Instinctively, Alexis and I were leaning in to kiss until my eye caught a couple of security guards eying us suspiciously. I think they might've seen us walking in. Which means they probably thought Alan and Alexis were the married couple. Which they were.

Alexis noticed the guards too and retreated back, stopping our embrace.

"I'll call you if I need anything," she said.

"Thank you. Have a safe night," was all I could say.

Alexis slowly turned around and walked briskly towards Alan, who was holding the elevator doors open for her. With her inside, Alan let go of the doors and said a quick goodbye before the doors shut.

Alan walked briskly towards me before slapping my chest, hard, walking past me.

"C'mon, Robbie, drinks are on me," he said.

Soothing the burn I felt from my chest, I reluctantly followed him.

We sat down at the same booth in the bar the day he gave me those special pills. Once again, there was no one nearby as we had another private conversation.

"I just wanted to take this time to talk with my favorite cuck. Or should I say former cuck?" Alan chuckled, taking a sip of his brandy. "So, how does it feel to not only lose your wife, but marrying someone else and about to have her first night of sex with her new, and better, husband, on YOUR honeymoon?"

I didn't know how to answer that. I'm pretty sure Alan wanted me to tell him the truth. I just didn't want to say it out loud. But he was content on humiliating me as much as he can.

"Okay...I guess," I said, taking a sip of my own drink.

"No, no, no, c'mon now. The truth. I'd like to hear what you have to say. It'll make my night better."

I struggled whether or not to tell him the truth. Even with permission, I was afraid to be honest. But he wanted to hear something.

"I guess...it doesn't feel good," I said meekly.

"Why not? Aren't you glad Alexis is going to be fucked by a better man than you? And I don't mean physically speaking. I mean everything. What kind of man lets his wife sleep with another man when he doesn't her want to?"

I looked down in shame. He has a point. He already knew the answer. He just likes to see me squirm.

"I...don't..." was all I said before Alan interrupted.

"You don't want her to? How selfish can you be? No wonder it wasn't that hard for Alexis to be with me."

Yeah, right! It was those damn pills! She would never do something like this! This is all your doing, I thought. No way was I going to say that out loud.

"I gotta tell you. If Alexis was really with me, I wouldn't let any man touch her in any way. I wouldn't even let them look at her funny. But you, you offered her to me on a silver platter."

Because you're fucking blackmailing me!

"Is that anger I see? It is, isn't it? I can see it in your eyes," Alan said.

Oh, shit.

"Are you finally going to be a man, and win back your wife. Cuz if you are, I won't make it easy for you. So, c'mon, Robbie. Make your next move."

Alan's look was dead serious. He was ready for me to actually make a move. I couldn't even bring myself to look him in the eyes. I took quick glances to see he was staring at me like he's ready to wipe me out of existence.

"No, no, A-, I mean, sir. I'm just worried about Alexis. I just want her to be safe. That's all."

"So that's a 'no,' then?"

"No. I mean, yes, I mean, no I'm not going to stop you from being with Alexis," I stammered.

"Well, that was anti-climatic," Alan scoffed, taking another sip. "I was hoping you'd surprised me. For a moment there, I thought you were going to do something. You had this look. I'm not sure but I thought it was a look of defiance. Oh, well," he sighed.

Would I have done something if Alan went too far? Am I capable of retaliating? It scares me to know just how much Alan would have to do for me to snap. I hope that day never comes.

"It's just as well. Even if you wanted to do something, the law is on my side. I'm legally married to Alexis now. If you interfere in any way, I can have you arrested. How would Alexis feel about that? You wouldn't want that, right?"

I shook my head.

"Exactly. Now, since you're still a pussy and will wait for me to return Alexis instead of taking her back, tonight will go as planned."

I said nothing. Just listened.

"It's not my intention to disobey my recent wife's requests, but I would very much like for you to be there to witness how a man is supposed to please his wife on their wedding night."

Oh, no. He still wants me to watch? But how can I? Alexis was against it.

"With that being said, I also left a surprise in your room."

Alan motioned the waitress for another drink. What did he leave in my room? When did he have time to leave something in my room? I was with pretty much with them the whole day.

"I think I'll have one more drink before I go see my bride. You should probably head back to your room and get ready. It's almost time," Alan said smugly.

I wanted to ask what he meant but I was too scared to hear the answer. The waitress was dropping off another drink for Alan as I stood up to leave. I left without saying a word. Alan didn't seem to mind. He just smiled as I departed.

I had a strong feeling whatever surprise he left for me in my room, it was not good. It made me walk a little faster to the get to my room.

I practically sprinted down the hallway towards my room as soon as the elevator doors opened. I was so anxious I had a hard time putting the key card in the slot. I had an image of Alexis tied up and being tortured in the most gruesome way.

After cursing out loud, I finally managed to get the door opened. I ran inside, hopping from room to room, looking for anyone or anything.

There was nothing.

Everything looked the same just the way I had left it. This made me look under the couch, bed, chairs, behind tables, dressers, etc.

There was nothing to be found. My heart was still beating fast when I stopped searching my room.

Was Alan messing with me? But why? Why would he lie about something like that? Just so I can feel anxious and hopeless. I thought Alexis was in trouble or something.

I took a few deep breaths as I made my way to the bathroom. I splashed cold water on my face to calm down.

I looked in the mirror to examine the guy who was looking back at me.

Who are you?

How did you let this happened?

How are you going to fix it?

I dropped my head down in defeat, wallowing in my misery.

Spending the whole day with Alan and Alexis left me fatigue. I stripped off my clothes to put on something more comfortable for bed.

I decided to drink some of the shooters from the mini bar as a nightcap.

The liquor felt much needed as the burning sensation coursed its way through my system.

I laid down on my bed, taking a minute to relax and ease my tension. I tried to empty my mind, taking deep breaths to take the edge off.

I then opened my eyes to look up at the ceiling. I replayed the events that led to my current position. Could it all have been avoided? Could I have done something differently? How can I rescue Alexis from Alan?

I couldn't answer any of them. All these thoughts going through my head made it impossible for me to relax. With a heavy sigh I sat up and placed my laptop from the side table to my lap. I figure I could get some work done if I'm not getting any sleep.

When I opened my laptop, there was a piece of paper taped to my screen.

I carefully took it off my screen and read what was on it.

It wasn't a message. It looked like a web address. But the name had a mixture of numbers, letters, and symbols followed by, ".com".

It looked unfamiliar but I had a sinking feeling Alan was behind this.

I opened my browser and typed in the website address.

I expected to land on a website but instead it looked more like CCTV footage.

It was a little dim but I immediately recognized where the footage was taking place.

It was Alan's bedroom from his suite.

It was made more evident when I saw Alan sitting at the front of his bed with his shirt completely unbuttoned but still wearing his pants.

He looked relaxed just sitting there. I saw his lips were moving but I couldn't hear any sound coming out. I assumed the video feed didn't have audio until I remembered I had it on mute.

After I unmuted it, I still had a hard time hearing what he was saying. I quickly hopped off the bed to fetch my headphones.

Using the headphones made it better to hear him.

"...looks good on you. I saw it at one of the shops and imagined what you looked like in it. It's even better than I imagined," Alan said.

Out of the view of the camera, I could hear Alexis' voice.

"This must have been expensive. There's no way I'm keeping this. I'd feel too bad."



"Well, that's too bad. Because I'm not taking it back. I guess you'll have to throw it away or give it away," Alan responded.

"Oh my God, you are crazy," Alexis laughed.

"Maybe just a little," Alan said. "Why don't you come a little closer?"

Alexis let out a nervous laugh.

"God, what am I doing?"

"Are you okay?"

"I am. I just...gah

I let out a deep exhale. It didn't do anything to slow my heartbeat. Not knowing what they were up to already had me worried. I mean, I knew what they were going to do but I somehow felt more relax knowing Alexis was fine.

Are you sure it's fear you're feeling? And not jealousy?

Why would I be jealous?

Because you're not there to see your wife in action again with Alan?

No, not at all. I just want to make sure she's safe. That's it.

Yeah, right. Admit it. You want to see her get fucked again. By him. The thought of it is driving you crazy.

Absolutely not. Why would I want to see them go at it again?

Then I guess that must be a banana in your pocket then, huh? Oh, I mean plantain.

I looked down to see I had an erection. I ignored it as best as I could.

"Come here," Alan demanded.

Alexis walked into view with her back towards the camera. She was wearing a very sexy red chemise that went down to her mid-thighs. Maybe made out of polyester or satin. She looked breath-taking wearing it. She even let her hair down, looking like she was ready for bed. But not to sleep.

She walked right up to where he was sitting.

"Do a little spin for me." Alexis giggled before she complied.

When she turned around I could see how happy and relaxed she was. If she was nervous, she wasn't showing it. Alan wanted me to see how beautiful Alexis was. Just for him.

When she did a complete 360, Alan told her to turn around facing the other way. When she did, he finally stood up.

He was still fully clothed too. He was right behind her when he stood, putting his arms around her waists and giving her small pecks on the neck and face. He eyes closed, taking in the pleasure from his touch. She held onto the back of his head as he applied more gentle kisses.

Satisfied, Alan then flipped her around so that they were facing each other. He kissed her passionately on the lips with his hands still on her waist. Alexis returned his kiss, wrapping her arms around his neck.

I could hear their lips smacking each other. Moans exchanging, with heavy breathing between kisses. This looked like how a newly wedded couple should begin their consummation as husband and wife.

It made my first time having sex, ever, with Alexis as her husband a sad joke. It pained me to think that everything I envisioned my first time with the woman I love was being shown right in front of me. With my wife, er, I mean Alexis being the woman.

Alan stopped their make-out session. I could see Alexis' confused expression. Maybe she didn't want it to end so soon.

"Take off your dress," Alan said. No, commanded. His tone was so authoritative it intimidated me. And I wasn't even in the same room with them!

I think Alexis felt the same way. With her back turned to me, I couldn't tell.

Yet, with ease, she reached for the straps on each shoulder and sling them off her shoulders. After that, the chemise fell to the floor, around her feet. She was left completely naked, again, in front of Alan.

"Don't move," Alan commanded.

He then walked around her slowly. He examined her body carefully. It did look scary to watch him do that. The way he looked at her resembled a predator sizing up his prey before attacking.

"You have an incredible body, Alexis. The kind of body to worship," Alan said, still circling her.

"Thank you, Alan," Alexis responded breathlessly.

"There isn't going to be a single part of your body that won't be touched by me. After tonight, I'll make sure to leave my mark on you. Something to remember me by when you go back to Robert."

Alexis didn't say anything. She just stood there and listened.

When Alan was behind her, he leaned in next to her ear and whispered, "and you're gonna know mine too."

Man, the audio of this recording device is impeccable!

"Turn around," he said next.

Alexis turned around slowly to face him. I could see she finally looked a little nervous. But watching her stand there naked in front of another man made her look incredibly sexy. I started to feel a slight discomfort from the bulge trying to escape in my pants.

I'd be lying if I said it didn't bother me whenever a guy checked her out or hit on her. I'm not the confrontational type, so I prayed I would never have to stand up for Alexis or me.

Unfortunately, there had been times where I had to do just that. Every situation ended the same way: Alexis stepping up to defend me after my pathetic attempt to man up didn't give the guy the message. Alexis was never bothered of my lack of confidence.

She said it made her glad I wasn't like the other guys she's been with before. Apparently, almost every guy felt that she was the type of girl who brought out all their ego and "macho bullshit," she says.

I definitely wasn't that type. I respected her and cared about her thoughts, interests, etc. It's what I promised her when I proposed to her. I still plan on keeping that promise. Even if we're not married at the moment.

I felt conflicted watching the two of them through my laptop screen. It seemed intrusive, even after Alan allowed me to watch.

"Take off my clothes," he instructed next.

Without hesitation, Alexis took off his shirt first.

In the past, I'd imagine Alexis being with guys who looked like Alan. I mean, I've seen plenty of girls like Alexis who would be with guys like Alan. Tall and muscular. I used to hate guys like him who always get the girl. I wondered if I could have that effect on girls if I took the time and day to get ripped. I think if guys take the time and effort to exercise constantly and eat better, then maybe they do deserve to be with attractive women. Too bad I don't have the discipline to follow through.

After taking off his shirt, Alan sat back down on the bed so that Alexis could take off his pants. Alexis had to rest her knees on the floor to do so.

Sitting down with no shirt on, Alan's six-pack was more profound. I can only dream of having those kind of abs.

After unbuckling his belt and taking his pants off completely, she took his socks off with ease. Alexis was making her way towards his black briefs until Alan stopped her.

"Not yet. I want to enjoy your body first. Get on the bed. Lie on your stomach."

Alan watched as Alexis stood up and got on the bed. She obediently hopped on his massive bed once again. Their marital bed.

I keep forgetting they're legally married. I guess technically I'm not considered a cuck anymore. Yet, the humiliation was still there, if not more.

Just yesterday I was the one married to Alexis. My last name was hers. Now, here she was. Divorced her husband of not even a week during their honeymoon, only to marry a complete stranger, celebrating their own honeymoon. This whole situation has to be unprecedented.

Alexis laid comfortably on Alan's bed on her stomach. She stretched out her arms wide and kept her legs straight. Her head was facing away from the camera, so I couldn't see her facial expressions.

With her in position, Alan crawled onto the bed. He moved over her body, with each knee next to her hips. He leaned forward to rest his hands on each side of her head.

With his massive body hovering her, it reminded me of a predator claiming its prey. After briefly examining her backside, Alan leaned in to whisper something in her ear.

I missed the first few words he said until I increased the volume on my laptop.

"...to do the same to me. Okay?" Alan asked.

It was faint, but I think Alexis said, "okay."

Alan then started kissing her firm back beginning at the top. As he continued his kisses, Alexis remained still. He made a trail of kisses all over her back before covering her arms.

Alan moved to her ass, giving it softer kisses. I could hear Alexis make small moans and slight gasps as he kissed her. But what made her gasp out loud was when Alan grabbed both of her cheeks, slightly spread them, and gave a kiss!

What must she be thinking? Or feeling?!

I did see her head twitch in response to his touch. No doubt she was surprised herself what Alan did.

That moment passed by quickly as Alan resumed his kisses on her legs.

It was an erotic sight, I have to admit. I would never have thought of something like that. Everything I know about sex I learned from porn. I've never seen anything like this in porn. Then again, most porn I watch is just animalistic or primal. Like what I saw last night.

But tonight is different. It's different because it's a man making love to his wife.

The thought of that did hurt me, yet it also excited me as well. I can't explain it but watching Alan making love to Alexis was a rush!

I reason that legally he is allowed to sleep with Alexis since they are married. I couldn't stop this even if I wanted to.

I didn't have to watch them either but I just couldn't resist.

Besides, Alexis deserved this. Our first time having sex was such a letdown. I couldn't perform like a newly wedded husband should have for his beautiful bride. Now Alan can do what I failed to do with Alexis. Maybe he can show me some pointers after he's done with her.

After Alan finished kissing both her feet, he flipped her body over. Alexis yipped when he did that. He did it so fast it startled her. She laughed a little from the shock, to which Alan laughed as well.

Alan then started kissing her feet again but this time working his way up on the front side of her body. I really want to try this type of foreplay in the future.

As he made his way up to her first leg I thought he was going to plant a kiss on her pussy. I think Alexis thought so too. Her breathing quickened. Her chest going up and down from the anticipation. But Alan stopped when he reached her hip and moved down to give the same treatment to her other leg.

Alexis noticeably calmed down.

I thought for sure he was going to kiss her pussy as he made his way up again. Instead, he hovered over it. He was so close he could probably smell her. And he did. Thanks to the excellent audio, I could hear him inhale.

Afterwards, he gave a gentle blow on it, which was enough to excite Alexis. She gasped and groaned from the hot air she felt from Alan.

Then, Alan leaned down to resume his kisses but on her smooth stomach.

Alan knew how to play Alexis' body like an instrument. I'm not surprised. A guy like him has been with lots of women and has learned a thing or two about the female body. In that field, I didn't stand a chance against him.

He gave her front side more kisses, making sure not miss a spot. Just like he did with her pussy, Alan didn't touch her nipples. He just kissed around them, giving big kisses for her impressive chest. He only blew on her nipples, which I could tell from my view were erect.

After spending some time on her chest, he moved on up to her face. When he reached her neck, he kissed it all over. Alexis turned her head over to one side so that Alan could have better access to her neck. She was facing towards the camera which meant I could see her face and expressions.

After covering her neck with enough kisses, he turned her face so that she could face him. Alexis opened her eyes to stare at him and made a move to kiss him. He stopped her by gently placing his hand on her lips.

"Wait," he said.

Alexis looked confused for a second before Alan made his way back to down to her pussy. Without any more kisses.

When he maneuvered himself down so that his head was right in front of her most intimate area, he wasted no time going down on her.

Alexis let out a guttural groan, as soon as Alan's mouth made contact with her pussy. She arched her back as, I assume, waves of pleasure coursed through her body.

She gripped the bedsheets tightly with both hands, still moaning from the treatment she was getting from Alan's mouth.

I didn't have a clear view of Alan going to town on her down there. All I could see was the back of his head between Alexis' spread legs, moving slightly. But I had no problem imagining what he was doing.

He had both hands wrapped around each leg from underneath, to keep her still as he ate her out.

At least I know what it was like to go down on her. I'll never forget the first time I did that for her. It was incredible. I'm not sure it's the same for other women, but Alexis tasted amazing.

The first few times she had to teach me how to do it right. She would give me pointers and direct me on how to use my tongue and lips. When I was able to suck and lick her just the way she liked it, Alexis always enjoyed it.

I could get at least five orgasms out of her whenever I go down on her. And every session would last over 10 minutes. Alexis was always concerned if my mouth was too tired after eating her for so long, but it never bothered me. Heck, I could go down on her for hours if she'd let me.

I feel obligated to make her feel extra good whenever I do go down on her though. Besides the fact that we didn't have sex before we were married, every time she would give me a blowjob, I would barely last two minutes.

Again, Alexis said she didn't mind.

Alan going down on her for the first time was very different from my first time with her. She wasn't giving him any pointers on how she likes it. It seemed Alan knew just how to use his tongue to make Alexis feet good. If I didn't know any better, I'd say he was doing it better than me.

In my defense, Alan was the type to be with plenty of attractive women and know exactly how to pleasure the female anatomy. Whereas I have only been with Alexis and just recently had sex with her once. This was Alan's third time with my...I mean Alexis. His wife. Legally.

The thought should've bothered me, but I was too busy concentrating on what was being played in front of me.

Alexis kept squirming as Alan continued his oral assault on her. I couldn't take it anymore. I quickly unzipped my pants, whipped out my already-erect cock, and began to stroke it.

I made sure to go slow so I didn't cum to fast. I wanted to last as long as they did.

I lost track how long Alan ate her pussy. It felt like a long time had passed before he finally stopped.

Alan raised his head up and crawled back up to be face to face with Alexis. Alexis snapped out of her sexually fogged state of mine and looked back at him.

"Kiss me, now," Alan commanded.

Again, without hesitation, Alexis leaned in and passionately kissed Alan on the lips. The very same lips that were on her other lips. That made me stroke faster.

I know how wet Alexis can get, so I can imagine how much of her juices she is tasting from Alan's mouth. She has never done that for me. I assumed she thought that would be gross. I thought it would be erotic but I thought about her and how she would feel about it. I guess I should've asked. Now I know.

After a considerable amount of kissing, Alan broke from her kiss and whispered something to her. I couldn't hear what he said this time but I didn't have to wait long to find out what it was.

Alexis crawled out of the way for Alan to take her spot. He laid down comfortably with Alexis at his legs. I could the big tent he was sporting through his briefs. He had her take off the last article of clothing. Alexis had trouble at first because his hard-on was making it difficult for her to slide the briefs off. She laughed some more as she had no choice but to grab a hold of his cock in order to pull the briefs over it. Alan smiled at her clumsiness. He lifted his ass then legs up for her as she finally took off his underwear, tossing them on the bedroom floor.

I hated myself for secretly thinking he did have a perfect body. But you can't blame a guy for eating healthy and exercising regularly. I only have myself to blame for being out of shape.

It's crazy what kind of muscles are shown from a masculine body. Even when lying down, he looked like he was flexing.

Alan flipped over on his stomach, presenting his back to her.

And Alan definitely didn't skip leg day. His butt was evident that he has performed endless squats to pretty much give it the perfect ass for a man, according to most women. I always thought men with round butts just looked plain weird. But I'm sure guys like Alan do not give a damn what guys like me think.

Alan rested his hands under his face comfortably, as he waited for Alexis to start. Just like Alan when he was on top of her, I couldn't see her face. Judging by her delay in response, she probably hesitated. Thinking about doing to him what he did to her, might be freaking her out.

But then she made a move towards his upper back and proceeded to do the same thing he did to her.

Alexis started off slow, giving small kisses. It was one thing to see a man like Alan performing foreplay on a woman like Alexis. I always thought man should worship a woman like a prized possession.

But to see Alexis kissing his whole body like she was worshipping him was different. I wonder if she even wanted to that or if she felt obligated to since he did it for her.

It took her longer to cover his whole back with kisses since he had a much bigger upper body. When she reached the end of his lower back, she stopped momentarily.

The next part of his body was his ass. I held my breath wondering if she was going to do the same thing Alan did to her on that area.

She lowered her head and resumed her kisses, making sure not to miss a spot. I finally exhaled when I saw she moved on to kiss the back of his legs.

I'm not sure if I was relieved or disappointed. I thought Alan was going to protest but he never did. My guess is he didn't want to pressure her into doing anything she didn't want to do.

After finishing kissing the soles of his feet, Alan returned to laying on his back. Besides his equally, if not more, impressive frontside, I mistimed his semi-erect penis.

It occurred to me that if she was going to do the same thing that Alan did for her, she was going to give him a blowjob! My heart quickened at the thought.

I didn't want her to do that for him. Call me weird but I think giving head is way more intimate and personal than having sex. I was relieved that she hasn't done it for him so far. That was probably naive on my part.

She kissed his feet again, working her way up on his body. Alan had his hands crossed underneath his head in comfort. He smiled in satisfaction as he watched Alexis kiss his entire body. I notice him looking at the camera, no doubt knowing I was watching. I hated how he knows me so well.

When she reached his groin area, she too gave it a soft blow before moving on to kiss the rest of his body.

Her kisses covered his six-pack, his chest, including his nipples. Alexis only gave a few kisses on his neck before Alan stopped her, grabbing a hold of her head with both hands. She gasped in surprise.

Alan said, " Show me how much you love your husband," followed by a quick kiss.

I'm not sure if he meant me or him. Either way, it was not a good feeling. Without further instruction, Alexis crawled back down to his groin area, grabbing a hold of his full hard-on.

"Wait," he stopped her again.

"Kiss it first," he ordered.

Another few seconds went by before Alexis leaned in closer to his manhood and started giving it kisses. She started off on the side of his shaft. Her kisses were soft and quick, making sure to cover his head. It was a little difficult to see from the camera's angle but my imagination painted me a perfect vision.

"Don't forget my balls," Alan reminded her. Alexis laughed a little before making her way down lower. She pulled his tool back for better access to his sack.



Amazing!

Alexis had to teach me how to pleasure down there with my mouth, now Alan is giving her a few pointers how to go down on him. I couldn't help but rub and massage my own balls as she kissed his.

Alexis went on to give more kisses to his cock and balls until Alan gave her another command.

"Now lick it."

Alexis transitioned from kisses to licks smoothly. She licked his whole shaft like it was a popsicle. They were long and slow licks, making sure all her saliva covered him. When it came to his balls, she flicked it rapidly, making them bounce.

"Mmm, that feels good babe. Now take me in your mouth."

The moment I feared most was about to happen. Yet, I was also still excited. Having a woman put a penis in your mouth is a sign of trust. If she wanted to, she could bite it off or at the very least do some very serious damage. I've heard women don't particularly enjoy the act itself, but more from the power they have over the man.

I knew Alexis was going to make him feel real good with her blowjob. She trusts him. She thinks this is just an "innocent" favor for a man who has never married and wishes to know what it felt like to be with a woman who he can call his wife.

The idea would've outraged any sound-minded person. Alexis certainly would've thought it to be absurd and ridiculous. But thanks to that damn drug Alan and I have been giving her, she doesn't realize the severity of the situation.

Alexis held his cock steady at the base and lowered her lips around it. She started sucking on the head first. After sucking on the head, take more of his length into her mouth. His girth was big, filling up her mouth.

I was surprised how much of him he could fit in her mouth. It was at the halfway mark before she gagged a little.

After that, she was giving him the most passionate blowjob I've ever seen. It seems like she wasn't driven by lust but, actual love. It's crazy, I know, but something about how she blew him made it seem like she really cared about him.

I can't believe she has her lips around another man's cock! I wish I could say it angered me. That it was enough for me to stop watching, head over there and put a stop to it.

But I couldn't.

I felt the exact opposite.

It was fascinating to watch. The whole thing was fascinating. I think the idea of it is unheard of. I never thought something so taboo would actually interest me. I was starting to realize, there's a side of me I don't know about.

Alan looked like he was having the time of his life. He just kept watching her suck on his member, savoring in the feeling from her mouth. He would close his eyes and leaned his head back as pleasure coursed through his penis.

When Alexis was busy sucking on him, Alan looked at the camera giving me an evil smile. He knew I was watching. I know he wanted me to know it was another task he had achieved thanks to me. Even if he had nothing against me, there was no way I could ever tell this to anyone. What worse is that Alexis will probably bring this memory back up in the future and say how fun this whole experience was.

As disturbing as that thought was, it did not deter my own stroking. I haven't felt this excited in a long time. I knew that when I come I was going to cum a lot. That only happens when I'm super horny. I already had to stop a few times from cumming too early. I could feel it coming from my balls only to go back down when I stopped my movements.

I would have to lay perfectly still when I edged. I wanted to cum so badly but I was determined to cum the same time Alan came. I had to prove that I could last just as long as he can.

Finally, Alan sat up straight and grabbed Alexis by the shoulders. He quickly, yet carefully, twirled her whole body so that she returned to laying on the bed on her back.

This time she gave a loud but quick yelp from the sudden movement. It wasn't until Alan was on top of her again did she laugh. Alan laughed with her for a bit before closing in to kiss her once again.

Alexis wrapped her arms around his back as she embraced him. From my view, it looked as if he had his whole weight on her. His body almost covered hers, that I could barely see her arms and legs.

They rolled around on the king-size bed, where Alan would have Alexis on top of him, never stopping their make-out session.

To me, this definitely looked like how a newly wedded couple should consummate their marriage. I definitely saw the romance between the two.

This was nothing like the last two nights where the sex stemmed from lust. The passion between the two of them was obvious. I mean, I understand this is their first night as husband and wife, but they were acting like they were in love.

Oh God. Could it be? Could Alexis be in love with Alan? I know Alan wasn't the loving type, but what about my Alexis? I felt horrible that I knew Alan better than Alexis. More proof that I am a despicable husband. Sorry. Was a horrible husband.

Alan stopped their makeout session to pull down the bedsheets. Alexis had to prop her body up so that the sheets can pass underneath her. Alan pulled it far enough to get in the sheets. He covered the lower halves of their bodies with the blanket.

Why did he do that? Did he finally get shy and wanted to cover up as much as possible? It didn't seem like Alan to turn conservative all of a sudden.

I could still see the outline of his ass and legs, as well as Alexis' legs which were spread wide for him.

It seemed like something from a romantic movie. Where a couple has sex on a bed with the bed sheets covering their lower halves.

That's it! Alan covering half their of their bodies was supposed to look more like an intimate moment.

It made sense followed by all the acts they've done in his bed so far. He wanted to make this a special moment. But for who? For me? For her? Probably both.

I had to admit, everything that I've seen thus far, looked like two lovers making love. This wasn't the passionate sex they've had the previous nights.

Mixed emotions were going through me. I wanted to hate Alan for everything he has done to me and Alexis. It was cruel and unusual. All because he thought me being with a girl like Alexis was atrocious.

Yet, on the other hand, I felt excited for what I was witnessing. I felt like a voyeur who was watching something he wasn't supposed to be watching. It felt wrong to watch them. It was thrilling. What a rush!

For a moment, it didn't matter Alan made me annul my marriage with Alexis before legally marrying her. It didn't matter he has had more sex with her than me in my honeymoon.

God, what's wrong with me? Why am I getting off from this?

My thoughts were interrupted when I heard Alan talk.

"Put me inside you. Make our marriage official."

Alexis looked like she was in a trance, staring straight into Alan's eyes.

I did see her right arm go inside the covers towards the area of their crotches.

It wasn't difficult to tell the moment when Alan had penetrated her. Her eyes widened followed by a soft gasp, still keeping her eyes on his.

This may have been the third time Alan has had sex with Alexis, but I still wasn't used to it. Don't get me wrong. I may not be able to help myself as I jerk off watching Alexis and Alan having sex again, I did feel the shame that came with it.

I knew that I loosely fit the definition of a man. The only thing that barely categorizes me as a man is my gender.

I took comfort in the fact that, as long as I play by Alan's rules, no one will ever know what happened here. What will also help me get through this, that's if Alexis was being honest with me, is Alexis will still be by my side when this is all over.

If I had to be grateful for anything, is that Alan doesn't actually plan on making Alexis leave me. If he is being honest too, then all he has planned for me is punishment and humiliation. That, I can live with.

Alan wasn't pounding her like he did the last two times. His rhythm was slow and long. There was no doubt in my mind, he wanted to make love to her.

Alexis moaned, holding onto his strong back to hold onto as Alan continued to penetrate her.

I had to stop stroking my penis. I think I've edged so much that breathing on it will cause me to cum!

I laid still watching a real man make love to his beautiful wife. If Alan wasn't such a prick, they would've been the perfect couple. Maybe that's why a small part of me sees nothing wrong with this. It looked natural. But Alan and I knew better.

Alexis moved her hands to his broad shoulders. She gave him a quick rub before moving her hands underneath the sheets. I could see the outline of her hands through the sheets as they made their way to his ass.

She grabbed onto him there as he never once stopped his strokes. Alexis widened her legs a little for Alan so he had better access.

Her moans were slowly getting louder.

Alan lowered his body to hers so he could kiss her neck. I had a better view of her face as she rested her chin on his shoulder. As he kissed her neck, Alexis brought her left hand back up to hold onto the back of his head, making sure he didn't stop kissing her sweet spot anytime soon. She kept her right hand still on his ass.

Alexis closed her eyes, as the pleasure Alan was giving her, rose.

I didn't want to but I touched myself again. I desperately wanted to feel the pleasure she was feeling. It's one thing to give yourself your own pleasure, but it was incredible to see someone expertly give it to another.

Then I saw him slightly raise his head higher so that his mouth was next to her ear. He nibbled on it for a bit which Alexis clearly got a kick out of.

I still couldn't believe Alan was still pumping into her. I don't think he even slowed down! Here I am ready to burst like a dam!

Without breaking his stride, he whispered something to her. Because of Alexis' moans, I didn't quite hear what he said.

Whatever it was, it made her eyes shot open. She looked like she was surprised by whatever he had just whispered to her.

He raised his head higher so he could see her expression. She still had that surprised look on her face mixed feelings of pleasure Alan was still giving her.

"...for me...," was all I could hear Alan say.

A few seconds had passed before Alexis gave into the ecstasy she couldn't ignore. Her expression went back to lust right after she nodded.

Alan increased his rhythm a little, which made Alexis moan louder.

"...I...love you..."

What? What did she say?

"I love you," Alexis said breathlessly.

Am I hearing right? Did she just say-

"...Alan...," she said breathlessly again.

I thought I heard Alan say something. If he did I couldn't tell what he said since his face was buried in her neck.

"I love you, Alan!" Alexis said loudly this time.

This made Alan stop his movement altogether and prop his body up by the elbows to look at her.

"What did you say?" Alan asked.

"I...love you, Alan," Alexis said clearly.

Alan didn't say anything else. He just leaned in to kiss her again. He kissed her for a bit before going back to his love-making.

"Keep saying it," Alan ordered.

"I love you, Alan," Alexis said. "I love you so god damn much." She said, crying from the pleasure.

That was it. The straw that broke the camel's back.

I have never cummed so hard until that very moment in my entire life.
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I came three more times that night. It was the longest I've ever gone. It troubled me seeing as how I couldn't perform this way with Alexis. Alan sure didn't share my problem.

They went at it a few more rounds throughout the night. Probably more at times when I was asleep. But with my headphones still on, I would awake to moans and grunts. I would fight to stay awake just so I could see them go at it again.

Alan left the live feed on the whole night. Not sure if that was his plan, but I think he knew I wouldn't be able to help but watch. He was right.

Even when they just slept, I found the scene highly erotic.

They would fall asleep comfortably, embracing each other under the blanket. The first time they slept, Alan was on his back while Alexis rested her head on his chest and her right arm on his stomach. It may have been a simple image but it got me hard again fast. To see them act like a married couple, even when they're sleeping, sent me over the edge.

Why did I find this hot? Why was I so turned on by this? Do I actually enjoy watching Alexis be with a man like Alan? Do I secretly enjoy being humiliated by a better man?

I couldn't answer those questions at the time because I was too exhausted. Yet I fought to stay awake so I can see them again in action.

The second time they had sex that night, they were both lying on their right side with Alan taking her from the behind. Their blanket was still covering half their bodies, but I could see the outline of Alan's body from underneath thrusting his hips into hers. He wrapped his massive arm around her, holding onto her left shoulder as he pounded her. Alexis' eyes were close as she moaned louder. She clutched his arm with her left while gripping the bed with the other, enduring the sensation Alan was giving her.

I imagined they were both in that position when they were sleeping when Alan woke up and surprised her with another round of sex in the middle of the night. They must've gone at it for awhile when I started watching, because in 2 minutes Alan came again, pumping out his cum with the last few final, powerful, thrusts.

I'm not sure if Alexis came or not but she looked satisfied. She must've been half asleep too because she never did open her eyes. Alan maneuvered her face to his to give her another passionate kiss. They didn't say a word throughout the entire time. With that, both slept again without changing position. For all I know, his dick could still be in her, softening!

It took me another minute to cum again as I watched them sleep.

I don't remember sleeping again but I woke up to more moans. Geez, they're at it again?

I woke up groggily as I tried to find the source of the sound. I was on my side and my laptop somehow fell behind me. Luckily, my headphones were long enough that they never came off my ears. As I readjusted myself on my back, pulling the laptop onto my stomach, I noticed I must've been drooling. I could feel saliva trickling down my cheek and chin. I used my hand and the t-shirt I was wearing to dry it off.

Alexis was now riding him cowgirl style. She would periodically go from moving up and down on him to grinding her hips on him. I could only see the back of her head as she worked him over. The blanket was off this time so I was able to see her naked backside as she rode him. The angle of the camera didn't capture all off the penetration but I could tell she was taking all of him in her.

It's crazy how she is able to take such a massive object like Alan's dick inside her. I thought it would cause her a lot of pain! How could I possibly give her any pleasure when I'm barely half his size?

Alan focused on her with a concentrated look as he held onto her hips. I can't believe they were having sex again. I don't know if Alan was taking anything to last this long, but this is my first time realizing Alexis has a hell of a sex drive. It made me feel worse the first time we had sex. An embarrassing moment I'm still trying to forget.

"That's it, baby," Alan said, "cum again on my cock."

Alexis' cries got louder as she sped up. With one final raucous cry, Alexis tilted her head back as she received another orgasm from Alan.

"Por Dios!" she yelled.

With her head tilted back I could see the expression of ecstasy she had on. The veins and muscles on her neck were more prominent. Her hair was completely disheveled. God, she looked incredibly sexy.

Alexis slowly brought her head back down towards Alan's. Her long, messy raven hair fell to each side of her face, covering Alan's face too as they kissed. I could hear her giggling. From what, I'm not sure. I didn't notice I was stroking my cock again.

They stayed like that for a couple minutes before she carefully got off of him, climbed out of the king-size bed, and out of camera shot. I assumed she was going to the bathroom.

Alan stayed in bed, not bothering to cover himself up. Even when spent, his cock looked unfairly big. He looked at the camera and gave me a wave.

How does he know I'm watching? For all he knows, I could be asleep. It doesn't matter. Knowing myself, if he asks, I'm gonna tell him the truth. There is no point in lying. The damage is already done. I can't think of anything that can make this situation worse.

I closed my eyes to shut him out, as I came again.

After coming down from my orgasm, I looked at the time on bedside clock.

3:52 a.m.

I decided I had enough and needed to get some sleep. I looked at the screen for a little bit before I shut it. Alan was still in bed just relaxing and Alexis wasn't back yet. I set the laptop on the bedside table and unplugged the headphones, storing it away in the drawer. It didn't take long for me to sleep after covering myself with the blanket and getting in a comfortable position. I really was tired. The excitement I felt from watching Alexis and Alan was the only reason I was able to stay awake.

Much like Alan and Alexis, I felt very satisfied and tired.

But I've had enough. Whatever craving I needed satisfying was fulfilled. The only thing that helped me sleep better was the thought that Alexis was going to be here in the room with me the next time I wake up.

Unfortunately, that wasn't the case.

I woke up to what sounded like someone talking inside the room. It sounded like a man's voice. The thought startled me awake as I searched for the source of the voice. As I sat up in bed and scanned the room, I saw no one. It must've been after 6 a.m. because the room looked brighter from the sun shining through the curtains.

My mind was in a fog as I was still very tired. It took me longer than usual to realize the sound was coming from my laptop. Adding confusion to my current state, I grabbed and opened my laptop. I briefly saw the time from the bedside clock.

6:31 a.m.

As soon as I opened the laptop, the live video feed was already up. I usually have it set to sleep mode as soon as I shut my laptop. It didn't make sense at the time, but later on I guessed Alan changed the settings. Including the volume.

I saw the image of my now ex-wife going down on her new husband, my boss.

Instead of lying down on the bed, Alan was sitting on the edge of the front of his bed. Alexis was on her knees between Alan's legs, bobbing her head down on his shaft.

"That's it, Mrs. McCarthy. Suck on your husband's big dick," Alan egged her on.

It was Alan's voice I heard.

I rubbed my eyes awake, to get a better view. I knew I shouldn't have watched it but curiosity got the better of me.

I noticed Alexis tied her hair in a messy bun, perhaps to keep her hair out of the way as she blew him. They were both still naked, Alexis grabbing onto his big thighs for support. Alan leaned back a little, propping himself with his hands on the bed.

Alexis was blowing him slowly, with the help of Alan's guidance.

"Try to take as much as you can, darling. That's it. God, your mouth feels incredible. Don't be shy using your tongue."

As far as I know, this is the second time Alexis has gone down on him. With the camera's angle, he saw enough from her left side as she took him into her mouth. Just like the last time she blew him, she was only able to take in half his member.

"Use your tongue on my head. Flick it. Oh, yeah. Just like that. Don't stop," Alan instructed.

Alan placed a hand on the back of her head, making her go faster. She moved her right hand on the base of his shaft and stroked what her mouth could not cover. Alexis picked up her pace by mouth and hand. It got me curious as to how long she was going at it before I started watching. He usually takes awhile before he cums.

Now that I think about it, if I didn't know any better, I think he's going to...

"Oh, here it comes, babe. Get ready!" Alan warned.

Alexis stopped her head movement, covering the head of his cock with her mouth, while jacking him off faster. Alan's body tensed as he loaded her mouth with his cum. He gripped her hair as he spurted inside her. He groaned and moaned out loud from his climax, feeling more sensitive as Alexis never eased her strokes.

This was another new moment for me. This is the first time I've seen him cum in her mouth. That act alone reached a new level of intimacy. I remember how it made me feel when Alexis did that for me. I understood what guys meant when they said it was like their significant other accepting a part of them. Only Alexis never swallowed my cum, she would always spit it out. I didn't mind. If I was her, I don't think I would want to either. I can imagine cum tasting gross.

Still. Would've been interesting to see her do that at least once for me.

I kind of hope Alan's looking forward to it, only to be rejected.

Alan seemed to go on forever before he stopped. He carefully pulled his softening cock away from her mouth. Alexis closed her mouth shut, making sure not to spill. I was waiting for her to make her way towards the bathroom or somewhere, but she didn't.

"Good girl not spilling a drop."

Alexis was still kneeling, cum in her mouth, looking up at Alan. He looked at her with pride.

"Now, swallow it for me."

There's no way...

I couldn't see her facial expression but she made a couple of small head movements. It took me another second to realize what she just did.

"Show me," Alan commanded, to which she opened her mouth wide.

I couldn't believe it. She did it. She actually did it. She swallowed his cum. How could she do that? She told me she didn't like to do that. Why would she do that for him and not for me?

Why am I getting so upset? Of all the things she has done so far, why am I getting so bent out of shape for?

Maybe it's because this is one thing she had complete control of. She could've said no, but she did.

No, that can't be it. Maybe Alan drugged her again and she was made to do it.

When? While they were sleeping? While you were sleeping?

I don't know. Maybe. Fuck.

I tried blocking out the stupid nagging voice in my head by shutting my eyes hard and massaging my head.

When the voice died down, I looked back at the screen to see what they were doing next, only to find the feed was gone.

I thought I might've pressed something by accident to turn it off. I re-typed the address only to be sent to a page that read, "page not found."

I typed it in several more times coming back to the same page. What happened? Did I do something? Did Alan turn it off?

This was bad timing. I needed to know what they were doing.

I shut the laptop in a huff and threw it on the bed. I hopped off the bed and began to pace around the room, not sure what to think or what I'm going to do next.

I decided to take a shower, hoping the cool water would cool me off. It didn't. All I could think of was Alexis and what she did for Alan. I felt...betrayed.

I know that most of what she has done so far was Alan's and my doing. We made it impossible for her to say "no".

But there was nothing that they did that we didn't do. Granted, I've only had sex with Alexis once, and Alan has had sex with her every night since our second day here.

I was looking forward to my own time with Alexis again as soon as he was done with her. God, that sounded so stupid.

But Alexis has never swallowed my cum. Why him first? Maybe she'll do that for me since she did it with him. But what if she doesn't want to?

These "what if" questions were making me angrier. I hated that I felt this way. I should be directing my anger towards Alan. But I was afraid of him.

I think I'm angry at Alexis because I love her. Someone who I thought I trusted betrayed me.

Well isn't that the pot calling the kettle black. Do you even hear yourself?

Ugh, not you again.

She betrayed you? She's only doing what you encouraged her to do, my friend.

Not me! Alan! I didn't want this for her! Or for me! Or for us!

Then tell her that.

I shouldn't have to. She should just know!

Oh boy, you're in deeper shit than I thought.

After putting on clothes, I started pacing throughout the room again thinking. I had different thoughts going through my head at a 100 miles an hour. I felt like my head was going to explode.

I didn't know what Alexis was up to now, but I hope to God she doesn't-

"Hey, baby! I'm back!"

...come here.

Damn. How long has it been since I last saw her in the room with Alan?

Alexis came into the room with the greatest mood I have ever seen her in.

It only intensified my insecurity.

I also noticed how incredible she looked. She was wearing clothes I have never seen her in.

She wore a white and blue kaftan that exposed her flat, tanned stomach and cleavage, revealing a pink bra she was wearing.

It had to be from Alan.

Other than that, she tied her hair in a ponytail and wore makeup that only made her look sexier.

"Hey you," was all I could say. I didn't even stand up to greet her. I just kept picturing what I've seen her do with Alan last night.

Alexis, however, raced towards me to give me a hug. I thought it was a bit awkward since I was still sitting down and I didn't embrace her. I don't think she noticed since she looked like she was still in a good mood after breaking our embrace.

"I'm so happy to see you! I missed you so much!" she exclaimed.

"Uh huh," was all I could say. I felt I was going to say the wrong thing if I opened my mouth.

"I still can't believe yesterday happened. I thought I would never do something like that but I'm so happy we did!"

I bet you are, I thought.

Alexis walked over to the bedroom where she continued to talk.

"I'm happy you talked me into it. I don't know why I ever thought it was such a bad idea in the first place. It's really exciting!"

I weakened a little from her statement. It's because of those drugs she doesn't have a problem with it. Drugs I gave her.

"We got lucky too with Alan. He's such an incredible person. I think if you weren't in the picture, I would date him," she laughed.

"What?!" I said with an alarming tone.

"Oh, babe, you know I'm kidding," she teased.

"Are you?"

It was at this point she finally noticed my attitude. She came back into the same room I was in, looking concerned.

"Are you alright?" she asked me.

"I don't know? Am I?" I snapped at her.

"That's what I just asked you," she replied, sounding annoyed.

Why did I say that? That was so stupid.

"What did you do with Alan last night?"

"What do you mean? After we went back to his suite?"

"Yeah," I nodded.

"Babe. You know what we did. Why are you even asking?"

"Did you do anything different with him that you haven't done before?" I inquired.

"What do you mean?"

I realized I couldn't mention any more details without having to reveal how I saw her with him. Instead, I just got up and headed to the minibar to open up another shooter.

"Where is this coming from? Why are you so upset?"

"I'm not upset. I'm just...ugh, forget it." I walked to our bedroom. Alexis following close behind.

"No. You don't get to do that. We promised we would be honest with each other. So you tell me what you're thinking," Alexis demanded.

I laughed at her words.

"Honest? Really? You're being honest with me? You can't even tell me what you did with Alan last night."

"What are you talking about? Why are you acting like you don't know? It's what you wanted me to do. Do you want details? Is that it? Because I'll give it to you if that's what you want?"

I laughed some more before dismissing her. I didn't know what I wanted to say to her.

"Don't you fucking walk away from me! You want details? Then fine! We fucked! We fucked all night long. Do you want to hear all the positions we did? Because I'll tell you!"

I turned my back on Alexis, taking another swig from the shooter.

I expected her to yell at me some more. But she didn't.

"Isn't this what you wanted? I thought you wanted me to do this? For you?"

She sounded hurt. I felt guilty. Maybe it was the drink wearing me down.

"...I did...," I said, still not sure what to say.

"C'mon, Rob, talk to me then. Say what's on your mind," Alexis pleaded.

"It's nothing," I managed to say.

"Bullshit! Tell me now, damn it!" Alexis cried. I could see her eyes starting to water.

I really didn't want to say anything I'd regret. That and I was still being blackmailed by Alan. I felt like I'd be opening a new can of worms if I told Alexis why I'm upset or how I helped Alan into sleeping with her.

I wish I could just keep pretending I'm happy with this whole situation. But I think I might've reached a point where I can no longer hide my true feelings. Even if it means suffering the consequences.

As I was contemplating choosing my next words, Alexis was apparently done waiting for me to say something.

"You know what? Fine. Don't say anything. Just stay quiet and break the promise you made to me." Alexis gathered her things and made her way to the door, sobbing. "Way to spend our fucking honeymoon!" she said before leaving the apartment, slamming the door loudly on the way out.

I didn't move a muscle. Even after hearing the door slam, I didn't move. I couldn't believe how upset I was. Her last words made me angrier. I didn't know if she meant our honeymoon or hers with Alan.

I couldn't leave it like that. I needed to make things right with her before it's too late.

It was when I decided to run after Alexis, a minute later, did I hear a knock coming from the door, that stopped me in my tracks.

Alexis? Couldn't be. She would've walked right in. Maybe she forgot her card key.

I walked up to the door, thinking who could it be if not Alexis.

When I opened the door there were two men I've never seen before. Judging by their attire, they look like they work for the resort.

The one wearing the suit looked like an island native and the other one was white, wearing the attire from the crew team of the resort; white collared shirt, shorts, and shoes.

"Mr. Robert Knapman?" Guy in the suit asked without a hint of an accent.

"Yes?" I responded inquisitively.

"Good Morning, sir. My name is Manu Sialega. I'm one of the hospitality managers for the resort. We're terribly sorry to bother you but we've received unfortunate news pertaining to you and your spouse."

"Wait, what?" I was taken aback. "Where...did you hear that?"

"I'm sorry, sir, is that not correct?" The man named Manu said.

I wasn't sure how to answer that. Did Alan tell him? Why would he do that? He promised me it'd be a secret. What was I supposed to say now? Do I lie? Or go along with it?

"I, uh, I, well, we, we...um...yeah," I chuckled, hoping it would ease the tension. It didn't. "Unfortunately, we are not together anymore."



"Oh, I'm so sorry to hear the terrible news. Especially happening here at the resort." He said, sounding genuine.

"Thank you," I responded, trying to look disappointed, which wasn't that hard to do.

"Despite the most unfortunate of news, I'm afraid you can no longer stay here at the resort as a guest, due to one of the agreements you've violated with the resort."

I just stared at the hospitality manager, expressionless. I had trouble registering what he just said.

"Wait, what? What are you talking about? What agreement?"

The other guy with him conjured up an iPad from behind his back, handing it to him to which the hospitality manager used, tapping the screen a few times, followed by a few swipes.

"Is this your signature, Mr. Knapman?"

He turned the screen towards me where I saw part of a contract with what looks like my signature. It took another second for me to remember I did sign an agreement with the travel agent.

"Yes, but...," I started.

"As you can see, Mr. Knapman," Manu interrupted, flipping the screen back towards him and swiped the screen a few times before flipping the screen back to me, "here, it states you AND your wife have agreed to be guests at the resort for six days and six nights."

He highlighted a few sentences for me to focus on and read.

"Right, but...," I started again.

"Any changes to the original arrangement is in violation of the terms you have agreed. In which case, you must vacate the resort."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. This has to be some kind of joke. For a moment, I thought I was actually dreaming.

"Wait, wait, wait. There has to be some kind of mistake. That, that can't be right," I protested.

"I'm afraid it is, Mr. Knapman. It's all on here in the agreement you've signed. Now, you will have until 12 pm to vacate the room. We do have options-"

"Wait, wait, wait! This is insane! You just can't kick me out! I paid for this room! I still have two more days!"

"Yes, well, I'm afraid, Mr. Knapman, under the circumstances you forfeit any kind of refund due to said violation of the terms."

"Are you fucking kidding me?! So not only are you kicking me out earlier but you're not giving me my money back? Who does that?!"

"Sir, please, calm down. There's no need for language like that. We will you assist you in any way of departing the resort..."

"Can't I just get another room?" I pleaded.

"I'm afraid it doesn't work like that, Mr. Knapman. This resort is fully booked until the next cycle next week."

"All the rooms in this big fucking resort is full? Are you fucking kidding me? There isn't one room available?" I yelled.

"No, sir. And please, watch your language."

I had to bite my tongue from spewing any more angry words. I took a few seconds to calm down.

"So what am I supposed to do? Where am I supposed to go? I'm not from around here, and the ship I came in on won't be here for another couple days. What do I do until then?"

"The nearest hotel is 50 miles away. We can call you a transportation serv-"

"50 miles?! Are you serious? That's not gonna work for me! My wife is here and I'm not going to be away from her!"

"Once again, according to our records, Mr. Knapman, you are no longer married. You said so yourself. We no longer have anyone who goes by 'Mrs. Knapman,' here at the resort."

I was so upset I had forgotten the dilemma I was in. This was truly becoming a nightmare wrapped in hell.

"Listen, there has to be a way for me to stay here until the ship comes back so I can go home. It's just for a couple days. I mean, c'mon, gimme a break."

I was hoping by the time the ship comes back, Alan will have his marriage with Alexis annulled so she could be married to me again before we go back home.

"I understand the predicament you're in, Mr. Knapman, but-"

"All my things are here. And so is my w-,...I mean...ex-wife's things," I said. It was both painful and awkward to refer Alexis as my ex-wife. I didnt think I would end up calling her that during our honeymoon.

"Ah, I see. Since Mrs. McCarthy is still a guest at the resort we can transfer all her belongings to her suite."

This brought very little comfort to me. Especially him referring to her as "Mrs. McCarthy." How was she able to stay here with Alan? I'm sure Alan did not plan on Alexis and I getting divorced only to end up marrying her.

The hospitality manager had to have thought the situation was bizarre. I guess he thinks it's not his business or just doesn't care. At least Alexis won't have to worry what's going to happen to her things.

"As for your belongings, Mr. Knapman, what we can do is hold onto them for you until you figure out what it is you want to do next."

"So, you have no problem holding my things but you have a problem when it comes to keeping me here?"

"On the contrary, Mr. Knapman. You see, we're not allowed to hold any personal property that does not belong to a guest at the resort. So as you can see, I am going out of my way, by not following the resort's guidelines, to assure your things are taken care of."

"Oh yeah, no, that's excellent customer service on your part," I said sarcastically.

"Nevertheless, Mr. Knapman, you do have very little time to gather your belongings and vacate the room. I can send over some help if you need it. You're more than welcome to continue taking advantage of the resort's accommodations."

I was still fuming when I heard this, but it meant that I can hang around the resort. I can still be near Alexis while I figure out what I have to do next.

What do I do next?

*

I fiddled with my wedding ring as I took another swig of my third beer. I spun it in circles, watching it twirl until it slowed and rested on the bar's counter.

Like the last time, there wasn't that many people at the bar. Especially since it's still pretty early in the day. I'm lucky the bars are open 24/7, because I wouldn't have known where else to go.

I managed to pack my things, and Alexis', in under an hour, finishing earlier than expected. Looking back at it, I don't know why I finished so quickly. I could've taken my time and left at the deadline.

Couple bell hops for the resort transferred Alexis' things to Alan's suite while another two took mines away, assuring me it will be kept safe and I could go to the front desk to retrieve it when I'm ready.

The only thing I brought with me was my backpack full of spare clothes and laptop.

When I closed the door behind me, I had no idea where I was going. I figured now was as good as time as any to drink my sorrows away.

After I finished my third beer, I switched over to whiskey. I needed something stronger to dull the pain.

I kept repeating everything that has happened over and over again. What could I have done differently? Did I brought this on myself? Does Alexis still love me?

Even though I felt shitty after everything I had done, I still found solace that Alexis was happy about the situation. Well, almost happy.

The only reason she was angry with me was because I started showing my true feelings about the whole thing. I did promise to be honest with her and tell her how I felt about her and Alan. I just couldn't bring myself to do it. Was it out of fear? Stubbornness? Maybe a bit of both.

If she ever found out the real situation, I'm afraid it would be the final nail in the coffin that would end our relationship for good. I'm not ready to lose her. Not like this. I know Alan thinks I don't deserve her, but I won't give him the satisfaction.

I had to chuckle at that. He's been getting some satisfaction one way or another.

What kind of man takes pleasure being with another man's wife while the husband is fully aware? He has to be sick in the head, right?

Alan is Alexis' husband now. Remember?

I know that. But she doesn't love him. This is temporary. All in "good fun."

And what happens if he falls in love with her? What then?

That's not going to happen.

How do you know?

I tried drowning out the little voice in my head with whiskey.

I downed three of those strong drinks within 10 minutes. As more alcohol coursed through my system, I became more miserable. It's as if all my horrible feelings have amplified.

I guess I may have looked like a hot mess because someone who was sitting at the bar too noticed me.

"Trying to drown your sorrows in a glass or two," the man chuckled. "Been there."

I looked over to see who was talking to me. He's an older man. Maybe in his late 50s or early 60s with grey hair. He had a kind look about him. Like a grandfather ready to drop some very helpful life advice.

But I wasn't in the mood.

I returned my attention to my almost empty glass, without responding to his statement.

"That's okay. I know that feeling. If it makes you feel any better, that feeling will go away eventually."

I still didn't say anything. I just sighed deeply and took another small sip from my drink.

From my peripheral, I can see him moving. He got up from his seat and walked over to me, pulling a chair two seats away to sit down.

I closed my eyes in annoyance, already wondering what I have to say or do to get him to fuck off.

"Ya know, something tells me you haven't talked about whatever's bothering you with anyone. And I think," he says, getting comfortable in the seat, "what better way to share your troubles than with a complete stranger. That way, you'll never see them again."

I peered over at him to see him stick his hand out to me.

"Eddie."

Reluctantly, I shook his hand.

"Robert."

"Nice to meet you, Robert." He gave me a firm hand shake. Pretty strong for a geezer. "Now, then, what's on your mind son?"

I looked away, feeling very agitated. I didn't want to have to tell this guy to go away, but I really wasn't in the mood. Yet, I still had trouble finding the words.

"I know, I know. Normally I wouldn't bother you, but after only two of these," he raised and slightly shook his glass of alcohol, "I can be a bit impulsive."

I only responded with an approving grunt.

"And I have this strange need to help others in trouble. Wife says it'll probably get me killed one of these days," he chuckled. "I bet that'll make her finally happy."

I didn't respond to his morbid joke.

"So tell me, son, what's the matter with you?"

"Look, sir...," I started.

"Uh uh. I said my name's Eddie. You only call old men, 'sir'," he joked.

I rolled my eyes as he laughed.

"Right. Look, Eddie, I don't want to be rude but, I don't think you can help me. So...," I trailed off, hoping it would be enough to get the message across.

Instead, Eddie smirked.

"You might actually be surpised. I've been through a lot in my 64 years on this earth. Looking forward to 64 more years of new experiences. If God wills it."

Great. He's probably Christian. Definitely won't relate. I'll probably scare him off. Wait a minute.

"Well, if you must know then, I was on my honeymoon with my wife until I 'persuaded' her to sleep with another man. Multiple times now."

I drank the last of my drink as I waited for him to call me a derogatory term before running away.

"Is that all? There must be more to it. Otherwise you wouldn't be feeling this shitty. Was that your idea? Or hers?"

What the hell? Was this guy for real? Is he some kind of weirdo?

I looked at him quizzically. Assessing him closely. Which was hard to do being a little intoxicated.

He didn't look like weirdo or a freak. He looked like anyone else.

"I don't understand why everyone gives me that look. People think I've been this old my whole life. Especially you kids these days," he laughed.

"Sorry, I...just didn't think anyone would...," I trailed off.

"What? Understand? Ha!" He scoffed. "I may know more that you. Maybe I can surprise you."

What does he mean?

I looked at him still.

"You mean...?"

"Oh, yes. I've dabbled a little with what you're going through." Eddie said, taking another sip from his drink.

"Wait, wait, wait. I don't think you heard what I said." I started.

"No, I heard you. I used to let other men sleep with my wife too," he said clearly.

I couldn't believe what he said. There are actual husbands who let their wives sleep with other men? It's fucking crazy!

"Why, why would you do that?" I asked, incredulously.

"Oh, we don't do it anymore. But back in the day, we dabbled in the arts of swinging," he chuckled.

I know "swinging" meant both sides gets to sleep with other people. Which is not the case with me.

"I'm not swinging. I mean, we're not swinging. It's just...her," I had a hard time saying.

"Ah, I see. You're a cuckold. Kudos to you, son. Not many husbands are brave enough to go down that road," the man named Eddie said, raising his glass to me before finishing his drink.

I wanted to correct him how I didn't want this in the first place. But then I thought, is that really true? I can't ignore the fact that I mastubated like crazy watching Alexis and Alan have sex. The thought of having a secret fetish I was unaware of started gnawing at me.

"How...," I stopped, waiting for the bartender to pass us before I continued, "How did you know it was something you wanted?" I whispered. "I mean, how were you able to let another man sleep with your wife? How did you deal with it? Did you have any regrets? What did she say? Did you even think you would-."

"Whoa, easy there, son! Sounds like you haven't been in the lifestyle that long. Hmm." Eddie looked at me seriously this time.

After studying me for several seconds, he glanced at his watch.

"Hey, Roy?" Eddie called for the bartender, holding up his empty glass. "Let me bother you for two more of these, and send it over to our table, yeah?" he asked.

"Sure thing, Eddie," the bartender replied.

"Come along, boy," Eddie said, getting up. "I think you and I need to have a talk."

I got up to follow him, not sure what exactly to expect from this guy I just met.

Eddie picked a booth from the bar that was far from anyone who could hear us. As soon as we sat, he began to tell me most of his "sexual endeavors," as he calls it.

I was surprised that a total stranger was opening up to me about their sexual past. I found myself fascinated as I listened to everything Eddie had to say.

He's been married to his wife, Helena, for over 30 years.

He met Helena at a business startup convention where they hit it off instantly. It was love at first sight. He showed me two pictures of her on his phone. One now and one when he met her. She actually looked good in both pictures. The picture where she's young reminded me of Audrey Hepburn. She really was pretty.

Not to say she wasn't pretty now. She looked good in the recent picture of her. She didn't look bad for her age. Her auburn hair was replaced with white and she had very little wrinkle in her face. I noticed she never did lose her sharp gaze. Her brown eyes were definitely her best feature.

Yet it's hard to imagine a woman like her willing to try anything kinky. She could be the face of the conservative dream. I guess you really can't judge a book by its cover.

"Yes, sir. My pride and joy. Can't imagine my life without her," he said.

"So you had no problem with her sleeping with other men?" I asked.

"Oh, that came later. It was just the two of us, I wanna say...12 years? That sounds about right. It was around that time our sex life was anything but existent. We didn't mind it at first. I think she could've gone the rest of her life without ever having sex again with me. But don't get me wrong. It wasn't because of my lack of performance in the bedroom. No sir," Eddie laughed.

"So why did you decide to do it?" I asked.

"I brought it up first. I told her that we could spice up our sex life if she wanted to. She gave me the cold shoulder at first but I wore her down in no time. We started off small. Bondage. It scared her at first. But that fear turned to excitement. The thrill of being helpless and vulnerable turned her into a different woman. After the first time, we practiced bondage for a month straight!"

Thanks to the picture of his wife when she was young, it wasn't that hard for me to envision her tied to a bed, naked and defenseless. It would've been a sight to see in person. Someone who looks so innocent can do something so kinky got me a little hard. It might've been the booze.

"After bondage, we decided to swing. It still surprises me to this day how quickly she took to it. I guess the thrill of being with another man besides your husband made her really hot and bothered."

"So you've slept with other women? After you married Helena I mean?" I asked.

"Oh yeah. I've had my fair share being with insatiable married women. It was quite a ride."

"And how did she like it?"

"She took it just fine. Helena had her fair share of sleeping with other men as well. And by 'fair share' I don't mean as much as me."

"What does that mean?"

"During that phase of our lives, she had only been with 3 men. While I, on the other hand...Hmm? Now that I think about it, I'm not sure how many I've been with."

It amazed me how this guy had been with so many women while married to a beauty like Helena. I would never do that to Alexis. I think.

"Why not so much on her end?"

"It wasn't really her thing at first. There were only a few who she really connected with. It bothered me at first but something about seeing her have a sexual relationship with another man while being married to me was very erotic."

Is there really something about watching your wife with someone else, sexually? Why is it a thing? I'm afraid how much I would grow to love it.

"And that didn't bother you at all?"

"Like I said, in the beginning, it did. But then after seeing her with the first guy, I couldn't help but feel excited. Does that sound familiar?"

I didn't say anything. I must've looked a little embarrassed because Eddie chuckled when I didn't say anything.

My thoughts went back to the first night I saw Alexis with Alan. I remember masturbating to them without even realizing. There was no denying what I saw got me really aroused. I knew it shouldn't have. But I couldn't help it. Ever since then, I was in denial.

Eddie took a sip of his drink before continuing.

"I went in thinking we were just going to do one-night stands with different people. It was just sex. But Helena took it a little further. It did frighten me a little bit. But that fear was a huge factor in my arousal."

"How so?"

"It's like being an addict. You know what you're doing is very risky but, my God, you can't help but get off on the thrill."

Is that what this is? A thrill? Is that what I'm experiencing?

"Weren't you afraid of losing Helena?" I asked him.

"Not at all. I trusted Helena and she trusted me. We still do to this day. We both understood what we were getting ourselves into. Truth be told, I never thought she would go for it."

"Why not?"

"She never did anything this crazy before. The only reason she went along was because of me. If it wasn't for me, she wouldn't have done any of it. That's why it's so important for any couple to be completely honest with each other with everything."

Even though I know what he's talking about, it didn't make me feel better. I hated how I couldn't be honest with Alexis.

In my defense, Alan has been blackmailing me to follow his messed up plan. Now that I've passed a point of no return, how do I tell Alexis everything without risk losing her?

"You still seem troubled, Robert? What exactly happened?"

I didn't know exactly how to tell him everything without telling him everything. If that makes any sense. A little advice definitely can't hurt right about now.



"I guess you can say I haven't been honest with my wife. And now it's screwing me in the worst possible way."

"That doesn't sound too good. May I ask what happened?"

"We just...I may have gotten a little bit over my head with this game."

"I'll say! I never heard of anyone doing something like you two are doing on their honeymoon. That's the kind of thing you read in the back of porn magazines!" Eddie joked. I couldn't share the same feeling.

"Lighten up, Robert," Eddie said, patting my hand in comfort. "I'm sure it's not as bad as you think."

"Not so sure about that," I said.

"That could only mean one thing. She must be quite the looker. Come on, then. Let's see a picture," he requested.

I wasn't planning on showing him a picture of Alexis but I figure it's only fair since he showed me his wife.

After taking my phone out, I pulled up a random photo of Alexis and me at a concert. That was a good day. We had a good time. The smiles in our faces were genuine. It was a simpler time back then.

Eddie pulled out a pair of glasses to put on to see the photo better. He took the liberty of taking my phone off my hands to get a closer look.

"Mmm, she is quite the looker. Very attractive. You, sir, are a very lucky man to land a woman like her," Eddie commented.

Not sure how I felt about his comment.

After handing me back my phone, he took off his glasses.

"How long have you two been together?" he asked.

"Since college."

"It's not too late. Go and talk to her. Be honest. She'll probably grind your testicles a bit more but she'll come around."

"You think so?"

"Most definitely. Helena and I have been out of the lifestyle for almost 20 years now. If we were any closer we would be one person. And I think I have our wild experiences to thank for it."

"Why do you say that?"

"While it was all in good fun for the two of us, it made us trust one another. If we were able to do this and still be together after it, anything else life threw at us would be a cake walk. She knew I loved her and I knew she loved me. Nothing was ever going to break us apart."

I let his words sink in.

Could I really turn this bad experience into something good? This whole time I thought there couldn't be a chance for me and Alexis to stay happy together afterwards. But maybe there is now.

It was also because of this dread, I chose to deny my new feeling of seeing Alexis with someone else. While it did get me excited, I always hated it afterwards because I thought it would only tear me and Alexis apart even farther.

But I never thought about a scenario where me and Alex were together again and she still wanted to do this but without Alan. Saying it out loud seems crazy but thinking about it felt like how I usually am with fantasies.

Could this be something I wanted to keep pursuing afterwards? I never thought I'd have this revelation, let alone having it during my honeymoon. But why do I feel this way?

"What are you thinking about now?" Eddie asked.

"Just wondering if I had always wanted to do something like this. This is the first time I ever thought about doing this. This is crazy."

"Different strokes for different people. You never know until it finally happens. And when it does, the picture becomes clearer," he answered.

"I think that's what scares me."

Eddie chuckled.

"Take it slow. You and your wife. You go too fast and you might end up regretting it in a very bad way."

That won't be so easy if Alan is in the picture.

"So what do I do now?" I asked him.

*

I tried calling Alexis as I speed-walked away from the bar.

"Go to her and talk to her," Eddie said. "It's that simple."

After thanking him, we exchanged goodbyes before I made my way to the front lobby.

I never thought I would get advice from a stranger, let alone help discovering something new about myself. With this newfound look of myself and my life ahead, I went to look for Alexis to tell her.

Alexis still wasn't answering my texts or calls. I really needed to talk to her. So I gritted my teeth and texted Alan asking if he's seen Alexis. A minute had passed before I got a response.

"Hey Robbie! We're at the gym. Cmon over!," his text read.

I took a deep breath and made my way towards the only gym the resort has.

The gym here is big yet I had trouble finding it. I had to ask different people where it was before I finally found it. Not only was it located on the 10th floor, but it took up almost half of the floor. There was even a front desk at the entrance with someone behind it, welcoming me and asking if I needed help. I thought I would need to be a guest here in order to use the gym but surprisingly he let me pass. It turns out he was expecting me thanks to Alan giving him the head's up. I went towards the direction he pointed at after I asked him where he was.

I felt out of place in here walking around with casual attire. There were quite a few people in here working out. Most not paying me any attention as they were focused on their exercise. I passed by rows of treadmills and other cardio machines before I reached the free-weights section. Even before I reached the section I saw Alan and Alexis. Their backs were to me but I could tell it was them. Alan was standing behind Alexis watching her exercise. He wore your typical work-out attire: tank top, gym shorts, and sneakers. He was helping her lift a bar that was placed on her shoulders and hands as she squatted. I forgot what the name of the workout was called.

But my thoughts were already occupied from what I was seeing. More like what I wasn't seeing.

Alexis was barely wearing anything. She had on the skimpiest blue short shorts with a red sports bra, and tennis shoes. Save for the hairband she wore for her ponytail, that was all she had on!

I was very uncomfortable how much skin Alexis revealed in public. During our entire time together, I've never seen her wear so little outside the bedroom. This wasn't something she normally did. I know this is all Alan's doing. Yet, I know I share some of the blame, if not all of it.

I continued to observe what was happening in front of me.

You could see every muscle popping out every time she got back up. It was even more prominent with her glistening tanned skin thanks to all the sweat she worked up.

Her ass looked more incredible as Alexis stuck it out when she went down. Thanks to the short shorts, no one needed to use their imagination to see how her ass looked. Just the right amount of muscle where it never lost its appeal.

My God, she looked incredible.

I felt a familiar feeling I haven't felt for some time. It's the feeling I used to feel all the time back in school.

Admiration mixed with covet.

It's no surprise I haven't had any kind of relationships with girls back in junior high or high school. It was even hard for me to be just be friends with girls. I would mess that up by assuming any girl who spoke to me had an interest in me. It would always end in embarrassment.

Instead, I would daydream about a hot girl I would stare at from afar during school. I would imagine myself walking up to them, saying something suave, winning her over with my charm which would result in a date.

When in reality, most of the girls I would fantasize about never knew I existed. Instead, they would date these assholes who thought were the shit and would cheat on them with another beauty.

It bothered me for the longest time. If those girls were with me, I would treat them like queens.

Now I'm feeling the same torturous feeling I've felt all those years ago in school, as I watched a beautiful specimen, whom I once called "my wife," with another asshole who came into my life to make it hell.

My thoughts were interrupted once again when I noticed two guys stopped walking, as they were passing Alan and Alexis, when they saw Alexis. They exchanged glances as they took in the show Alexis was giving them, making no attempt to hide their glares. And I don't blame them.

Yet, I contemplated whether I should go over there to say something despite the situation I was in. I'm not the confrontational type but when it came to Alexis I would have to make an exception. Still, I had no idea how to initiate the confrontation.

Luckily for me, as I was thinking of a game plan, Alan took matters into his own hands.

When Alan backed up a little to let Alexis squat on her own, he noticed those guys staring at Alexis and gave them a menacing stare. The guys saw him and took it as a sign to beat it.

I wish I had that kind of power to intimidate others. Coming from Alan, I'd imagine it's not that difficult. Especially after working out, Alan looked more intimidating. He didn't have to worry about anyone messing with him or what was his.

After scaring away the two guys, he noticed me from afar, changing his expression to light.

"Oh, hello, Robert! Come over here, man!" Alan waved me over. I think I may have started looking like I've been in the gym for some time because I worked up a nervous sweat as I slowly walked over to Alan and Alexis.

By the time I got there, Alexis placed the bar back on the rack. She turned around to grab a towel from Alan, clearly avoiding eye contact with me.

Alexis still looked amazing even covered in sweat. The sports bra she was wearing barely covered her nipples and areolas, making it look like her tits were about to pop out if she sneezed. Doubtlessly, it was not difficult to envision how she looked naked. It didn't surprise me she had a cameltoe showing with the short shorts she was wearing as well.

My Alexis would never in a million years wear something like this. Not even in the comfort of her own home.

"How are you, Robert?" Alan asked me as he rested his on my shoulder.

"Good. I need to talk to Alexis. It's important." I directed my words towards her.

"I bet. Alexis has told me what happened. Which is why we're here. Exercise helps with stress."

"Alexis, I really need to talk to you. It's important," I said, ignoring Alan.

"Yeah? Well, I have nothing to say to you," she said, wrapping a gym towel around her neck as she began to walk away. I was about to go after her until Alan stopped me, putting his hand on my chest to stop me from taking another step.

"Hold on a minute," he said. "Alexis," he called for her, "remember what we talked about?"

Alexis stopped. She didn't turn around, her back still towards us. She put her hands on her side, looking down. I couldn't help but still feel conflicted. On the one hand I wanted to apologize to her for my actions this morning and explain everything I was feeling. On the other hand, I couldn't help but get turned on just by looking at her. She looked amazing. Both the front and back. It was like looking at a totally different woman. Not my Alexis.

Shortly after, Alexis finally turned around to look at me. She still had a mixed look of pain and anger. But when she looked at Alan, her face relaxed a little. After a few deep breaths, she gave him a nod.

"I've spoken to Alexis about how we can work this out. Come back to our suite and I'll tell you all about it," Alan said, placing his hand on my back, indicating to start walking.

Alexis didn't say another word as we all made our way back to Alan's suite.

It wasn't until we were in the elevator did Alan speak again.

"Alexis mentioned the fight you two had this morning. I expressed my guilt to Alexis and even offered to put an end to this arrangement. But she insisted it isn't my fault."

I noticed Alexis returning a smile Alan had given her first. I couldn't believe Alexis told him about our fight. What else has she told him?

"Unfortunately, It seems the fault might be on you, Robert. Alexis thinks you're not being completely honest with her. It's because of that Alexis is giving you the cold shoulder."

When Alexis saw me looking at her, she quickly looked away, returning to her scorned expression.

"So I offered her a solution."

As always, I had a bad feeling about this.

"I told her we should give you a chance to come clean. To see if you're being honest with her."

"I don't...What do you mean?" I asked.

"She just wants to see if you've been lying to her this entire time."

At that point the elevator reached his suite and the doors slid open. I still had no idea what Alan was up to. I just know it wasn't good.

As we exited the elevator, Alexis walked past me to be by Alan's side. They both turned to face me.

"We've agreed to let you be with us for the remainder of the day. By that I mean watch everything we do up close and personal," Alan said.

This wasn't new to me. I've already seen them together as a couple. As hard as it was for me, I was getting used to it.

"Since technically we're still married, we are going to continue to act as a happily married couple. Which so far has not been difficult at all. Alexis thinks that it would be a good idea for you to watch and observe. You have the option to protest or put a stop to whatever we do you don't like. Just know that it will show Alexis what she has been afraid of: your dishonesty."

"Alexis, if you'd just listen to me, I can-" I started.

"No! You listen!" Alexis said sharply. She walked towards me, still in her gym attire. She always did look attractive when she was upset. Something about that Latina passion makes any hot Latin woman especially hot. "I told you to be honest with me. But instead you decide to stay quiet. I know something is bothering you. And I think I know what it is." Alexis was right in front of me at this point. She was so close to me I could smell the dry sweat from her body. God, even her sweat got me excited. "And if I find out that you've been lying to me about this fantasy," Alexis whispered, "we're done." I can see the sudden seriousness in her face she was being completely honest. The look on her face scared me a little.

I let her words sink before I responded.

"Okay, Alexis. Fine," I stammered.

I knew Alexis was still upset from our fight. I can imagine the conflict she's going through. The only reason she started this was because of me and Alan. Now that she thinks she genuinely enjoys doing this for me, it is hard for her to understand why I might not want this anymore. If she found out I never wanted this in the first place, she will realize she has done something she can never undo. And because I helped her do this, she will never forgive me. I can't risk losing her. Especially not to Alan.

After resigning to my fate, I looked at the both of them. Alan gave me a cocky smile, probably loving every minute of this.

"When do we uh...when do we start?" I asked, hesitantly.

"Now," Alexis immediately said.

With that, she turned around and briskly started making her way towards, I think, where the bathroom was located in Alan's suite. Halfway there, she began taking off her sports bra. Her bare back was visible to us before she disappeared around the corner.

Alan followed my gaze as "his" wife walked away undressing towards the bathroom. After she left the room, Alan and I looked at each other. He shot me a devious look while I gave him a worried look.

"This is gonna be a fun day," was all he said, before following Alexis to the bathroom. Before he left the room, he was also in the process of taking off his tank top.

I didn't move right away. I didn't want to move. I guess Alan sensed this because he then said, "C'mon, Robert!"

It's funny. At first, I didn't want Alexis to be sleeping with other men. But now that I've discovered I may have secretly had a fetish for just that, my only problem now is Alan. I just know I don't want him in our lives anymore.

As I slowly made my way to the bathroom, I could hear the sound of water coming out of the shower head. I saw a trail made up of articles of clothing from both Alexis and Alan. I first noticed her sports bra on the floor, then her gym shorts. Alan's tank top and shorts weren't far off.

The door to the bathroom was left open for me. I could hear the sound of the water hitting the shower floor in different patterns indicating one or both of them were already in the shower.

I took a deep breath before entering, already imagining what I'm going to see.

I vaguely remember the bathroom, seeing as how last time I was in here drunk and puking my guts out. Plus the lights were off.

Now that I'm sober and the lights were on, I had a very clear view of the erotic scene that was unfolding in front of me.

I gave it a second to admire the fancy bathroom before I turned my attention to the walk-in shower.

The barrier sealing the walk-in shower was made entirely out of transparent glass, giving me a clear view of what Alan and Alexis were doing.

Alan, holding the detachable shower head, ran the water all over Alexis' body from head to toe. He held it over her head as she used her hands to get her hair completely wet. Alan used his other free hand to gently rotate her body so the water hit every part of it.

It was still intimidating to see a man like Alan tower over Alexis. Her small frame made him look like a beast. Even though they were both naked, she was the only one who looked vulnerable.

Alexis always looked amazing when she was completely wet. The hot shower scene before me reminded me of Alexis' attempt at shower sex with me last time, which didn't end so well. I don't imagine her having the same problem with Alan.

When Alan felt Alexis was sufficiently soaked, he passed the shower head to her where she gave him the same treatment. The only difference was that Alan didn't rotate as Alexis sprayed the water on him. Instead, Alan, in not so many words, motioned for Alexis to walk around him while he stood still. The walk-in shower was very spacious. It could probably fit 5 people in there. Maybe 10 if they huddled together.

Alan looked over at my direction to see my reaction. He smiled. He probably could tell I was feeling a little excited from what I'm seeing. I knew he was reveling in this. He must've felt some kind of power from stealing another man's wife and making him watch her service him.

When I saw him looking at me, I turned away quickly, feeling ashamed. I took this opportunity to walk over to a small bench in the bathroom. I thought it funny to have a bench in a bathroom. Even for a fancy one. Never thought I would use one in any situation where I would sit on it in a bathroom. Yet, here I am.

I sat upright, knees together and hands on my lap as I continued to watch my cruel boss and now ex-wife share a shower together.

By this point, Alan took the shower head from Alexis and re-attached it to its base. Alan then handed her a loofa which Alexis took with a smile. She grabbed one of the complimentary body wash gel from the resort and applied on the loofa. After which, she began rubbing it all over Alan's body.

Alan just stood there while Alexis bathed him. I couldn't help but feel there was something erotic about a woman bathing a man like that. The dominance that Alan was alluding was very strong. His alpha status more evident.

As Alexis lathered Alan's body with the loofa, Alan looked over at me with that smug look.

He must be feeling pretty good right about now. In more ways than one. Looking back, I still can't believe the events that has occurred in the past several days.

I wonder if he had any doubt about pulling this off. If he did, I couldn't tell. Doesn't matter now, I guess.

After Alexis scrubbed Alan's chest and arms, she went for his legs. She had to crouch down to reach for his ankles. She stayed crouched as she scrubbed his legs.

I couldn't help but notice his hardening member. It wasn't until Alexis gave it attention did it start to swell faster. She looked over me as she did this with a smile, letting me know she was enjoying it.



If she wanted me to stop her I couldn't tell. Truth be told, as much as I deny it, I don't think I wanted to. I just sat there, eyes glued to the hot scene being played in front of me.

She shifted her position so that she was kneeling right in front of him with his cock in front of her face. With one hand she held it by the head while gently scrubbing his shaft.

I didn't have a clear view of her doing this because the back of her head was blocking my view but I took this moment to admire the naked back side of Alexis.

Thanks to her workout with Alan, her body was looking more tight and fit. And she was completely wet. No man would have any problem getting aroused around Alexis. Alan is no exception.

Alan's hard-on was more prominent the more attention Alexis gave it as she lathered it with soap from the loofa. She held his member up as she gently scrubbed his balls.

For the umpteenth time I couldn't help but get hard as I watched Alexis be with Alan. I was glad I wore my cargo shorts today, making my tent not so obvious. But the harder I got, the more uncomfortable it felt. When neither of them were looking, I quickly shifted my dick in a different position through my shorts.

I don't know what is it about watching Alexis be with Alan. I know he's a vindictive asshole who's ruining my honeymoon with Alexis. But I could not ignore the fact that what I'm witnessing is completely turning me on. I try not to think about what kind of guy Alan is and what he has put me through.

Instead, I focus on Alexis, who was once my wife, this beautiful creature who believed she deserved my love, pleasuring a strong, successful man. The discomfort in my shorts returned.

Alan still didn't move when Alexis shifted her position behind Alan, still crouched.

Alan continued to stare at me with the same smugness as Alexis lathered his ass from behind. Ignoring his stare, I thought how hot it was to see her naked front side between his legs.

The soap she used to wash him would drop to her chest and slide down her body all the way to her pussy.

It was erotic to see a beautiful, small woman bathe a strong, well-endowed man like Alan. It makes me realize how much I like to see her with a better man than me. I always do think that she can do a lot better than me. It's something I would never say out loud. But it's becoming more evident as I continue to let this go further.

Alexis stood back up to wash his back. I only see her legs between his. Her hand would be visible as she scrubs his shoulders.

I couldn't help but take quick glances at his cock. It was still hard. It shouldn't be a surprise for me but it is. It reminds me how my talk with Eddie made me discover that I may have always had a secret fetish of watching Alexis with another man. Every time I see Alexis having sex with Alan, I always end up masturbating to it. I just wish Alan wasn't involved.

Apparently Alexis worked up Alan pretty good because Alan reached Alexis from behind and easily moved her in front of him. She looked surprised as he did this but replaced it with satisfaction as he started rubbing his hands all over her body.

He had her facing me so I could see him fondle her in front of me through the clear shower glass. Alan massaged her breasts with his hands. He cupped them with his hands, massaging them a little roughly. I could tell Alexis enjoyed it as she tilt her head back, closing her eyes.

Alan crossed his arms so his hands cover the other tit, still massaging them roughly.

Alexis braced herself by holding onto the glass shower pane. Alan snaked his right hand between her tits to grab a hold of her neck while the other hand went to her crotch.

With her small stature next to his massive frame, she had never looked more vulnerable. If Alan wanted to, he could probably crush her neck in one squeeze.

Even with the shower running, I could hear Alexis moan as Alan worked her over as he massaged her clit. Her hands would slide down as she tried to hold onto something as she felt pleasure coming from the hands of my blackmailer.

Alexis was barely tall enough to grip her hands over the edge of the partition as she held on while Alan continued his assault. She would look back down to see my reactions. I guess she liked what she saw as she formed a sly smile before returning back to the pleasure.

I kept readjusting myself every minute or two. I was trying to hide the fact that I've been trying to play with myself as I saw Alan and Alexis go at it again. I know they've seen me do it before but I still felt ashamed. Not sure of which. To prove to Alexis I really do want to be a cuckold or to Alan.

Alan stopped his assault on her breasts as he gently nudged her forward so that her amazing tits were pressed up against the glass partition. Her boobs flattened against the glass as Alan guided her mouth to his as they shared another long passionate kiss.

I always thought this kind of scene only happens in movies or porn. The whole thing never stopped being surreal. Especially now that I've stopped fighting this newfound feeling of being a cuckold, it really has taken a hold on me. I would forget all about Alan and his plan to ruin my relationship with Alexis.

All of a sudden Alexis' head jerked back. This took her by surprise at first until she giggled. I caught a glimpse of Alan gripping her wet hair with one hand from behind. He returned a playful smile before kissing and sucking on her neck. Her sweet spot.

Whether fake or not, Alexis moaned louder. The bulge in my shorts was hurting again. At this point, I'm hoping they will turn around so I can whip out my own cock and get some much needed relief.

I noticed Alan grabbed a hold of his own cock to hold it steady as he, once again, inserted it into Alexis. He had to squat very low in order to align himself with Alexis.

I don't know for sure how many times they've had sex. I wasn't with them all the time during our stay here. All I know for sure is that they've had sex almost every day. It's like they were both insatiable. I know Alexis likes to get in the mood a lot. It never bothered me. I always enjoyed her handjobs and blowjobs. She was my first when it came to those two. I wish I could say it was a happy memory.

Both occasions I came in less than a minute. I got so excited that I just couldn't help it. I also wish I could say that it didn't happen again. Although Alexis has mentioned it doesn't bother her, she doesn't do it frequently. I even insisted it doesn't become a habit. I couldn't bare to relive the embarrassment again and again.

But Alexis wasn't the type to hide her feelings or keep her thoughts to herself. Just the opposite. Being raised a proud Mexican-American has made her tough both physically and mentally. No one picks on Alexis unless you're looking for a fight. Doesn't matter if it's a guy or girl. Needless to say I do everything at all cost to avoid being in a fight with her.

Alexis let out a soft grunt from Alan's first pump. I didn't have a view but I could envision his big cock making its way up inside Alexis.

I was still surprised she can take all of it. For being on the shorter side and all. Alexis had mentioned once or twice about the size of a man's penis. She would argue that bigger the better is a myth. That sex can be amazing based on who you're with.

It scares me a little to think what Alexis must be thinking, now that I know she's been with someone who's clearly bigger than me. It's a talk I'm not looking forward to.

Alexis' tits on the glass were pressed harder, as they jerked up and down from Alan's thrusts as he fucked her. Her grunts were getting louder.

They both looked at me at the same time while they were having sex. She gave me a glazed look while Alan kept his smug look. I know he was getting off on the knowledge that he's fucking a woman who is no longer legally my wife but his in our honeymoon. The situation is insane, but take Alan out of the picture and I could agree it is hot for me too.

The water from their shower made it more erotic as it washed their bodies. Seeing Alexis wet reminded me of that day again when she tried to have sex with me in the shower. My God she looked perfect.

I hate to admit it but Alan did look like the kinda guy Alexis would be with. Not the asshole type, but the body type. But then again, they both go hand in hand.

Ever since junior high, girls I've always had a crush on would end up with guys who were jerks. Some of which would be my bullies. I never understood why such attractive girls would be with guys who treated them like dirt. While nice guys like me don't even get a chance.

Alan paused for a moment to reach down to grab a hold of Alexis' left leg from under her knee, and lifted it up. He held her leg up effortlessly while he continued fucking Alexis.

With this new position, I can see perfectly his dick going in and out of Alexis. Now he had to deal with holding her leg up at the same time. It made me break a sweat.

Watching Alexis being able to take all of him inside her was unbelievable, my arousal still building. She had to rely on her other leg to keep steady.

Alan leaned in closer, putting his head next to hers. This caused her to press up against the glass even more, causing more of her tits to flatten on the partition.

Then Alan moved the hand that was holding her leg to her chin, using his arm to keep holding her leg up. Lucky for the both of them, Alexis was flexible. Her left knee was now basically touching her left tit.

Alexis was moaning with her head tilted up until Alan grabbed a hold of it and made her look at me while he whispered something in her ear.

I couldn't hear what he was whispering to her thanks to the shower running, but my imagination had a good idea what he said.

He never broke his rhythm as he did this. Alexis looked at me with the same pleasurable look as Alan fucked her and whispered to her.

I'd imagine he's saying something along the lines of, "you see how he likes to watch? He really is a cuckold. He is being honest with you."

After finishing his whispers, he nibbled on her ear and kissed her neck. I really wanted to let my cock out. At least to let it free from its restriction.

Alexis' moans grew louder from Alan's unrelenting pounding. As usual Alan never slowed down. He went faster if not keeping the same pace. It was only until Alexis had her first orgasm did he slow down. Alexis went quiet at the height of her climax, shutting her eyes tightly. It was only when she was coming down from it did she groan out loud.

I watched on as Alan and Alexis went at it in the shower for another half hour, with me watching them. At no point did Alexis showed any indication that she did not want me to watch or go away. In fact, I think she also got off more from me watching her with another man!

I surprised myself by managing to keep my own dick in my pants. Lord knows it was not easy. I still felt a little shameful and unsure if it was okay for me to do so. I figured I'd rub one out as soon as I'm alone.

I watched on as Alan and Alexis switched positions after every orgasm she had. She came a total of four times before he did. Alan had to work hard in order to get her to each climax, but it didn't seem bother him. The stamina from this guy was incredible. No way could I compete with that.

There last position was with Alexis sitting on Alan's lap with her back to his chest. I didn't notice there was a seat in the walk-in shower for them until they sat down. Alan spread his legs while Alexis kept hers together as she rode him. He let her do most of the work as he rested his arms on the side as Alexis bobbed up and down on his still hard cock. She leaned forward a little with her hands on his knees to hold onto while she rode him.

She even looked at me one more time as she came. Alan grabbed her hips as he came too. With his strong grip, he held onto her as he used her to grind onto him. He groaned out loud, giving an animalistic look as he deposited another load inside her.

Alexis leaned forward still holding herself up with her hands on Alan's knees. She looked down catching her breath.

I heard Alan say, "come here," before he pulled her back by the shoulder to have her back on his chest, without taking his spent cock out of her. They both giggled before kissing passionately.

At the same time, both looked over at me without stopping, making sure I was still watching. I still was. I don't think I even blinked.

They both continued their make-out session under the running water. Finally feeling satisfied, Alexis carefully got off of Alan's cock, which was partially hard now. Alan got up too to rinse his cock briefly before exiting the shower, showing no sign of insecurity as he walked around his bathroom naked. Alexis stayed behind, telling Alan she was going to finish showering. To which Alan agreed.

"Why don't you wait outside in the livingroom, Robert, while we get ready?" Alan suggested.

"Uh, sure," was all I could say.

I got up and slowly started making my way towards the bathroom exit before taking one last look. Alan was in the process of wrapping a towel around his waist, covering his deflated cock. Alexis never looked at me as she applied conditioner on her hair.

For the rest of the day, Alan and Alexis had me follow them as they continued their "honeymoon." But I wasn't the only one spending the day with them too. Apparently, at some point during his stay, Alan befriended another married couple who were also on their honeymoon.

Glen and Jasmine. They were a very good looking couple. They reminded me of your typical high school jock and cheerleader couple who won prom king and queen. Glen was a tall dark-hair toned guy. Jasmine was blonde, blue-eyed beauty. She had a runner's body. All the right parts of her body was tight, with a cute ass and respectable C-cup breasts to go with it.

It was also Alexis' first time meeting them as well. Back in his suite, he explained how he had planned a double date with this couple he met. Alexis liked the idea very much. Of course, I thought it would be awkward. How was I going to explain my presence without bringing up some uncomfortable questions?

But once again Alan thought ahead. He would explain to the other couple that I was their personal assistant. I thought the idea would be stupid. Who goes on a honeymoon with an assistant? It didn't make any sense.

Yet when Alan introduced me to them they went along with it. In fact, they found it interesting.

Alan introduced Alexis as his wife. Glen and Jasmine took to Alexis immediately. She looked radiant as usual. She wore a red summer dress I've never seen before. It must be from Alan. It did look expensive. The dress was a one-piece but it only covered her chest and pelvis. It looked like she was wearing short shorts with fabric connecting from the hips that intertwined at her chest and ended behind her neck.

Besides wearing Alan's engagement ring and wedding band, she also wore diamond earrings, a necklace, and bracelets on her left wrist. Again, none of these jewelries I have never seen before. Alan wore another summer collared, buttoned shirt with khaki shorts and sandals.

He even gave me clothes to wear to look presentable. Nothing fancy. A simple collared shirt with shorts.

We met the other couple at a nearby restaurant called Mareto. Alan picked a booth to fit a group of 6. Alan and Alexis sat together on one side, leaving the other side available for Glen and Jasmine. Alan paid the marred off for me to stand off to the side of the booth.

The booth was located outside on the balcony near the edge, so I wasn't noticeable to any of the guests.

It's safe to say I was the only one who felt uncomfortable throughout dinner. Glen and Jasmine did not mind at all I was standing off to the side waiting on them. I was standing between the two couples, slightly behind Glen and Jasmine, so they really didn't see me. Out of sight, out of mind, I guess.

I don't think Alexis paid any attention to me either. She was too busy having a great conversation with Jasmine. The two of them looked stunning. Especially Jasmine.

She wore a white halter skirt dress. It hugged her body tightly that you could see all her curves. I couldn't help but glance at her ass every now and then when her back was to me. It wasn't as big as Alexis' but it still looked good.

When Jasmine asked how Alan and Alexis met, I was afraid the jig was up. But Alan was quick with his words as he answered her question. He did most of the talking as he told a story how they met at work and it was love at first sight. All Alexis had to do was agree and go along with it.

Alan held her hand as he recounted their made-up relationship. Alexis smiled and exchanged expressions with Alan throughout the entire time.

As much as I hated Alan pretending to be the love of Alexis' life, I hated more that I was actually getting turned on by this. How can something so perverse be so appealing to me? I had to concentrate not getting hard in front of them.

Glen and Jasmine congratulated the two before going on to tell their story. Glen was in marketing where he met Jasmine as she was selling beauty products her and a college friend had created. Apparently both of them are doing very well. Glen gave Alan a business card and vice-versa, while Jasmine promised to give Alexis some samples of her products.

Dinner went as they ate their courses. Conversation never stopped especially with the drinks flowing. No one at any time had spoken a single word to me. Not even giving me a look.

Alan didn't talk to me either. I think he was content I was just standing there silently and ignored as I watched him enjoying a pleasant dinner with Alexis, as his legal wife, and the other couple they befriended.

The more they drank, the more each couple started getting a little frisky. Alan had his arm wrapped around Alexis, where she interlocked his hands with hers. They would give each other quick kisses every now and then. Glen similarly did the same with his wife. He would rub Jasmine's arms and thighs as they talked.

From my position I could see Alan's other free hand snaking his way between her legs. I didn't know if he was doing anything until I could see Alexis give an obvious expression of arousal.

My God, was he fingering her? In front of this couple they just met? Who does that?

I could tell Alexis had a hard time concealing the pleasure Alan was giving her. Her breathing got a little heavy. She made no attempt to stop him. I couldn't tell if Glen and Jasmine knew what he was doing. Then again, they were talking to each other as Alan played with her.

After a few minutes of this, Alexis turned her head to whisper something in Alan's ear. After that, she got up from the table, straightening her skirt.

"You'll have to excuse me, but the drinks are going right through me," she joked.

Glen and Jasmine excused her as she made her way towards the bathroom. A minute passed before Alan's phone went off.

He looked at it briefly before getting up.

"Sorry, I have to take this. I'll be right back," Alan said. The couple understood as they continued eating and talking. "Come along, Robert. I may need your help on this one," Alan ordered.

I was confused but followed anyway. I followed him, not sure where we were going. It wasn't until we reached the restroom did I realize what was going on.

Alan stopped at a unisex restroom.

"Wait outside and stand guard. Make sure no one comes in," was all Alan said before knocking the door. I heard the latch unlocking, which Alan opened. I heard him say, "Couldn't wait, huh?," as he went and closed the door.

I stood there in disbelief. He wanted me to guard the door as he had sex with Alexis? Here? At the restaurant? Who does that?!



I quickly turned around to see if anyone was coming. Luckily there's a long hallway that led to the restrooms so I had plenty of time to see if someone was coming.

Instead of guarding the door, I decided to look like I was waiting for my turn to use the restroom. I turned around and faced the door.

A minute had passed before I thought I heard something from the restroom. I couldn't tell if was a moan or words. Impulsively, I leaned in to press my ear against the door.

Unmistakingly, I heard Alexis' moans and Alan's grunts as they fucked once more. Once again, I felt a bulge forming in my shorts. I closed my eyes, picturing what Alan could be doing to Alexis, as I readjusted my penis.

My readjusting turned to rubbing as I closed my eyes and imagined him taking her from behind in front of the mirror as they watch themselves fuck.

"Excuse me?"

I turned around fast, startled by the words and where it came from. An older guy, probably in his late 60s, was behind me with a puzzled look.

I reacted without thinking when I turned around to see who it was that I didn't even think to cover my hardon, which, to my utter horror, the man noticed.

"Oh, Christ!" He said in disgust, backing away. He turned around to walk back to his table, I assume, looking back several times with the same disgusted look.

Shit! Was he going to tell someone? Fuck! What was I thinking? This could be bad.

I decided to keep an actual lookout in case anyone else came. I forgot about Alan and Alexis as I was afraid that security or someone with authority would show up. But they never did.

I had to turn away three people. It was easier than I thought. I just told them my friend needed some privacy to deal with an embarrassing issue. One of them mentioned they would just use the other restroom.

I think 15 minutes had passed before Alan finally came out. He was in the process of buttoning the last button of his shirt as he stepped out.

"Thanks, buddy," he said, walking passed me. I didn't know if he wanted me to follow him or wait for Alexis. He noticed this and said, "she needs a few to freshen up. C'mon."

With that, I followed him back to our table.

Alan apologized as soon we got back, explaining he had to make a very important business call. They told him it was okay and asked if everything was alright. After assuring them it was, he asked if Alexis was still in the bathroom, to further sell he was actually on a business call.

Not a minute later, Alexis returned. She did a good job fixing herself before returning, but I can tell she looked flustered.

She apologized too for taking a long time and mentioned that there was a line. Again, the other couple said it was alright and continued on with the rest of the dinner.

The entire dinner lasted a little over an hour before they decided to leave. But the night wasn't over yet.

Jasmine mentioned a club not too far she wanted to go. It was the type that was slow-paced. Perfect way to end a relaxing evening. Everyone thought it was a great idea so we decided to head on over there.

Alan called for a car service to take all of us there. I waited behind the two couples, who were standing side by side, in front of the restaurant when the car arrived.

It was an SUV so all of us were able to get in. Glen and Jasmine sat in the back seat, with Alan and Alexis in the row in front of them. I sat in the passenger seat next to the driver.

The driver spoke broken english as he tried to start a conversation with me. I hardly paid attention as I tried listening what was happening behind me. All I heard was giggling and kissing.

I took quick glances from behind to see what was going on. Every time I did I saw Alan and Alexis pawing at each other while kissing. My emotions were still mixed.

I was happy to see Alexis was having a great time but I hated how it had to be with Alan. I hope this day ends soon so I can tell Alexis how I feel.

When we got to the club, Alan paid the driver a generous tip.

The club was how Jasmine described it. It was a calm yet lively atmosphere. The band played a mixture of their native music as well as hits from today. It makes sense since the crowd consisted of both natives and tourists.

I walked behind both couples, who were walking hand-in-hand, as we ventured through the club.

Alan spoke to someone, whom I assume worked at the club, for a table we can sit. I saw him slip the club employee some bills before leading us to an empty table, located near the dance floor.

We sat down long enough until a waitress stopped by to take our orders. Alan ordered for both him and Alexis while Glen did the same with Jasmine. I got a rum and coke.

The booth was round-shaped with leather seating. It was big enough to hold all of us. It was obvious by how close they were sitting who the couples were. I sat on the end.

After the drinks came, they conversed some more, enjoying the company and atmosphere of the club. Still, no one paid any attention to me. They had a great enough time taking to one another. I imagine me in Alan's place, wondering if I could hold down a conversation like he can. I think I can. Especially with the right company. I hope I could do the same with Alexis one day.

We each had 3 rounds before the four of them decided to dance. They all happily went towards the dance floor. Alan told me to order them another round before he took Alexis by the hand, leading her out onto the dance floor.

I sat there alone as I watched the two couples dance. When the band played slower music, everyone on the dance floor danced slowly and closely.

Alexis placed her hands on his shoulders as he had his on her hips. They danced very close to each other with their bodies pressed together.

As the night went on, they got closer and friskier with one another. I don't think anyone around them cared since most were doing the same with their own partner on the dance floor.

It did excite me to see the two of them together like that. I had to make myself forget it was Alan who was the other guy.

My mind drifted to our future. I imagined how it would be like to see her with other men. Other men who are not blackmailing me into tricking my wife into sleeping with them. It made me more excited. I never thought in a million years I would be the kind of guy who is willing to share his wife with other men. Now I'm thinking of all the opportunities for us.

It was close to midnight before they decided to call it a night. Alan, again, called for a car service. As we waited outside the club, each couple were shamelessly making out, hands exploring the other's body. I stood a good distance away to avoid any awkwardness.

People did notice them but did not respond in any negative way. Instead, they looked like they were amused. Some of them even hollered and cheered them on.

Alan and Glen seemed to notice the crowd which only egged them on. Alan even exchanged thumbs up with some of them.

Anyone with eyes can see that the two girls were hot and ready. When Alan stopped kissing Alexis for air, she went to kiss his neck, which Alan had to bend down as Alexis was on her toes to reach him.

When the car finally came, we all quickly hopped in. It was the same driver from before who drove us back to the resort. This time no one made any attempt to be quiet as they made out some more. The kissing and moaning were loud. The driver only chuckled as he drove. He looked at me with a smile and said in broken english, "Crazy love, ya?"

I just nodded with a weak smile.

"You maddied?" He asked.

I shook my head slightly.

"Ah, it's okay. You," he pointed at me, "young. Whole life ahead, ya?" he assured me.

I nodded again but with a bigger smile. Seems like this driver whose name I don't know is the only one on my side.

When we reached the resort Alan and Glen had to break themselves away from their women to exchange last words before parting ways. The girls even hugged and exclaimed how they had a great time today. Both men kissed the other man's wife on the cheek after a brief hug before saying goodbye.

I stood nearby as they said goodbye to one another. I'm not sure I would ever see them again. It made me a little jealous to know that Glen and Jasmine had a great time during their own honeymoon with another couple. They will undoubtedly tell their family and friends for years the part where they met another great couple during their honeymoon, never realizing the bizarre situation we were in.

I followed Alan and Alexis in silence as we made our way to their suite. They walked with their hands on the other's waist. Alexis still hasn't made any attempt to look at me or say anything. It was driving me nuts. At this point I will take her talking shit about me to Alan. I hated how I had to wait until this day was over just to talk to her.

When the elevator doors opened to the suite, Alan hoisted Alexis up to which she yelped in surprise. He carried her easily on both arms as he walked towards the bedroom.

I was about to stop and make myself comfortable in his livingroom until Alan stopped and turned around to face me, still holding onto Alexis. She was kissing his neck as she held onto him

"You may take the guest room for tonight afterwards," he said before continuing on to the bedroom.

I didn't have to ask what he meant by that.

I made myself comfortable, sitting down on the same chair from the first night I saw them together. More or less this night was the same as that night. Only this time, I couldn't deny the fact that I was excited to see her again in action. It would've been sweeter had it been with anyone else other than Alan.

I also noticed I couldn't help but feel disappointment when I realized Alan nor Alexis illuminated the room like they did last time.

I don't know if they forgot or didn't even bother to leave the light on for me.

There was very little light coming from outside the room that only reached the foot of the bed.

I didn't know if it would be wrong of me to turn the light on or even set it on dim.

I barely saw movement in the darkness as I assumed Alexis and Alan were embracing each other. I heard the undeniable sounds of kissing.

I decided it wasn't a good idea to risk disturbing them. I figure if they really wanted me to watch them they would've suggested for me to turn the lights on.

With no clear view of what they're doing, I decided to use my imagination to paint a picture.

The sound of their lips smacking together finally stopped. It sounded like they were moving around or wrestling in the bed. After a few seconds of this I saw something fly across the room. It landed on part of the floor that was lit from the light coming from outside. It was Alan's shorts.

Alexis' bare feet came into view as she scooted down to the foot of the bed. I couldn't tell what was going on but I could hear Alan moaning.

"Mmm, that's it baby. Just like that. Oh, yeah," Alan moaned.

From that I knew Alexis was blowing him again. She responded back by moaning herself. I listened carefully to hear the faint slurping she made as she sucked him.

There was no denying the loud gagging noises she made as she tried to take all of him in her mouth.

I realized I have never seen her give Alan a blowjob in person. It surprised me that I felt a little disappointed. Is this really the kind of person I am? Hoping for a chance to see my wife go down on another man?

Yes. Yes I am. God help me, this is all very exciting for me.

Alexis spent considerable amount of time going down on Alan. Her moans and sucking got louder. I envisioned her worshipping that cock as she sucked it with ferocity, trying to take all of it in. I knew how big Alan was so it wouldn't be easy.

"You like that, baby? Feeling your wife's mouth around your big cock?" Alexis said.

I think my heart skipped a beat. I didn't expect her to say that. It scared me to hear her say that. But fuck if that didn't make me hornier.

"Oh, I do Mrs. McCarthy. It's one of the many reasons why I married you," Alan responded in the dark. "Mmm, I love the way you do that with my balls," he continued.

I found myself annoyed that I couldn't see them. It made me more annoyed at myself thinking that way. I also realized that any reluctance I had about accepting this revelation about myself was slowly deteriorating. And I didn't care.

I hated that Alan was the one to reveal this new part of myself but I had to thank him for it. Not that I ever would but it's because of him I am able to get some kind of satisfaction seeing Alexis in a whole new light.

I lost track how long Alexis was giving him head during deep in thought. Eventually, I head the return of rustling from what I assumed was changing positions. Her feet retreated back into darkness.

I heard Alexis giggling during their tussle followed by more sounds of kissing. A second later I saw something else flying across the room. I saw it in the light in time before it landed somewhere in the dark. It was Alexis' bra.

The sound of kissing turned to sucking from what I assumed was Alan sucking on her breasts.

"You can bite a little harder," Alexis faintly said. The room was relatively quiet which made it easier for me to hear what Alexis had said. Not a second later did she let out a groan.

I knew Alexis enjoyed being a little rough every once in awhile. Especially if she's really horny. Sometimes when she would go down on me, she would tell me to hold onto her head and force it down on me or facefuck her. I would try it out at first but eventually I would lose interest. I guess I never did understand the appeal. I hated even watching porn where it involved excessive dirty talk and sloppy sex. Just wasn't for me.

"Lie back down," I heard Alexis say. There was a moment of what I thought bodies re-adjusting as Alan laid back down.

I listened for anything to help me know what Alexis was about to do next. Instead I heard Alan moaned once again.

"You like that, baby?" Alexis asked.

"Hell yeah, babe," Alan responded. There was another moment of silence before Alexis spoke again.

"Have you ever been titty-fucked before?"

Alan laughed before answering.

"Uh, I think you are the one being titty-fucked, sweetheart," Alan corrected her.

They both laughed this time.

"Shut up! You know what I mean!"

"I do, but technically even this is not considered titty-fucking. Here. You lay down on your back."

More rustling from bodies re-arranging.

"I'm going to get right between...there we go. Now, squeeze your tits together," Alan said in the dark, followed by a second of silence as Alexis complied.

"Now this is a proper titty-fucking," Alan said.

I imagined Alan sitting over Alexis as she laid down pressing her perfect globes together for him as he places his cock right between them. Just the thought of it kept my excitement going. Especially seeing him rocking back forth as he uses her tits to stroke his cock.

"Spit on your tits for me, baby," Alan requested.

I heard Alexis giving a quick spit to accommodate his stroking.

I heard Alan pant as he worked on Alexis.

"Go faster," Alexis requested. Alan's breathing got faster.

"Stick your tongue out for me, baby," Alan said. "Yeah, just like that."

I imagined now Alexis tilting her head down a little to reach the head of his cock with her tongue.

"Fuck me, that's amazing," Alan commmented.

This went on for a bit until I heard them moving around again.

A second after they stopped moving, Alexis moan out loud.

"Oh, yeah, baby, just like that."

Alexis cried out in pleasure as I vaguely heard some kind of repeated motion. It was hard to tell what it is exactly what they were doing.

Slap!

Alexis groaned out loud.

"Harder," She said breathlessly.

SLAP!

"Oh, fuck yeah!" She cried.

My imagination became clearer as I pictured Alan fucking her doggy-style.

"That's it, baby. Work for it. Keep fucking yourself with my cock," Alan commanded.

My imagination changed slightly. Alan was completely still as Alexis rocked her hips back and forth as she impaled herself on Alan's member.

I couldn't help but also picture Alan's impressive physique as he had his hands on his hips, looking down at Alexis' ass doing all the work.

SLAP! SLAP!

"Ugh! Fuck!" Alexis cried out loud.

I never knew Alexis liked it this rough. She always encouraged me to be a little rough with her but I was afraid of crossing the line of how much to inflict. I didn't want to hurt her. It seems it was never an issue, as Alan took liberty with her ass.

Alan never stopped slapping her ass. Each time Alexis would cry out in pleasure. I can imagine how red her ass must look after slapping her so many times and hard!

Then, I heard the obvious sound of pelvis smacking ass repeatedly as Alan took control, I assumed.

Alan was going at a fast pace as he pounded into her. It seem like he would go on forever before he slowed down. Alexis enjoyed every minute of it.

"Hijo de puta!" Alexis yelled in Spanish. The only time she would be vocal in spanish is if she's very emotional. With me, it would mostly be out of anger, hurling insults at me in Spanish. I guess for this occasion, Alexis at the other end of the spectrum as she experienced pleasure I have never given her.

"Asi es! Coje me! Coje me!"

"That's right, baby! Tell me what you want!" Alan said, never breaking his stride.

"Cojeme con tu polla grande!" Alexis cried out.

Being with Alexis this long, I managed to learn some spanish. Not a lot but enough to barely get by. I knew she said something along the lines of "fuck me," and "your...big." See? Enough to barely get by.

"You really do like it rough, don't you?" Alan asked.

Alexis let out a sharp yelp.

"Does that feel good when I pull your hair like this?"

"Si, papi! Conche tu madre!" Alexis exclaimed.

I now pictured Alan pulling her hard as he continued pounding into her.

SLAP! SLAP!

Alexis cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure, I'm sure.

It was hard to tell the different positions they were in in the dark as they continued to have sex. I had to keep using my imagination to picture how they were based on sound.

It was at this time I had my dick out stroking to them yet again. I was in the dark too so I wasn't afraid of them catching me. Although something tells me they wouldn't have cared.

After awhile I realized I had closed my eyes to imagine them better. I'm not sure when I did this but for some reason it helped with picturing their bodies entwined.

I couldn't believe how easy it was to picture them perfectly having sex. I couldn't replace Alan with myself. It was easier to see him rather than me with Alexis.

My thoughts were interrupted when I heard Alan say, "I'm about the cum!"

"Oh my God, me too!" Alexis responded.

I increased my own stroke to catch up with them.

I heard the smacking motion increase as Alan fucked her harder, making Alexis cry louder.

"Oh, yeah, baby fuck, here it comes!" Alan groaned.

"Oh fuck me, don't stop fucking me! Oh my, God!"

He gave a final few hard taps before he stopped, followed by loud groan coming from him. I didnt hear Alexis for a moment before she let out one last, loud cry of pleasure as she came with Alan.

As Alan was spurting his load again into my legally ex-wife, I was spurting mine all over my left hand.

Alexis and Alan were both breathing heavily as they were coming down from their climax.

It amazed me how sexually compatible they were. Climaxing at the same time was evident of that. And definitely put me in my place as I too climaxed with them but as an observer.

I heard them move again in the darkness. Slower this time. I heard Alexis giggle again before I heard them kissing again.



I didn't have anything to wipe myself so I quickly walked out of the room hoping they wouldn't notice and stop me. They didnt, so I went to the other restroom where they had shower sex earlier to find a towel to wipe myself with.

As I cleaned myself using the towel and water from the sink, I started rethinking about this whole situation. Maybe it was because my lust was satiated, but I started thinking all the bad things I feared that might happen next.

I started picturing Alexis confessing she didn't love me anymore and wanted to be with Alan. Remember what Alan had said before, she didn't have any interest in being with Alexis, so he would end up breaking her heart. Then he would probably tell her what he and I did to her, making her believe she wanted this thanks to the drugs we gave her.

My mind was racing with all the worst-case scenarios. My heart was beating so fast I had to force myself to calm down. I splashed cold water on my face, helping a little with my frantic state. I took a few deep breaths before I inevitably walked out of the bathroom.

I was going to head to the guest room to sleep, but curiosity got the best of me. I slowly tiptoed back to the master bedroom. Thanks to the marbled floor I barely made any sound.

I stopped at the corner that was right before enterting their room and listened for any kind of noise.

I waited for a few minutes before I was confident I didn't hear anything. I slowly poked my head out far enough to peek inside the bedroom. It was still dark with very little light.

I assumed they were both still in bed. But they weren't moving. I then noticed what little light was able to reach in the room showed feet underneath the blankets. They weren't moving.

Again, I had to use my imagination to help me picture what I should be seeing. Alan was right behind Alexis, his arms around her as they slept in the middle of the king-size bed under the sheets. They were both still naked. Probably tired from the sex. Or should I say after a long day of their honeymoon.

I decided I've had enough and walked back to the guest room. Those fears I had came back tenfold. I didn't want to go to sleep. Because I knew that the next time I wake up, I will be in a world of hurt.

Yet, as I curled into bed, alone, underneath the sheets, I revisited some thoughts.

I guess I really am a cuckold. There is no denying it. Eddie was right. I had this secret desire for God knows how long. I was too in denial about my fetish. I said it before and I'll say it again, I have Alan to thank for revealing the truth about myself.

I still hate what Alan was putting me through. He is a vindictive asshole who has some kind of alpha complex and using me as his latest victim for his sick mind games. I'm not sure if he wanted me to feel this way as a result. Something tells me he would rather I enjoy nothing through this ordeal.

Then there's Alexis. What do I say after what happened today? Will she finally listen to me? Will she continue doing this for me when we go back home?

As much as I didn't want to sleep, lying in bed made realize how physically tired I was. It has been a long day. The last thought I had was how the next day will probably be an even longer one.


Robert & Alexis Pt. 05

"Rob?"

I woke up startled. I felt something on my shoulder after I heard someone say my name.

Slowly, the memories from yesterday started pouring back into my head. I looked over on my left side to see where the source of the voice was coming from.

It was Alexis.

She stood on the side of the bed, her hand on my shoulder, gently waking me up. I can tell she's been up for some time. Her hair and makeup were already done. She wore the black tank top that I really liked. It made her have the best kind of cleavage. She also wore torn up jeans with it. She had a concern look on her, yet her face looked relaxed.

I thought we were in our room, but after a quick scan of our environment, I remember where we were and how we got here.

"Hey. What's up?" I replied, groggily. I slowly sat up as I became more awake. Alexis still stood on her spot.

"Why were you such an asshole yesterday?" She immediately asked me.

Her expression changed to an angry, yet worried, look. I guess she was ready to finally listen to me.

"Because I wasn't thinking. I was being stupid. I came back here to tell you that. That I was wrong. I didn't mean to act like an asshole. It's not your fault."

"Oh, I know it's not," she laughed. "But that still doesn't answer my question. What were you so upset about with me?"

Here goes nothing.

"I swear, it's nothing Alexis. But I will tell you if you want to know," I took a deep breath before continuing. "Looking back at it, I guess there was some jealousy that came up. I didn't want to bring it up because I knew I would regret it."

"Is that really it? You really couldn't mention that to me yesterday? Are you sure there's nothing else you want to say?"

I was afraid of this. Luckily, I already had an answer in mind.

"No, that's not all. I really didn't want to mention this too because it's embarrassing."

I paused for a second to make it more believable, that I was hesitant to mention the next part.

"I...just didn't like the fact that you didn't let me watch you both...on your first night together as husband and wife."

I avoided looking at Alexis' eyes to make it seem I was ashamed. There was some truth to it, though. But I couldn't tell her the real reason why I was upset. That I didn't like the fact she was able to swallow his cum but not mines. Thinking about it now, it was stupid to even have felt that way. So what? Who cares?

"Wow. Just...wow, Rob," she responded.

"What?"

"I knew you were pouty, but I didn't know you were such a little bitch," she said with a mischievous smile.

I breathed a sigh of relief. Alexis' way of breaking the tension with me is breaking my balls. I knew her well enough that not only did she believe me but she was ready to put this matter to rest. She sat down at the edge of the bed to make herself more comfortable.

"Sorry, babe. I told you it was stupid," I said.

"Yeah, I don't know. Maybe I should've let you come too but it was just too weird for me at the time."

"It wasn't weird for you last night?"

"What can I say? It grew on me," Alexis said, combing my hair with her hand. "Which is something I wanted to talk to you about too."

"Yeah?" I said, sitting up on the bed now. "What's up?"

Alexis let out a sigh as I saw on her face she was trying to find the next words to say.

"This whole thing with...Alan has been an incredible experience. I mean, I never thought I would go for something like this, but here we are," she said, chuckling a little.

"Tell me about it. I didn't think you would be up for it either. I guess I got lucky." I answered back.

"It has definitely revealed more about myself that I never thought I was capable of. I mean, I still can't believe it. I slept with another man in our honeymoon for fuck sake!" Alexis laughed this time. "I mean, who does that? It's insane, right? We're insane!" she asked me, not sure if it was rhetorical.

"No, I mean it is! But I never would've gone through with this if you didn't want to," I replied, hoping it's the right answer.

"I know. I know that, Rob. Because you and I are a team. We do things together or nothing at all. Plus, you know me. I would never let anyone force me to do something that I didn't want to do."

"That's one of the many things I love about you."

Alexis smiled, caressing my face.

"Can't believe you still love me after everything I've done."

"WE have done," I corrected her. "You didn't do anything that I didn't want you to do either, okay?"

"Right. Speaking of which, there's something else I have to tell you," Alexis confessed.

"Okay. What's up?"

Alexis took a few seconds to collect herself before answering.

"I want you to know that this was an amazing experience. Something I will never forget and regret. I hope," she joked. "But with that being said, I think it wouldn't be a good idea if we did this again."

"You mean, here at the resort? Or in general?" I asked her.

"In general. I just don't think it's a good idea to do what we did here, back home, you know?"

I had to take my own moment or two to think about her decision. I should be happy. Relieved. But all I feel is disappointment.

Now that I have discovered this newfound fantasy, I was ready to pursue it to the fullest. This time under our own volition. My mind was filled with endless possibilities of Alexis as a hotwife that I didn't even think to consider her not pursuing it when we returned home. Hearing her say that felt like watching expensive china falling down to shatter into hundreds of pieces on the floor.

"What are you thinking about?" Alexis asked me, breaking my chain of thought. I took a few more seconds to collect my thoughts before answering.

"I, uh, I think that's for the best. Yeah. You're right," I reluctantly said.

"Are you sure? Because you look like I just ran over your dog," Alexis replied. I forced a smile, hoping to mask my true feelings.

"No, I'm okay. It's just that...It was fun, ya know? I wouldn't have mind if we did this back home, but I hear what you're saying. And you're right," I said, trying to sound sure.

"Oh, thanks, babe," Alexis said in relief, embracing me. "I was so worried you were going to fight me on this. I'm glad you understand."

I held onto her back with one hand. I'm glad she felt better. I just wish I did too.

"I just want to go back home and live out the rest of our lives together," Alexis admitted.

Hearing her say that did bring me some peace of mind. I'm glad after all this, she still loves me and wants to be my wife. At the end of the day, she's right. I just want to go back home with her and forget all this ever happened. To get away from Alan. Speaking of which...

"Is...Alan around?" I asked.

Alexis broke away from our hug with a really big smile on her face.

"That's another thing I wanted to talk to you about. Alan has a surprise for us. So, c'mon, get dressed. He's waiting for us outside."

I didn't like the sound of that. So far any surprise Alan has shown us has been a nightmare. Well, for me anyway. But it's almost over. It's the only thing that's keeping me going. Still, I took my time getting dressed. I was in no hurry to see or talk to Alan.

After putting on a simple t-shirt and shorts with sneakers, we walked out of the bedroom, hand in hand, to Alan who was waiting patiently for us in the living room area.

He was standing fiddling with his phone, dressed in business casual attire. When he heard us enter the room, he stopped using his phone to give us attention.

"Robert! Good to see you! Please, I wanted to talk to you both about something. Please have a seat," Alan requested.

Alexis and I sat down together on a sofa, while Alan sat across from us on a recliner.

"First off, let me just say that I cannot express enough the gratitude I feel for the opportunity you two have given me," Alan started. "Alexis. My beautiful Alexis. You are by far the best woman I have ever had the pleasure of meeting. While you are with someone equally great, it is still a shame. I would have loved to have known you in a more intimate level."

"I think you've done plenty of that already, don't you think, mister?" Alexis joked.

"Not like that, missy. I would have very much liked to have known you as a human being. I can already tell you're one of a kind."

Judging by Alexis' expression, Alan's fake empathy was getting to her.

"And Robert," Alan turned to face me, "I still can't thank you enough for giving me this amazing opportunity to experience. It all started with you trusting Alexis. And Alexis trusting you. Not too many couples would do something you two would have done."

Alexis grabbed my hand to hold. I accepted it, returning her smile and grip. It was then that I noticed she wasn't wearing Alan's ring on her finger anymore. She must've given it back to him already. I have to remember to give her back my ring. Even though we're not legally married anymore.

"And because you two have given me something to remember for the rest of my life, I wanted to return the favor."

I was afraid to hear what exactly what this "favor" was.

"As a token of my appreciation for what you two have shared with me, it would by my pleasure to bestow upon you both my suite for your final night here at the resort.

Alexis and I looked at each other, exchanging glances of surprise.

"Alan...I don't know what to say," Alexis started.

"Please, Alexis, there's no need to say anything," Alan replied. "I would argue you don't need to say 'thank you', but something tells me you're going to anyway," Alan joked.

"You're goddamn right!" Alexis laughed, breaking away from my embrace, she approached Alan to give him a big hug. "Thank you so much!" She then planted a quick kiss on him.

After all the things they did together, that kiss still hurt. Even if it was just a peck.

"Are you sure it's okay?" Alexis asked Alan, still in each other's arms.

"Of course! I'll be leaving for the ship tonight. I paid extra to get on board a day earlier before it departs. Don't worry about checkout. It's all taken care of. You can even help yourself to room service. It's on me," Alan offered.

"Oh my God! Are you serious?"

"Yes, ma'am!'

"Robert, did you hear him?" Alexis turned to face me, still In Alan's arms. "Don't you have anything to say to him?" Alexis said, prompting me to show my gratitude to Alan.

I quickly forced a smile before speaking.

"Alan, that is too much, you really don't have to do that," I said, trying to sound genuine. I didn't bother to move since the two of them have still not separated.

"Please, Robert. It's my pleasure. Even though you both invited me to share this incredible experience, I feel I've interfered way too much time on your honeymoon. So, not only is this a token of my appreciation, but this is to pay back lost time for you both." Alan barely looked at me as he spoke. His attention was completely on Alexis. "I'll be leaving shortly, so you can spend whatever time you have left on your last day, together.

"Alan, you are such an amazing person. I'm never going to forget you," Alexis shared.

"And I you, sweetheart," Alan kissed her on the forehead. "I am sorry, however, that I wasn't able to get you two married again before you left. Which means we're still married. I'm afraid we'll have to wait until we return to the states to annul our marriage and have you to be married again," Alan sympathized.

I expected Alexis to be upset. Or even a little hurt. Not understanding.

"Hey, don't worry about that. We'll take care of it as soon as we get home. It's an easy fix," she assured him.

"Glad to hear it, hon'. Now that we got that out of the way, I would like to have a word with Robert if you don't mind," Alan requested.

"Oh, okay, sure," Alexis said, a little surprised. "Go easy on him, babe," Alexis said to me, jokingly. I laughed a little. Mostly from the irony.

"Yeah, Robert, remember you did agree to this arrangement too," Alan added to the joke.

"I'm going to call my mom then while you two talk," Alexis informed us.

I nodded, without saying a word as we watched her walk out of the room as she took out her phone. I noticed Alan's lowered gaze, watching her hips sway. Her ass looked amazing in that skirt. It's like a magnet for all guys' eyes.

When Alexis was out of sight, Alan spoke.

"Well, Robbie, looks like this is it," Alan said, casually walking up to me. "A deal is a deal. You did your part in helping me fuck your wife on your honeymoon. Now I'm going to leave you alone." He placed a hand on my shoulder. "I'm a man of my word. I think I've humiliated you enough. Put you in your place. Wouldn't you agree?" He asked me, squeezing my shoulder a little harder.

"Yes, A-, I mean, sir." I stammered. He smiled.

"Yes, I think so too. And I think you are enlightened of what kind of...'man,' ... you really are. Isn't that right?"

"...Yes...sir...," I said again, meekly.

"Yes, I agree with that too. Just so you know, it was never my intention to drive Alexis away from you. I just wanted you to know just how lucky you really are to be with someone like Alexis. I wanted to make sure you never forget this. And what better way to do it than on your honeymoon? I'm sure you can count on Alexis to remind you constantly of the time you both agreed for her to sleep with another man on your honeymoon. Especially on your anniversary. Every anniversary, you won't be able to help but remember the time you helped me fuck Alexis for most of your honeymoon. Yes, it's the gift that keeps on giving. So, thank you, Robert, for making this happen."

Alan stuck out his hand for me to shake. Slowly, I reached out to take it, where he shook it.

I know what he was trying to do. He wanted to make it seem like all of this was my doing. I tried thinking that wasn't the case, but it was difficult. Alan may have been the mastermind, but I went along with it. Sure, he forced me to do it, but along the way I found myself enjoying being a part of Alan's twisted game. It went from hating what Alan was forcing me to do to Alexis, to hating myself for helping Alan have his way with Alexis. I'll never admit to it. I don't know if he's figured it out by now, but I'll never tell him. I think it's the last satisfaction he is looking for. And he'll never get that from me. In that way, he'll never completely win. I still have that over him.

"And don't worry," Alan continued, "you both really do have this suite for your last day on the resort. See? I'm not a complete asshole. I can be generous too. Especially after I get what I want first." Alan stopped shaking my hand to give me a few light slaps on my left face cheek. I flinched when he did so, to which he laughed.

"Relax, Robbie, your punishment is over. I am not going to do anything to you anymore. And I'm done fucking your wife senseless, giving her orgasm after orgasm," he said smugly. "That is a promise. It's been fun. But I gotta go." Alan proceeded to walk towards the suite's elevator, where I noticed a big travel suitcase on the floor.

"Alexis, I'm leaving!" he yelled for Alexis. A few seconds later, Alexis came out still talking on the phone to her mother in spanish. She quickly ended the call and turned her attention to Alan.

"I'm sorry you have to go, Alan. I wish you can stay a little longer," Alexis pleaded.

"I know, hon', but duty calls. You have my business number and address, right?" he asked Alexis.

"Yes! I'll make sure to call you as soon as we get back to talk about getting the marriage annulled," Alexis assured him.

"Great! Well, in that case, I'll take my leave. Hope you enjoy the suite. Just don't damage it too badly, please," he joked. "That's all I ask."

"No promises," Alexis joked back. She gave him a big hug, which Alan accepted and returned with pleasure. "Thanks again for everything. I'll never forget you and what you did for us," she said quietly.

"Me too, babe," Alan replied.

The hug lasted longer than what I was comfortable with. But when they did break from each other, they both exchanged goodbyes before Alan stepped into the elevator, pressed the lobby floor button, and disappeared as the doors slid closed.

Finally, he was gone.

Alexis quickly wiped something from her face before turning to face me. Her eyes were a little watery.

"So, what now?" she asked me.

I just stood there looking at her, wondering was she really crying for him?

"Did you mean what you said? About him staying longer?"

Alexis scoffed. "No! I'm glad he's gone. Because it's just you and me now, finally," Alexis said, walking up to me to give me a hug this time. "I figure it was a nice thing to say to him."

I returned her hug, still wondering if she was telling the truth. If that's how she really felt, then why did she look like she was close to crying?

*

Alexis and I decided to stay in for our last day. We both never stayed in a nice suite before. Well, not together, anyways. But with Alan gone, we can enjoy everything the suite had to offer. Together. Just the two of us. Plus, we didn't want to risk people seeing us together since some people are aware of Alexis' legal marriage to Alan. Which would result in legal action taken against us since it's against the law here in this part of the world for a married woman to hang out with a single guy.

Never the less, we tried to make the day special. We planned to have a lot of fun taking advantage of Alan's suite before ending the night with a bang. Now that Alan's out of the picture, I have plenty of time to be with Alexis without any interruptions from anyone else.

Alexis had the bright idea to do everything today in the nude. Since it's just us in the privacy of the suite, I thought it would be great to watch Alexis do everything naked. I felt a little guilty for her since I'm not much to look at but I didn't see any sign of disappointment from her. She was truly happy just to be with me.

The first thing we did was make breakfast in the impressive kitchen that came with the suite, which also came with food. I had the not-so-bright idea of frying bacon, leaving small little burn marks from the oil on my body. It made Alexis laugh as she was making pancakes.

We then played a couple rounds of pool. Seeing Alexis bending over to line up her shot with her cue was such an erotic sight that I got an erection. From behind, I had a perfect view of her round ass and even the folds from her pussy slightly sticking out. She knew I was watching so she would pose more seductively. She would spread her legs slightly to reveal more of her pussy. Alexis arched her back, sticking her ass towards me as she bent over, teasing me. Torturing me.

I had a very hard time concentrating when it was my turn as Alexis stood by, still posing to throw me off. She would put her boobs or ass in my line of sight to distract me from my shot. And it worked. I think I only managed to sink in only 3 balls from the entire time we played.

After pool, we decided to use the sauna. She said she never had the opportunity to use it when Alan was here. As we were working up a great sweat, we talked about our experiences here in further detail and what the plan was when we returned home. It was a very enlightening conversation. Alexis revealed that although her time with Alan was amazing, she still couldn't see herself doing it ever again. It's something she will not regret doing, she says, but one time was enough for her. It still disappointed me a little but I figure I'll soon realize it's for the best. There's no way continuing this kind of lifestyle can be healthy for a marriage.

Even though the kitchen had some food already stocked, we decided to order enough room service throughout the day to make Alan probably regret taking up his offer to take advantage of it. That act, rather small, did give me some satisfaction.



Alexis had the idea to receive the items from room service naked. I guess her naughtiness wasn't completely gone. But she felt the need to mention that it didn't mean she was going to sleep with them. I agreed yet encouraged her to do so if she wanted to. I retrieved a very nice bathrobe to cover myself, explaining room service will probably not want to see me naked too. She thought it was probably a good idea too.

When room service did come up the first time, it was guy in his 20's. An island native. He greeted me when he saw me sitting comfortably on the couch as he wheeled in the food. I greeted him back and told him my wife will take it. That was Alexis' cue to come out and greet the man completely naked. You always read about people's eyes widening to the size of saucers when they see something shocking. Well, today I finally saw that on this guy's face when he saw Alexis in all her glory.

Good thing he was wheeling in a cart with our food. Had he been holding it with a tray, I'm sure he would've dropped it. He could only stare, dumbfounded, at Alexis with his jaw dropped. Meanwhile, Alexis kept the scenario going as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

"Thank God! I'm starving! You have no idea how long I've been waiting for this! Thanks again, handsome," Alexis said. She was standing really close to the guy who actually started to tremble!

"Uh, uh...Oh...I...you...I mean...here...," the young guy stuttered. Alexis giggled.

"What's wrong, handsome? Cat got your tongue?" Alexis teased. At this point, she reached and grabbed his arm for comfort. This made his eyes open wider, if that was possible. He just kept looking at Alexis, not blinking once. It was a weird scene now that I think about it. He was clearly uncomfortable about the whole situation yet he made no effort to turn away. He wanted to keep looking at her naked body for as long as he could.

It was when she asked what his name was did he apologize out loud before making his escape towards the elevator. Poor guy.

Alexis waited until the resort employee had the elevator doors closed before she burst out laughing. I couldn't help but laugh too. It was thrilling to see her do that and at the same time feeling relieved that neither he nor Alexis did anything else. It gave me some relief knowing that I can still feel a part of the thrill without having to watch Alexis perform with another man. If this is all she will do then I will enjoy it as much as I can.

We spend the next hour eating and discussing about doing it again to see if the same guy would be brave enough to come back. I said sure, not seeing the harm in it.

After we were done eating, we continued exploring the rest of the suite, which we found there wasn't much left to discover. At this point, Alexis wanted to take different photos of us doing different things in each room. Most of those photos would end up being for our eyes only. It was fun to act like little kids doing silly things without any adult supervision.

It was around the time when we were eating lunch Alexis dropped some news I didn't see coming.

"So...Alan left me something he thinks we should use to make tonight...extra fun," Alexis said while taking another bite of her burger from room service. They brought up a different guy up but, more or less, had the same reaction.

I felt my appetite slipping away as I swallowed the sandwich I ordered. I'm glad she told me as soon as I swallowed because I felt my throat tightened up, probably making it difficult for me to swallow. I set my BLT down to wipe my hands and mouth before I responded.

"Oh? What, uh, what did he give you?" I just knew that whatever he gave Alexis before he left can not be good. I didn't know what it was yet but already I was thinking of ways to reject whatever he offered to Alexis. Nothing from him can be good.

"Well, he suggested that since this is our last night at the resort, we should do something to make it extra special," Alexis said, her tone building up to the climax of her topic.

"What? Giving us his suite wasn't special enough?" I said, making it sound like a joke. But really I wanted to reason that the room was more than enough.

"That's what I said! But he was really insistent on the other thing he offered me."

"Which is?"

"Hold on," Alexis said. She got up and walked away from the table we were eating from towards the direction of the main bedroom.

"Where are you going?" I called after her.

"Just hold on!" Alexis snapped back.

As I waited, I started panicking a little. I really hated the anticipation. I had my guard down most of the day because I thought Alan no longer had any involvement in our honeymoon. My worst fear was that Alan was still here and Alexis was going to get him and suggested we do something like a threesome. Oh, God!

It brought me much relief when I saw her returning alone. She walked casually back to the table we were having lunch, seemingly having nothing brought back with her. It wasn't until she reached the table did she place something on the table from her right hand.

She immediately dropped the items she was holding onto the table. After doing so, she sat back down in silence, waiting for me to react.

I took a moment to analyze the items she placed on the table before me.

They were pills.

These weren't the ones Alan had me drug Alexis with during our time here. There was only two of them. One blue, one pink. I picked up the blue one.

"What is this?" I asked Alexis.

"Alan said they're supposed to make sex just a little bit better. Like ecstasy! It'll make cumming feel 10 times better, he says!" she said with excitement.

I looked at Alexis quizzically.

"Do we really need something like this? Do you need this to have sex with me?" I questioned her.

"No, it's not like that! It's just a one-time thing! That's why he only gave us just two. One for you, one for me. I told him we don't really do drugs, but he convinced me to try this just once."

Convinced, I thought. Yeah, right. He must've drugged her to "convince" her to try these drugs. Alexis and I tried the occasional marijuana every now and then when we were in college but that was it. We never did anything harder than that. So to hear her wanting to try these mystery pills that is supposed to make sex better confused me since this is something Alexis would never do..

"You're not afraid what's in this? Is it safe?" I asked with concern.

"Yes, Alan assured me it's safe. He wouldn't give me something that could hurt us. Not after what we've been through," Alexis replied, sounding reassuring.

Yeah, not hurt you, I thought.

"I mean, we don't have to try it, right?" I said. "It's just a suggestion. If he ever asks, we can just say we did. He'll never know, right?" I reasoned.

"But I really want to try it," Alexis pushed. "He made it sound like it can be really fun. C'mon, babe! I really want to try this with you," she pleaded.

I wanted to keep pressing her to reject the idea, but then I thought of something else. What if I still have trouble performing? We've only had sex the one time, and that was a disaster. What if it's something permanent? Maybe this drug can help the sex feel much better. Then again, what if we become dependent on the drug? Maybe that's Alan last act of cruel punishment for me.

As I looked at the pill, then back at Alexis, I could tell this is something she really wanted to do. If Alexis was drugged while Alan suggested she tried the mystery pill, then there was going to be no changing her mind nor stopping her. Worst case scenario: we can never have normal sex again after tonight. It sounds terrible, but maybe she will rethink about not being a hotwife in order to feel pleasure from a man who has no trouble giving it to her.

Best case scenario? Tonight, we have the best sex of our lives. Although, one could argue it can also be a con.

I was still holding the blue pill as I contemplated my options.

"Why is one blue and the other pink?" I asked.

"Alan says pink is for women and blue is for men. Apparently, the drug is developed into two categories because it reacts different for men and women. He was going into scientific details about the 'makeup of the female' body being different than the 'makeup of the male body,' blah, blah, blah. But in the end he said that it's important that you take the blue pill and I take the pink pill. Otherwise, he says it'll be anything but enjoyable," Alexis said in a serious tone.

I wouldn't put it past Alan to lie to Alexis in order for us to have a bad time tonight. It seems like something he would do. He'll be on his way to the ship, laughing his head off, thinking how he tricked us one last time.

"This seems a little too much, Alexis," I said doubtfully. Alexis scoffed.

"C'mon, Robert! I really want to try this. It's just a one-time thing. We're never going to do this again. Let's end our trip together with a bang, if you know what I mean?" Alexis reached for my hands to hold after I quickly set the pill back down. I looked at her as I saw a mixture of love and desire in her eyes. I couldn't tell if Alan had to drug her or not to get her to try this with me. After everything the two have been through, I don't think Alan had to rely on the pill anymore to convince Alexis to do anything.

This may be dangerous, but I did want tonight to be perfect. Hell, if tonight ends up being the worst night yet, then I deserve it. I still feel guilty of what I had to put Alexis through. If she ever found out what I did, it'll be the end of us. A small part of me thought it's inevitable.

"Okay, babe. You win. Let's try it. What the hell," I said with much reluctance.

Alexis responded with glee. She came over to give me a hug.

"Oh, thank you! Thank you! Thank you! I promise tonight is going to be incredible!" Alexis exclaimed.

"Can't wait," was all I said.

What's the worst that could happen?

*

"Sorry I'm taking so long! I just want to look perfect for you babe!" Alexis called from inside the bathroom.

"You already are perfect, babe," I answered back, playing the grateful husband role. Or I should say grateful ex-husband, technically.

"Aww, that's so sweet," Alexis replied in a mocking tone.

I chuckled as I sat in bed waiting patiently for Alexis to come out. I didn't put much effort into making myself presentable as Alexis is doing now for me, which has gotten me feeling a little guilty now. But I knew Alexis. I almost knew everything about her. She didn't really much care about how I look when it came to sex. Yet for some reason Alexis wanted to put on a great show for me. God knows she doesn't need to impress me.

"Don't worry! I'm almost finish!" Alexis called out.

"Okay, babe!" I yelled back.

I thought about how this night would go. The day had been great so far. I wish it had been like this from day one. But I rather not think about it anymore. Alan said he wasn't going to interfere anymore after having his way with Alexis. So far he has kept his end of the deal so I don't have to worry about him. Well, that is until I get back home. But I'll cross that bridge when I get there.

My current worry is when the effects of the pill were going to kick in after taking them about 30 minutes ago. Alexis said Alan said the effects should kick in within an hour and that it varies between different people. So far it only made me really antsy.

My thoughts were interrupted when I heard Alexis walking out of the bathroom.

Every time she fixes herself up for any special occasion, it's like meeting her for the first time.

She came out wearing one of the sexiest lingerie I have ever seen her in. Her top was somewhere between a brassiere and a sports bra. It was so transparent that it left very little to the imagination. It came with a matching sexy white g-string which barely covered her pussy. When Alexis gave a little twirl to show off her outfit, her ass looked sexier than ever. It was then that I realized her body was shining more than usual. In fact her whole body was glistening as if she poured baby oil on herself.

On top of that, her makeup application was more prominent that usual. She looked totally different. Like a high-end call girl for millionaires. No, billionaires! She straightened her naturally curly raven hair. To complete her look, she wore white stilettos that accentuated her calf muscles. Needless to say, Alexis was looking hot as fuck.

"What do you think? Do you like it?" Alexis asked, even though I'm pretty sure my face says it all. I eyed her up and down thinking to myself, "Is she really for me?"

"Oh my God, babe. You look so fucking hot," I responded breathlessly.

"Good. Then I take it that's not a banana in your boxers?" Alexis inquired, slightly lowering her gaze.

I followed her eyesight to see that she was looking at the tent I was sporting. My astonishment increased after seeing my erection because it meant I was not going to have a problem performing tonight for Alexis.

When Alexis saw how happy I looked, she laughed a little.

"Babe, you look so stupid," Alexis teased.

"Sorry. I can't help it. You look amazing. I can't believe you're for me."

"Believe it, mister." With that Alexis strolled her way towards the bed. I sat there motionless, staring as Alexis walked seductively, one foot in front of the other. When she reached the bed, she hopped on, crawling on the bed to where I was sitting.

When she finally reached me she placed her hand on my right ankle to which she moved up on my leg until she reached my hard-on. When she grabbed my dick, she sensually stroked me, never breaking her eye contact with me. I held my breath when she grabbed me and put her face up to mine.

"I am going to fuck the shit out of you tonight, hubby," Alexis whispered before planting a kiss on my lips.

Hearing her called me "hubby" felt good to hear even though legally we are not married. The thought did disturb me a little knowing the fact that not only are we going to end this trip not married to each other, but her married to another man. If it didn't involve me or Alexis, it's definitely a story I would share.

Luckily the thought didn't bother me too much since I was busy getting turned on by Alexis. She applied more pressure on her kiss, forcing me to lay down as we continued making out. She never took her hand off me as we kissed. I was afraid if I touched her I would cum instantly, so I kept my hands on the side.

After kissing for a couple minutes she broke our kiss to ask me, in a whisper, "Are you feeling it?" She was referring to the pills we took.

"Uh, no, not yet. I don't think so. You?" I said.

"I don't think so," Alexis replied.

"Hmm? Maybe Alan was wrong about how long it was supposed to kick in."

"I don't know. Maybe," Alexis said, looking a little disappointed.

"Well, I don't know about you, but I'm still having a pretty good time. So what if it doesn't work? It doesn't mean we both can't have a good time, right?"

Alexis thought about it for a moment before a smile grew on her face.

"You're right. It will still be a great night. Now, where were we?" Without waiting for a response Alexis resumed to make out with me.

Knowing that Alexis doesn't need Alan's pills for a fun night made me feel ten times better. So with that, I finally wrapped my arms around Alexis to continue making out with her, building up our sexual tension.

I took my time as I explored her body with my hands.

It was when my hands made its way to her ass did she abruptly stopped kissing me and pulled away from me.

"What's wrong?" I asked her.

"Nothing. Um, I don't know. I'm starting to feel a little tired all of a sudden," Alexis said. She sat back rubbing her eyes to wake herself up a little more.

"Really? Do you think it's part of the side effects from the pill you took?" I inquired.

"I don't know. I don't think so. Do you feel tired?

"No, I feel pretty good," I chuckled.

"Then I don't know. Could you give me one of the red bulls from the fridge, please? Maybe that'll help," she requested.

"Yeah, sure, hold on," I said as I hopped off the bed to make my way to the kitchen. Before leaving the room, I turned around to see Alexis taking my spot as she laid down, rubbing her face to wake up some more.

"I'll be right back," I told her before leaving the room. I quickly made my way to the kitchen where I took one of the $6, 8 ounce, Red Bull drink from the fridge and hastily went back to the room.

"Alright, hopefully this'll do - ," I began to say but stopped when I saw a passed out Alexis on the bed.

"Alexis?" I called for her. No response.

I set the Red Bull down on her side of the night stand before hopping back on the bed.

"Babe?" I shook her right leg slightly to get a stir from her. Still nothing.

It was eerily fast how Alexis passed out. It definitely had to be from the pill. Maybe she was getting an adverse effect from it.

"Alexis, hon', wake up!" I said louder, shaking her shoulders this time, causing her head to bob uncontrollably. She remained motionless.

I was just about to freak out until I heard a familiar voice from behind.

"Finally! And not a moment too soon!"

I whipped my head around to find Alan standing behind me, looking like his smug self. I thought about taking a second to ask why the hell he was here but quickly dismissed it when I thought he could help me.

"Alan, quick! Help me! There's something wrong with her! She passed out and won't wake up! What, what do I do!?"

"Relax, buddy! She's fine. It's just from the pill she took. She won't be out for long though. So we need to be quick," Alan informed me.

My head couldn't register his words. My concern was still on Alexis' well-being.

"Wha- what are you...? What do you mean? So, she's okay?" I asked hopefully.

"That's what I said. She'll come to in about an hour. In which time, the night will officially begin."

"Wait, what? What are you talking about?"

"You really didn't think I was done with you both, did you?"

I looked back at him to see he was still standing there with his arms crossed. That's when the questions started coming in.

"How did you get in here?"

"I never checked out. So technically this is still my suite."

"What's happening tonight?"

"A surprise for the both of you."

"So, she's okay?"

"For the umpteenth time, yes she is fine. She'll be up soon. Any other questions?" Alan asked me.

After being reassured from Alan about Alexis' state, I was still concerned for her. I have no idea why Alan was here or what he's up to.

"What did you give her?"

Alan sighed in annoyance before answering.

"It's just a harmless sedative that will keep her knocked out long enough for me to get everything ready for tonight. Okay? Just because you ask the same question in ten different ways, doesn't mean the answer will change."

So, it wasn't a hallucinogen drug. I should've known. It was too good to be true. I'm so stupid.

"Wait. Does that mean -?"

"You just took a sugar pill. So you can relax. You won't be getting high or getting knocked out any time soon, I'm afraid. Although I may knock you out if you keep asking me your dumbass questions. Now, get off my fucking bed," Alan commanded.

I carefully laid Alexis back down on the bed. I briefly squeezed her right hand in both of mine before I slowly got off the bed.

I recognized the situation I was in. With Alan back, the dread returned with it. But only this time, I chose not to ignore the possible excitement that came with it.

When I completely got off the bed and stood at the foot of it, Alan approached to stand next to me.

"Damn, she looks fucking hot. Hotter than usual. Almost makes me feel sorry for interrupting your night. Almost. But it will sure as hell make tonight that much better," Alan chuckled, putting his arm around my shoulder. I flinched when he touched me. I thought he was about to hurt me. Alan sensed my fear.



"Would you relax, buddy? I'm not going to hurt you or your beautiful wife, okay? You have my word. Just as long as you don't do anything to interfere. Understood?"

I looked up at Alan and asked, "I thought you said you weren't going to touch her again?" I asked with hesitation, knowing I was pushing my luck asking.

"You're putting words in my mouth. Those weren't my exact words. I said, 'I'm done fucking her senseless, giving her orgasm after orgasm.' And I plan on keeping that promise." Alan corrected me.

This confused me. If he wasn't planning on fucking her again, then what exactly did he planned for tonight?

Before I could ask, Alan spoke again.

"We have to hurry now. We're wasting time. We need to move on to the next part of my 'master' plan. Here's what I want you to do..."

*

I checked my phone again.

35 minutes have passed .

Each minute felt like a lifetime.

Didn't help I looked at my iphone every other minute. I couldn't help it. I've been at the bar for 35 minutes now after Alan kicked me out of the suite. Apparently he didn't need my help. Alan calmly, yet dominantly, lead me to the elevator after I wasn't quick enough to leave. I hated the idea leaving Alexis alone with him again. I think I hated more not knowing what exactly he was doing to her.

The thought of him fucking her again did cross my mind, but I remember what kind of man Alan is and what he said before. If he wanted to fuck her again, he would. And he would tell me he would without caring what my response was. Because he knows that I won't do a damn thing.

So why the secrecy? What is he doing to her?

The only other thing he told me before pushing me into the elevator was to keep an eye on my phone where he will text me when to come back up with more instructions.

When the elevator reached the main floor, I made a bee line for the bar.

I already had 5 strong drinks. The buzz did help relieve some of my tension. Not all of it but it was better than nothing. The bartender asked me if I wanted another drink when I finally got a notification from my iphone. I looked at it quickly to read Alan's text message.

"Come back up. Don't say a word."

I didn't bother answering the bartender. I left as soon as I read what the text said. I forgot to leave a tip but I didn't care. I wanted to get back to Alexis as soon as possible.

As I made my way back to the elevator, I looked at the only text Alan sent me. Especially the second part.

Don't say a word.

What did he mean by that? Say what? Say anything? To whom? To him? Hopefully the answer will be forthcoming when the time comes.

There was an unusually high volume of people waiting for the elevator when I got there. It annoyed me thinking I was probably going to have to wait for the second or third trip after everyone in front of me had gone up.

The electronic indicator on top of the elevator doors remained unchanged on floor 26. My agitation started to get worse but was cut short when it finally started to descend. This sucked. If the suite was accessible by stairs I would've gone up that way. I've never stayed in a suite before in my life but that had to violate some fire safety code, right?

The group in front of me were edging closer to the doors as the number reached closer to lobby floor. When the elevator finally arrived and opened its doors, a lone attendant was inside. He held up his hand to motion for us to stop from entering the elevator.

"Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen," the attendant started, "I apologize for the inconvenience, but I am here to invite the McCarthy party guests to enter so that I may escort them to the resort's suite."

Of course, I was immediately puzzled by his request. Then I was puzzled over how many people started entering the elevator.

What's going on? Are these people coming up with me? Is there a different person with the last name McCarthy who also has a suite? That can't be. Plus this is the only elevator that goes to the suite where Alan is staying. Unless I'm at the wrong elevator?

No, this is the right one.

After what I assume everyone for the McCarthy party had entered the elevator, the attendant next announced, "Last, call for the McCarthy party!"

I suppose if this was the wrong suite, it wouldn't be a problem for me to come back down. With that in mind, I hastily made my way inside the elevator.

There was so many people inside, it felt like a tight fit. I couldn't even turn around as I had to face towards the back of the elevator. The moment I stepped in, I could hear the elevator doors closing behind me. Next, came the familiar feeling of the elevator going up to its destination.

I took the time to scan the people in the elevator to give me some kind of clue who these people were and why they were going to the suite too. Instantly, I discovered a noticeable similarity between all of them: they were all men.

Most of them were bigger or taller than me. Different races. I didn't recognize a single one.

It was relatively quiet at first until someone broke the silence.

"Everyone else here spoke to a guy name Alan, too?" a guy to my right asked. A collective of affirmations came from the group. "Well, I'll be damned. This guy wasn't fucking around, huh?" the same guy also said, followed by a laugh, which made most of the guys laugh too.

I now had a sneaky suspicion of what Alan had planned for tonight. The thought gave me a heavy heart, which was already starting to beat fast.

Besides some hush talk from several of the guys, the rest of the elevator ride was quiet. There were too many thoughts going through my head that I couldn't form a single one. It felt like time has slowed down considerably. The ride up to the suite felt longer than any of the previous times I went up. I think I was on the verge of passing out. Being in a confined space with a bunch of others did not help. Everything around me started going black. Went the elevator finally stopped and reached the suite, I snapped back to reality.

I got off the elevator last. Every one else slowly got out taking in the view the suite had to offer.

I followed close behind walking behind the tallest guy so that I can remain invisible.

"Gentlemen, welcome! Please, come in. Don't be shy. Help yourself to refreshments. Make yourself at home!" I heard Alan announced from, I assumed, the living room area.

I looked over at the kitchen to see a display of alcoholic drinks. Both beer and liquor. Some of the guys I rode in the elevator with took advantage of Alan's offer and made their way to the drinks. I noticed the strong aroma of marijuana in the air.

My heart dropped even lower when I looked over at the living room area to see more guys already in the suite! Some were standing and socializing while others sat down. It was hard to determine how many more there were. But there was a lot. What is Alan planning?

I finally saw Alan standing in the middle of the living room area, counting all the guys who came out of the elevator. I noticed the tall guy I was standing behind moved away when Alan made eye contact with me as he was counting. I looked away quickly but I knew he saw me.

"Good! I think that's everyone. Now, we can get this night started," Alan said.

"'Bout fucking time, man!" One of the guys replied. A majority of them laughed. Including Alan.

"I know, I know, Ray. Your patience will be rewarded. But first, if I can have your attention, we have to go over a few ground rules before we can begin."

After hearing this, everyone gathered in front of Alan to hear what he had to say. My God, was there a lot of guys here.

"First, this is not a gangbang. Not technically speaking anyway. Only one at a time. No exceptions," Alan began.

Alan paused for a second to let his words sink in. The first rule seemed to sit pretty well with most of the guys.

"Second, while she likes it rough, go easy on her. I don't want to see any permanent damage after this is all done. If I see anything I don't like, I'm going to put an end to it. Got it?"

There were nods and grunts of approval from the group.

"Which also leads me to mention that because she has never done it before, no anal allowed."

This brought a mixture of groans and boo's from the crowd.

"I know, I know," Alan chuckled, holding his hand up to silence them before continuing. "But if any of you assholes can take multiple cocks in the ass tonight, then I might consider it. Until then, nothing goes in her ass."

"If that's what it takes!" someone shouted, followed by laughter from the guys.

But much to their dismay, the group collectively agreed to Alan's second rule.

"Third, clean up after yourself. If you decide to go bareback, please clean up any mess you leave behind for the next guy. There will be wipes located on the nightstand at your disposal."

Bareback?! I was definitely not okay with this. Alexis was still on birth control but I didn't want to risk her contracting any kind of disease. I wanted to speak up and say something, but being surrounded by bigger men all around me pacified any objections I had. Instead, I continued to listen with the rest.

"Fourth, you will be recorded. It's not only for us to relive this night for years and years, but it's also for our protection. If any of you gentlemen decide to do something we don't like, we will use the video recording as proof. Not to worry though. We will blur all faces. If this makes you feel uncomfortable still, you're free to leave. No hard feelings."

Some of the group looked around to see if anyone would leave. No one did. What guys wouldn't do for pussy. Free pussy to be exact.

"And the last rule, everyone here gets one turn before anyone gets seconds. It's only fair, right?"

Everyone seemed to be in agreement. I guess I should be relieved even these horny guys can act like gentlemen.

"Any questions?"

At first, no one had said anything but someone spoke up..

"Yeah, man. Why you doing this? You want all of us to fuck your wife? Why?" A black guy asked.

"As I mentioned to all of you when I came to you with this proposition, this is something me and my wife are gifting ourselves for our anniversary. We've already delved into this fetish before. But not with multiple men in one night. I'm hoping by next year, we can do a real gang bang. Who knows? Maybe we'll come back here a year from now and I'll see some of you sick bastards again."

This made the group laugh.

"Now, if there's nothing else, I'm going to check on the missus before we get things started."

The group parted ways for Alan to walk through as he made his way to the bedroom. I tried to hide myself from him as he came near me but spotted me anyway.

"Actually, sir?" Alan asked pointing at me. "Can you come with me? I may need your help with something. Thanks."

Without waiting for a response, he continued his way to the bedroom. No one else seemed to notice this so I quickly followed behind him. He didn't go to where Alexis was. Instead, I followed him to the same bathroom I saw Alan and Alexis had sex in, in the shower. Before I could say anything, Alan spoke first.

"Good job playing along. I'm sure you know the direction where this night is going? I just wanted to remind you it is in your best interest to continue to play along or this night is going to end a lot worse for you. What do you say, Robbie?"

"Why are you doing this? What about Alexis? Are all of them going to...sleep with Alexis?" I asked, even though I knew the answer to that all too well.

"Of course! This was the plan all along. Not only did I think it was wrong for you to be with a woman like Alexis, but I too did not think it was right of just me to have the pleasure of fucking your lovely wife. Excuse me, 'ex-wife'," Alan answered. "I couldn't think of a better way to end this honeymoon with a bang, than with multiple bangs with Alexis from different horny men. You won't believe the stories of some of these guys. It makes sense though why they are willing to fuck another man's wife with no questions. The depravity of man knows no bounds. There's no such thing as a good man."

Although I did feel a good amount of fear coursing through my veins, I also felt a good amount of excitement as well. I still don't know if Alan was aware of how his corruption has changed me. I still don't plan on ever admitting it to him. To do so would mean he would have the ultimate final laugh.

"As for Alexis, with a little encouragement, vis a vis, 'drugs,' she is more than willing to take part of the festivities tonight. The drug she took will not only make her very susceptible, but her senses will alter immensely. Especially her eyesight. You'll see, trust me. I won't let anything happen to my wife," Alan commented, reminding me of his legal marriage to Alexis. After the kind of day Alexis and I had today, it felt like we were a married couple again. But I guess if anyone were to ask, Alan was in charge of what happens tonight and to Alexis since they are legally married.

"C'mon," Alan beckoned. "We can't keep out guests waiting. Let's get this party started," Alan walked back towards the living room with me right behind him. As soon as he was in the same room with the other men again, Alan made an announcement.

"Gentlemen! It is time! Does everyone still have the number I gave you?"

Everyone answered in agreement. Some of whom held up a piece of paper. I didn't wonder a moment longer when Alan explained further.

"Great! I like to think a room full of horny bastards can act like civilized horny bastards, right? So think of this as waiting for your number to be called to get your hair cut. Except tips are not necessary."

More laughter from another of his jokes.

"And while the lucky S.O.B. has the pleasure of screwing my lovely wife, the others here can enjoy...," Alan turned on the television in the living room, "...for their viewing pleasure."

On the screen was Alexis. My Alexis. Still in the lingerie she wore just for me sprawled on the bed. She was awake, though. She was rolling all over the bed in ecstasy. She would go back and forth feeling the material of the sheets and feeling herself. Her face had the look of someone who was ready for sex. I wonder if she knew what was about to happen tonight?

The other men were whooping and hollering when they saw Alexis on the screen. I couldn't blame them. She looked like a porn star ready to shoot a scene.

"Fuck me..."

"That is one hot bitch..."

"Oh, hell yeah..."

"I'm gonna fuck the shit outta her."

I can't believe this was going to happen. I wanted to stop it, but in my head, I saw every one of them beating the shit out of me if I denied them sex with Alexis. I know what the possibility of sex does to a man. And I know what happens if anything comes in between them.

Plus, and I think most importantly, I don't think I really wanted to stop it.

Now that Alexis has sworn she would never do this again for me, this may be the only opportunity I get to see her sleep with another man. I just didn't think it would be multiple men in one night. I remember feeling very disappointed that I was never going to see her again in action. I felt worse knowing I wanted to see her do it again more than anything. Damn Alan for doing this to me. To us.

Alan procured a big empty bowl.

"Now then, who's lucky number one?"

"Me!" Someone said, not too far from me. It was one of several black guys from the group. He was tall, average built, and very happy to be up first. Most of the group cheered and clapped as he approached Alan with his number.

"Have a good time, sir," was all Alan said before holding the bowl out in front for him to drop the piece of paper into.

"Oh, I will," the black guy said, shaking Alan's hand. As he walked towards the bedroom, he announced, "Don't worry fellas, I won't completely destroy her!"

"Yeah, yeah, whatever!

"Fuck off!"

"Not with your 2-inch dick, you won't!"

The black man who was the first to fuck my Alexis just kept walking towards the bedroom with a smile on his face.

"The feed will remain on for the rest of the night if anyone cares to watch," Alan announced.

With that, most of the group gathered around the television to watch the live sex show. Alan placed me up front in the middle of the group to make sure I get a good look. My emotions were still in turmoil as pleasure and guilt fought one another.

Alexis was still sprawled out on the bed, feeling like she's on cloud nine when the black guy (who I later found out was named Daryl) came into view. This caused the guys to cheer as they saw him about to start the first of many fucks of the night.

The sound from the feed was impeccable.

"Damn, baby, you are one fine piece of ass," Daryl said.

I held my breath, waiting to see what Alexis' response will be next. I prayed to God the drug's effect will be as Alan said it would, as well as the contact lens she was wearing. If it didn't, then this was going to be a very bad night for everyone.

Alexis turned over to look at Daryl when he announced himself.

"Mmmm, hey you. I was wondering when you were going to show up," Alexis replied, with a look of pure lust on her face.

I breathed a sigh of relief.

"Sorry to keep you waiting. You ready for your first fuck?" Daryl said, as he started unbuttoning his shirt.

"Fuck yeah, babe. Come over here. I need your cock," Alexis purred as she got on all fours looking at Daryl in the eyes.

I can't imagine how she's looking at Daryl, thinking it's me. Or how his voice also sounds like thanks to the drug she took. I assume the drug Alan had injected her with altered all of her senses making it difficult to comprehend what exactly is going on.

I could hear the other guys making lewd comments as they watched with me. Like them, I couldn't take my eyes off the screen.

After Daryl took off his shirt, he let it drop to the ground.

"C'mon over here then and get it, girl," Daryl commanded.

Alexis giggled as she crawled, seductively towards Daryl's cock. He just stood there next to the foot of the bed, with his hands resting on his waist as he waited for her.

Daryl wasn't a big guy but he was toned. His dark complexion more prominent than Alexis' tanned skin. As soon as she reached him, she sat up resting her knees on the bed as she started undoing Daryl's belt.

"Wasting no time!" Someone from the group commented.

"Bitch is hot and ready for dick!" Someone else said, followed by some laughs and affirmations. "No offense, man," he said to Alan.

"None taken. My wife knows she's a slut. She gets off getting called worse, believe me," Alan answered back.

"No shit?" the same guy said. "You guys are pretty fucking kinky!"

Alan just laughed at his comment.

I knew I should've been upset and stood up for Alexis but I thought it would've been awkward at this point. They all think she is Alan's wife so it wouldn't make any sense to argue. So I remained silent and focused on the screen with the rest of the guys.

Alexis was in the process of pulling down Daryl's pants when I started watching again. She grabbed a hold of his flaccid, yet long, dick as she started stroking it.

"Oh my God, I love the way your cock feels!" Alexis said in excitement, looking up at Daryl. Daryl chuckled.

"Just wait, baby. It'll feel good in all sorts of ways," he said.

Alexis laughed a little as she continued to stroke his cock to hardness, still believing it's me she's doing it to. The drug's effects is a lot stronger than I thought it was going to be. It still makes me a little relieved. I hope she doesn't figure it out during the middle of it. I would hate to imagine what she would do then.

When his cock looked about halfway to full erection, Alexis finally put her mouth on it.



"Fuuuuck meee," Daryl groaned, tilting his head back in pleasure as Alexis began to blow him.

After a few seconds of blowing him, Alexis let out a moan of pleasure herself. She had to stop to tell him something.

"Oh my God, your cock tastes delicious too!" She exclaimed.

"That's right, baby. If you keep tasting it, it'll taste even better," Daryl replied.

He gently grabbed Alexis by the back of her head to guide her back to his hardened member. She willingly accepted it in her mouth, sucking it eagerly as she savored the taste of his cock.

"She loves the taste of cock? Holy shit," someone said. I'm not sure if it was the same guy from before.

"She's a natural slut. Congrats, man!" another man said, patting Alan on the back which he was more than happy to receive. I gave a weak chuckle as I continued to view my wife going down on another man.

Alexis couldn't get enough of it. When she wasn't sucking his cock eagerly, she would lick it from the base to the head of his dick. Daryl looked down as an incredible, hot, married woman went to town on him. He would comment every now and then, to either direct how to blow him or comment how great she's doing.

"Here," Daryl said, lifting his right foot to rest on the bed. "Don't forget my balls too."

After that, Alexis shifted her head down to reach for his balls with her mouth after Daryl providing better access. Alexis returned to moaning in pleasure as she lapped and sucked his balls.

"Stroke me while you do that, baby," Daryl instructed.

Without missing a beat, Alexis grabbed and started stroking his shaft.

"Good lord, baby. You are one horny slut!" Daryl commented.

"That's right. Just for you," Alexis stopped momentarily to tell him that before returning her attention to his balls.

Alexis gave the same amount of attention to his balls as he did with his cock. She looked like she was about to literally eat them at any moment!

I felt a little annoyed that the rest of the guys were talking over the television as I tried watching and listening. Every guy was watching but some felt the need to comment every minute or so.

As I tried drowning out the voices, I paid extra close attention to the screen.

By this point, Alexis returned to sucking his cock. Daryl took this opportunity to start touching her, caressing the parts of her body that were not covered by clothing. He took much longer in feeling her ass. He made sure to give it extra attention as he dug his hands into her impressive ass.

Daryl gave it a few hard slaps to which she took very well, moaning loudly with Daryl's cock still in her mouth.

Satisfied with her ass, Daryl retraced his hands to the back of her bra, where he expertly unhooked her bra.

"Let me see them tits, baby," Daryl requested.

Alexis slowly took her mouth off of Daryl's cock, making a loud slurp as the head of his dick left her lips.

She smiled big as she looked up at Daryl, wiping away some saliva around her lips.

Alexis shifted the straps from her bra over her shoulders to let it fall on its own. Alexis cupped her own boobs, massaging them after freeing them from its confinement.

Daryl took a moment to admire Alexis' tits before reaching over to feel them with one hand. He used his other hand to stroke himself.

"Damn, baby. You got some nice titties."

Alexis brought her hands down for Daryl and leaned back, sticking her chest out for him to get better access to her boobs. She closed her eyes as she endured the pleasure she was feeling from his hand. It didn't take long for him to lower his head down to lick and suck on her nipples

"Aye Dios mio! Tu boca se siente increíble en mis tetas!" Alexis cries out.

"Not sure what you said, but it sounded fucking hot. Keep talkin' Spanish for me, mami," Daryl said.

Daryl stopped stroking his member in order to feel her up with both hands, alternating his sucking between tits. He played with them for some time. Enjoying the way they feel as Daryl would squeeze them. Alexis, all the while, feeling like she's on cloud nine.

Daryl's cock was at full attention at this point. He was probably 7 to 8 inches long and very thick. I wonder if Alexis will know it isn't me once he enters her?

Alexis had her mouth open as she moaned quietly. Daryl took this opportunity to lean down and kiss her. Alexis returned his kiss gently at first until she started kissing him back passionately.

"Tu lengua sabe increible!" Alexis managed to say before Daryl went back to kissing Alexis.

Daryl returned back her vigorous kisses as she tried devouring his mouth with hers. She took a hold of his head as he slowly moved forward. He kicked his pants off after hopping out.

Using his knees for support, Daryl grabbed a hold of Alexis with one arm around her lower back pushing her back to the head of the bed. Alexis wrapped her arms around his neck to hold onto as she let him take control.

He was completely naked as he got into the king-size bed with my wife who was half naked.

The guys here were enjoying the show as they hollered and commented. I have to say I was enjoying the show too. I tried hard to keep from getting an erection. I didn't want to get one in front of everyone.

Yet, I couldn't look away from the screen. It mesmerized me.

Daryl's body completely covered her small frame. After parting from her lips, he began to give her kisses on her neck, to which she responded to.

Alexis continued to roam her hands on his body, looking like she's not willing to let him go. His kisses went towards her breast, making sure not to leave a spot untouched by his lips and tongue.

When he reached her nipples, Alexis gave a sharp inhale with her eyes wide open.

"Oh, my God!" she gasped, followed by moans.

While sucking on one nipple, Daryl massaged her tits, pinching the other nipple, occasionally.

Alexis held onto his head as he continued working on her chest.

"My God, babe, your tongue feels so fucking good. Please, don't stop," Alexis begged.

"Yeah, you like that, baby? How about if I do this?" Daryl said before taking his mouth of her nipple to shift further down to her body.

Alexis let out a sharp cry before catching her breath as soon as Daryl planted his lips and tongue on her pussy.

She arched her back, looking straight up with a wide look as Daryl started eating her out.

Alexis didn't make a sound as he continued, with the same look of shock.

When she couldn't hold her breath any longer, Alexis let out short whimpers as she endured the pleasure she was experiencing thanks to Daryl and his tongue.

"Might as well," I heard one of the guys watching say. "It's gon' be one nasty pussy by the time she's done for tonight," he commented.

A mixture of laughter and agreement came from the other guys.

I guess that's true. Even if no one cums in her, I can't imagine putting my mouth on her afterwards.

We continued to watch the television as it continued to broadcast the live feed of Daryl, the first guy of many, to have his way with my wife.

He spent a good time burying his face in Alexis' snatch. I guess he too realized that he will be the only one to eat her out tonight.

Alexis squirmed as Daryl lapped away, keeping a firm hold on her with his hands wrapped around her thighs. The whole time Alexis made inaudible sounds. I think she was unable to say anything as the pleasure was almost too much for her to handle.

I noticed her right hand clenching the bed sheet tightly while holding onto Daryl's head with the other.

If this was how she was reacting now, I can only imagine how she will feel when the sex comes. I won't have to wait too long to see.

Sure enough, after Daryl had enough of going down on her, he abruptly stopped in order to shift back up to align his pelvis with hers.

Daryl didn't waste any time going slow. As soon as the tip of his hard rod was at her entrance, he plunged his whole shaft inside her.

Alexis only had a few seconds to catch her breath as Daryl re-positioned himself before penetrating her. When he did, Alexis yelled out loud.

It didn't phase Daryl but it scared me a little. It sounded more like she got stabbed by a knife! Some of the other guys shared the same surprise.

Daryl laid on top of her as he pumped himself in Alexis. Alexis changed her expression to that of euphoria as she was being penetrated by Daryl. Her face was barely visible over his left shoulder from where the camera was positioned.

It was like she was in a constant state of sexual bliss, as she held onto Daryl's back.

Some of the guys watching hollered and cheered for Daryl as he finally started fucking her.

"Way to go, my dude!"

"Fuck that slut!"

"Give it to that bitch! Yeah!"

"Can't wait til it's my turn. I'm gonna fuck her so hard, I'll ruin her for you all!"

Everyone was having a great time as they continued to watch the show. Alan's look of approval egged them on further to continue with their degrading comments. They probably think there is no limit to what he will allow them to say or do with the exception of the rules he laid out beforehand.

My mind wasn't so much on them, even though they were loud. I couldn't take my eyes off the screen.

I didn't think I would ever see her with another man after she said she would never do it again. I remember feeling so disappointed after I heard that. It should've made me happy and relieved. It did. But very little.

Alan's plan to torment me was executed perfectly. He knew I would have a problem at the beginning. And somehow he knew that the idea of being a cuckold would grow on me that, in the end, I would be robbed of any future satisfactions as a proper cuck.

I'm smart enough to know that this sudden turn of events is not a gift from Alan. He did this in order to ruin my honeymoon once again.

He slept with her first after we got married. He slept with her after they both legally married. And now a group of random men will fuck her first before I get to again.

But I'd be lying if I said I wasn't a little bit excited from it.

This may be the last time I'll see Alexis with another man. I didn't think it would be with multiple men. Be careful what you wish for, I guess.

My attention was fully brought back to the television screen when I noticed Daryl's movement changed to long but quick pumps. He was cumming inside her.

"Fuuuuck meee. Holy shit," Daryl groaned, as he deposited the first of many loads for tonight inside Alexis.

Daryl twitched a little, as most guys do after climaxing. He kept himself inside her as he lifted his head to look at her. She still had a dazed look. Daryl brushed her hair with his hand away from her face.

"That was fantastic, baby. You are fucking fantastic," Daryl complimented.

Alexis finally changed her expression, closing her eyes and smiling slightly.

"You weren't too bad yourself, mister. Can't wait to go again," she replied.

"Again?" Darryl chuckled. "Baby, you're something else, you know that?"

Both of them shared a laugh this time. Those drugs she took are really something. Alexis still thought she was talking to me. Not even Daryl's grammatical syntax threw her off.

Daryl moved in to kiss her, to which Alexis responded in kind. It was an intimate kiss. A kiss a husband and wife would share.

When they were done, Daryl slowly took out his now spent cock out of Alexis, before getting up to hop off the bed.

"I'll be right back, baby. Stay right there," Daryl instructed.

"Mmm, don't take too long. I'm ready for round two," Alexis said.

"I bet you are," Daryl replied.

Daryl put his clothes back on in no time before making his way out of the bedroom. He left Alexis who returned to rubbing her body on the material of the bed sheets as she was alone again but naked this time.

All the guys watching the television, turned around to see Daryl re-enter the living room.

Everyone cheered and clapped as he walked in. He did a little bow in response. Some of the guys walked up to him, giving him an exchange of high fives, handshakes, and pats on the back.

"How was she?"

"Man, she's something else. But I might've ruined her for the rest of you fellas," Daryl joked.

More laughter and jeers from the guys.

"I'm so glad I got talked into doing this. I thought it was too good to be true. This guy is the real deal," Daryl pointed at Alan. "You. Are the man," Daryl said as he walked up to Alan for a handshake.

"It's my pleasure, sir. Can I ask you to stick around? If you're up for it, you can have at her again. After everyone else has had their turn, of course," Alan said.

Daryl laughed a little, along with most of the other guys.

"I'll have to take a rain check. This may be paradise but I'm actually here on business and have an early morning. Thanks, anyway."

"Anytime," Alan replied, shaking hands once more.

With that Daryl made his way to the elevator saying his goodbyes to some of the other guys on his way out.

"One down," Alan said, which got everyone laughing, knowing full well we're in for a long night.

"Who's lucky number 2?" Alan asked out loud.

"Me!" A guy near me yelled. He was a young looking white guy. Might've been the same age as me. He rushed towards Alan, bumping me along the way without apologizing.

"Look, man, see? Number two, alright?" The kid held it out in front of Alan to see quickly before dumping it in the bowl he had placed on the coffee table before making his way towards the bedroom. It was quick, but Alan looked satisfied and accepted his number.

Several guys cheered him on as he made his way towards the bedroom.

"Don't go too fast, man!"

"Fuck that! Let that asshole fuck her fast so we can fuck her sooner!"

"Hope you make it to 10 seconds, bub!"

As soon as he disappeared, he reappeared in the television screen for our viewing pleasure. Once again, the guys huddled around to watch.

As soon as he was in the room, he disrobed immediately.

Alexis looked over to where he was as he undressed.

"Mmm, there you are. What took you so long?"

"Sorry. I tried coming quicker," he replied.

"Hopefully, not too quick," she teased. Some of the guys watching the screen snickered.

"I don't know about that, babe. God, you're so fucking hot," he said as he took off his underwear, the last article of clothing he had on.

"Well, don't keep me waiting then," Alexis said.

"Yes, ma'am," he responded.

The young guy hopped in bed with my naked wife. She was sprawled out on her back, rubbing her body on the bed. The drugs must have an everlasting effect on her senses.

The guy just knelt there next to Alexis with a look of jubilee and shock mixed together. He probably didn't think he was going to get lucky tonight.

Slowly, he reached for her chest with both hands. As soon as he made contact, Alexis moaned.

"Oh God," she gasped. "Your hands feel amazing. Rub it for me, papi," Alexis pleaded.

The guy then proceeded to massage her big tits, with the same look of shock and joy.

"Oh my God, I can't believe this is finally happening," he said, as continued to fondle my wife's breasts.

"Dude, I think he's a virgin," one of the guys watching commented.

"No shit?

"He definitely won't be forgetting this night, then!"

My focus went back to the screen as the young guy kept massaging Alexis' tits, testing their durability with his hands.

"That's it baby, just like that. God, that feels good. Pinch my nipples. Oooh, that's it," she coaxed.

"What's his name?"

"I think his name is Eric?"

"Way to go, Eric!"

The young guy known as Eric kept massaging Alexis like there was no tomorrow. He must not only be a virgin but has never done anything with a woman! This must be a big treat for him. He wasn't a bad-looking guy but I could tell he was the shy type. Takes one to know one.

The guys, including myself, were getting a little agitated from Eric. He really could not get enough of massaging Alexis' tits.

"Damn, is this mother fucker gonna fuck the bitch or what?"

"If he don't start soon, I'm comin' in there and takin' over."

"I guess he's not an ass man. Heh heh."

What felt like forever had past, Eric finally stopped.

"Oh, why'd you stop?" Alexis whimpered.

"Umm, is it alright if I get...a...blowjob...from you?" Eric asked.

Alexis chuckled a bit before answering.

"Of course you can, papi. Anything for you," she responded seductively.

Eric's eyes got wider as he watched Alexis positioned herself on her knees, grabbing a hold of his cock. On his knees too, he rested his butt on his heels, leaning back propping himself up with his hands on the bed behind him.

Alexis stroked it a little first before planting her mouth on his member.

"Holy shit!" Eric exclaimed.

Alexis moaned a little as she sucked him off. Just like Darryl, she gave his cock and balls plenty of attention. He had an average size cock, if not small. It was easy for Alexis to take him all the way in. I don't think she noticed the difference between his and Darryl's. Maybe the pleasure she's feeling made her not care or noticed.

"Damn, your cock tastes amazing! I can suck you all day!" Alexis commented. Can't imagine how a cock would normally taste like. As long as she enjoys it.

Eric remained silent for almost a minute as Alexis blew him before he said something again.

"Oh...oh...I think I'm...I think I'm going to...," was all he said before his body clenched, grabbing a hold of Alexis' head.

"Fuuuuck!" He yelled, as he came inside her mouth. Alexis picked up her pace as he erupted, making sure to milk all the cum out.

Eric started coming down from his climax, as his body twitched less and less.

When his body was finally still, Alexis lifted her mouth from his dick, making sure to keep her mouth closed on the tip of his dick to keep his cum from spilling out.

She tilted her head up, looking up at him, still thinking it's me, and opening her mouth wide enough for him to see she still had it in her mouth.

It took a moment for Eric to notice since he had his eyes closed during the entire time he was coming. When he did open to peer down at her, his eyes widened in astonishment.

"Holy shit. No way," Eric said.

Alexis giggled before closing her mouth to swallow his seed.

"You swallow?!"

"Your cum tastes like candy. Hope you have some more for me soon," Alexis requested, giving him a wink.

"Oh, I will. I'll be back," the young guy said.

He quickly got off the bed to put his clothes on.

"Don't take too long," Alexis said as Eric made his way out.

When he reappeared with the rest of us, he too had a standing ovation. He came in with a wide smile.

"Did you see that?! She swallows too! I didn't know girls actually like doing that!" Eric said, with a stupid look on his face.

Most of the guys laughed. One of them, an older guy, approached him, wrapping his arm around his shoulder.

"Let me ask you this, young man: was that your first blowjob?," the random man asked.

"What?," Eric scoffed. "Uhh...no...," he said hesitantly. The guys didn't buy it. They laughed once again, not buying his lie.

"Hey, don't worry about it, man! As long as you had a good time!" Someone else said.

"Couldn't have put it better myself," Alan said. "Did you enjoy yourself?

"Oh, yeah!" Eric nodded. "I was actually wondering if I could go again? After everyone else goes, I mean," he asked Alan.

"That's fine, Eric. As long as you don't mind the wait," Alan indicated, motioning the other men in the room.

"Not at all, sir! It's Evan by the way," Evan corrected.

"Evan. My mistake. In that case, relax, enjoy yourself with the other amenities I have to offer as you wait." As the 2nd guy who fucked my wife, named Evan, made his way to the kitchen to help himself to some of the alcohol, Alan continued on with the night. "Who's next?"



I saw someone raised their hand up holding a piece of paper. He was a big guy. On the hefty side. He might be Hispanic. Not sure.

I could tell this guy did not miss a meal.

Surely, Alexis would definitely be able to tell she's not with me in there by now.

After dropping the piece of paper in the bowl, he headed towards the direction of the bedroom.

I peered over to the screen to see Alexis still tossing and turning on the bed as she unknowingly waits for the next man to fuck her.

I just saw the big guy pop up in the screen when I felt someone's hand slam down on my shoulder from behind. It was Alan's.

"Hey Robert! Come meet a few of the guys!" Alan insisted.

With a strong grip on my shoulder, he led me to the kitchen area where several guys were drinking and socializing. I thought everyone was watching the television. It still amazed me how many men Alan managed to invite. There's no way Alexis is going to be able to have sex with all of them!

I peered over my shoulder behind me to see the screen as Alan dragged me away. I only saw the big guy taking his pants off at the foot of the bed watching Alexis as he did so.

I had no interest in talking to anyone here. I just wanted to watch Alexis in action. But Alan had other ideas.

"Gentlemen," Alan announced to the guys at the kitchen when we arrived. "This is Robert, a very good friend of mine. Robert this is Jerry, Alec, Mike, and Nathan."

As Alan said each one's name, they greeted me with a nod and a handshake to which I returned. Alan handed me a bottle of beer.

"I'm proud to say I have the honor to serve U.S. soldiers for serving our country," Alan praises, to which the soldiers acknowledged. "After I told them about the opportunity to spend a lovely night with a beautiful woman, they couldn't pass it up."

"Always happy to oblige a veteran," the one named Alec said. "Besides, when you showed us that topless picture of her, you made it made it hard for us to say no." Alec was white and young. He had a baby-face look about him. He had brown hair and blue eyes and had a toned body. Thanks to the military life I'm sure.

"It just made me hard," the one named Jerry added, to which everyone laughed.

"What's your story?" the guy named Nathan asked me. "How long did it take for Alan to convince you?"

I hesitated for a moment before answering. I didn't know how to answer it properly. They think I was just another guy Alan approached with his proposition.

I didn't know what to say. My mind was drawing a blank, unable to come up with a fake story to answer his simple question.

Alan answered for me when the length of my silence was just about to become awkward.

"You're here on your honeymoon, right?" He asked me, prompting me for an answer. Instead, this intrigued the guys.

"Damn, really?" Alec inquired. "That's wild, man. You're like the 5th guy here I met who's here with their wife. Some with kids too. But I think you're the first I've heard of who's here on their honeymoon. Cheers, man," he clinked his bottle on mine before taking a swig. I reluctantly drank. I shouldn't be surprised there are other married men here. If they have no shame sleeping with another man's wife, they sure as hell aren't going to feel shame for stepping out on their marriage.

"Shit, man. I don't know if I could do that if I had a wife," Nathan said. Nathan was also white but had a rougher look. He was a little bigger than Alec, but not as good-looking.

"Isn't that the reason why you got divorced in the first place?" Mike asked. Mike was a young black man who was just as built as Alec.

"Fuck off," Nathan replied, giving Mike the stink-eye while he chuckled.

I peered behind me once again to see what was happening on the television screen. The big guy was completely naked and going down on Alexis to which she took very well. I guess he didn't care about the other two cocks that were in there already.

"You, sir, have a lot of balls," the other serviceman named Jerry said to Alan. "Not too many guys could do that. I think I would kill any man that looks at my girl funny. But that's just me."

Jerry was definitely the toughest one in the group. I can tell. Something about him tells me he enjoys starting and finishing fights. He's the type you do not want to get on his bad side.

"Has anyone ever looked at Sammie funny?" Alec asked Jerry.

"Yeah, remember? I told you about that trucker back in Greenville? Only broke two of his fingers. He was lucky I was in a good mood that day," Jerry responded. The others, including Alan, laughed.

I only let out a nervous chuckle. I can't believe all four of them were going to sleep with Alexis. They were in the military. And one of them has a girlfriend or a wife! It makes me wonder how many others were in a relationship?

Alan walked me around the crowd, introducing me to everyone he had invited. It was hard to remember all their names, let alone what they look like. I really wanted to get back to watching Alexis fucking other guys. Alan was doing this on purpose to deny me of getting any kind of satisfaction from my new kink. And at the same time forcing me to make pleasantries with the men who were about to have a turn with Alexis before I'll be able to tonight.

I did remember quite a bit of them were already in relationships. Several of them were married and were with their significant other at the resort. Some even had families they were on vacation with! It's amazing what the promise of free sex will do to a man.

Alan introduced me pretty much to most of the guys who were there waiting to have sex with my Alexis. I barely paid half attention as I tried to look back to see what Alexis was doing. I would only look at the screen for a few seconds before Alan had me talking to someone new. I lost track how many more men had their time with her by the time Alan introduced me to almost everyone individually.

Of the times I was able to catch a glimpse of the television screen, Alexis would be in different positions with someone on the bed. The popular position being doggy-style. And every time I saw her, she was on cloud nine, never losing that expression of pure lust. I can't believe she still thinks it's me she's having sex with this whole time.

Most of the men who were here thought this whole situation was normal. Apparently, for a lot of them, this wasn't there first rodeo. I remember one guy named Rick who was older said he and his wife were swingers. That he even told her what he was doing tonight. According to him, she told him to, "have fun." Rick even mentioned his wife would've been here to watch him with Alexis but she was out scouting her own partner for tonight. He showed us a picture of what she looked like on his phone to prove she won't have any trouble doing so.

Two hours had passed when half the group had slept with Alexis. Most of them who did decided to leave after sleeping with Alexis, thanked Alan for the wonderful opportunity. It felt weird watching each guy express their gratitude to Alan, thinking he was her actual husband. None of them knew the real situation that was happening. Yet, I don't think they would give a damn even if they knew. When it comes to the subject of "free pussy," nothing else mattered. There was also that familiar feeling of jealousy creeping back on me. While a part of me did feel guilty for what I was putting Alexis through, I also felt pride. It felt good knowing these guys had had a chance of a lifetime because of me. But they'll never know it. They just thanked Alan and Alexis.

I know it's a fucked up thing to think about which is why I reminded myself the guilt I should be feeling. I know enough to know that, technically, this is rape. She's not consenting to sleeping with all these guys. I may be a victim of Alan's torment, but I am just as guilty for what he's doing to her.

So my only hope is that she continues to think she's sleeping with me and that she never finds out about this night.

I also started drinking a little to take the edge off. It did help as the night went on. Most of the guys who were still waiting lost interest in watching the live feed and took advantage of what else Alan had to offer.

While some socialized with each other, others went in the pool and hot tub. Since no one brought their swim gear, all they had on were some kind of underwear. Some went as far as going naked! I guess if you have no shame in sleeping with another man's wife in front of a crowd, you'll have no shame being naked in a pool in front of others of the same sex.

As soon as Alan was done with me for the moment, I hurried back to the couch to sit down as I continued to watch Alexis in action. Only a few other men were watching too. Alexis was riding a new guy in cowgirl position. I can tell through the screen she was covered in sweat. Her hair was looking more disheveled and matted than ever. Her lipstick was getting smeared from what I assume was because of the many blowjobs she has given tonight.

Alexis may looked worn out but her actions say otherwise. Even with a guy bucking under her, Alexis bobbed up and down at the right time for greater effect. She moaned out loud as she cursed in spanish from the fucking she was giving and taking.

I noticed that the guy who was underneath Alexis was Jerry, the tough-looking Marine I met along with his other military buddies earlier. Even when having sex, he still looked a little menacing. Like maybe he wanted to hurt Alexis. But she definitely didn't look like she was hurting.

"That's it, slut. Take my fucking cock, you slut. You like that? Huh? You like being a fucking slut?" Jerry coaxed.

"Aye, si papi. Me gusta ser tu puta!" she said.

After giving her her first orgasm, he flipped her on all four so that he could take her from behind. He propped himself with his feet on the bed as he knelt to fuck her bulldog-style. Jerry was pounding her so hard that Alexis had to bury her face in the bed sheets in order to muffle her screams.

Jerry grabbed a handful of her hair before yanking it up to lift her head up.

"I want to hear you scream, bitch," he said.

Using her hair to hold himself up, he continued slamming into her with all his might. Alexis screamed every time he slammed his cock in her. I was scared for her for a second, thinking he was hurting her until I heard her say the next words.

"OH MY FUCKING GOD! FUCK MY PUSSY, BABY! FUCK MY PUSSY HARD! FUCK ME!" Alexis yelled.

I can't believe how rough she likes it. Had she always liked it rough? Does she ever get disappointed that I can't do that for her?

After fucking her like that for several minutes, Jerry got off her quickly and tossed her body to the bed facing up. He quickly knelt next to her head stroking his cock near her mouth.

"Hear it comes, baby," he panted. "This cum is just for you. Open your fucking mouth!" he commanded.

Alexis did so willingly as she played with her pussy with one hand and her tit with the other.

The first two shots went right in her mouth. Jerry then began to spray it all over her face.

"Uuuhh, aarrrggh, take my fucking cum. Swallow it. Swallow it all, like the cumslut you are. Ooohhh, yeeeaaahhh," Jerry growled.

Jerry left a big deposit all over her face and the bed. Alexis smiled as he came on her. She began to lap up the cum on her face, shoveling it to her mouth with her fingers.

"Your cum tastes so good, baby. I want more," Alexis cried.

"Oh, you'll get more. Believe me. You're in for a long night, slut," Jerry remarked.

Jerry wasted no time dressing and walking out, leaving Alexis to finish eating the last of his cum.

Come to think of it, I think what also gets me off is the fact how helpless I feel while another man takes advantage of someone so close to me. It's so perverted but damn if it didn't get me really turned on. I hope Alexis would still be in the mood when I finally get to sleep with her tonight.

As soon as he reappeared in the living room, he announced, "That is one horny slut." The guys who were there laughed. "You, sir, are a lucky man," he said to Alan. He walked over to Alan give him a handshake. "Thanks again, sir."

"No, thank you, sir. You made our night as well" Alan replied.

Jerry didn't leave just yet. Apparently, he was the first of his buddies to be with Alexis. He was going to wait around for them until they had their turn.

Throughout the rest of the night, I was left undisturbed by the other men, including Alan, as I continued to watch Alexis being ravished by man after man. Just when I thought she had enough, she was ready for another round.

Watching Alexis sleep with a different man was better than any porn I've ever seen. There was no denying after tonight that I am a true cuckold. I can't help but feel excited to see my Alexis being taken in every way possible by man after man. It scared me to think how fast I took to this taboo. I just wish, for once, that the arrangements were set and approved from me and Alexis.

I studied every detail how each man took advantage of Alexis. A lot of them preferred to start with a blowjob to get them hard. She always obliged, not getting enough, apparently, of, "my delicious cock." Of course, not all cocks were alike. I think it's safe to say that every possible shape and size entered in her mouth and pussy on this night. Not even the bigger cocks threw Alexis off when it came to who she was with. I secretly prayed the effects of the drug in her system were as long-lasting as Alan said it was. I can imagine Alexis freaking out and being upset if she found out during a session with one of the guys. I hope I don't cross that bridge tonight.

It relieved me a little to see that most of the men didn't last long either. I guess they were excited as I was. A lot of them were also perverted too.

Even being fully aware that a handful of guys came in her without a condom, some of them still went down on her. They even fingered her to scoop some of the cum out for her to lick up. Then there are the ones who have a foot fetish. They went to town on her bare feet, sucking each toe, licking every part. They got off more from stroking their cocks with her feet. And I mean they came hard. Most of it would go on the bed while some of it hit her feet. She didn't bother to clean herself afterwards. I think I counted 4 guys who came on her feet.

Then you got the guys who took pleasure in degrading her. After seeing one guy commanding her to open her mouth wide open for him to spit in, guys afterwards followed suit. I guess the thought of her taking in more than just one bodily fluid excited them. Luckily, it only went as far as saliva. None of them dared to go further like peeing on her, thank God. There was even a few who enjoyed slapping her. The first guy tested the waters by giving playful slaps on her face. When she didn't object, he slapped her harder. In fact, Alexis encouraged the guy to slap her harder! This made the guy very excited and gave her one good slap across the face. It made my heart skip a beat. It was the kind of slap a man would inflict on a woman if they were fighting. Even the guy who slapped her had a look of horror for a moment, realizing he might've gone too far. When Alexis felt the force of the slap, she endured it for a few seconds before turning back to face him with a giggle. The guy giggled back in response, probably relieved he didn't hurt her. He didn't hit her again afterwards, but instead continued fucking her missionary position until he came in her. At least Alexis didn't bruise easily. I don't know how I would explain to her, let alone to others, how she got them.

But after the first guy who slapped her, others wanted to slap her too. Not just on the face, but other parts of her body. Especially her ass. While most slapped her ass hard in doggy position, I remember one who had her bent over his lap to give her a proper spanking.

"You've been a bad girl," he said. "This is the only way you will learn."

Alexis enjoyed the stimulation as mush as the simulation.

There were guys who really enjoyed bondage. The first guy used the bed sheets to tie her wrists to the bed posts. He made sure to have her facing up before tying her. Then he just went to town on her as she struggled in her binds as he took advantage of her.

It didn't look like there was much from it from the first guy but he got off from it nevertheless, spraying his seed all over her belly.

But the next guy had Alexis tied up almost the same way. The only difference was that he had her facing down, with her knees on the bed.

In this position, her bare ass stuck out towards him. She even wiggled it a little bit to tease him. But this guy had other ideas.

Before joining her in the bed, this guy took his belt off and brought the two ends together on one hand.

"You've been a bad girl, little lady. Sluts like you need to be taught a lesson," the guy hissed.

"Mmm, and are you going to teach me a lesson, then?" Alexis replied.

"Oh, yes, I am," he answered.

Next, he crawled until he was behind her. He grabbed the bottom of her chin to lift her head up forcibly.

"Open your mouth," He commanded.

With a smile, Alexis did so. He didn't bother to wait when she had her mouth wide open. As soon as her lips parted he stuffed her panties inside her mouth. She made some muffling noises before succumbing to the treatment.

"There, there, little one. That's to help you endure for what's next."

He let go of her head to scoot back to where he originally was. Without warning, he brought down the belt on her bare bottom, hard.

Alexis squealed from the hit. Her panting intensified.

"See? That wasn't so bad. However, I'm not sure I will say the same by the 50th time." With that being said, he landed another hard blow on Alexis' bare ass.

Alexis squealed once again from the blow. She flinched a little, slightly swaying her hips.

He gave her a second or two to recover before landing another blow. And these blows were not love taps.

I know Alexis to be a tough girl. Giving up was hardly an option for her in life. She always felt like she had something to prove. Growing up as a Mexican-American female in America had its tribulations. Luckily, having that fiery Latino passion with a very supportive and loving family taught her how to become a strong, independent woman.

Plus, I'm sure the drugs still did its part in helping her endure whatever treatment she was going through at the moment.

The thought did bring me a little more guilt. I hated that I had a hand in destroying Alexis' image and self-worth within days, after years of building herself the proud woman she has become. These guys never would have had a chance with Alexis. I'm pretty sure. Hell, I'm sure she would've broken a bone or two from them if they even looked at her funny.

I barely recognize her as she let random men degrade her into acts she would've thought humiliating. Instead, she looks like she's having the time of her life. Even as the guy wrapped the belt around her neck, after he finished whipping her, and tied it to the head of the bed, she still had that look of euphoria. There was enough slack for her to breathe, but when he lifted her up by the ass to fuck her, the belt was the only thing holding her up, since he pinned her hands together from behind. When this happened, her breathing would be restricted.

The man was some kind of freak. A dangerous freak, maybe. I would hope that Alan or someone would do something if Alexis was in some kind of danger. It pains me to rely on other men to help my wife if she needs it. Men who have fucked or are going to fuck my wife.

I looked over at Alan to see he was still socializing with some of the guys. Most have left after they had their time with Alexis. Very few had stayed afterwards. Not sure why. Maybe to have another go with her. Alan paid no attention to the screen nor me. I looked around to see only one other guy was watching with me. He didn't take his eyes off the screen as he sat comfortably on the couch with a drink in hand.



I couldn't tell how many of them were here. I checked my phone to see it was 12:37 a.m. Alexis has been going at it for over three hours now. I couldn't believe she still had energy. I had a bad feeling that she was going to be hurting in the morning.

Every time someone had come out of the bedroom, Alan called out the next guy to come over to drop the small piece of paper with the next number in the bowl before going in the room with Alexis. And each time, Alexis was more than ready, and willing, to please the new guy, whatever he wanted to do with her. The whole time she thought it was me she was doing it with.

I found it surprising all of the men followed Alan's rules when it came to fucking Alexis. Can you blame me? These guys already have no shame sleeping with another man's wife. While waiting in line. In front of everyone to watch. I suppose when it comes to free pussy with no strings attached, no one is willing to break the rules, risking their chances with sleeping with an attractive woman like Alexis.

As for me, I couldn't get enough. I didn't get tired of watching Alexis with man after man. I think I kept getting hornier as the night went on which I didn't know it was possible. I had to keep my legs crossed to hide my boner the whole night. I was glad no other situation came up for me to stand up and for all to see the tent I was sporting.

It was almost 2 a.m. by the time the last guy of the group was about to go. He already went earlier, but wanted to go again before he left. As the last guy entered the room, Alan sat down on the other couch to watch with me.

"Phew! What a night! Do I know how to throw a party or what?" Alan joked. "Although, it's mostly because of Alexis if I'm being honest."

I didn't say anything. I didn't want to make eye contact with Alan so I just focused on the television. The last guy wasted no time as he only dropped his pants and underwear before hopping onto the bed and started fucking Alexis missionary style. I noticed Alexis wasn't vocal or enthusiastic as she was most of the night. She barely moved as the guy had his way with her. The only time she moved her body was when he pounded her.

I noticed her change in mood about 5 guys ago. I think the drug Alan had injected her with was starting to wear off, replacing her pleasure with fatigue. And I couldn't blame her.

I found out she had been with a total of 41 men. That's 41 cocks that entered her by mouth and pussy. She had been pounded relentlessly, felt up roughly, spanked and slapped all over her body for hours. Her body repeatedly sprayed with semen from different men. Both inside her and on her. If it wasn't for the drug coursing through her blood, she would've been done a long time ago. I'm surprised she even lasted this long.

"What about you? Did you have a good night?" Alan asked me.

I hesitated to answer. Of course, I didn't want to admit it out loud, especially to him, but I didn't exactly tried to stop it either.

"I uhh...I don't...I mean...," I started before Alan cut me off with a laugh.

"That's okay. You don't have to say it. I know you enjoyed it. More than most of these guys tonight, I think."

I hope he didn't see how red my face was turning.

"Don't say I didn't do anything for you, you horny bastard."

Alexis gave little to no response as the last guy fucked her. Even when he mauled her tits roughly, Alexis barely responded. He did all of the work as he had to position her body just right in order to fuck her properly. The guy didn't seem to mind.

"You're also not getting a copy of the footage. This is for me and for me alone. Doing this serves two purpose. One, it's for me to remember this night for years to come. And two, I want you to only rely on your memories of this night. I want it to torture you that I may or may not release this footage to the public one day."

His threat did scare me but I tried to focus on the screen to drown out any worry I felt. The guy brought Alexis' legs up so that her ankles rested on his shoulders as he fucked her. Her arms were sprawled out with her head to the side. I think she was unconscious. But this didn't seem to bother the guy.

"I have to thank you for an amazing week, Robbie. All this was possible because of you. If it wasn't for you, or your help, I never would've fucked Alexis first after you both got married. She never would've agreed to annul your marriage in order to legally marry me so that I could fuck her as her husband. And I definitely would not have been able to get all these men to fuck her on your last night together. Yes, sir. That's all you."

His words hit me harder than it did when I just thought about them. Hearing it out loud, and from him, made me feel miserable. The guilt and shame was overwhelming. It made me sick to my stomach. I tried looking away from the screen but I couldn't. It didn't matter anyway. The guy was pumping away at a very fast pace before he suddenly pulled out and moved over to Alexis' head, dick in hand.

With the other hand, he forced Alexis' mouth open since she was still unresponsive. Then he carefully inserted the head of his dick in her mouth as he came, making sure all of his cum went in her mouth.

This made Alan chuckle.

"I think you learned your lesson. If you and Alexis are still together, your time here will serve as a reminder of what happens when someone like you is with someone like Alexis. And I've also shown you your true colors. After what you did to her, and what you didn't do for her, you don't deserve to be with a woman like Alexis. And if you two part ways, then I hope you find someone YOU deserve, if you don't end up alone. In other words, someone who treats you like a piece of shit. Because that's what you are. Nothing but a piece of shit."

I had to close my eyes to stop myself from crying. His words were like acid, but it was the truth. How can I be with Alexis after this? If I had any shred of decency left, I would do the right thing and tell her everything. If she leaves me, then I deserve it. I may be alone and miserable, but at least I would still have what little soul I had left.

"Aww, don't worry, buddy. It's not all bad news. I am a man of my word. I am going to leave you and Alexis alone when we go back home. I will not interfere with your lives in any way. After today, I will return to being your superior and you my subordinate. Professional relationship."

This brought very little solace. Yet, it was better than nothing.

At this time, the guy came back to the main room, zipping up his pants.

"All good?" Alan asked as the guy made his way towards us.

"Yes, sir! Thank you for accommodating me. I had to screw her again. She is a much better lay than my wife. I'm just glad she's out drinking herself senseless with her friends."

He looked over at me.

"Guess you're the last one, eh? That's funny. I don't remember seeing you take your turn? Is this your first time or are you going again?" the last guy asked me.

"He came in late," Alan answered for me. "But he's the last one for tonight."

"Better late than never, I guess," he laughed. "Although, I think she's pretty much done for tonight. She wasn't moving much when I was done with her," the man advised. "But anyway, thanks again, Alan, for a fantastic night! I'll never forget it!"

"My pleasure, Ben!" Alan said, shaking his hands. "Stay out of trouble and have a good night."

"Can't promise the former but because of you the latter is already done. Thanks again."

With that, the last guy known as Ben left, making his way towards the elevator.

Alan waited until Ben was out of sight before turning his attention to me.

"It's getting late. You should probably head in there so I can finish recording."

What did he mean by that? I didn't know what to do next. Alan noticed my confusion. He rolled his eyes before he elaborated.

"This show is going to end only one way. You sleeping with your 'wife.' What better way to end it? The ultimate humiliation. This night won't end until you had your turn. Although, I have a funny feeling you won't need much convincing to fuck your wife after so many men have had her. Even if she's knocked out."

I looked back at the television to see Alexis was indeed still unconscious. Did the drugs finally wear off? Was she exhausted from sleeping with so many men? Maybe a combination of both.

"Go on, slugger. Time's a-wastin'," Alan urged.

I slowly got up to make my way towards Alexis. I didn't say another word nor looked back at Alan again as I made my way to the bedroom. It felt strange going in knowing 41 men had gone in here to fuck Alexis senseless. But as I walked in to see Alexis sprawled out on the bed like that, I felt excited again.

The bedroom might've been big and spacious, but it reeked of sex. The air was hot and heavy. It didn't sway me in the slightest as I approached the bed.

I quickly replayed all the scenes I saw with her and each man in my head. I still have trouble wrapping my head around the fact I made Alexis do everything she did in this trip. But I couldn't ignore the fact how excited it made me feel to see Alexis with another man. So much lust.

At that moment, I didn't care if Alan was watching this or what he made me do to Alexis. What I saw in front of me was pure ecstasy. Like a fantasy come true.

Alexis was on her stomach with her legs slightly spread apart. She had her arms up next to her head as she slept. Her hair was a total mess. I remember I heard once it was referred to as "sex hair."

As I moved closer, I noticed parts of her body were covered in dried-up cum. Especially on her ass. Besides the dried cum, her ass was unnaturally red. It was very noticeable compared to her tanned skin. There were hand marks on her ass. My God, did seeing that made me harder.

I was afraid to touch her ass. Just looking how red it was must've felt very tender for her. Yet, I was curious to see just how knocked out she was. I poked her ass with my finger a few times. No response. I then took it a little further and cupped her ass with my hand. Still nothing. Man, did her ass feel hot. Alexis didn't bruise easily but I could see red welts on her ass too. It must've been from that one guy who whipped her with the belt. I really hope she doesn't feel like shit when she wakes up.

Pushing my luck further, I carefully flipped her body over so that she was on her back. First thing I noticed there were more dried cum on her stomach. Her amazing tits were also red. Red from all the harsh groping, slapping, and pinching she went through tonight. Damn, I could also see bite marks on them! What the fuck! It made me a little upset but it did not hinder my horniness whatsoever.

Her face and hair also had cum stains all over. What I thought was drool was actually cum from the last guy who deposited it in her mouth. Alexis' cheeks were also red from the slaps she got from the men. She looked completely different from how she looked at the beginning of the night. They were dark and very noticeable. But that was nothing compared to the nasty-looking mark around her neck. It gave her neck a dark purple and brown color that made it obvious to anyone who saw it that she had been severely choked with something. I pray to God it lightens up by the time we leave.

She was a total mess. She's exactly what I thought she would look like after hours of passionate, lust-filled sex from over forty men. Yet, she still looked beautiful to me. From a different perspective.

As I shuffled around the bed, I felt multiple cold spots on the bed which I immediately knew was bodily fluid. Perhaps a mixture of cum and Alexis' juices. It was a bit off-putting but I didn't care.

"Alexis?" I said, trying to see if I can wake her. When she didn't respond, I shook her body a little forcefully. Nothing. She kept on sleeping, snoring very quietly. I even went as far as to stick a finger in her pussy to see if that would wake her up. Still nothing.

She was a little dry. Not completely but I imagined she used up enough of her juices for a month's worth of sex. It also felt very warm inside. Hot from all the friction from different cocks that went in there.

All these thoughts going through my head, what she has been through, and seeing how the way she looks was all too much for me. I couldn't take it anymore.

I quickly took off my clothes, opened her legs wide for me by hand and inserted my rock-hard cock in her. I forgot for a moment how dry she was so I pulled out to apply spit on myself and her before returning inside her. I pumped away as I took in everything I saw in front of me. I was aware Alexis was not conscious as I fucked her. She didn't make any kind of movement as I increased my pace.

It occurred to me that this was considered rape. But I didn't care. I was in too deep. In more ways than one. I knew what I was doing. This was all of Alan's doing. I tried to deny it but it was no use. You can't fight one's nature. I'll probably never get to experience this again so I'm making it count tonight. I still very much love Alexis. And I know she loves me. Which is why she will never know about this night or my real participation in her actions this past week.

What was a punishment for me was also enlightenment. Even if Alexis never does this for me again, I am a cuckold. I'm a very weak man with sick fetishes. But that's okay. No one will ever know. Well, anyone that matters anyway. Alan said he wouldn't tell anyone and I believe him. He has just as much to lose as I do if not more.

As I looked down on Alexis, I thought how beautiful she looked. How serene and at peace she looked. This whole night she thought it was me who she made love to all night long. A proud, strong, and intelligent woman she once was. Now, she was reduced to a sex object for horny men to use to help them satiate their lust. I had to wait for my turn before I could sleep with her. Wait for my turn as a good submissive cuck would do. It was this thought that sent me over the edge. I added my cum to the deposit from all the other men who had used Alexis tonight. It was one of the hardest orgasms I've ever had. I didn't think I would stop cumming.

When I did, however, I looked down to see Alexis was still passed out. I waited until my cock completely deflated before I pulled out. I hopped out of bed to clean up a little bit in the bathroom. I wondered if Alan was still here as I washed up. I didn't care. I just hoped I didn't see him again until we got home.

I returned to the bedroom to see Alexis still hadn't moved a muscle. I picked up the comforter from the floor to take with to bed before climbing back up. I wrapped the comforter around my body so I didn't have to feel all the dried, cold cum stains from the bed. The comforter was big enough for me to cover Alexis as well.

I knew I should've cleaned her up too, but something about leaving her in that state all night seemed...erotic.

I was on my side just staring at Alexis and thinking how lucky I am to be with a woman like her. Maybe I got off knowing I really shouldn't be with someone like Alexis but I am. She'll never see the real me. And that's fine with me.

My final thought before I finally went to sleep was how this night was worth it if this was the last time I could ever experience something like this. Tonight was the only night I slept like a baby, without a care in the world.

Epilogue

Alexis passed out as soon as the airplane was in the air. She still felt exhausted from last night. Correction: she still felt "fatigued." I'm glad she was sleeping though. I couldn't handle the awkward silence anymore. I hope she would be in a better mood when she woke up. Doubt it, though. I replayed in my head how that morning went to see if I could've done something differently.

I woke up to Alexis hitting my back, hard. I was on my left side with my back to her. It startled me. For a second, I thought last night was a dream. But after hearing and seeing Alexis when I woke up, I was reminded it was definitely not a dream.

"What's up, babe?" I said, still half asleep.

"...water...," Alexis croaked.

Hearing her try to talk actually scared me. She sounded like someone who has been lost in the desert for weeks. I turned over completely to inspect her.

"Damn, babe, are you okay?" I asked her, touching her hip. She immediately slapped my hand away.

"Don't fucking touch me!" she said with that same croaking sound. It may have been low and hoarse, but I knew she was being serious.

"Sorry, babe. Are you okay?" I asked like an idiot.

"Do I fucking look okay? My whole body fucking hurts," she said. Alexis writhed on her side of the bed as she moved her body to feel what parts were in pain. Judging by the look on her face I assume her whole body was hurting.

My heart dropped when I noticed some of the marks on her body did not fade away as I had hoped. As soon as she sees herself in the mirror, she was going to freak. What the fuck was I thinking?

"Here. Let me get you that water," I said, quickly hopping out of bed to fetch some water from the kitchen. The living room and kitchen still looked the same. Alan was long gone. Which brought me some relief.

When I returned to the bedroom, Alexis was having trouble sitting up.

"Here," I said, holding the glass of water towards her. She didn't even bother to look at it. I ended up just setting it on the nightstand next to her side of the bed.

"Is there anything I can do to help?" I asked with genuine concern.

"I think you've done enough," she replied hoarsely.

Realizing I was trouble, I thought I would just start packing before she stopped me.

"Fucking help me up!" she cried. I quickly grabbed her hand and put my other hand on her back to help sit her up.

"Easy, easy, there you go," I encouraged.

"Shut up," she said.

With her back on the bed's head board, Alexis sat up trying to recuperate as best as she could. She kept her eyes closed, probably trying to get used to the aches from her body. I was afraid to say anything else. Maybe saying the wrong thing. So I just waited sitting next to her for her to say or do something first.

"What the fuck happened last night?" she asked me.

I knew this question would come up. Although I didn't have a script in mind, I had a good idea how to explain.

"What do you mean? You don't remember?" I asked her.

"Remember what? What did you do?"

"Nothing! We just had sex all night. Those drugs Alan gave us were something else! Not only were we horny all night but it made us do things we normally would never do!"

"Like what?"

"You really don't remember me whipping you with the belt? or choking you with it?"

Alexis didn't say anything for a moment. I guess she was trying to remember.

"I...I think so. Ugh. It feels like a dream. No, a nightmare. You actually choked me with a belt? Why the fuck did you do that?"

"I didn't! I mean, you wanted me to! And after I did, I got off on it. it was pretty hot," I said, trying to lighten the mood. "You even got off on it too. Remember?"

"Would you please stop asking me if I fucking remember or not!? I do remember, okay? I just don't understand why'd you have to be so rough? My whole body hurts. God, even my pussy hurts, you fucking asshole!" she yelled the best she could.

"Damn, babe, I said I'm sorry. I wasn't thinking about how we'd feel the next day. I just got caught up in the moment. Just like you. Had I known you would've felt like shit the next day, I wouldn't have been so rough!" I retorted.

Alexis didn't say anything else. She was pissed. Instead, she reached over to where I left the glass of water for her on the nightstand. She took a few sips before gulping down the water.



"Ugh," Alexis coughed, "It feels like my whole mouth is covered in cum. It's fucking disgusting. How many times did you cum last night?"

I didn't know how to answer that. Mostly because I lost count last night.

"I don't know. I lost count," I answered.

With water in her system, Alexis managed to get out of bed to walk to the bathroom. Only barely, though.

As soon as she got up, her legs almost gave out. She would've fallen had she not braced herself on the nightstand. Still, I made a move to help her. But sensing this, she stopped me.

"No!" she croaked. "I got it."

Seems like her pride was still intact. Alexis hated asking for help unless it was absolutely necessary.

Alexis stood there to collect herself for a bit before walking, weakly, to the bathroom. Watching her limp to the bathroom while holding her stomach and arm made me ashamed of myself. I knew the right thing to do now was to tell her everything. The truth. But there was no contemplation. I knew I was too much of a coward to do so.

I just sat there replaying everything from the first day we got here. A mixture of shame and excitement went through me until I heard Alexis from the bathroom.

"Holy shit! What the fucking fuck, Robert?!" she yelled very hoarsely. It scared me a little to hear her yell like that with how her throat is. Took me a minute to realize what got her so upset. She saw the marks on her body. Probably the mark on her neck did the trick.

I didn't say anything. I figure she would come out demanding an explanation, I would give it to her. She didn't.

A few minutes passed until I heard the shower head running. I sighed in relief, knowing this would buy me a few minutes of peace. I decided to take the opportunity to dress and get ready. I knew today was the last day we can leave this island, so I decided not to waste any more time here.

I was nearly done with packing when Alexis came out. She had on a towel wrapped around her body and another around her hair. She didn't look at me as she got out. She just limped towards the dresser to pick out some clothes. I was going to leave her alone to get dressed until she took off her towel. Her amazing ass was still very red with spots of bruises. The rest of her backside had red welts along with their own bruises. I knew she didn't bruise easily, so it made me believe the guys who had been a little rough with her went a little too far last night.

Although I felt a little terrible seeing her body in the state that it was in, I couldn't help but also feel myself getting hard. Her body was evident that last night happened. A part of me hoped she never healed so that it could serve as a reminder of this past week. But I knew time heals all wounds. I don't know. Seeing her that way makes her look so vulnerable. The feeling was incredible.

As she was getting ready, she noticed me looking at her.

"What?" she asked, agitated. "Hurry up. We have to get ready. The ship will be leaving soon." Her voice seemed a little better but it was still in bad condition. It sounded like she was screaming at a concert all night last night.

Under her instruction, I continued to get ready.

We both packed up all of our belongings without saying a word to each other. Even when we were done packing, we both just knew we were both ready to leave, still not saying a word. I had to carry most of the bags because of Alexis' weak state. It wasn't an easy task as there were quite a few bags to carry. Even with just her purse to carry, Alexis still had trouble walking.

We had to stop a few times for her to recuperate. Alexis didn't bring any kind of scarf or hoodie to hide the marks on her neck. I mean, why would she? It's the middle of summer and we're at the beach. She did bring one light pink Addidas jacket that had a collar that barely covered her neck but it was better than nothing.

Alexis sat down by a nearby chair when I was checking out at the front desk. It took longer than I expected as I waited for the man at the front desk to return. It wasn't until I looked back to see someone talking to Alexis. I had no idea what that was about and I was going to check it out but the guy had already left.

A minute or two later the guy at the front desk came back explaining to me I had already checked out a couple days ago. I completely forgot I lost the original room I had booked for me and Alexis. It didn't seem to phase the man behind the desk, so I just nonchalantly remembered the situation and thanked him for his help anyway. When I returned to Alexis she explained to me that the guy talking to her worked for the resort and was informed by numerous guests and employees about the condition Alexis was in. Apparently people were concerned that I may have been hurting Alexis. I really couldn't blame them. Even after showering, putting plenty of makeup on, and wearing plenty of clothes to hide all the marks, she still looked like some kind of abused victim.

We still kept getting more concerned looks as Alexis and I walked towards the ship. Luckily no one stopped or questioned us. As soon as we went into our assigned room in the ship, Alexis crashed on the bed immediately a we entered our room. She told me to get her a bag of ice for her sore crotch. After that, she told me she wanted to be alone.

I left her alone in the room as I wandered around the ship. It brought back memories as I remembered walking on the deck with Alexis checking out the features the ship had to offer. It took three days for the ship to reach the island, so it left a lot of time to explore and discover neat things around the ship. We decided not to have sex as husband and wife while on the ship. She said it was because it wouldn't be as romantic if we did it on a boat instead of an island. I was all too happy to oblige seeing as how I promised Alan I was not going to sleep with her first. Alan wasn't in the same ship we were in as we traveled to our honeymoon destination. I never did figure out how he got to the resort.

Knowing our time on the ship would be the only time we would be together uninterrupted, I made sure we had a great time together. I think it's safe to say we won't be making any more happy memories this time as we head back home. She was literally asleep throughout the entire ship ride back to the airport. Three days! If she did eat or sleep, she must've done it when I was out. I slept on the floor as Alexis forbade me to sleep on the bed with her. She was upset throughout the entire time. I can count how many words she said to me on the way back home with two hands. I didn't argue with her once. I complied hoping it would satisfy her and left up any anger she felt towards me. Didn't help much.

As I said, I spent most of time wandering around the ship. I didn't want to do any of the activities or attend any of the events the ship was hosting. I felt guilty I couldn't do them with Alexis. Instead, I would pick a different spot on the edge of the rail everyday to relax as I let my thoughts wander, looking to see how far the ocean went.

The wind hitting my face felt nice as I heard the waves crashing mixed with the sounds of joy from families and friends behind me. Even when we reached our stop to take the airplane to go back home, Alexis was still giving me the silent treatment. When Alexis and I made our way off the ship and to the airport, we kept getting looks of confusion and concern. It made more sense why Alexis didn't want to be seen in public. The three days on the ship did little to nothing to heal all her wounds. When we finally took our seats in the plane, she put on her neck pillow and slept even before the plane took off.

I wish I knew what she was thinking. Did she believe me when I said I was the only one who slept with her on our last night at the resort? I tried not to think about how shitty this past week was. Instead, I thought about what the future will hold for us. I can't say for sure what's going to happen between me and Alexis. I mean we're coming back no longer as husband and wife for fuck's sake. Speaking of which, I still have the wedding ring I gave her on our wedding day. The plan was to put it back on her as soon as our time with Alan as over. It may be over , but legally speaking, Alan was still married to Alan. If she wanted to, she didn't have to marry me when we got back. Sure it would leave a lot of questions from our family and friends, but if Alexis wants it that way, she'll get it.

And then there's Alan. Will he really keep his promise and leave us alone when we got back home? Alexis still doesn't know Alan is my boss. She hasn't found that out before the trip so she could still never find out, unless Alan had other plans. Then again, as he mentioned before, he has no reason to lie to me. He'll tell me how things will go whether I like it or not. I like to think he'll have some kind of mercy on me after what he put us through. He hasn't shown me to be mostly merciful though.

As for me, I plan on doing everything I can to make it up to Alexis for everything I put her through. If she gives me the chance. If she does, she'll never know what happened here but I can make sure I'll be the perfect husband for her. Whatever she wants from me, she'll get it. I can never do better than Alexis. I would be miserable and alone if she leaves me. That's why I won't give her any more reasons to doubt our relationship. I don't care if she ever sleeps with another man to appease my sexual gratification.

I think she did enough last night to last a lifetime. Alan made sure of it. If the very small chance, the opportunity does ever comes up again I'll play it by ear.

But damn, Alan is such an asshole for not giving me a copy of what she did on our last night at the resort.

