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Chapter 1: Sasha & Max Meet Up with Nigel and His Wife, Keely, And New Lines Are Crossed - Sasha

	 

	Max selects my outfit for the evening as usual. He comes back to that lavender dress that started us down this road that night I modeled it for him in our bedroom back home. The deep, wide V in the front doesn’t seem as risqué now as when I first tried it on in the dressing room. A lot has happened since then. I’ve shown off a lot more than some sideboob. I still need to muster confidence to wear this in public because I feel like I could be exposed at any moment. When I’m sober and not dripping wet, the possibility of flashing my boobs to strangers is daunting.

	 

	Wearing a bra with this dress isn’t even a question because it’s impossible with the matching deep cuts in the front and back. I tug the dress, but no amount of pulling makes it cover more of my chest. My boobs will be exposed to anyone paying close attention if I move wrong. The only thing holding the top together is that string behind my neck. I kept it loose that night in our bedroom to make it easier to remove, but I make sure the knot is good tonight. It will be intentional when this dress comes off. I wear the dress with a pair of gold spiked heels. The only reason I don’t look like a stripper is because the dress is oddly frilly for being so revealing. Ten years ago, the dress would have been a nightie.

	 

	Max directs me to wear my hair down again and wants vampy red lipstick. I add a dramatic cat’s eye and more rouge to my cheeks than I’ve worn in years, and I rethink that stripper thing. I hardly recognize the woman looking back at me in the mirror. Maybe I don’t look like a stripper — my boobs aren’t big enough — but I could be a high-end hooker. I tell myself I can pull this off, and Max’s reaction boosts my confidence. He can’t keep his hands off me. I tell him he’ll have to wait.

	 

	“I think I’m ready,” I say. “We need to get moving if we’re going to make our reservation.”

	 

	“I have one more addition to your outfit.”

	 

	He digs in his pocket and moves around behind me. I sweep my hair aside and he fastens a chain around my neck. It’s a pendant of some sort. I smooth my hair back into place and go to the mirror. A gold, upside-down pineapple about the size of my thumbnail hangs from a gold chain. I smooth it against my chest and pose.

	 

	Can I really do this? Passively letting that man get me off during a massage was one thing, but going out and looking for trouble is quite another. I fear this dress might advertise something I’m not sure I can deliver, but the pineapple is an explicit statement. Not only are the goods on display, but they’re available to the right man — and that man is not necessarily my husband.

	 

	“When did you get this?” I ask.

	 

	“Today. I stopped in the gift shop after I booked the massage. I didn’t know if I’d give it to you, but I couldn’t stop myself from buying it.”

	 

	“Why would you buy it if you didn’t want me to have it?”

	 

	“I wanted you to wear it. I didn’t know if I’d have the nerve to ask you to. It’s not a meaningless trinket.”

	 

	“And now you’re sure? Max, you need to be very sure you’re ready for whatever happens tonight.”

	 

	I come close and put my hands on his chest. His jaw is set tight and there’s so much emotion when he looks down at me. This man loves me, but he wants to share me. I still don’t fully understand. I don’t think I could do it, but I might be tested tonight too.

	 

	The resort is full of couples. I can’t imagine a swinger wife wants to let her husband play without having fun of her own. Max and I haven’t discussed what he might do. He says he’s not interested in another woman, and I believe him, but I also know he’s a man. If he is horny and some woman wants to play with him, Max is not going to shove her away. He let that masseuse jerk him off. I was too in my own world to care then. Maybe I’ll be too horny to care tonight too. I could ask myself the question I just asked my husband. Am I ready for whatever might happen tonight?

	 

	“I’m as ready as I can be,” he reassures, holding my shoulders. “I know I want to try this. We can stop if it goes wrong.”

	 

	“Of course.” I hope I sound more confident than I feel. I’d never want to hurt my husband, but past a certain point, I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop. I was out of control during that massage. I don’t know what could have happened if Clement had pushed me.

	 

	Max tries to kiss me, but I give him my cheek. “Sorry, you can’t smudge my lipstick. We have to go.”

	 

	“You’re a terrible tease, you know that Sasha?”

	 

	“Aww, poor baby.” I step back and gesture to my body. I have to admit it. I look damn good. The way Max looks at me tightens my core. I’m horny already and we’re not even out of our room. Tonight is going to be trouble for sure. “This is all your doing. You’re teasing yourself.”

	 

	“Okay. Fair point, but you have to give me something.”

	 

	“No way. You’ve been teasing me this entire vacation. It’s time you got a taste of your own medicine. You lost our last little game anyway, so you deserve to be teased. If this is torture, remember you brought this all on yourself.”

	 

	I’ve just thought of a whole new way to have fun tonight. I can’t wait to give Max a taste of his own medicine. He’s not the only tease in this marriage. My confidence grows by the second. I blow him a kiss and smile before I grab my tiny purse with its long, gold chain. It completes the call girl look. I glance back over my shoulder and catch Max staring at my ass.

	 

	“Besides, honey, I need to keep all this fresh for… whoever.”

	 

	***

	 

	Dinner is wonderful and the setting is romantic. Our reservations are for the restaurant on the water, and we get a table with the perfect view. Max orders the duck and I have seared scallops and veggies, which I devour. All those orgasms throughout the day have left me famished. Max picks at his duck, too distracted to eat. My hunger overrides my nerves. We both attack the bottle of wine, finishing the first bottle and putting a serious dent into a second. I don’t want to be drunk for tonight, but being a little tipsy will help my confidence.

	 

	I think we’re both disappointed that our waiter doesn’t pay more attention to my revealing outfit, but I’ve come to realize that sexy outfits are common at this resort. I don’t want to sound catty, but while not everyone should be wearing them, a lot of people do. At least I wear my barely-there dress better than most. I try to make our waiter notice. I lean forward and twist and turn whenever he comes around. I catch him stealing glances when my breasts are flashed, but he keeps it professional. The waiter may be cool, but I see it drives Max crazy, which is just as good. He deserves all the teasing he gets. I attract attention from male guests, which gets me tingling in all the right places.

	 

	After dinner, we wander up to the rooftop martini bar. Nigel said he’d be there with his wife this evening. I’m conflicted about running into them. He’s made his interest plain and I’m throwing it out there tonight. I need to make sure I’m ready to do this if I engage with him. I might feel worse about being a cocktease than a slut.

	 

	We watched a beautiful sunset during dinner and it’s magically dark when we arrive on the roof. Lights strung from poles augment the torches that are intended to provide the primary illumination. Sun King is very good at setting a mood. Wicker couches with overstuffed pads are arranged everywhere. The couches closest to the bay view are occupied, but the space is far from crowded. The bar is centrally located. Two men on steel drums provide the entertainment.

	 

	I look around but don’t see Nigel. The moon is obscured by clouds tonight, keeping the space dim. I imagine it’s stunning under the silvery light of a full moon. Max offers to fetch us martinis. I know his real plan is to leave me alone and see if I get any nibbles. I buzz with excitement the moment he’s gone. I know now that Max has always played this game when we were out, but there’s real intent behind it this time. He doesn’t just want to see someone flirt with me. I twist my purse chain in my fingers, waiting. For what, I don’t know.

	 

	“Sasha! Over here. We’ve saved a space!” Nigel calls out to me, and I turn to find him in a front corner with a beautiful redhead who must be Keely — or maybe not considering their arrangement. They occupy an L-shaped couch near the clear glass wall that overlooks the bay. I take a deep breath and go to them.

	 

	“Darling, this is Sasha, whom I was telling you about,” he says.

	 

	Keely appraises me and smiles. I don’t know if another woman has ever looked at me like that. “She’s even more beautiful than you described. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Sasha. I’m Nigel’s wife, Keely.” She speaks with a refined Masterpiece Theater accent.

	 

	“I figured. Nice to put a face to the name.”

	 

	“You’ll have to tell me everything he said about me so I can decide if he needs to be punished.”

	 

	Keely comes off the couch and surprises me with a tight hug. She takes note of my new gift from Max when she pulls back, fingering the gold pendant that hangs between my breasts. “That’s lovely. It’s one of those from the gift shop, isn’t it?”

	 

	“It is. My husband bought it for me this afternoon.”

	 

	“He must be a lot of fun. I can’t wait to meet him. Come, join us.”

	 

	“Max, my husband, is getting us drinks.” I turn and look for him as she draws me toward the couch, but he’s on the other side of the bar.

	 

	“He’ll find us. The deck is not crowded tonight. This is a light week for the resort in general. I was surprised when we arrived.”

	 

	“Is it usually packed? I like having some space,” I reply, as Keely guides me to sit beside Nigel.

	 

	“This is the busy season,” Nigel answers. His arm is along the back of the couch, almost around me. Keely sits on my other side. They don’t crowd me, but I feel nestled between them. “I’d expect them to be close to capacity.”

	 

	“The resort being sparsely populated is a double-edged sword, isn’t it?” Keely says. “There are fewer prying eyes, which is nice. Sun King has a liberal policy toward its guests in general, but many new guests can be shocked by, shall we say, less discreet activities. However, one has fewer options with fewer guests.”

	 

	“You seem to be doing quite well, darling,” Nigel says. “But you have a talent for finding trouble.”

	 

	Keely laughs. “It’s only trouble if one does it wrong. Sasha, you and Max are first-time guests, are you not?”

	 

	“We are,” I reply, startled to be included. I feel like a spectator to the British couple’s breezy interplay, not a participant.

	 

	“This pendant is particularly lovely on you, Sasha. Most of that is your beauty, of course, but also the freedom it represents. I’m surprised and pleased to find you wearing it,” Nigel says.

	 

	“Max bought it,” I defensively reply, repeating what I just told his wife.

	 

	“And you’ve chosen to wear it. Let me have a look,” Nigel says.

	 

	His fingers brush my chest when he lifts the pendant from my skin, and the touch is electric because every word and gesture with this couple feels loaded. He subtly caresses my bare flesh while he examines the upside-down pineapple. My nipples tighten to sharp points that are not camouflaged by the subtle dots in the lilac chiffon and it’s not because of the refreshing breeze coming off the bay. Men I’ve known for years just wouldn’t touch me like this.

	 

	“Yes, lovely,” he says, leaving it unclear if he’s complimenting me or the jewelry.

	 

	“Isn’t she?” Keely adds.

	 

	My temperature rises and I wonder where my husband is. I need that drink. Max arrives right on cue to see Nigel with his arm behind me and touching me. His stride hitches, but it’s his only reaction. Max smiles and reaches down to hand me my drink, which makes Nigel reluctantly withdraw his hand.

	 

	“There you are, babe. I looked everywhere. I started to think you ran off with someone,” Max says.

	 

	“She hasn’t yet,” Nigel says. “Great to see you again, Max. Please, join us.”

	 

	Max can’t sit next to me, because no one moves, and sits on the other side of Keely. He mirrors Nigel and lays his arm on the back of the couch behind her.

	 

	“We were just admiring the new jewelry you bought for Sasha,” Keely says. She turns and my spine stiffens when she lays her hand on his thigh. “Quite daring for a first-time couple. Nigel’s impression is that you haven’t dabbled in the lifestyle before.”

	 

	“The lifestyle?” he asks, sipping his chocolate martini. Max has always preferred sweet over savory.

	 

	“Swinging, of course,” she replies.

	 

	Max nearly chokes on his sweet cocktail. He didn’t expect to be called out so directly because he hasn’t spent time with the couple. I’m not used to it either, but a couple of conversations with Nigel means it’s not a shock.

	 

	“No, we’re not swingers,” I answer for him. “Never even thought about it before we came here.”

	 

	“And yet, here you are wearing the upside-down pineapple. That’s quite the mixed message, Sasha,” Nigel says.

	 

	“Who said anything about mixed messages?” I smile, pleased by his expression. I can play his game too.

	 

	“I hope you’re not a tease. That wouldn’t be fun at all.”

	 

	I laugh. “I don’t think I’ve ever been accused of being a tease. Have I, honey?”

	 

	Max has regained his composure but looks guarded. Is he having second thoughts now that we’re here? I don’t know that anything will happen with Nigel and Keely, but it could.

	 

	“No, you’re never a tease, babe. You always give exactly what you promise.”

	 

	“Perfect. A woman after my own heart,” Keely joyfully says. “Why the pendant then? Are you…open? Or are you not?”

	 

	“We’re open to seeing what happens, right Sasha?”

	 

	Hearing Max throw it out there makes it much more real and my stomach knots. He’s picking up what they are putting down. I’m excited but scared. I still don’t know if I can do anything. I don’t know if I should do anything. This feels very different from what happened with Clement. I don’t want to be a tease, but I don’t want to run away like a scared little girl either.

	 

	“I’m here to have fun. Lots of things can be fun,” I reply, hoping to sound confident.

	 

	“What sort of fun did you have today?” Keely asks.

	 

	“So much happened today. We went to the beach and spent time by the pool. It was glorious. Our kids are older now, but too many of our trips to the shore or pools were spent chasing the kids around. I can’t remember the last time I was able to just sit on a beach with a drink in my hand and relax. We should have taken longer than a weekend.”

	 

	“You can always extend,” Keely offers.

	 

	“I’d love to, but we have to get back to real life at some point.”

	 

	“I know what you mean,” Nigel says. “We felt like our lives actually started when the children went off to university. Didn’t we, darling?”

	 

	Keely laughs. “Nigel makes it sound like we don’t love our children. We do, of course, but we were not one of those sad couples who dreaded the empty nest. We had so many things we wanted to do.”

	 

	“And have you done them?” Max asks.

	 

	“We’re still doing them, Max,” she replies, rubbing his thigh. I lean closer to Nigel without thinking about it.

	 

	“We had the most amazing couples massage before dinner. I’d say it was life-changing, wouldn’t you, babe?”

	 

	I shoot daggers at my husband. I had no intention of disclosing that to a couple we hardly know. “Max just reacted that way because he’s never had a massage before. It was great, but life-changing, honey?”

	 

	“We sprung for the deluxe package on advice from one of the bartenders.” Max says it like that explains everything.

	 

	“Mmm, wonderful,” Keely says. “Nigel gets me a deluxe package when I’m in particular need of relaxing. I find it perfect for clearing my head. How did you feel afterward?”

	 

	My head was more than cleared. I came so hard my brain was scrubbed clean. I can’t help but smile when I recall how Clement made me feel. He may have set a new bar for how hard I can climax.

	 

	“I don’t know about life-changing,” I lie. “But it was wonderful. He reached all the right places.”

	 

	“Who did you have? Some of their masseuses are true masters of their craft. Nigel has ordered a deluxe to our room and I’ve spent all day in bed.”

	 

	“I didn’t know you could have a massage in your room. Good to know. I had someone named Clement, I think.” I won’t admit his name is burned into my memory forever.

	 

	Keely smiles, and maybe shivers. “Ah yes, Clement. He’s so skilled. I was left unable to walk when he was through with me. You’re quite lucky to have had him for your first time, Sasha. I’m jealous.”

	 

	“She was weak in the knees afterward, too,” Max says, enjoying how the revelation makes me squirm.

	 

	“I know the feeling. He’s quite an impressive man. I couldn’t quite believe what I saw — or felt. Did you have a full deluxe, Sasha?”

	 

	“I don’t know.”

	 

	“She, uh, handled the merchandise, but mostly relaxed and received the massage,” Max helpfully answers.

	 

	“Quite. I understand how your first time with a man like that could be overwhelming. Keely says he has one of the top five cocks she’s ever seen, and my dear wife has quite the sample size,” Nigel says.

	 

	“Are you calling me a whore, dear?” Keely asks.

	 

	“I’d never.”

	 

	“Wise. Only I can call myself a whore.” She laughs.

	 

	I feel like I’ve lost control of the situation. Max told the couple how I let Clement make me come, Nigel suggests I was overwhelmed by the experience, and Keely seems lost in memories of Clement’s huge dick. I guess a full deluxe is sex. God, could I have handled that? His massive tool could have torn me in two. I was so aroused I would have found out if Clement pressed it. Max would not have stopped him. I shiver now, thinking about that huge, dark slab of meat stretching me open.

	 

	“Keely said you ordered her the deluxe, Nigel. Hers is not a couples’ massage?” I ask.

	 

	“Oh no. The deluxe is solely for her benefit. Besides, Sun King’s employees don’t generally cater to my tastes. I have different preferences.”

	 

	“Really? What are your preferences? It’s not nice to keep secrets,” I reply.

	 

	Nigel stares at me with intent. I realize the dress has gaped open and he can see my entire left boob. My chest flushes and I drink half my large dirty martini. Showing him my body is exciting.

	 

	“I tend to prefer fit, petite women. I like the feeling of corrupting a woman and testing her limits. I find nothing more arousing than giving a woman a new experience.” Nigel keeps staring and I swear he’s going to kiss me. I think I want him to.

	 

	“It’s the truth. My dear husband always flocks to the new couples. I’m not surprised he sniffed out your wife, Max. Nigel has a sixth sense for them.”

	 

	“We’re all about new experiences this weekend. Aren’t we, Sasha?”

	 

	I hardly hear my husband’s reply. I feel like Nigel is hypnotizing me with his deep hazel eyes. The Englishman would not be my typical preference — as he would say — but something about him has me tingling all over. It could be his confidence. I feel ready to be corrupted and he might just be the man to do it. Being with someone like Nigel could prepare me to handle someone like Clement. Am I brazen enough to have two deluxe massages in one weekend? I don’t care about the cost.

	 

	“I’m sure you’ve had many interesting experiences, Sasha,” Nigel says. “You were single once.”

	 

	“I knew how to enjoy myself back in the day. But I’m just an average wife and mom now.”

	 

	Nigel chuckles. “You’re anything but average. How many of your suburban friends would wear that pendant?”

	 

	“It’s just jewelry.”

	 

	“Is it?”

	 

	I knock back the rest of my martini and kiss Nigel. I don’t know what comes over me. I’m just compelled to do it. He’s right. This is not what an average wife and mom would do, and that’s exactly why I must kiss him. I’m ready to be more.

	 

	Nigel hungrily engages me. His fingers sweep through my silky, raven hair and he lays a hand on my hip, turning me more toward him. Kissing a clean-shaven man is so different. Max has had his beard for well over a decade. Nigel is only the second man I’ve kissed in the last twenty-five years. What a strange thought! I’d expect to be shy about it or feel strange about kissing someone other than my husband, but it’s thrilling. Liquid excitement pours through my body. I never thought I’d kiss another man like this when Max put that ring on my finger. My wedding rings are just a part of me after all these years, but I acutely feel them now like they are trying to pull me back to my normal life. I don’t want to go.

	 

	I press my tongue into his mouth and Nigel greedily consumes it. He squeezes my ass, first through the filmy chiffon and then sliding under it. My dress is so short he doesn’t have to try much to get beneath it. The tiny pink thong I chose leaves me exposed to him. His fingers dig into my cheek, and I groan into his mouth. His tongue flicks back at mine and I suck it. The longer we kiss, the hungrier I am for him. I did not anticipate being so hot for a man like Nigel. Maybe I’m just that horny.

	 

	“You’re an eager one, aren’t you,” he says, when I pull back panting from our kiss.

	 

	I caress his smooth cheek as a reminder this isn’t my bearded husband I’m kissing. I fight the urge to kiss him again. “I told you I’m here to have fun.”

	 

	“How much fun are you after, Sasha?” he asks.

	 

	Nigel tickles his hand over my thigh and up the front of my dress. The strong martini I tossed back went straight to my head and I’m so overheated from our kiss that I don’t even try to stop him. My legs relax when his fingers press between them. I gasp and dig my nails into the back of his neck.

	 

	“Mmm…shouldn’t do that…” I murmur.

	 

	“Is this fun?”

	 

	“Mmmmaybe too fun…”

	 

	“Shall I stop, Sasha?”

	 

	I don’t want him to stop, and he knows it. He feels my thong is soaked through. Nigel massages my mound and pushes the thong into my cleft to feel my smooth, slick flesh. I bite my bottom lip, but still gasp. My thighs relax more, encouraging him.

	 

	“I don’t think she wants me to stop, darling,” he tells his wife.

	 

	His words remind me that our spouses are with us. Max is here and he’s watching me. Ohmygod! My husband just watched me grab another man and kiss him. Nigel’s hand is up my dress. What does Max think? I brace myself and look over to him.

	 

	 


Chapter 2: Sasha & Max Meet Up with Nigel and His Wife, Keely, Leading to A Hot, Competitive Display of The Wives’ Oral Skills

	 

	Max

	 

	Sasha looks at me and the raw need is written all over her face. Her cheeks are flushed, and her lips are parted like she’s panting. She’s fully in heat. My wife wants this guy to play with her. He’s rubbing her pussy and I can only imagine how wet she is right now. She was soaked when Clement touched her earlier. For the first time in my marriage, I’m beginning to think my wife has a higher libido than I ever suspected.

	 

	I’m not complaining. Sure, I have conflicting feelings, but I love that Sasha is becoming more open — at least on this vacation. She won’t be like this when we return home, will she? A shiver goes down my spine when I consider that I may have created a monster. I could be in serious trouble if she can’t turn it off. I grow even more conflicted, but damn I’m hard. Keely rubbing my thigh helps a lot with those conflicting feelings.

	 

	I meant it when I told Sasha I didn’t have any interest in being with another woman. My strange obsession is all about watching her, but now that a hot redhead is here, and she’s touching me, I’m opening to new possibilities, just like my wife.

	 

	A woman like Keely will do that to a man. She’s tinier than Sasha. Well, not as tall anyway. She’s one of those women who’s all legs, with a compact, distracting torso. Keely is maybe a little over five feet, but her tits are anything but tiny. I’d say she’s all tits and legs. I haven’t seen her stand, but I’d guess her ass is spectacular too. Flaming curls tumble halfway down her back. I know just how amazing her body is because her tiny red dress barely covers it. It’s short as hell and the top is like an X crisscrossing over her tits, leaving her sides and back exposed. Keely is showing almost as much skin as my wife. She also wears an upside-down pineapple. Hers dangles from a gold anklet beside a spade.

	 

	Sasha mouths something to me, but I can’t tell if it’s I’m sorry or I love you. She turns from me and kisses Nigel again. I must be naïve because I never thought she would make the first move. It’s always been my wife being seduced in my head. Sasha being so horny that she goes for it is hot, but I don’t know if I like it. This is scarier than her being the reluctant seductee.

	 

	“Nigel truly loves the lifestyle virgins. Your Sasha is lucky because he is not a pushy wanker. He’s as concerned with her good time as his own.”

	 

	“Do you, uh, do this a lot?”

	 

	I feel weird having a chat with Keely while our spouses are hooking up in front of us. I’m way too distracted watching Sasha to have an intelligent conversation. She looks like she wants to devour Nigel, clawing her fingers through his hair while their tongues duel. His hand is all the way up there under her dress and I know he’s fingering her from the motion. Her legs are wider apart than before. I hear my wife moan through the wet sounds of their kissing.

	 

	All of this was academic before now. I’ve liked Sasha getting attention for years, but rapidly moved to the idea that I’d like to see her do something with another man on this vacation. It’s happening now and I’m intoxicated with raw lust and jealousy, and the strangest urge to watch my wife be used like a filthy slut. I don’t know how to describe hating something and loving it at the same time. But watching her go at it with Nigel makes the question very real for the first time — am I going to watch another man fuck my wife?

	 

	“We come to Sun King twice every winter for this very reason. It’s a wonderful playground to indulge ourselves in. We play back in London too, but more discreetly, of course. We have reputations to protect.”

	 

	Sasha grabs his dick through his slacks. Nigel is nattily dressed in a seersucker blazer and khaki pants. the night breeze off the bay has cooled the tropical heat. She lays a hand on his crotch first but keeps going and drops it down his thigh. My eyes widen when she keeps going lower. She’s feeling his dick, but it couldn’t be that long, could it? Nigel doesn’t look like a guy who’s packing something huge.

	 

	Keely touches my cheek and turns me to look at her. She’s smiling, full lips promising erotic delights. Her green eyes flash a challenge.

	 

	“I’m beginning to feel like I’m surplus to requirements here. Am I not your type?”

	 

	I stare down at her tits and say what I’m thinking, “You’re every man’s type.”

	 

	“Very good, Max.” She drags long, French-manicured nails over my chest, tickling me through my shirt. I jump when she catches a nipple. “I’m not used to being ignored. I understand if you’re one of those men who just wants to watch his wife. I don’t understand that, actually, but to each their own. I can go find my own fun if I’m not needed here.”

	 

	Am I one of those guys who just wants to watch? I desperately want to watch Sasha, even if I’m still unsure I can handle it. I think they’re called cucks. I don’t think of myself as a cuck. I don’t want to be a cuck. Keely is damn sexy. I’d have to be insane to miss out on fucking her.

	 

	“No, sorry. I want you. Of course, I want you. I’m just, um, a little overwhelmed.” I know I’m babbling, and I’m still watching our spouses out of the corner of my eye.

	 

	“I didn’t say I wanted you, Max.” Keely says, casually tossing off the slight. She reads my expression and laughs. “Oh dear, I was taking the piss. You’re quite handsome, and you must have some skills if you landed someone exceptional like Sasha.”

	 

	Except, how good am I if she can’t wait to get her hands on other dicks? Paranoid? Maybe, but any man would think it.

	 

	Keely silences my doubts by grabbing my shirt and kissing me. Okay, we’re doing this. Sasha and I are swapping with another couple. Any doubts melt away when the redhead’s soft, wet lips touch mine. A wicked thrill surges through me like I just did a line of coke — a quite different thrill than I get from watching my wife. I pull Keely’s curvy body against me and my cock throbs. Those huge tits crushed against my chest ignite my primal instincts. I grab her ass. Sasha is the love of my life, but I paw Keely like I’ve been waiting twenty-five years to get my hands on another woman.

	 

	“Mmmm, slow down, tiger. You don’t have to rip off my dress here,” Keely says, playfully nipping at my lips with hers.

	 

	“Can you blame me?” I laugh and sweep her hair aside to nibble on the side of her neck. Her satisfied sigh encourages me.

	 

	“Mmm, careful. I don’t like to be marked like some randy teenager.”

	 

	I rein it in, but the way she purrs when I suck right behind her ear makes it hard to slowdown. I want to do everything now that I have my hands on Keely. Everything about her is different from my wife. Keely is soft and curvy; Sasha is tight and lean. Sasha’s preferred scents are clean and citrusy, Keely’s floral scent tickles my nose. I grip Keely’s cushy, round ass, and there’s no mistaking it for Sasha’s.

	 

	“You new ones are always so eager. I love your enthusiasm. Do you want to fuck me, Max?” Her voice is seductive and husky. Her accent pushes all the right buttons.

	 

	“Yes,” I gasp.

	 

	“Even if that means Sasha fucks Nigel?”

	 

	I reply without thinking. “Yes.”

	 

	Keely attacks me with her tongue and I go for her tits. They’re heavy under my hands and I wish I could rip her dress away. I want to feel them unencumbered. I touch her the way I’d touch my wife, teasing and gentle, but Keely shoves her chest into my hands like she wants more. She wants a fuck, not a gentle lover. Her tongue shoves deeper when I maul her big orbs.

	 

	I’m startled when she straddles my lap and starts unbuttoning my shirt. Everything is moving so quickly. I want to fuck her, but I don’t want to do it here in front of everyone. I felt like we were trying to get away with something when Sasha and I fooled around before. We’re putting on a show. Her nails raking over my chest give me chills. Keely is so damn sensual. I hardly know her, but I’m convinced she is built to fuck.

	 

	“Mmm, I love a man with hair on his chest. I’m not interested in boys.”

	 

	“Been a long time since I was a boy.”

	 

	“I feel that you’re all man, tiger,” she purrs, grinding her pussy onto the lump in my pants. I grab her ass to pull her harder against me, and I swear her dress slips up on its own. The blood sizzles in my veins when I feel she’s not wearing panties. I grind back.

	 

	Sasha is just over Keely’s shoulder, and she demands my attention too. Nigel’s hand is no longer between her legs, but his fingers are in her mouth and she’s sucking them. She’s sucking her juices off his fingers! My wife is flushed all the way down the deep V of her dress. I’m sure Nigel just made her come. I’m angry I missed it. I think he’s rubbing the back of her neck, but then her dress falls open and I realize he was untying that string holding it together.

	 

	“Nigel, wait,” she stammers, trying to cover her chest.

	 

	Nigel gently pushes her hands aside. Her dark nipples are thick with excitement, tilted up at him like they’re begging for his attention. He palms her perfect teardrops and brushes the tips with his thumb. Sasha trembles and closes her eyes. She craves his touch.

	 

	“It’s okay, Sasha. You’re beautiful and everyone should see it,” he encourages.

	 

	“We shouldn’t do this here,” she whimpers, surrendering even as she protests.

	 

	“Everyone knows the rooftop is reserved for more adventurous couples late on Saturday nights. No one will bat an eye, Sasha. I’m sure they all quite enjoyed your orgasm.”

	 

	“I can’t believe I…”

	 

	“You were made for the spotlight. Stop pretending to be shy.”

	 

	I agree with Nigel on that. Sasha being fondled topless at the rooftop bar after he just made her come in front of everyone is everything I’ve ever fantasized about. I look around to see about a dozen other couples. Many of them are occupied with their own fun, some on their own and some openly with another couple like we are, but we are being watched. I expect one of those guys came in his pants when he watched Sasha get off.

	 

	Will Nigel fuck my wife right here in front of everyone? The thought turns the blood in my veins to fire and my stomach to acid. I want it, but will we be the same afterward? I badly want to fuck Keely, but I don’t know if I can perform with an audience. Speaking of Keely…

	 

	“Eyes back here. I’m going to have to punish you if you can’t focus, Max.” Her accent is even hotter when she scolds me I feel like a naughty pupil in a prep school.

	 

	Keely ensures she has my attention by pulling down her dress. Her mighty globes tumble out and I think I literally lick my lips when I stare at them. Her thick nipples stand out proudly, but her wide areolas are so pale I hardly see them in the low light. The right one is pierced with a silver barbell.

	 

	“Yes, ma’am,” I smirk, before burying my face in her tits.

	 

	Sasha

	 

	I’m still dazed from letting this man I hardly know make me come in front of everyone and only make a token effort to stop him from exposing my breasts. His touch keeps me hyper-aroused. I don’t want to stop him. Nigel teases my buzzing nipples, and my core tightens. I want to come again. I want to be fucked! It’s also time I finally admit that I like being watched. The darkest, dirtiest part of me wants to be a spectacle.

	 

	I also want to be my husband’s fantasy woman, but he’s preoccupied with the redhead trollop on his lap. That’s probably not fair. I liked Keely perfectly well before she was all over my husband, but now I want to dig my claws into her. Max is the one with the voyeur fantasy, not me. My tummy knots while I watch him paw her ass and bury his face in her tits. Jealousy makes me competitive. I’ll show Max just how much fun I can really have if he wants to go down this road.

	 

	Nigel is happy to follow when I lay back and pull his face to my chest. The tip of his tongue flickers at my nipples like a candle flame in the wind, sending currents of pure pleasure straight to my core. He suckles one of my tips and I hold him to my chest, moaning his name.

	 

	It’s so weird to be like this and cradle my lover’s head and feel hair. I don’t feel a scratchy beard against my tender breasts, but Nigel’s smooth skin. Something coils inside me like my body knows this is wrong on some instinctual level. This is not the man who’s supposed to be touching me. But knowing it’s a virtual stranger with his mouth and hands all over me is so hot. He presses between my legs again and my thong is already stretched out from before, giving him open access to me. His fingers slip back into my wetness.

	 

	“Ahhh…yesss…”

	 

	“You’re a randy minx,” he teases, moving between my breasts.

	 

	“Yeah…feels so good…”

	 

	Nigel nibbles when he returns his mouth to me. I yelp, startled more than hurt. But the quick flash of teeth stings. I should push him away, but he does it again, and exhilaration floods through me. The sting feels good — especially with his fingers filling me. I shamelessly hump his hand.

	 

	I barely see Max beneath Keely, but I think he’s still enjoying her tits. She coos encouragement and grinds on him, so he must be doing something right. Rather than jealousy, I feel pride for the first time. My man is hot and I’m glad Keely knows it. I want her to think about Max when I’m the one fucking him later tonight. Where did that thought come from?

	 

	Motion catches my eye and I see a woman and two men have sat closer to us. They want a front row seat to our show. She’s probably a decade older than me, but the two guys are much younger. I’m impressed. They’re both touching her as they watch us. She meets my eyes and smiles. I moan, pulsing with excitement. I notice the motion of her arms and realize she has a dick in each hand. Ohmygod, what’s that like?

	 

	I’m inspired and reach for Nigel’s again. I can’t quite get it in this position, but he’s happy to help. I miss his fingers inside me, but I’m pleased he’s taking it out. He pushes his pants to his knees, and it pops up. The thing doesn’t spring straight up the way Max’s does, but it jumps with his pulse and continues to grow. It’s already huge. He felt big through his pants, but I still don’t believe such a thin, unassuming man has such a thick cock.

	 

	The thing between his legs rivals Clement’s. Max is not small by any means, and I love how it feels, but he’s not close to either man. I just barely close my fingers around Nigel’s heavy shaft. Both hands wouldn’t cover him. Grabbing his meat makes my clit throb, like just touching it awakens a need in me. I pump it and when the tip drips, I cover it with my other hand and smear it all over to jerk him easier.

	 

	“That’s perfect, Sasha. I knew you loved the dick,” Nigel moans, rubbing my back and watching me play with him.

	 

	“It’s impressive. I can’t believe Keely looks anywhere else.” The words just slip out, like I’m hypnotized by his thick snake.

	 

	“Everyone wants variety. Would you want filet every night?”

	 

	I’d want this every night, I think, but manage not to say it. Nigel is also shaved smooth down there. I didn’t know guys did that, but it makes sense. His dick looks even bigger, and his balls look massive. I caress them while I pump his cock, like I need to make sure they’re real. I’ve forgotten all about Max and Keely. This thing commands my attention.

	 

	“You’re going to love the way it stretches you open, Sasha,” he brags.

	 

	“Nigel, I don’t know…”

	 

	His fingers squish into me and a deep moan rumbles through my chest. I can’t convincingly deny I want it, but feelings are complicated. It’s about more than wanting to experience his big dick. Fucking another man is a line I shouldn’t cross. Shouldn’t I save something for my husband?

	 

	Max doesn’t look like he has second thoughts. Keely slides down his body and kneels in front of him. Her head blocks my view, but I know she has his dick out. Jealousy rages in me, but don’t I have someone else’s dick in my hand? Both my hands are full of cock. My jealousy is irrational, but I still feel it. What does Max feel watching me play with this massive cock?

	 

	We lock eyes. He looks as overwhelmed as I feel. Max must know this is all wrong on some level, but he doesn’t want it to stop either. Is watching me play with Nigel everything he dreamed of or is it destroying him inside? His conflict doesn’t interfere with his erection. Keely pumps him the way I pump her husband, but it’s less effort for her. I feel guilty comparing Max’s dick to Nigel’s. It’s unfair. I think maybe we should stop and talk before this goes further, but then Keely’s head dips into his lap, his eyes go wide, and Max shudders.

	 

	I don’t believe it. I don’t want to believe it. All of our talks were about Max wanting to watch me, but now I’m watching him get his dick sucked. Keely bobs slowly on it like she’s savoring him. That dick only belongs in my mouth! Two can play at this game. I’ll show Keely who the best cocksucker here is.

	 

	 


Chapter 3: Max Has a Sexy Redhead Who Wants Him, But All He Can Think About Is His Sasha on Her Knees in Front of a Giant Cock - Max

	 

	I don’t know how I didn’t blow my load when Keely’s hot, wet mouth closed over my dick. Her soft, pillowy lips were heaven on my shaft when she slid down. She took me right to the base with no effort. Sasha can get there, but she has to work at it. The combination of Keely’s skilled sucking and watching my wife with Nigel requires everything I have to hold back.

	 

	Sasha doesn’t watch me while he feasts on her tits. She’s watching a threesome that sat near us. They’re watching her, and she’s getting off on it. What happened to my wife who worries a top might be too revealing and throws on a tank top under it? The baseball mom I left home with would have plenty of choice words for a slut who’s topless on a rooftop deck getting her pussy fingerbanged and her tits sucked.

	 

	Watching her with Clement was exciting, but it didn’t feel dangerous because it was transactional. Her hookup with Nigel tears me apart because this man is not just a professional. She’s not going to leave me for him — he’s married anyway — but there’s real passion between them. I feel it from here. I could just be aware of it because I feel the same thing with Keely.

	 

	Keely’s eyes smolder up at me while she slowly bobs on my cock. She enjoys the power she holds over me while she controls my dick. I happily give it to her. She doesn’t even hold the base. Her cheeks hollow and her tongue works overtime, lashing my shaft in her mouth. Her lips lock around my base and she sucks in a strobing pattern like her mouth is a sex toy. Damn, this woman has skills. I wonder how much dick she’s sucked to get this good. Keely brings me right to the edge before slipping me out of her mouth.

	 

	“I hope most of this is for me,” she coos, rubbing my head on her lips and lazily painting it with her tongue. She works down the side with her tongue and my head spins. I’m so close to painting her face.

	 

	“You know you’re liquid sex,” I moan.

	 

	I so want to watch my wife, but Keely commands my attention. Only a woman as sexy as her could do it. The tip of her tongue tickles my balls when she gets low. I squirm and I swear a dollop of jizz squirts before I get control.

	 

	“I love a man who can’t resist me. Maybe most of this is for me.” She smiles and then softly kisses my balls. I think Keely wants me to blow my load all over her face. “Mmm, you really should get with the times and shave your balls like my Nigel. Ladies prefer it nowadays.”

	 

	I groom, but I don’t shave down there. Is that a thing I have to do now? Would Sasha prefer it? As I ponder my grooming, my wife gets up close and personal with Nigel’s junk. I guess I’ll see if she likes it better.

	 

	The Englishman is indeed shaved down there. He looks to be as smooth as Sasha’s pussy from here. She doesn’t go to her knees but leans over and smothers his huge cock with kisses. He has a lot to kiss. I’m beginning to wonder if I have the only normal-sized dick at this resort after seeing Nigel and Clement. I can’t answer that, and I’m not going to investigate and find out, but I can tell that Sasha loves big dicks.

	 

	Sasha stared at Clement’s dark meat with love in her eyes while she pumped it, and now she’s lavishing Nigel’s with affection like she’s been waiting for that cock all her life. She’s always been good with her mouth — although she could blow me more often — but I’ve never seen her go after my dick as enthusiastically as she’s devouring Nigel’s. Her adoration for that dick turns me inside out, but dammit, I want to see Sasha cram that thing into her mouth.

	 

	I return my attention to Keely. I have to look away from my wife sucking Nigel’s cock. It’s like staring into the sun. I can’t take too much of it. The Brit is focused on licking my balls and never noticed Sasha stole my attention again, which is good. I feel guilty that I can’t give Keely the full attention she deserves. She licks her way to the tip again and gives it a big smooch.

	 

	“I love teasing this thing, but you know what I really want, Max.”

	 

	I stare at her dumbly. I’m afraid to confirm it.

	 

	“I need you to fuck me, Max.”

	 

	Keely’s stroking me while she says it and I tremble and gasp. A smoking hot redhead saying I need you to fuck me, Max is just too much. I erupt in her hand. I’ve come a lot over the last couple of days. I don’t have the power I would normally have. I want to impress her with my load — if that’s possible. But my cum just spurts up for a second before oozing down over her pumping fist. Keely smiles and giggles. Fuck, I hope she’s not laughing at me! Am I pathetic? She tells me to fuck her, and I go off in her hand. Dammit! Nigel is still going strong with my wife’s mouth all over his dick.

	 

	“Well, maybe not tonight, I guess,” Keely says, giving me a final squeeze to get it all out of me. “That’s unfortunate. I’ll have to find the hard dick I need somewhere else.”

	 

	“Hey, I’m sorry. I didn’t…”

	 

	“It’s okay, Max. Truly. I know this is all new for you, and you’re not the first man to get overexcited during his first time.” She smiles wickedly. “I tend to have this effect on men. If you behave, perhaps I’ll give you the chance to make it up to me.”

	 

	“I’d love to.”

	 

	“Good boy. Get down there and return the favor.”

	 

	Keely sits next to me and hikes the dress up to her waist, spreading her legs wide open. She tugs my arm and nods to her pussy. Shit, she wants that now. I guess I do owe her. I want to taste her, of course, but I need to watch Sasha. The point of this was so that I could watch my wife misbehave. But I’m not going to be the stiff who doesn’t give this sex bomb what she needs. I get a good long look at Sasha struggling to get half of Nigel’s dick in her mouth before sliding to my knees. He’s stroking her hair and murmuring encouragement like he’s a patient teacher. I bet he’d like to teach my hot wife all kinds of things.

	 

	I’m a guy who thinks that one pussy is just like another. I don’t watch a ton of porn — I prefer to find Penthouse Letters-style stories on the internet — and when I do, I don’t look for gynecological close-ups. I haven’t gone down on anyone but my wife in twenty-five years. I get down between Keely’s legs and her cunt is very different from Sasha’s — except they’re both smooth down there. Everything is just puffier. More of her pink is exposed before I even spread her, and she’s so soaked, her thighs are damp. Her fragrant musk is also very different from Sasha’s. She’s tangy.

	 

	Keely whimpers with impatience when I get close, and I dive in to taste her. It truly is like biting into a juicy watermelon. I slurp while my tongue pushes inside her, but I still feel her juices stain my beard. I grab the soft rounds of her ass and pull her to my face. She hooks a leg over my shoulder to trap me there. Keely is not letting me escape until she gets what she needs.

	 

	I’d like to say I hesitate and think about my wife, but eating my first new pussy in so long is thrilling. Hearing the loud moans I’m causing pumps my ego. A man likes to know he’s still got it. My cock twitches with fresh life, even though I just came. I think about the orgasm Clement gave Sasha earlier. It would be awesome to make Keely come like that.

	 

	“Yesss…fuck yesss! Eat that pussy, darling! Just like that! Fuck yes, Max!”

	 

	Her claws dig deep into the back of my neck. Keely is going to leave marks for sure. I guess she doesn’t care if she’s the one leaving them. Her cries are exactly the ego boost I need after seeing Sasha throw herself at Nigel. As my wife has become more sexual with other men, I’ve begun to question if I’m giving her everything she needs. Sasha would only crave strange cock if I didn’t satisfy her. I didn’t expect those thoughts. Turning Keely into a writhing mess is a good counter to that.

	 

	She aggressively grinds my face into her cunt like I’m an orange she’s juicing. Keely is the one juicing. I suck her clit and she floods me. She takes two, then three, fingers, and I hammer them inside her. That greedy pussy sucks my fingers in and tightens around them. Keely needs a good fucking. Am I a fool for resisting that?

	 

	“Fuck…fuck…fuck…yesss…”

	 

	“Smashing darling!” Nigel calls out. Is he excited I made his wife come, or is mine doing something new to him? I’m so torn. I want to keep Keely riding this wave, but I need to know what Sasha is doing.

	 

	“He’s an excellent cunt-licker, dear. You have your work cut out for you with Sasha,” Keely moans.

	 

	“I never disappoint. You know that, dear.”

	 

	Keely pulls my face back from her pussy and smiles down at me. She is glowing. Her thighs are glazed with her juices, as is my face. She must have heard it, but I wish Sasha was watching what I did to Keely.

	 

	“That was delicious, Max. We really must do this again before the weekend is over. But I don’t want to keep you from your true desire. Hurry and turn around, or you’re going to miss the big finish,” Keely encourages.

	 

	I thought Keely’s orgasm was the big finish, but she’s talking about Sasha, of course. I’m struck by a fear that roots me in place. I’m burning to see what my wife is doing, but I’m equally afraid. What if Nigel has Sasha bent over and is ramming that big dick into her? Or if she is gleefully bouncing up and down on it? I want nothing more than to see Sasha despoiled, but can I come back from watching her loving a bigger cock?

	 

	The urge to watch Sasha is too powerful. Even if it ends up being a gut punch, I need to watch. I push up from the floor and turn to see she is still on her knees just like I was. Funny that my wife and I ended up orally serving this other couple at the same time. I feel like Nigel and Keely took control of us. Can’t say I hated it.

	 

	Sasha bobs hard on Nigel, stuffing her mouth full of his meat. He holds her hair back but doesn’t force his dick into her mouth. He doesn’t need to. She’s enthusiastically attacking it. I move around because I need to see more than the back of her head. Both her hands hold his root and massage his balls while she slides up and down, drooling all over his shaft. Her lips are stretched obscenely wide, and her eyes are squeezed shut in concentration. I vaguely hear wet sucking sounds under the steel drums and background noise. My wife looks for all the world like nothing is more important to her than sucking Nigel’s huge cock.

	 

	“Perfect…so hungry for it…suck it Sasha…suck it all…” Nigel moans, staring down at my wife with deep admiration.

	 

	I swear she sucks harder after his encouragement. Sasha has always been a people pleaser. I think it comes from her domineering mother. My balls tingle watching her slobber all over Nigel and improbably I’m chubbing up again but seeing her enthusiasm for a bigger cock turns my gut to acid. I want Sasha to be slutty, but I don’t want her to want it so much. It’s not logical, so I can’t explain it. Maybe I just want her to be seduced into it and not be so eager.

	 

	“Keep trying…get it all…ahhh yes…”

	 

	“Perhaps she needs a little help, dear,” Keely says, kneeling beside Sasha. Her dress is pulled back into place.

	 

	Keely moves Nigel’s hand aside and pulls back Sasha’s hair herself. She also puts another hand on the back of my wife’s head and pushes. Sasha’s eyes go wide when Keely forces her down on that thick cock. She lets go of the base and puts her hands on Nigel’s thighs like she wants to push back, but Keely is in control and jams that cock into her mouth. Sasha is held there, forcing her to try and adjust.

	 

	I should help my wife, but I’m transfixed. Her cheeks go crimson, and tears form in her eyes. That meat might be jammed into her throat, and she can’t breathe. I have a dark thought. Choke on that cock, slut! I love my wife so much, but I want to see her used. This is exactly what I want. I’m fully hard again.

	 

	“Breathe, Sasha. Relax. I’m so proud of you for sucking all that cock,” Keely enthused.

	 

	“You’ve done it, Sasha! Here it comes…uhnn fuck…yesss…”

	 

	Nigel tenses with the oddest look on his face. He’s coming down my wife’s throat. Sasha chokes and drool runs from her lips. Keely releases her and she jerks back leaving strings of drool to Nigel’s tip. He blasts again, painting Sasha’s face with his thick, white cream while she coughs. Keely grabs and strokes him. Another blast catches my wife across the cheek.

	 

	I have the shocking realization that this is the second time today I’m watching another man come all over my wife. It’s never happened before in our twenty-five years together, but now it’s happened twice in the same day.

	 

	Sasha is not passive like she was with Clement. The moment she can breathe again, she clamps her lips over his fat, red mushroom head and sucks, hollowing her cheeks with intensity. She suckles him like she needs the sustenance. Sasha sucks until she has every last drop and Nigel takes his dick away from her.

	 

	She’s left gasping and I love the way it makes her tits heave. I bet the other guys watching love it too. Sasha’s eyes remain fiery. She wants that big cock in her pussy. Her intensity is almost frightening.

	 

	“That was truly marvelous, Sasha,” Nigel compliments, stroking her cheek. He looks at me and adds, “You’re one lucky bloke. She’s as eager a cocksucker as I’ve ever encountered. Thank you for sharing.”

	 

	I put on a smile, even though I’m not feeling it. The way my wife still stares at his dick makes me queasy. “I could say the same. Keely was amazing, and her pussy was sweet.”

	 

	I feel like I score a point because Nigel did not taste Sasha. She glances up at me and that fire turns to something new — jealousy. Sasha was too busy to know what I was doing. She doesn’t look thrilled to learn I tasted Keely’s cunt.

	 

	“Yes, thank you for sharing Max. He was quite fun,” Keely says, turning Sasha to her for a kiss. The wives kiss, with Nigel’s load still icing Sasha’s face. I’m jealous that they’re sharing his jizz and not mine.

	 

	Sasha looks startled by it, but barely hesitates, closing her eyes and returning the kiss. Their tongues seem to be working overtime. Is my wife into women too? I may have joked over the years about a threesome with another woman, but she’s never taken the bait. Sasha never showed interest in girls, but she looks to be enjoying kissing our new friend. I have to consider that I don’t know my wife at all.

	 

	“The pleasure was mine, believe me,” Sasha replies, giving Keely one more quick peck. “We both got what we needed. I’d call that a fair trade.”

	 

	“We should get a fresh round of drinks and toast to our new friendship,” Nigel says, tucking his dick away.

	 

	“I would love to, but Max and I need some alone time. I’m sure you understand,” Sasha says.

	 

	“Of course. I’m sure the two of you have quite a lot to talk about,” Keely replies.

	 

	Sasha makes an attempt to wipe her face with cocktail napkins, but that just smears the cum into her skin. She pulls her dress back over her tits and holds her hair aside while Keely ties it in place. The women help each other stand. They embrace and Keely insists my wife joins her for a planned snorkeling expedition in the morning. Sasha agrees and they exchange contact information. Nigel takes me aside while they do.

	 

	“Are you all right, mate? I remember my first time was startling. I don’t know if anything can quite prepare you to see your wife with someone else, no matter how much you think you want it.”

	 

	“It’s all good,” I assure him. “I don’t really know what I’m feeling, because it doesn’t make sense, but I’m not mad or anything. I wanted this. I told Sasha I wanted it. I’m not going to pussy out and whine about it now. It was so hot seeing her cut loose.” I clap him on the shoulder.

	 

	“If you need to talk, you know where to find me. And thanks again for your wife. I’d love to borrow her again if you don’t mind.”

	 

	“That’s up to her, and I suspect she’d love it.”

	 

	Did I really just tell this guy my wife would love another crack at his dick? I’ve truly lost my mind if I’m encouraging another man to have my wife — and mean it.

	 

	“Smashing!”

	 

	Sasha and I excuse ourselves. Once we’re down the stairs from the rooftop deck she nearly tears my arm out of its socket dragging me back to our room. If she can’t get what she needs from Nigel, she’s going to get it from me.

	 

	 


Chapter 4: Sasha & Max Can’t Keep Their Hands Off Each Other After She Was on Her Knees for Another Man in Public - Sasha

	 

	“Are we good? Should we talk?” Max says, as I slam the door behind us.

	 

	I guess he’s interpreting my intensity for anger. I do want to share my feelings about him going down on Keely, but not now. I have something more pressing on my mind. I need him.

	 

	“Get on the bed,” I demand.

	 

	Max smiles and starts stripping. I’m glad I don’t need to repeat myself. I don’t bother removing my dress. He gets on the bed, and I kick off my shoes and crawl on after him, pushing him onto his back. His dick is angled up, ready for me. I close my hand around it.

	 

	I know it’s unfair, but I do compare Max with the two other cocks I’ve had in my hands today. My husband is not small, and I’ve always been happy with his equipment, but those other men are in a different class. Clement’s was so hefty, like holding a big slab of meat. Nigel’s was a monster. My jaw hurt when I was finished with it. I was afraid I wasn’t up to the task when he guided me to my knees, but I stretched my mouth open and gave it all I had.

	 

	Keely forced me to prove I had more. I couldn’t breathe and saw stars when she crammed her husband into my throat. She brought me right to the edge of passing out. I should have been angry, but I’ve never been more aroused. My god, I loved having my mouth used like that. What the hell? I’m not that kind of girl. My mother taught me to never be that kind of girl.

	 

	Max helpfully gathers my skirt when I straddle him and sink down. Ohmygod! I so needed a dick inside me. I was ready to let both Clement and Nigel fuck me if they’d wanted to today, but I’m happy it’s Max inside me now. I tighten around him and moan. The other men linger in my mind. I couldn’t tighten around them because they’d be stretching me open. Could I handle that much cock? I’d be thrilled to try.

	 

	“Damn, you’re soaked babe. Feels so good,” Max groans, gripping my hips and grinding up into me.

	 

	“I need this so bad,” I whimper. My eyes close and I enjoy the feeling of having him inside me.

	 

	“This is your third dick today.” He sounds like he can’t believe it, but I feel how much he loves it. He twitches inside me when he says it.

	 

	“Only one in my pussy.” I moan and work my hips to feel every inch of him. I wouldn’t have to do this with Nigel…or Clement. The thought springs from nowhere.

	 

	“Not in your mouth.”

	 

	Max presses his fingers into my mouth and I suck them. He adds a third and then a fourth, but Nigel still filled my mouth more. I suck those digits and remember Keely forcing my mouth down on that fat dick. My pussy ripples around Max.

	 

	“Watching you suck him was so hot, Sasha. I can’t believe you got so much in your mouth. He must have been fucking your throat.”

	 

	My entire body is on fire because he’s right and it’s all I can think about. I was that other, Sexy Sasha with Nigel. Your friendly neighborhood baseball mom does not let a stranger cram his dick down her throat. Suburban Sasha disappeared. It’s awful and slutty and immoral, but I love being Sexy Sasha. I reach under my hair and undo the knot that Keely just tied. The dress tumbles to my waist. I want Max to see my breasts bounce while I ride him. I feel decadent riding a man with my dress gathered around my waist — even if that man is my husband.

	 

	Max takes the bait and releases my hips to knead my breasts. He’s rougher than usual in his extreme excitement and it sends a throbbing pulse to my core. I love the way my slutty behavior inspires him. I lean forward, planting my hands on his chest, and start riding hard.

	 

	“Ahhh…ahhh…they made me choke on it…” I gasp, bouncing on his cock.

	 

	“And you loved it. I saw how you looked at his dick…”

	 

	“Yeah…yeah…ahhh…”

	 

	“You went for it Sasha…you wanted it…like a dirty little…”

	 

	“Say it…say it Max…”

	 

	“Like a dirty little…damn…dirty little slut…”

	 

	“Ahhh…yesss…yeah…I’m a dirty…dirty…slut…”

	 

	“Uhnnn…dammit Sasha…you wanted it…wanted to fuck him…”

	 

	I pound my needy pussy onto his cock. I need this so bad. I need to fuck. Clement could have fucked me. He could have flipped me on that table and shoved it right in. Ohmygod, I was wet enough. Max feels so good inside me — so perfect — but god, how Clement would have opened me up. It’s shameful to admit while I’m with my husband, but I want to feel that huge, Black cock split me open.

	 

	“Yeah…yeah…ohmygod yeah…”

	 

	“Tell me, babe. Tell me you want it…”

	 

	Max sounds desperate like he needs to hear me say I want another man. Why doesn’t this rip his soul out? I feel how aroused it makes him. I’m surprised he hasn’t come yet. He’s been finishing so fast since we’ve dived into this new kink.

	 

	“I…I want…him to fuck me…oh god…ohmygod…”

	 

	I can’t believe I said those words to my husband. It doesn’t matter that he wants to hear them. How can I say them?

	 

	“Who?” Max demands. Begs?

	 

	“You Max! I want you to fuck me!”

	 

	I should leave it there. I shouldn’t go on. I’m so close to my climax. I haven’t gotten on top and fucked Max this hard in years. Why not? It feels incredible. The expensive resort bed is no match for us. The mattress squeaks nonstop and the frame creaks like it’s going to collapse. He mashes my breasts, and I should wince in pain, but I love it. This is how Sexy Sasha…Slutty Sasha…should be treated. I can’t deny Max what he wants.

	 

	“Clement…Nigel…ahhh ohmygod…I want them…I want you…to fuck me…”

	 

	“Goddam it, Sasha! You want them all! All the dick!”

	 

	“Ahhh god! Yes! YES! I want it all! Fuck me! Fuck me! OHMYGOD!”

	 

	I push up and arch my back, spiking on his cock while my orgasm shatters me. I come almost as hard as I did with Clement. I climax that hard because I’m thinking about Clement — and Nigel. The orgasm breaks me into smaller and smaller pieces while I imagine the men taking turns with me while Max watches and jerks off. Once the other men are done with me, Max shoots streaks of cum all over me. I’ve lost my mind. I would never — could never.

	 

	Max wouldn’t let it happen. He can’t truly want that. He shoots up inside while I picture it all. Max doesn’t give me the load Clement shot all over me, or that Nigel pumped down my throat and onto my face. I tell myself it’s because Max has been coming all day, not because he’s lacking what those huge men have.

	 

	I slump into his arms. We’re both sweaty and panting. Air conditioning chills the room, but it’s no match for the workout we just shared. My heart pounds, almost as hard as Max’s. He’s deflated, but still inside me. Our bodies are jammed together. I want to stay like this all night. I need to be this close to my husband after all of the filthy thoughts I had while we made love. No, I shouldn’t call it that. What we just did was not making love.

	 

	“I would have proposed this years ago if I knew it would make you like this,” he says, adding a nervous chuckle.

	 

	“Would you have? Years ago? Have you always wanted this?” My tone is fluttery because I’m still wired from coming so hard, but the questions are serious — probably too blunt for the moment.

	 

	“No, of course not.” I feel like Max answers too quickly.

	 

	“I’m not judging, if you did. It’s just weird, all of this coming out of the blue after all these years.”

	 

	“It doesn’t seem like you find it weird. I mean, you jumped right in.”

	 

	Max says it defensively and I don’t think he’s trying to get a dig in at me, but I’m still trying to process everything that’s happened. My orgasmic euphoria is fading and my happiness at being slutty is sliding back toward a normal reaction. Oh god, am I a slut? What am I doing?

	 

	I push up from his chest to look him in the eye. “Are you judging me? We can stop this right now if you have a problem with anything we’ve done.”

	 

	“No, no, not saying that at all,” he hurriedly replies. “You were so hot tonight. Couldn’t you tell how much I liked it?”

	 

	I’m slick with his cum. I feel how much he liked it, but I also don’t believe it’s that simple. How could it be? I slide off him and lay on my side, head propped up on my hand. I should be exhausted after today — part of me is — but I’m also wired. Everything still tingles and my carnal craving is strong. I feel like I could go all night if Max could match me. It’s been decades, probably back in college, since I felt like this. All this slutty behavior is like a fountain of youth.

	 

	“I wasn’t the only one who let my freak flag fly tonight. How exactly did I share you with Keely?”

	 

	Max looks uncomfortable, and I’m glad. Is that terrible? “Watching you guys was so hot, I guess we couldn’t help ourselves. We started hooking up and…”

	 

	“And? I saw that part. She was all over you.”

	 

	“Are you mad?”

	 

	“We didn’t really talk about you being with anyone else. Not in any real terms. I don’t have your thing, Max. I’m jealous, and I can admit it.”

	 

	“I’m sorry, Sasha.”

	 

	“You’re my man, and you know I hate to share. I want all the toys for myself.”

	 

	“That’s because your sister broke your toys when she took them.”

	 

	I make a face. “True, but I don’t want to talk about my sister right now. Ew, no. So, what happened when I was… preoccupied.”

	 

	Max laughs. He’s not that sorry. “That’s a word for it. I know we didn’t talk about what I could or couldn’t do — should or shouldn’t do — beforehand, so I’m sorry. I got swept up in the moment. Keely just went for my dick, and I couldn’t stop her. She went down on me.”

	 

	“Couldn’t stop her?” I smile but I really am jealous. I’m glad I did not see my husband’s dick in another woman’s mouth. “Did she… Did you…”

	 

	“I did,” he says, rushing to add, “but not in her mouth.” Like that makes it better.

	 

	My stomach knots when I picture it. I can’t avoid picturing it. I can’t totally blame Max. That redheaded trollop is smoking hot. I’d expect him to resist anyway under normal circumstances, but I know how he gets when he sees me like that — or even when I’m just flirting.

	 

	“Disappointed?”

	 

	“No. I could have, I guess. Maybe not. Keely wanted to fuck.”

	 

	I’m flushed from our fucking, but my face still drains of color.

	 

	“We didn’t! I told her I couldn’t. I wouldn’t do that, not without talking to you. Keely took it okay, but she did want to finish, so she made me go down on her.”

	 

	I’m relieved, but then all mad again that Max did that to another woman. Oral sex has been sorely lacking in our marriage, at least prior to this vacation. I think we went down on each other all the time when we first got together. I loved the power I felt when I sucked dick, and I’ve remembered that I still do. I also loved how it felt when a guy took control of it, but I’ve never admitted that to my husband. I’d buried that until tonight. And I couldn’t keep his face out of my pussy. But like a lot of other things in a long marriage, that dwindled over the years.

	 

	“Made you?”

	 

	“She couldn’t make me. You know what I mean.”

	 

	The thought of Keely making Max lick her pussy makes me strangely hot. I don’t want my husband to be so weak that any woman could make him do that, but thinking of the fiery redhead shoving his face between her legs and demanding it is sexy. I refused to be a cliché and have a sapphic college hookup, but I can’t say I never thought about it. What if Keely forced my face between her legs? My core tightens imagining it. My jealousy still burns, but I feel pride that a woman like that wanted my husband.

	 

	“I know what you mean. I hope you did us proud. We don’t want to be the hopeless newbies.”

	 

	Max is smiling again. “I know you held up your end. Nigel couldn’t get enough of your mouth. And I gave Keely what she needed.”

	 

	I’m struck by a filthy, wicked thought. “Show me,” I demand.

	 

	Max looks confused. When he hesitates, I roll onto my back and grab him, pulling him lower. I imagine Keely forcing his face to her crotch when I do it. He catches on and pulls my legs over his shoulders.

	 

	I moan and arch my back off the mattress when his tongue dances on my clit. Max isn’t easing into it. He draws a pattern over my throbbing button, making my body sizzle. I grasp the sheets with both hands and push my hips at his hungry mouth. His two fingers slip right into me because I’m drenched. Max adds a third and fourth and I’m filled, but not stretched as I would be by those other cocks I held today. I want to be stretched. I need to be stretched. The thought comes from nowhere.

	 

	Max devours my pussy like he’s starved for it. I wonder where this enthusiasm has been before now. Did Keely inspire him, or does he have something to prove after going down on her? Or is he so turned on because he watched me with Nigel? I don’t want my husband to want me only because other men do, but his desire for me is exciting. I’ll take it. Oh god! Especially when he sucks on my clit like this. I’d forgotten how good he can be when he’s motivated.

	 

	I’m getting there quickly — almost as fast as when I have an audience. His slurping at my fruit is almost as loud as my moans. His fingers steadily fill me, driving me higher. I love how Max wants me. Nothing will slow him down — not even his cum inside me.

	 

	I realize he must taste his own seed. He’s never gone down after sex before. I don’t know if any guy ever has after coming inside me. Most men have an aversion to getting anywhere near semen — someone else’s or their own. Max demonstrates no aversion. He’s licking me deeper than he ever has. I fantasized I was with with Clement when we made love earlier, Max couldn’t be… I will not believe my husband is tasting himself and pretending another man just came inside me. It feels so good it shouldn’t matter — ohmygod does it feel good — but it does.

	 

	“Ahhh…ahhh…yes…yesss…Maxxx…”

	 

	The climax sears me, and I tremble with delight. My thighs tighten around his head and Max licks and sucks harder. The harder I come, the harder he attacks. My head spins and I can’t take anymore. The intensity becomes irritating. I shove Max away from me, but I think he would have stayed down there all night if I’d let him. I’m trembling and smiling — even giggling. Ohmgod! Max needs to do this to me every night when we return home. Maybe I’ll have to find ways to inspire him. Would I ever dare play these games back in our normal life?

	 

	“Oh my god, Max,” I pant. “Keely should have fucked you for that.”

	 

	“I thought you didn’t want that,” he says, his grin glazed with my juices.

	 

	I feel so good I almost tell him he should have. This is becoming a problem. I get so horny I’ll agree to anything. I’ve never been out of control like this. It scares me, but it’s so exciting. I feel like I’m finally the loose woman my mother worked so hard to prevent.

	 

	“I don’t know what I want anymore,” I honestly answer. “Are there any rules anymore? Should there be? We’re so far out there.” I still sound giddy, but they’re real worries.

	 

	“That’s not very helpful. Are you mad that I fooled around with Keely — now that you came? I get that you probably weren’t thinking clearly before.”

	 

	I don’t know that I’m thinking clearly now. The good vibes still flow, but we do need to talk. “I’m jealous. I don’t like the thought of you being with another woman. I don’t know how I would have felt if I’d seen you go down on her. But I’m not mad. I’m not that much of a hypocrite. How could I be angry after what I did with Nigel?”

	 

	“And Clement.”

	 

	“I’m not going to count that. You arranged for that massage. I take no responsibility for what happened there. But I did make a lot of choices tonight. Are you angry?”

	 

	“Not at all. I started this. I encouraged you. I even picked your outfit.”

	 

	“All true. Did I go too far?”

	 

	“No,” he replies, but not as quickly as I’d like. I’d feel better with an unqualified no. Max is thoughtful. “I was on fire watching you. Honestly, I was even thinking about you while I was licking her pussy. I was dying to know what you were doing with Nigel. I feel like the sexier — the dirtier — you become, the more I want of it.”

	 

	“There’s no line?” I ask. I do not believe him.

	 

	“I know there should be. I love you and nothing can change that, but maybe something will be too much, and I won’t know until it happens.”

	 

	“Now who’s unhelpful?”

	 

	“I hear that. All I can say is I trust you, so you should follow your conscience. If you’re okay with it, I will be too.”

	 

	I think about how out of control I’ve felt. I’m not sure Max should trust my conscience because I don’t know if I can. We are playing a dangerous game and I’m not confident that we won’t cross a line we can’t come back from. We would be wise to stop now and have a normal getaway. We could stay in our room and only fool around with each other for the rest of the weekend. We should do that, but neither of us wants that. Slutty Sasha wants to play.

	 

	“So, you’re okay if I go on that snorkeling adventure with Keely tomorrow?”

	 

	“If you’re good with hanging out with her after…”

	 

	“I’ll try not to claw her eyes out.”

	 

	“Good girl.”

	 

	I would normally correct Max and tell him I’m a woman, not a girl, but I feel a warm glow when he says it. I’ve developed this strange new desire for his approval since we started this. I am his girl, and if he wants me to be his slutty girl, I’ll be the best one I can be.

	 

	“You know I love you, right? I love you so much, Max.”

	 

	“I’ve never loved you more, Sasha. Truly. It’s exciting to be discovering new sides of you after so many years together.”

	 

	“I’m still me,” I insist.

	 

	“That’s what makes all this so hot, babe. It’s hot because it’s you doing it. My sweet, proper wife is showing me all kinds of new parts of her.”

	 

	I snuggle back against his side, satisfied that we’re okay. For now.

	 

	 


Chapter 5: Max Goes Out His Mind While Sasha Is Off with Keely and A Hot, Young Stud - Max

	 

	I lounge in the far end of the pool, but I’m not relaxed. Far from it. My anxiety is palpable, like thousands of ants are marching under my skin. I told Sasha to go off with Keely this morning, but now all I can think is that it was a big mistake. I want my wife to have fun at Sun King, but I don’t want her to do it without me. My whole deal is that I want to see what she does. I feel like if I’m not there it’s just wrong. We’re not doing it together. It’s…cheating? No, that’s too far. Sasha has my blessing to do whatever she wants, whatever her conscience allows.

	 

	My brain still melts when I think about last night. I didn’t fall asleep until the sun was coming up and exhaustion finally won out. Sasha was out the door well before I awakened. I’ll never unsee my wife on her knees in front of another man, her mouth stuffed with his huge dick.

	 

	The memory makes me ill, but I must be a madman because I don’t regret it. I wouldn’t change a thing from last night. I’m swelling in my trunks thinking about it in the pool. It’s everything I didn’t know I wanted. I’m still sane enough to know my discomfort is insecurity. The crazy — sick? — part of me wants this enough to override everything else, but I still wonder how I’ll ever be enough for Sasha after all of this.

	 

	Sasha could be doing anything right now. We both knew going on the excursion with Keely was not really about snorkeling. Keely goes off on her own to find playmates. I’m sure she’ll encourage my wife to do the same. Why am I so nervous that Sasha will do exactly that when imagining it makes my balls swell?

	 

	Keely’s morning outing yesterday was with a man she had an eye on. He could be there again. The blood sizzles in my veins when I think about Keely and Sasha having a threesome with this unknown stud. I love the idea of my wife in a threesome, but dammit, I should be the guy. I’m tempted to text Sasha, but I doubt she’ll have a signal out on the water. Unless they’re back — and in this guy’s room.

	 

	I considered parking myself on the beach, but that felt pathetic like I was some cuckold waiting for my wife to come back from some sexy adventure. Nor do I want Sasha thinking I don’t trust her. I said I do, and now I have to live with that.

	 

	I’m deep into pondering all the filthy things my wife could be doing this very moment when I see a change at the swim-up bar. The skinny kid who’d been working it is relieved by my friend Trinny. I should stay away because I feel like talking to her kicked all of this in motion — which is unfair — but I wade toward the bar anyway.

	 

	“Ah, Mr. Max. You look like you had a late night,” she says without pausing her work. Her tits have an awesome jiggle as she vigorously works a cocktail shaker. She’s in the same uniform, with the same lowcut one piece, as the day before.

	 

	I’ve seen people drinking, but it’s hard to wrap my brain around starting that before noon. I need to maintain some standards. On the other hand, a stiff drink could be just what I need.

	 

	“We weren’t out too late, but I didn’t sleep well. And I don’t think there’s enough aspirin in this resort for my hangover.”

	 

	“I know what you need. I’ll mix it up for you in a moment.”

	 

	Trinny pours out the drink and carries it to a woman at the other end of the semi-circular bar. She returns and begins mixing my drink. Her hands move so fast I can’t track everything she adds to it.

	 

	“Most people sleep like babies on vacation, Mr. Max. Did the gentle lapping of the waves keep you awake?”

	 

	“Very funny. No, we just had a very good time last night and I couldn’t settle down when we got back to our room.”

	 

	“Was the Mrs. up too?” she asks with a knowing smile.

	 

	“She did sleep like a baby.” Sasha went out like she’d thrown a switch, but then she’d had an active day. What will today bring?

	 

	“Perhaps she had a better time than you did.”

	 

	Trinny sets a hurricane glass filled with a pink and white drink in front of me. I don’t ask what’s in it because I don’t want to know. The concoction is somehow sweet and savory at the same time. I don’t dislike it, but I’d never order it. The drink tastes too close to medicine.

	 

	“Oh, there’s no doubt Sasha had a better time than I did. She’s probably never had a better time.”

	 

	“I sense you don’t like that.” Trinny leans back against the counter to her rear.

	 

	“I maybe liked it too much, which could be part of the problem.”

	 

	“Mr. Max, you should not be looking for problems here. Sun King is for letting go and enjoying, not for complicating. How could you like something too much?”

	 

	“What if you like something that’s bad for you? Something dangerous?”

	 

	“I don’t want to pry, but what is so dangerous here?”

	 

	“I bought Sasha a pineapple charm.” I say it like it explains everything.

	 

	Trinny grins broadly, flashing brilliant white teeth. I thought British people had terrible teeth, or is that an outdated stereotype? Nigel’s teeth are a little dodgy, but Keely has a perfect mouth.

	 

	“I understand now. The two of you put out a signal and someone read it.”

	 

	“Something like that.”

	 

	“Ms. Sasha met a new friend, and you don’t know how to feel about it.”

	 

	“I made a friend too,” I snap. I hate how defensive it sounds.

	 

	“Excellent! Good for you, Mr. Max.” Trinny’s obvious surprise ratchets up my defensiveness.

	 

	“We had drinks with another couple last night at the rooftop bar.”

	 

	“That was you?” Her surprise turns to admiration.

	 

	“What was us?”

	 

	“I heard from my friend Robert that two couples made quite the spectacle last night.”

	 

	“That probably wasn’t us. We weren’t a spectacle.”

	 

	“Were you in the corner? I know your wife is a beautiful Asian woman, but was the other a redhead?”

	 

	“Okay, that was us, but we were not a spectacle.”

	 

	Trinny comes forward and puts her hand over mine. Her tits are in my face when she leans forward and it’s a relief that my dick thickens from something other than picturing my wife with another man.

	 

	“Robert says your foursome thoroughly enjoyed each other, and others enjoyed watching. Be proud, Mr. Max, not embarrassed. The redhead was quite vocal from what I understand.”

	 

	I swell with pride. I did make Keely come very hard. Sasha was not nearly as vocal, although her mouth was full. Does Trinny see me in a new light knowing what I did to Keely?

	 

	“Everyone had a good time,” I say.

	 

	“I don’t understand your concern then unless you’re jealous. Are you jealous, Mr. Max? Or is Ms. Sasha jealous?”

	 

	“Sasha has a jealous streak, but that’s not really the problem. I don’t even know that there is a problem. I guess I’m worried there might be a problem.”

	 

	Trinny smiles knowingly. “This is not uncommon for first time couples. Things are very different where you come from, yes?”

	 

	“Our lives back home couldn’t be more different.” I laugh. “I feel like we’re living someone else’s lives here.”

	 

	“Should that trouble you? People often go on vacation to escape their everyday lives. Your vacation self is often different than who you are at home.”

	 

	“That’s true,” I concede, thinking how even regular hotel sex is somehow hotter than sex at home. “But our vacations have always been trips to the Shore with the kids, or an amusement park. Maybe skiing. We were too busy being parents to be anyone else.”

	 

	“But now you have a chance to explore something new. Why not take it?”

	 

	Trinny makes a compelling argument. It sounds so simple when she puts it that way. But there is nothing simple about opening your marriage. We’re not talking about trying the local cuisine or drinking too much at a nightclub, or even hitting one of those high-end gentleman’s clubs in Vegas. We’re talking about Sasha and I — maybe — fucking other people. Once that’s done, you can’t take it back.

	 

	“I’m beginning to think the resort pays you to get guests into trouble.” I grin. “Are there cameras in our rooms? Are we going to be blackmailed before we leave?”

	 

	“Not in the rooms, no. But in all the public areas, of course. I probably shouldn’t say this, but our security guards quite enjoy observing the freer guests.

	 

	“So, what we did last night…”

	 

	“It is on the system somewhere, yes.”

	 

	We didn’t even consider that because things just happened last night. Or when I played with Sasha in the pool — or our first night on the beach. I have two simultaneous thoughts: our lives would be over if that ever got out, and where can I get a copy?

	 

	“Nothing is more important than our guests’ privacy at Sun King. You have to know that, Mr. Max.”

	 

	“Of course. I’m not worried. We don’t have enough to make blackmail worthwhile anyway.”

	 

	I believe Trinny, but I also know human nature. The security guys are surely making copies of the hotter things they see on those cameras. I hope they found Sasha’s blowjob hot enough to save.

	 

	“Where is Ms. Sasha now?” she asks.

	 

	“Snorkeling with a new friend.” I read her expression and add, “A woman. They went out this morning.” Not that the woman being Keely makes the excursion any safer.

	 

	“I believe you and your wife should fully embrace the adventure and see where it leads. If you cannot, go find Ms. Sasha and stop now. Only you know what you can accept.”

	 

	“Sound advice.” It would be if I really knew what I could accept.

	 

	“I wish you luck, Mr. Max,” she says, spying a customer at the other end of the bar looking for a fresh drink.

	 

	I watch her go and admire the view of her round rear in those tight shorts. I would love a chance to see what Trinny looks like out of that uniform if Sasha and I are fully embracing an open lifestyle while we’re here, but the question of how open I can be while Sasha enjoys herself is still unresolved. Too much is up in the air, which is a dangerous way to play this. I hope my wife has more clarity when she returns from her adventure.

	 

	At least Trinny’s concoction works. I feel better already.

	 

	 


Chapter 6: Sasha Struggles with Temptation When Keely Offers the Wife to A Young Stud on A Platter - Sasha

	 

	I realized quickly that Keely brought me along as a treat for her friend Jesse. The snorkel excursion is just foreplay to her. She loves the chance to be out on the boat flirting and hanging on him in front of the other couples on the trip. Keely is all about attention.

	 

	Keely’s bikini puts mine to shame, and I chose one of my skimpier options because I knew I’d be competing with the curvy redhead. Her’s is essentially green dental floss with patches to cover her nipples and pussy. I have no idea how her breasts aren’t constantly slipping free. She must be using double-sided tape.

	 

	My electric blue string bikini is positively matronly by comparison, even though I’d never wear it back home. The bikini doesn’t cover much, but at least I am covered. Still, I’m more comfortable than ever putting my body on display, and I’m thrilled that I’m getting attention when I’m beside a bombshell like Keely.

	 

	One particular admirer gives me a special, warm glow. He’s a tall, silver fox, the kind of man who’s confident enough to go shirtless in his fifties and still has the physique to pull it off. The old me would have looked away if I caught him staring — maybe even covered up — but I lean back to show off and return his smile. The silver fox is not alone, but his pretty wife is a social butterfly and doesn’t notice, or doesn’t mind, her husband checking out other women. Can I get there with Max?

	 

	Jesse is easy on the eyes too, but he’s the silver fox’s polar opposite. He couldn’t be more than thirty, which makes me self-conscious about reciprocating his flirting. Jesse must be one of the younger people at the resort. He’s tall and shirtless like the silver fox, but Jesse is broad and muscular, with the kind of body you get from playing sports or working a physical job rather than going to the gym. His shaggy blonde hair and tan make him look like a surfer. I’m smitten, but he’s so young.

	 

	I’m almost — much stress on the almost — old enough to be his mother. I could at least be his cool, young aunt. But Keely is easily old enough to be his mom, but that doesn’t slow her down at all. I think that’s the turn-on for her. Jesse doesn’t appear to mind the age difference either. He’s all over Keely and turns his attention toward me too when he realizes I might be on the menu also.

	 

	Keely’s hands are all over Jesse while we’re out on the water, and he returns the favor. He openly grabs her butt when he boosts her up the ladder back onto the boat. I’m offered assistance too, but he just holds my hips and pushes the back of my thigh. The touch is still electric. I don’t know how to handle the attention of such a younger man and giggle too hard at his bad jokes. At least my blushing is hidden by the heat generally flushing my cheeks. It’s shameful that the attention of a young guy excites me, but I don’t fight my enjoyment too hard.

	 

	Jesse sits between Keely and me, and by the time we’re on our way back to the dock, I find as many excuses to casually touch him as she does. Jesse is in heaven. He seems confident he’s going to have a threesome with us. I don’t think I can let that happen but thinking about the two of us climbing all over each other tightens my core. Max should be there for my first threesome, shouldn’t he? Am I the kind of girl who thinks about having threesomes now?

	 

	I should run off and find my husband when we hit the dock. I’m dangerously horny. An invitation is coming. Keely didn’t bring me along to just say goodbye and go back to her room with Jesse. The smart move would be to text Max to meet me in our room so I can fuck his brains out and tell him how much I loved being around Jesse.

	 

	“Jesse and I are going to get out of the sun to cool off and grab a drink. You should come along, Sasha,” Keely says when we reach the end of the dock.

	 

	“I really should find Max. We haven’t spent any time together today.”

	 

	“You’ll have the rest of the day. I’m sure he’s found his own fun anyway. You must have found the morning as tiring as I did. These late nights and early mornings are not as easy as they used to be. Jesse wants you to come, don’t you?”

	 

	Jesse slides his hand up the small of my back, under my t-shirt. His fingers tease at the knot there like he wants to untie my bikini top. “At least come for a little while. Don’t you have your phone? He’ll text if he needs to find you.”

	 

	“Okay, but only to grab a quick drink. Being out in the sun all morning really did take it out of me.” The words leave my lips before I can stop them.

	 

	We pass through the lobby like any other group of friends at the resort, but I feel like everyone knows what we’re up to. The upside-down pineapple around my neck feels like a neon slut sign. Why did I put it on after my shower this morning? And what are we up to? I haven’t agreed to anything. I look around for Max, but I don’t know if I’d want him to stop me or tag along.

	 

	“Who are you here with? Won’t someone miss you?” I ask Jesse. He’s not wearing a wedding ring like Keely and I, but he hasn’t even mentioned a girlfriend.

	 

	“Ashley won’t miss me. We’re not here together if you know what I mean. We come together to share the expense and because they prefer couples here, but we’re both here for our own reasons.”

	 

	“Jesse is being polite. His friend Ashley is a professional sugar baby. She’s here trolling for new men. I told Jesse that she’d better stay away from Nigel. He’s free to enjoy whomever he wishes, but he will not be giving them money.”

	 

	“Ashley’s a good girl. Don’t judge her,” Jesse says.

	 

	I’ll bet, I think. I still don’t understand how Keely is so casual about Nigel running around the resort screwing whoever he can get his hands on. I haven’t even considered that Max is out there somewhere picking up another woman, but maybe I should be after last night. He’d be within his rights. I shiver and almost run off to find him.

	 

	Keely and Nigel are not in a room in the main building like us commoners. They have one of the private bungalows interspersed throughout the tropical gardens on the property. The accommodations are much more private than one of the main rooms. I can see why that’s important to the British couple.

	 

	We walk into a bright, airy living room with a tiny kitchenette off to the side. I see a bedroom through a door to the left and I’m relieved when Keely doesn’t usher us right back there. She directs Jesse and me out onto the small patio beyond the living room, which is enclosed by a low, wrought-iron fence and screened from prying eyes by jungle foliage. The patio holds lounges and a large porcelain tub that looks more like a bathtub than a hot tub.

	 

	Jesse and I are alone for the first time. I’m nervous like we’re on a first date and wondering if he’s going to try to kiss me. I want him to and feel guilty for it. He brushes past me, touching my arm, and opens the tap on the tub. I admire his impressive back and hard butt when he leans forward. Jesse slipped back into a loose tank top on the boat, but I still see more than enough of his body.

	 

	I’m still not used to craving strange men like this and it feels wrong. I have fantasies like any other healthy woman my age, but I’ve never allowed them to be more than that and they’ve always been about celebrities like Ryan Gosling or Keanu Reeves. I don’t have vivid fantasies about men I know. There’s never a risk of acting on them. Max wants me to do this, I keep reminding myself. Maybe I should text Max before something happens.

	 

	“Is lukewarm water okay? We don’t want it too hot in this heat.”

	 

	Jesse’s words pull me out of my head and make me jump. Texting Max is forgotten.

	 

	“Lukewarm is fine. Whatever you want,” I hastily reply. He can set it to whatever he likes. This isn’t my bath.

	 

	Keely reappears carrying three glasses of ice-cold cucumber water on a tray and wearing a robe. She’s ready to go. I take a glass, grateful for the refreshment. I tried to drink plenty of water out on the boat, but I’m still parched. Jesse sips his while staring at Keely’s chest. Her nipples are obvious through her pink silk robe.

	 

	“I’m so glad you started the bath. I need some relaxing,” Keely says.

	 

	“That’s funny. You never seem tense to me,” Jesse says.

	 

	He sets his glass aside and rubs Keely’s shoulders. She closes her eyes and rolls her neck. Jesse has big, strong hands and I’m jealous they aren’t on me. No, I remind myself. You don’t want his hands on you. That will only lead to trouble.

	 

	Keely unbelts her robe and he pulls it from her shoulders, leaving the redhead gloriously naked. She has a spectacular body that even I have to admire. Her pussy is as smooth as mine, with the addition of a tiny bird tattoo just inside her bikini line. It’s hard to feel sexy around a woman like her, but I’ve been trying to keep my confidence up all day. All I can think is that of course, Max wanted his dick in her mouth. I would too if I were a guy. She mounts the three wooden steps beside the tub and climbs into it. The smooth, shiny white sides are so tall I only see her head.

	 

	“Are you two just going to stand there?” she asks.

	 

	Jesse pulls off his tank top. I’m so distracted by his perfectly chiseled, hairless chest that I almost miss when he drops his trunks where he’s standing. Almost. My eyes instinctively drop to see what he has. I’m unsure if I’m relieved or disappointed that he has a normal-sized cock. I was beginning to think that every man — except for Max — at the resort has huge equipment. The two I’ve seen so far have been enormous.

	 

	Jesse is on the large side, but not obscenely big. My husband is firmly average, and Jesse is slightly larger. The only obvious difference being the girth. He’s thicker than Max. Jesse is also shaved clear down there. I’ve seen it in porn — yes, sometimes I do watch videos — but I’ve never seen one like that in person. I get caught staring and my shyness returns. I can’t meet his glacial blue eyes.

	 

	“I think that’s my cue to leave,” I say, draining my glass and setting it down.

	 

	“Join us, Sasha. The water is fine and there’s plenty of room for three in here.”

	 

	“That’s not a good idea.”

	 

	“Jesse, be a dear and help Sasha with her clothes.”

	 

	 


Chapter 7: Sasha And Max Have Been Playing Together, But Max Isn’t Around and Keely and Jesse Offer Irresistible Temptation. Can Sasha Behave? - Sasha

	 

	I almost step back when he comes to me, but I really do want him to touch me, and my willpower is particularly weak when my pussy is so wet. His look says you don’t have to do this. He’s not going to strip me just because Keely told him to, but when I don’t move, he pulls my t-shirt over my head. It’s damp where it clings to my wet bikini top, and he must peel it off me. All my concentration goes into not shaking when Jesse unsnaps my jean shorts and pushes them down over my hips. My bikini bottoms are dragged low enough that he can see I’m as smooth as he is down there.

	 

	Jesse unties the string in my back first and the top just hangs loosely over my breasts. I place both hands on his broad chest to steady myself, weak in the knees. No one but Max has undressed me like this in decades. He doesn’t even do it usually. We typically undress ourselves when we’re getting into bed to do it. I feel young again, like I’m back in college and just met a cute boy. It helps that Jesse is like a boy to me.

	 

	He sweeps my silky hair aside. His fingers brushing my neck give me chills. We’re so close and all I want is for him to kiss me. My hesitation is a distant memory. He unties the knot behind my neck and my top slips away. I’m proud that he can’t resist staring at my breasts. I hope he’s been waiting for this all morning. His rising cock tells me he has.

	 

	“Does this untie too?” he asks, pulling the dangling string on my hip.

	 

	“No, I’ve got that.” The bottoms do untie, but I’d rather just roll them down. I start to, but he stops me.

	 

	“Hey, that’s my job, Sasha.”

	 

	I grin and force bravado. I don’t want him to know I’m trembling inside. “I love a man who’s thorough about his work.”

	 

	Jesse laughs. “This isn’t work. This is all pleasure, Sasha.”

	 

	He pushes his hands inside the rear to grab my ass and nudge my bikini bottom down. His hands are so strong. Not as massive as Clement’s, but powerful. I love how it feels when a powerful man touches me. Jesse steps closer to pull the bikini bottom down and his cock brushes my leg, marking me with a smear of his sticky excitement. I feel him twitch at the contact. I just barely resist grabbing it. My bottom drops to my ankles, and I step out of it.

	 

	I know it sounds silly that I’m suddenly shy about grabbing Jesse when I’ve had two other strange cocks in my hands in the last twenty-four hours. I couldn’t resist grabbing Clement’s, and I went right to my knees for Nigel, but both of those circumstances felt different.

	 

	Clement literally drove me out of my mind with his amazing hands. I’d have done anything for him. And I was drunk with Nigel, and he was so self-assured. It was easy to go with the flow. It’s the late morning and I’m sober now and being close to Jesse like this feels intimate in a way hooking up with Nigel did not. I’d forget Keely was even here if he kissed me. God, I want him to kiss me. My heart is pounding, and I have goosebumps. This impossibly handsome boy triggers something in me that Nigel and Clement did not.

	 

	Jesse doesn’t kiss me. He takes my hand and helps me step up into the tub. Keely moves to the side, and I slide into the opposite end. The tub is roomy, but three of us in here is going to be tight, which is exactly what the redhead wants. Jesse steps up, bringing his cock right to eye level. My mouth hangs open and I must will it closed. He has the perfect cock. The smooth head is flared like it was chiseled by Michaelangelo himself and the shaft has an ideal curve. Even the veins lining it seem perfectly placed. His balls are two ripe plums waiting to be picked.

	 

	I’m pressed against Jesse — both Keely and I are — and it sets my heart racing. The three of us are on top of each other and the possibility of a threesome feels very real. Inevitable. My chest gets tight and buzzy like a panic attack, but different. I don’t have cold feet either. I feel guilty. My first threesome should include Max. I can’t imagine he’ll be happy he isn’t present for this. The guilt is not enough to make me flee, not even when Jesse puts his arms around both of us.

	 

	The move shifts our bodies, and my leg goes over his. That beautiful thing between his legs brushes my thigh and my core tightens with need. Feeling it like that is torture because I really want to feel it somewhere else. I’m touching Keely’s leg too. Our limbs are intertwined.

	 

	“Isn’t this cozy?” Keely remarks. She plays with Jesse’s hair and looks at him with unashamed hunger.

	 

	“I think I’m the luckiest guy in the world right now.”

	 

	“Oh, you are darling. Isn’t Jesse the luckiest bloke to be in this tub with two sexy ladies like us?” Keely replies.

	 

	His cock twitches against my leg and I feel like the lucky one. “I guess so if we’re his type. Are we your type, Jesse? We’re a little more, uhm, seasoned than you.”

	 

	“You guys are just my type.” He plays with my hair when he says it, and I begin to melt. “Women like you are why I come to Sun King.”

	 

	“I know I’m his type. He proved that all morning yesterday.”

	 

	Keely grabs him, brushing my leg. It’s so weird to feel her hand against me while she strokes him. I have no context for what’s happening. I’m caught between an instinct to flee and the desire to push her hand away so I can have him for myself.

	 

	“That was wild,” he replies grinning at her. “I thought you were going to kill me.”

	 

	“Oh darling, you held up your end quite well.” She looks at me. “This is why I seek younger men like Jesse here. I need someone with the stamina to keep up with me. Once you’ve tried it, you’ll be hooked, Sasha.”

	 

	“Max has no problem giving me what I need,” I defensively reply.

	 

	“He certainly has skills, but youth has its advantages. Feel how strong this is.”

	 

	Keely takes my hand and puts it where hers was. Jesse grunts when I grip him. It feels so hot in my hand, and I stroke it on instinct. She’s right. Jesse is like steel. He feels like he could go all day. I’m not positive Max could handle Keely and me, but I’m sure Jesse will — would — have no problem.

	 

	“Fuck, that feels good, Sasha. I think you’ve done this before,” he moans.

	 

	“I may have had some practice back in college.”

	 

	Jesse’s fingers dance up the back of my neck, giving me sweet shivers. They lace through my hair and massage my scalp and my body throbs for him. I grip that meat tighter, and he pulls me into a kiss. I don’t hesitate for a second. My tongue flicks into his mouth and I caress the side of his face before running my fingers through his hair. Max is handsome with his smooth head, but teasing through Jesse’s luxurious hair while we kiss is thrilling. It’s another reminder this is not my husband I’m kissing, as if the granite cock in my hand isn’t enough.

	 

	The hand caressing my breast is not Jesse’s. The smooth, slender fingers on my supple globe feel nice. The sharp nails plucking at my puckered tip are electrifying. I whimper into Jesse’s mouth. He responds by pressing his tongue into mine, and I eagerly suck it. Oh god. Everything is happening so fast. So many sensations at once are almost too much. My eyes flicker open to see Keely sucking on the side of Jesse’s neck while she watches me.

	 

	Keely’s hand dips below the water and Jesse takes over massaging my tits. He rolls my nipples and pleasure spikes through me. Those sensations coursing through me only get stronger when Keely’s fingers push inside me. She curls them up and finds that sweet spot to rub. I tighten around her fingers, throwing my head back to moan. I don’t try to hide how turned on I am. Jesse sucks on my neck. I whimper his name and jerk his cock harder.

	 

	“Last night Nigel and I discovered just how sexual Sasha is,” Keely purrs in Jesse’s ear. “I thought about you, Jesse, when I saw how hard she came and what a good little cocksucker she is.”

	 

	“She’s fucking good with that hand,” he grunts. “Might not get to the dick sucking. Does she swallow?”

	 

	“Most of it. She caught the rest on her face, but she didn’t seem to mind. Did you, Sasha dear?”

	 

	My response is an uncontrolled moan. I feel like I’ve slipped into an alternate reality. I carpool the kids to baseball games and work at the snack bar. How am I in a tub with two people I hardly know touching me? Keely talking about what a good cocksucker I am tickles a deeply dirty part of my reptilian brain that craves big cocks like Nigel’s and wants to be used. It’s a shameful secret I’ll never confess to anyone — not even my husband — but it makes me want to prove myself to Jesse and Keely.

	 

	“That’s fucking hot. I love painting a pretty face like hers.” They’re talking about me like I’m not even here. Why do I love being objectified like this?

	 

	“I have a fun idea. Let’s see who can hold their breath the longest.”

	 

	Keely takes her fingers from me right before I’m going to come, and I sob with disappointment. She gathers back her flaming locks and dives face-first into the tub. My hand is knocked aside so she can swallow Jesse’s dick. His eyes go wide, and he curses. I’m impressed by Keely’s flexibility because she must bend in half to get there in the tight confines of the tub. Jesse pants so hard I think he’s going to hyperventilate.

	 

	Water from Keely’s hair flicks all over us when she explodes out of the water gasping for breath. Her face is red, but she’s smiling. She huffs, “Your turn.”

	 

	I’m competitive, but baseball mom Sasha would never take such obvious bait. Slutty Sasha can’t wait to prove herself. My tits puff out when I take a deep breath, and I dive. I swallow Jesse so fast that he presses right into the back of my throat, and I gag. Luckily, I’m always calm in a tough spot, and I don’t panic and drown. I relax and suck as hard as I can, working my tongue as my oxygen depletes. Garbled voices float down to me, and I wish I could hear what they’re saying about me. I don’t come up until the last possible second.

	 

	“Bravo! You stayed down longer than I did. My turn.”

	 

	Keely dives down and I kiss Jesse hard when he moans, ramming my tongue into his mouth. He grabs the back of my head and battles my tongue back. Keely grabs my ass under the water and digs her nails into my flesh. I love the rough handling. I feel wicked and I’m tempted to hold her head under the water and make her suck him like she did to me last night.

	 

	We keep taking turns teasing Jesse with our mouths. He loves it. I don’t know what he does when I’m down and sucking, but his hands are all over me while Keely is down there. I’m so frenzied that I’m getting lightheaded, but I won’t stop. I want to be the one to win the prize of his cum down my throat. How do I even have such a thought? What’s happened to me?

	 

	Neither of us makes Jesse finish. I don’t think the attention to his dick is constant enough. He stops the teasing and pulls me over to straddle his lap. We make out and he boosts me higher to suck on my tits. Keely holds them for him. His teeth nip at my throbbing, tender tips and I cry out into the jungle surrounding us. I hope the patio is as isolated as it feels. Keely reaches under us and presses Jesse to me. He pushes down and begins slipping inside me.

	 

	Ohmygod! It’s exactly what I want. His cock filling me is exactly what I need. He pushes deep, and — I resist. I’m throbbing for him, but I suddenly remember I’m married and it’s like a slap to the face. I can’t do this — go this far — without checking in with Max. He implied he wants this, but I need to know for sure. And he should be here. I thought I’d lost all control, but I must have a deep reservoir somewhere.

	 

	“Wait…I can’t…”

	 

	Jesse tries to press down for another second. He twitches inside me, and I nearly surrender, but he relents, and I slide out of his lap. I’m dazed.

	 

	“Suit yourself. More for me,” Keely cheerfully says.

	 

	Keely takes my place and settles onto his cock. Jesse mauls her tits while she rides him so hard the water sloshes everywhere. I feel forgotten and burn with jealousy, but I still need to come, and watching two attractive people fuck is very hot. I find my button with two fingers and rub it as fast as Keely and Jesse fuck. I finish before they do and wail when the climax tears through me. The couple turns to watch me while they go at it, and I keep coming. Keely wails about a minute later and slips bonelessly off Jesse. I want to believe watching me helped her orgasm.

	 

	Jesse stands in the tub and fists his cock. He’s still hard. “I heard you like this,” he says, an aggressive edge to his voice. Slutty Sasha fulfills her role and I open my mouth while still stroking my clit. Heavy jizz ropes fly all over my face and into my hair. I don’t believe he’s even aiming for my mouth. I cry out and climax again. I only get to taste him when Jesse plugs my moaning mouth at the end and feeds me the very last of it. I greedily suck, finally receiving my reward.

	 

	I can’t wait to tell Max all about my slutty morning. I hope he’s as thrilled by it as I am.

	 

	 


Chapter 8: Max Learns Sasha’s Gone to The Nude Part of The Resort with Keely and His Imagination Goes Wild. He Loses Control When Sasha Fills Him in On Her Morning - Max

	 

	It’s past noon and I’m going out of my mind. I texted Sasha about a half hour ago and got no reply. I try to remind myself that our roaming cell service is sketchy here, but it’s no comfort. I know the snorkel trip ended hours ago. I can only think of one thing that could keep my wife too occupied to reply.

	 

	My mind is filled with the worst possible thoughts of what she’s doing. I picture Sasha on her back in Keely and Nigel’s room screaming so loud from the cock filling her that she can’t hear her phone. I feel like I’ve swallowed a vat of acid, but I have a towel on my lap to conceal how achingly hard I am.

	 

	The crazy fantasies in my head kept switching. One moment I’m picturing Sasha with her face planted in the mattress and her ass in the air while Keely’s stud plows her from behind. The fantasy lover has a horse cock because I’ve seen the way my wife looks at giant dicks and I know she craves them now. I have no idea what that means for our sex life going forward. But then it all switches and Nigel is lying on the bed while Sasha happily bounces up and down on his massive rod.

	 

	I have one last, darker thought. My sweet, beautiful wife being spit-roasted by both men. Nigel slams her from behind, ramming the mystery man’s horse cock down her throat. She tries to scream her ecstasy, but her cries are choked off by her mouthful. Nigel coats her insides with his load, while the other one sprays it all over her face. Damn, I loved seeing Nigel do that to her last night. I almost make a mess in my trunks at the pool when I picture that.

	 

	My jealousy burns hotter when I imagine Nigel involved. The bro code would demand he included me, wouldn’t it? I should get to play with Keely if he’s having my wife. What if Keely is there too and it’s a full-blown orgy — and I’m down here by the pool like a sucker? Would I ever see Sasha the same if she did that to me? I may have set the demise of my marriage in motion for some sick fetish. What was I thinking?

	 

	I’m so in my head that I don’t notice Nigel standing next to me until he clears his throat. He holds one of Sun King’s specialty drinks and looks down at me with concern. “Have you had too much sun, mate?”

	 

	“No, why?” I’m unable to keep the annoyance out of my voice because in my brain he’s just fucked my wife silly.

	 

	“You’re red and clammy. You need to remember to hydrate under the Caribbean sun.”

	 

	“I’m good. Really. Have you heard from the girls?”

	 

	“Didn’t Sasha text you? They want us to meet them out on the Island.”

	 

	My phone chimes as if Nigel summoned a text. It’s from Sasha. Meet us out on the Island. The boat leaves from the end of the dock every 10 minutes. I know how to get there, I petulantly think. I can’t believe she’s out on the au natural island. My Sasha? Is she out there naked right now with men gawking at her? I’m too hard to stand when I consider it. I also can’t believe she went there without me. Who’s replaced my wife?

	 

	“The Island?” I dumbly say.

	 

	“You know, the Island.”

	 

	“Right. Yeah.”

	 

	“Come on, then. We don’t want them to get the fun started without us.”

	 

	“I thought it was a low pressure, clothing optional thing.”

	 

	Nigel laughs. “Sure, it can be, but it also gets wild with the right mix of people. The shy don’t last long out there. Two women like our wives are not going to be ignored. They’ll find as much fun as they can handle. So, as I said, let’s get going.”

	 

	“Okay. Got it,” I reply, shaking out the cobwebs. Time to get out of my head and into the here and now. All of my fantasies already may be happening out on that island. I wish I knew if that was a good or bad thing.

	 

	***

	 

	The boat ride to the Island is less than ten minutes, but it feels like it takes days. The engine is loud, which saves me from talking to Nigel during the ride and I’m thankful. He’s not a bad guy — I really appreciate the fantasy material he’s given me — but too many thoughts are swirling in my head to hold a coherent conversation. I don’t realistically think we’re going to find our wives in the middle of an orgy when we arrive, but I can’t let go of the possibility.

	 

	The Island is a large sand bar just off the beach that Sun King has developed into a special part of their resort. It’s bordered with vegetation and far enough from the beach to keep prying eyes from getting cheap thrills. What happens on the Island can remain private. I don’t even see much from the long dock jutting into the sapphire Caribbean water. A sign stands at the top of the path leading through the foliage warning the Island is nude and clothing and photography are prohibited. I’m rooted to my spot.

	 

	“Don’t worry, mate,” Nigel says, clapping me on the shoulder. “We don’t have to strip here. Guests are just expected to get au natural once they find their spot.

	 

	The path leads to a squat faux castle that contains facilities before winding around to an area with a small pool beside a swim-up bar. About a dozen people are in the pool and it’s crowded. Lounges are arranged on a small, shaded patio around the pool, but the rest of the Island is covered by a large wood deck that stretches out into the sun on the bay side. Two large cabanas shade parts of the deck. The Island is not crowded, which confirms it caters to a certain, fun-seeking element.

	 

	Our wives are easy to find. They’re holding court under one of the cabanas. Two male admirers and a couple sit around them. Keely is taking the lead, but my wife seems totally at ease reclined back on a lounge with a drink in her hand wearing nothing but a baseball cap, sunglasses, the upside-down pineapple pendant, and a smile. She is gloriously nude. That is my wife there, but I hardly recognize her.

	 

	Sasha’s confidence as she lounges there fully on display is dazzling. Her sexuality is incandescent. Was this woman always inside her? This Sasha is my wildest wet dream, but she’s also frightening. She’s ready for anything — even things I may not be. Nigel bumps into me when I stop in my tracks.

	 

	I’m not objective, but Sasha is the sexiest woman I can see. Keely has amazing curves, but my wife has the tightest body on the Island. Tan lines mark where her bikini should be, but her bare tits are stark white, even in the shade. Her thighs are slightly parted like she doesn’t care who sees her beautiful pussy. I thought she’d have them clamped shut. Sasha laughs and tucks a stray raven lock behind her ear. Most of her hair is in a ponytail through the back of her baseball cap. She looks as casual as if she were sitting beside our friends’ pool back home.

	 

	“Oh, hey,” she calls out, waving. The wave gives her cute breasts an appealing shake that I’m sure everyone appreciates. Or maybe it’s just me. Nudists are supposed to be chill about that stuff. I’m already hard staring at my wife. How am I going to strip?

	 

	“I thought you two might never turn up,” Keely adds. We saved you guys a place.” There are, indeed, two empty lounges on either side of them.

	 

	Nigel peels off his shirt as he scoots through the people around them and drops his trunks before sitting on a towel spread on the lounge. His trunk is not quite soft. I guess he’s not that chill. He kisses Keely’s cheek and rests a possessive hand on her thigh.

	 

	“What are you waiting for, silly?” Sasha asks, patting the lounge beside her. “Don’t tell me you have cold feet.”

	 

	Sasha glows, and it’s not the heat in her cheeks or the fine sheen of sweat on her brow. I’m sure she’s had more in her mouth this morning than a snorkel. I’m dying to ask, but not in front of all these people. Is she right? Do I have cold feet? I’m getting what I wanted. Can I handle it? I force a smile I hope looks casual.

	 

	“Just taking it all in. I’ve never been around a group of naked people before.”

	 

	“Don’t worry. The novelty wears off quickly.” It’s one of the solo men under the cabana. He’s about our age but in worse shape than me. He’s leathery from too much sun, with a shaved head and a gut that puts mine to shame. I don’t see Sasha going for him, but I don’t know what he’s packing. I don’t dare look.

	 

	“Not for everyone. The Island can be quite stimulating, which isn’t a bad thing. No one minds a hard-on as long as you’re respectful and don’t get aggressive with it.” This is the bottle-blonde half of the couple. She’s about our age too, with great big tits, but otherwise, she doesn’t do anything for me. I still have to consciously look away from her chest.

	 

	“No one likes an aggressive dick.” Everyone laughs at the comment from the blonde’s husband. He’s fitter than his wife and still has most of his hair. He’s average-to-attractive. I could maybe see Sasha giving him a chance. Why the hell am I evaluating men’s attractiveness?

	 

	I feel them waiting for me to get with the program, although no one says anything. I purposely keep my gaze from my wife and Keely, and my erection subsides — at least it’s no longer straight up. I pull off my baseball cap, followed by my shirt, and there go my trunks. The cool breeze off the bay feels good on my junk, but it’s so weird to be exposed. How is Sasha so casual?

	 

	“Another virgin joins the club! Good for you,” the blonde says.

	 

	“Don’t take any shit from her,” the husband says. “She likes to tease.”

	 

	“And most men appreciate it.”

	 

	The husband laughs. “I know I do.”

	 

	“Max, you’re going to need to cover yourself with lotion. Your, uh, skin isn’t used to being out in the sun,” Sasha says, handing me a bottle. “Do you need help?”

	 

	“I got it.” The last thing I need is my wife rubbing sunblock all over me. I’ll spray everyone in the cabana.

	 

	The conversation continues while I lotion up. The other single guy mostly sits there, and I realize it’s because he’s focused on Sasha. He’s older, like Nigel, but in excellent shape. He must spend half his time in the gym. His slicked-back hair is as black as Sasha’s, but his chest hair is peppered with gray. He’s as tan as the husband but doesn’t look like rawhide. I can’t resist sneaking a peek between his legs to see just how much he likes my wife. He’s not rock hard, but he likes Sasha all right. And Christ is he thick. It’s not a monster like Nigel or Clement are packing, but he’s got a beer can dick. Sasha must have noticed. I feel my cock pulse and try to think of football.

	 

	“I need to grab a drink. Do you want to join?” I ask Sasha when I’m properly lotioned.

	 

	Sasha looks at her drink, which is still half full, but she takes the hint and agrees. She looks sorry to leave the party, even temporarily. We slip into the pool and take a spot at the far end. I wish it was Trinny behind the bar — even if the bartender isn’t nude — but it’s a pleasant, heavy-set Black woman. I ask for a strawberry daiquiri. I need to cool off and loosen up.

	 

	“How was your morning?” Sasha asks, a playful smile teasing her pretty lips.

	 

	I smile back because I don’t want her to think I’m angry or see my anxiety, but I answer honestly. “Torture. I couldn’t stop thinking about what you might be doing.”

	 

	“I was looking at pretty tropical fish. You know where I was.”

	 

	“Is that all you looked at?”

	 

	“I saw some other interesting things. I hope that you won’t be angry, but I was bad without you.”

	 

	“How bad?” I tense, and my stomach tightens. Am I prepared for whatever my wife says next? I remind myself this is what I wanted on this vacation.

	 

	“I can’t wait to tell you all about it, but don’t you think I should wait until we’re alone?”

	 

	Sasha leans so close that her lips brush my cheek. Her hand rests on my bare hip, and I feel her resisting the urge to just grab me. The horniness is vibrating off her.

	 

	“I need to know, babe. Don’t make me wait.”

	 

	“Can you handle it here in front of everyone? We can’t fuck here in the pool. Well, maybe we can, but we can have much more fun alone.”

	 

	I’m momentarily distracted by the urge to bend Sasha over the bar and fuck her silly, but I don’t know if I could give a good performance in front of all these people.

	 

	“Just tell me, Sasha.”

	 

	The bartender delivers our drinks before she can start, but scoots because it’s obvious we’re sharing a moment. Sasha’s tits press against me, and her nails tickle my arm hair. I’m rock hard again, but she’s close enough to hide it.

	 

	“We met up with Keely’s friend Jesse on the snorkel trip. He’s a really nice guy. Very friendly. I could tell he really liked my bikini.”

	 

	“Who wouldn’t?” My mouth is dry, and I suck down some of my daiquiri. Instant brain freeze paralyzes me, but Sasha continues.

	 

	“Keely invited us back to their bungalow to relax afterward. Those private bungalows are very nice. Anyway, one thing led to another and the three of us ended up in this giant tub together.”

	 

	I laugh, cutting my tension. “You just ended up in a tub with two other people?”

	 

	“Keely thought it would be fun. I didn’t know if I should, but then Jesse was undressing me and yep, then all three of us were in the tub.”

	 

	Jesse was undressing me? I know Sasha’s playing it casually to tease me, but since when can my wife be so casual about a man she’s known for a couple of hours at the most undressing her? And yet, I can see it — some hot guy with his hands all over my wife, pulling her bikini from her body. But did she passively stand there, or did she undress him too? I don’t know which answer I’d prefer.

	 

	“Is Jesse hot?”

	 

	“He’s easy on the eyes,” she replies, giggling and shrugging. She sips more of her drink. “I wouldn’t kick him out of bed.”

	 

	My eyebrows shoot up. “Did you?”

	 

	“We never made it to a bed.” She giggles again. Has she always been so giggly?

	 

	“Sasha, did you…” I’m breathless.

	 

	“I didn’t fuck him.” She pauses to read my reaction. “Are you disappointed?” She grabs me and I groan. “I think maybe you are.”

	 

	“No,” I gasp. She slowly pumps me under the water. I feel like she’s trying to coax a different truth out of me. “I don’t know…maybe…damn babe…”

	 

	“Don’t come in the pool, Max. That’s frowned upon.”

	 

	I want to touch her, but I’m afraid if I do, I will foul the pool. Instead, I gaze deep into her emerald eyes for answers. Did she want to fuck Jesse? I think she did. Am I disappointed she didn’t? The truth is complicated.

	 

	“I almost did.” Her voice is a husky whisper, as low as she can get it, and still be heard over the music. “Jesse wanted to fuck me, and I was so horny. I really need to get fucked, Max. You have no idea.”

	 

	Sasha is soaked when my fingers slip inside her. I don’t care if I come in the pool. They can shock it. I need to feel her. She moans and rocks on my fingers.

	 

	“We fooled around like horny college kids. He is almost a college kid. Jesse is so much younger. He’s so hot, Max.”

	 

	I grunt and grit my teeth, almost losing it. I think about my wife fulfilling some young guy’s MILF fantasy and excitement surges through me. It’s hot that she did it. I wouldn’t have expected Sasha to go for a young guy.

	 

	“We all touched each other. I can’t even describe it, Max. I was losing my mind. I was sure we were going to have a threesome, but I felt guilty you weren’t there.”

	 

	“Thanks,” I moan, my brain painting the picture as she speaks. Thanks?

	 

	“And then Keely wanted to see who could stay under the water the longest, y’know, sucking Jesse.”

	 

	“Did…you…win…”

	 

	Her nails dig into my shoulder when the heel of my hand presses to her clit. Sasha almost breathes as heavily as I do. She searches my face, keenly interested in my every reaction to her story.

	 

	“We didn’t finish. He wanted to fuck me. He tried, but I stopped him.” Sasha smiles at my reaction. She sees the part of me that wishes she’d done it. I feel exposed and foolish. A husband isn’t supposed to want a young stud to fuck his wife.

	 

	“He fucked Keely instead and I rubbed myself and watched. I came so hard, Max.”

	 

	I grab her wrist. If she doesn’t stop…

	 

	“Let me show you how long I can hold my breath.”

	 

	Sasha takes a deep breath and dives. Her baseball cap floats to the surface. Her warm, wet mouth covers me, feeling her heat contrasted against the cool pool water is incredible. She sucks hard, taking me right to the root. I’m impressed that she doesn’t choke when I push into her throat. She learned from Nigel’s monster. Is Jeese huge too? I want to pretend he is. I don’t even last a minute. Sasha’s throat works overtime while I dump my load down it. She isn’t challenged because I’ve been coming so much lately that I don’t have a lot to give — not like the loads she took from Clement and Nigel.

	 

	Applause breaks out when Sasha pops to the surface and smooths her hair back over her scalp. The group in the cabana are watching us. She licks her lips but doesn’t look their way. Her moment of shyness is a reminder of the wife I know. I’m glad she’s still in there somewhere.

	 

	“I can’t believe I did that in front of everyone.” Her cheeks keep flushing deeper.

	 

	“Be proud. Own it.”

	 

	I kiss Sasha without thinking. It’s the second time in the last twenty-four hours I’ve gotten a taste of myself — after having never done it in twenty-five years together. I don’t pause but kiss her deeper. I’m hungry for my wife. I’ve never wanted her more, even if I’m soft at the moment. Tasting myself isn’t so bad. It’s not like I’m kissing her right after she sucked someone else’s dick. I didn’t kiss her when we got back to our room last night.

	 

	“I guess you’re not mad,” she says, caressing my face. I’m blinded by the love in her eyes.

	 

	“You’re perfect, Sasha.”

	 

	“I hope you still feel that way when this weekend is over.”

	 

	I’ll always think my wife is perfect. I’m more concerned about how I’ll feel about myself. I’m pretty sure I’ve confirmed for Sasha that I want her to fuck someone else, and there are plenty of willing, naked men on this tiny island.

	 

	 


Chapter 9: Sasha Joins the Other Wives in A Fun Guessing Game, Identify Your Husband’s Cock by Touch

	 

	Sasha

	 

	Keely had a couple of screeching orgasms while riding Jesse in the tub but was ready for more after she dismissed him. I was so horny from our fun in the tub that I wasn’t a hard sell when she suggested we go to the au natural island. I said I should check with Max first, but she assured me he would be thrilled to meet us out there, adding that it’s better to ask for forgiveness than permission. She told me to just text my husband and tell him where we’d be. Deep down, I knew she was right.

	 

	I feared she was going to drag me into bed once Jesse was gone — mostly because I knew I wouldn’t resist, but instead, she offered me the second shower in their bungalow while she took her own in the master bath. I’ve always found the soft curves of other women beautiful, but I’ve never seriously thought of another woman sexually before. Keely’s sensuality makes it easy to get swept up. I was maybe a little disappointed when she didn’t seduce me.

	 

	I’ve buzzed with excitement from the moment we stepped foot on the dock. I was still in my cut-offs and t-shirt over my bikini from the snorkel trip but felt excited anticipation as men watched me walk into the pool area. Keely wore a filmy see-through coverup over the skimpiest bikini I’ve ever seen — even tinier than the one from the morning. I think she’d have just gone nude the entire way if she could have walked through the resort that way. She stripped without hesitation when we arrived on the Island.

	 

	Undressing was surprisingly easy for me. I thought I’d blush or try to cover my naughty bits as I stripped, but feeling the watching eyes made me want to reveal my body. I wonder if strippers get the same exhibitionist buzz. Maybe I missed my calling. God, I can’t even imagine doing that. Or can I…

	 

	My stomach is in knots when Max and I return to the group from the bar. I sip my drink too quickly hoping for liquid courage and it works too well. The chilly booze goes straight to my head. Drinking and not eating enough in the Caribbean heat gives me a happy buzz. My moment with Max at the bar still concerns me, but I just don’t worry as much about it.

	 

	Any wife would be thrilled that her husband still finds her so alluring after twenty-two years of marriage, and I am. Max’s confidence in my sex appeal and my ability to bed any man I choose makes me feel like a goddess. I’m worried about myself. All this new faith in myself feels dangerous.

	 

	I don’t trust myself with this confidence and freedom because I know I may go too far. I can’t ever tell Max how close I was to fully impaling my pussy on Jesse’s cock in that tub. God, I wanted it! I still want it! I’m throbbing to be filled, and there is no shortage of guys who’d be willing to handle that for me on this tiny island. Max seems ready for that, but is he really? We may find out before the afternoon is over.

	 

	Keely took center stage while I was gone and sits on that lounge like a queen on her throne. She loves all the attention focused on her. I didn’t dwell on it earlier, but I know I garnered just as much attention as she did. Keely is midstory when we return — something about a wild adventure in a London club — and I don’t interrupt, but I feel eyes shift to me when I sit beside her. It’s still baffling to me because I certainly do not have Keely’s curves. Max sits on my other side, but I feel him trying to shrink into the shadows.

	 

	Nigel stares at me like a hungry tiger ready to pounce. He’s a pro and his dick doesn’t stand straight up while he stares at me, but I feel how much he wants me. It’s coming off him in waves. He isn’t the only one. Charlie, a flabby solo guy in our impromptu group is subtle, but I know he’s dying to touch me. I tested him by subtly parting my legs and his eyes went wide. I’m not attracted to him at all, but feeling how much he wants me still made my core tighten. And then there’s Bill.

	 

	Angie and Bill came right over when we sat down and are very chill. Keely had been hanging out with them on the Island the day before. They spend most of their time at Sun King out here. Angie is a bawdy blonde who’s a ton of fun, while her husband is warm and friendly, but not aggressively so like Nigel. I would have thought they were just nudists and not swingers if they hadn’t mentioned being in the lifestyle.

	 

	Bill just does it for me, but I’m not exactly sure why. He’s in his forties like us, tall and handsome, with kind dark eyes, but he’s not hot like Jesse. His cock is nice, but it’s not a tree trunk like Nigel is packing. I think he’s hot because he seems so normal. Seeing Bill here is like finding out your accountant is a swinger and knowing that such a seemingly regular guy is secretly freaky is enticing. Maybe it’s because I think of Max and me as regular people too. Bill and Angie are kindred spirits. We could be them in five years if this vacation permanently changes us.

	 

	“You know how that all started, don’t you?” Keely says, finishing her story. “The club had a fun game that night called Match Your Mate. It’s how I got to know all those other wonderful cocks.”

	 

	“That sounds amazing. We’ve been to clubs that did similar things. I’ve always been a fan of musical laps,” Angie replies.

	 

	“Match Your Mate?” Max asks.

	 

	“Very simple game, mate. And tailor-made for a woman like Keely,” Nigel says. “She loves getting her hands on all the knobs she can. The men line up while their wives are blindfolded and must pick their husbands out of the queue.”

	 

	“Hands?” I ask, trying to picture it. I don’t think I could ever just grab a bunch of random dicks — even if it feels like I’ve been doing exactly that all weekend.

	 

	“The game always starts out that way, but it quickly devolves,” Nigel answers.

	 

	“I prefer to think of it as winning by any means necessary,” Keely says, laughing.

	 

	“I know my wife could pick out mine,” Charlie says. He does have a nice thick one. I might be tempted if I liked the rest of him as much.

	 

	“You should bring her over. We should play,” Angie says.

	 

	“Really? You want to?” Bill responds, surprised.

	 

	“Don’t worry, love. I will only be using my hands. You should know by now that I don’t put things in my mouth without knowing who they belong to.” She laughs and kisses her husband.

	 

	“I’m up for it if everyone else is,” Keely says. She turns to me and Max. “Are you guys in?”

	 

	I search my husband’s face. He looks lost — equally worried and excited. Max loves the idea of me handling a bunch of cocks, but I think deep down he’s afraid I might like one of them better than his. I don’t know how to fix that for him, but he can’t keep pushing me forward and making me second guess it.

	 

	“We’re in, aren’t we honey?” I ask him, squeezing his hand.

	 

	“Sure, why not?” Max replies, smiling like he’s just made a decision. I wish I could read his mind.

	 

	“Let me run and grab Susan,” Charlie says, jumping up and scurrying out to the deck on the bay side.

	 

	I’d wondered where his wife was. She’s out in the sun getting cozy with another woman on two lounges that have been pushed together. A guy watches them. Susan turns out to be the blonde with the cute petite body. Her hips are wide, and she has the perfect rear for guys who are into juicy butts. She does not look happy to be interrupted and I’m sure Charlie is going to return alone, but she surprises me and follows her husband back to the cabana.

	 

	“Hey everyone, this is my wife, Susan.”

	 

	“Charlie told me you guys want to play a game?” she says. Susan has the prettiest blue eyes.

	 

	“Have you heard of Match Your Mate?” Keely asks.

	 

	“It’s a guess your husband game, Sue. You’ll have fun,” Angie says.

	 

	Susan laughs. “I’ve always thought those games were more fun for the husbands than the wives, but why not?”

	 

	“That all depends on the equipment that’s on offer, doesn’t it?” Keely says.

	 

	Susan surveys the other husbands. I don’t get the sense she’s into Nigel or Bill, but Max catches her interest. My jealous claws pop out, but I smile through it. “I think they should have to go down and guess who their wife is,” she says.

	 

	“Mmm, that sounds like more fun. That should be the next game,” Angie says.

	 

	Keely organizes the game. We wives sit on lounges in a circle and use our swimsuits to fashion blindfolds. My bikini top works well, but I’m surprised there’s enough of Keely’s to cover her eyes. Susan and Angie have one-piece swimsuits which take a little engineering to twist into blindfolds. The husbands line up for us before we’re plunged into darkness so we can examine each of them, but we’re not allowed to touch them yet. Max looks supremely uncomfortable to have his dick evaluated like this. I don’t think he’d do it if not for the benefit of watching me play.

	 

	The game is simple. A man will step up to us and we have three minutes to figure out if it’s our husband. After we’ve examined each specimen, we’re to guess which was our mate’s. A correct match removes that couple from the game. A slutty wife might intentionally guess wrong to stay in — not that I would ever do such a thing. We go as many rounds as necessary until all the dicks have been identified. I’m not sure anyone wins, but the playing is its own reward.

	 

	I clasp my hands together to keep them from shaking as I sit and wait. My bikini tops lets light through, but I cannot see what’s right in front of my face. It’s so strange to feel the midday heat and hear the music and other people, but not see what’s around me. I can’t believe I’m really going to do this. I wouldn’t believe this was happening if I’d read it in a dirty story back home, but it’s truly happening. Slutty Sasha is coming into her own.

	 

	I feel his presence in front of me before he blocks the sun. I don’t know who he is. Keely never explained the mechanics and I don’t know if I’m supposed to just reach out and blindly grab for the dick or wait for it to be given to me. Angie giggles beside me. She must already have her hands full. I reach out and touch hairy thighs.

	 

	My hands are taken before I can feel more of the man, which makes sense. I’ll know Charlie’s body for sure when I feel it. My hands are placed on a nice cock that’s already semi-hard. I’m pretty sure it’s not Max’s, and I know it’s not Nigel’s because it isn’t nearly big enough. Keely warned us that she had an advantage because she’s played with my husband. I can say the same about hers.

	 

	Both hands cover this shaft and I feel it jump when I squeeze. Only a smattering of pubes brushes my hand and I try to picture how each of the husbands are groomed. Max is trimmed and Nigel is shaved bare. I can’t recall the other men. My fingers trace down along a pulsing vein like I’m playing a flute — although I would have to put it in my mouth for that visual. I’m tempted, but I need to behave.

	 

	The balls feel big for the dick, and they’re nicely groomed too. I’m beginning to think this must be Bill’s dick because I really don’t think it’s my husband’s. I lightly stroke it and the man moans, but that doesn’t help. Excitement oozes from the tip and I lubricate my hand. I tell myself I’m still feeling it to help me guess the owner, but the truth is I just like handling this mystery cock. The owner grunts when I squeeze it tighter and for a second, I think I’m going to catch an unexpected load in my face. Keely’s phone beeps, signaling time has expired. I’m reluctant to release the warm cock and balls in my hand.

	 

	Nigel is the next dick in front of me. I know it the second I can’t close my fingers around it. Angie must have done a good job identifying him because he is rock hard. Touching him again flashes me right back to last night when he forced this thing down my throat. I was so frightened when I choked on it, and I loved it. My core tightens with the memory and the tingling there caused by the first dick I handled turns to a throb. I so want to know what Nigel’s thick cudgel will feel like inside me.

	 

	I enthusiastically pump the meat filling my hands, shifting to fully jerking him off without realizing it. Nigel grunts and I recognize the sound. I heard it enough last night. His sounds of satisfaction kicks my instinct to please into overdrive. I turn my wet baseball cap backwards and I open my mouth and lean forward.

	 

	Max

	 

	Angie knows what she’s doing handling cock. She squeezes the base tight and pumps with her right hand. I’m hard again just minutes after Sasha made me fill her mouth in the pool. Angie is the second new woman to touch my dick in less than twenty-four hours when I’d gone twenty-five years with Sasha being the only one with access to my junk. We’re so far away from our normal lives my head spins.

	 

	Sasha seems thrilled to be making up for lost time. I love that my wife has thrown herself into this slutty new role, but it’s frightening how excited she is handling new cocks. She’s back onto Nigel’s, but she held another new cock a minute ago. Bill’s was the third one in her hands since we’ve landed in Jamaica. Damn, I love watching Sasha handle other men, and since Angie is blindfolded, I don’t have to worry she’ll be offended by my divided attention.

	 

	I’m lucky I did just discharge in the pool because I would otherwise blast all over poor Angie when I watch Sasha turn her baseball cap around and open wide. She’s drawn to Nigel’s cock like a magnet. I didn’t get to fully enjoy this last night because I was behind her and busy with Keely, but today we’re in the midday sun and I have a perfect view of my wife’s pretty lips stretched wide around the Brit’s girthy meat. I’m still astounded she can open so wide. I’d expect her to take a moment to adjust, but she pushes right onto it, devouring as much as her mouth will hold.

	 

	“Ah yes, that’s an eager girl. Mmm, yes,” Nigel moans, enjoying my wife’s skills.

	 

	We’re supposed to stay quiet to keep the game fair, but he’s the biggest by far. All the wives will know when they have his dick. I wonder if they’re all as eager to get it as Sasha. She can’t bob quickly on it because of the effort to open so wide, but she slowly sucks him like she’s savoring it. He must be pushing into her throat, but she doesn’t struggle at all.

	 

	My feelings watching my wife stuff her mouth with such a monster cock are indescribable, but I’ll try. The dopamine hit is so powerful this must be what doing hard drugs feels like. The thrill that sizzles through my nervous system feels like it’ll consume me. My heart might stop if I ever actually see Sasha fuck another man. And like any addictive drug, I don’t know that I can handle never getting this thrill again when we return home. The flip side is I feel like I’m going to puke my guts up — like my entire insides. Watching the woman you love orally pleasure another man just feels unnatural no matter how much you crave it. And then there’s the insecurity I keep feeling. How can she be happy with my dick when she’s held one this large?

	 

	Nigel pumps his hips when Sasha sucks harder and she makes those weird, sexy gagging noises. I know he’s an experienced swinger, but I still feel like there’s a connection between him and my wife. I even think she’s going to make him come in the three-minute limit, but the timer sounds, and Nigel takes his cock from her, leaving strings of saliva back to her lips. Sasha is visibly disappointed and panting for it.

	 

	“I really like this one. I wish we had more time, honey,” Angie says, smiling. It makes me feel a little better.

	 

	I move to Sasha next, and I know she’s going to be disappointed by my smaller cock. I put her hand on it and wait for recognition to dawn. I want her to know it’s mine. My wife’s familiar hand on me feels right — better than Keely’s or Angie’s. It’s been exciting to have new women touch my dick, but they don’t compare to the thrill I get from my wife. I just wish I was sure Sasha still feels the same way about me.

	 

	Sasha smiles and takes me right into her mouth. She knows. I’m sure of it. But am I? Maybe she’s so cock crazy now she’ll just pop any dick into her mouth. I’m always happy to get a blowjob from my wife, but it’s more thrilling when she takes me right to the root, burying her nose in my trimmed pubes, because it shows how her skills have grown from sucking so many big cocks.

	 

	Just as before, the thrill is tempered by the knowledge that she deep throats me so easily because she’s just accustomed to having a giant pole shoved in her throat. I must seem small to her. Sasha’s excitement isn’t tempered. I’m shocked to see she has one hand between her thighs. She’s rubbing herself in front of everyone! This is not the wife I left home with.

	 

	I might be maxed out on coming because she works her magic for three minutes and somehow, I don’t finish. I feel I’m on the edge the entire time, but it’s like a forcefield is holding back my load. The desire to blast it right down Sasha’s throat is overwhelming, but somehow I just don’t. I’m left woozy with unfulfilled desire when the three-minute alarm sounds.

	 

	Sasha releases me with a pop of her lips and whispers, “I hope I get more of this one later.”

	 

	I stagger to Susan, who’s next in line, but I keep an eye on Sasha. Charlie is my wife’s last dick. I’m relieved he’s smaller than me — not tiny, but smaller than me. I don’t like having to follow Nigel with all the wives, but at least the man behind me isn’t another giant. I smile when Charlie puts Sasha’s hand on his dick. He looks like he just won the lottery. I doubt there’s another circumstance where he’d get a woman as beautiful as Sasha to touch his dick.

	 

	Susan is an attractive woman — too attractive for Charlie — and I’m thrilled when she grabs me. She just isn’t Sasha. Her blonde hair is cut into a sleek, but serviceable, bob that half the women in our suburb back home also wear, but it suits her round, pretty face. I wish her eyes weren’t hidden because I recall they’re a startling blue. I’d like to see those eyes looking up at me while the cute wife handles my dick. And damn, does she handle it well.

	 

	“I know you’re either Bill or Max because this one doesn’t belong to Charlie and there’s no mistaking Nigel’s for anyone else’s. Whoever you are, your wife is lucky. I’m jealous. This is a very nice cock. I bet this would feel so nice in my kitty.”

	 

	I groan, convinced that Susan’s trying to make me blast all over her. She vigorously tugs my root and smears my leaking excitement all over her palms. The hand massaging my balls is especially nice. Susan knows her way around a dick. I grunt rhythmically to match her hand motions.

	 

	“You’re going to get there, aren’t you? I feel it. I hear your breathing. You need me to drain your balls, sweetie?” Susan lowers her voice. We’re all close, but she doesn’t want to be overheard. I barely hear her over the music. “It’s okay, sweetie. I want it. My favorite part of these jaunts is all the fun I get to have. I need a good, strong dick for a change. God knows, I deserve it. And this one feels so strong.”

	 

	Susan is a cute, but not overtly sexy, kind of woman you might find in your local church choir. These words should not be coming out of her sweet mouth. But they are, and seeing such a sweet, normal woman saying them is hot as hell. It goes right to the heart of why I love watching Sasha. Her wild sexual behavior on this trip is so at odds with the wife I know back home. Susan might just get what she’s looking for if she keeps pulling my dick like this.

	 

	“Awww…sweet Jesus…shit…wait…” Charlie gasps.

	 

	I’m about to give Susan what she wants, but I’m distracted by her husband’s gargled cry to my left. Sasha dutifully tugs his pecker and being in my stunning wife’s hands is too much for the poor bastard. His noises are followed by pearly spurts blasting an unprepared Sasha. One catches her chin and drips, while the next couple splat onto her jiggling tits. I don’t know why, but I’m surprised by how much he has to offer. My wife’s perky globes are nicely coated when he’s done.

	 

	Sasha shrieks and I’m afraid she’s upset, and I’ll have to jump in, but she never stops pumping Charlie. I think she even pulls his shaft harder when she feels him coming. Her shriek is followed by a giggle like she’s tickled she made this virtual stranger come all over her. He might not be her type, but it must be flattering to know a man can’t control himself around her.

	 

	“Sorry, I didn’t mean…” Charlie mumbles.

	 

	“What was that? What’s going on?” Susan asks, looking around like she’s not blindfolded.

	 

	“Charlie finished the game early,” I say, feeling my own control slip away. Watching him coat my wife with his load is damn sexy. Seeing any man come all over my wife is rapidly becoming one of my favorite things.

	 

	“Who got it?” Susan asks.

	 

	“Sasha,” I groan.

	 

	“I suppose I need to make things even, then.”

	 

	Susan leans forward and swallows me whole. Her cheeks hollow and she works my dick like it’s her calling in life. My wife is very good, but I don’t know if any woman has sucked me off as aggressively as pretty blonde Susan. Her tongue is constantly working, while her throat tickles my head. The timer goes off, but she doesn’t stop. I don’t think she’s going to until she gets what she needs.

	 

	“Men, please step back so we can make our guesses,” Keely announces, remaining blindfolded.

	 

	I don’t want to, but I pull out of Susan’s mouth. She’s panting and tries to pull me back. Will Sasha get this hungry for dick if we keep going down this road? I’m pretty sure I don’t want that, but then I get the feeling Susan’s need has more to do with her husband than it does with how amazing my cock is. It could still happen to Sasha. Susan and Charlie could have started out just like us and the blonde just got to the point where she craves strange dick more than her husband’s.

	 

	We husbands all line up and the wives remove their blindfolds. Angie laughs when she sees how Charlie decorated Sasha, while Keely knowingly smiles. Susan looks embarrassed by her husband’s lack of control. Sasha doesn’t quite meet anyone’s eyes. She’s embarrassed too. My wife is not the type to want to wear a load in public — especially when she’s the only wife who took one.

	 

	“Which of you boys got carried away?” Keely asks. “Sasha, darling, you must teach me your trick.”

	 

	The answer is obvious when she examines us. Charlie is the only man who’s gone soft. The rest of us are well on our way to a severe case of blue balls if the wives don’t finish us. I look at the other husbands. They like seeing the load on Sasha as much as I do and want to add their own. Damn it, I think I want that. I’d love to see the all of the other husbands come all over my wife — or in her. I truly am becoming a depraved bastard. I keep worrying about Sasha, but do I have limits anymore?

	 

	Sasha feels the attention and I see a switch flip inside her. My proud wife is not going to sit there like some shy, ashamed wallflower. She’s so sexy that Charlie couldn’t contain himself, and she’s going to own it.

	 

	“I don’t think it’s a trick. I was just the end of the line and he had too much,” she says, laughing. “Or maybe I’m just his type.”

	 

	“You’re every man’s type,” Nigel says.

	 

	“Sorry, Sasha, but my Charlie has something of a hair trigger these days,” Susan says.

	 

	Sasha wipes the come off her chin and onto the towel beneath her. “It’s okay, I think I’m getting used to it.” She laughs. “Never thought I’d say that.”

	 

	Angie joins in the laughter. “Honey, you spend enough time with this crowd, and you’ll experience all kinds of things you didn’t think were possible.”

	 

	“I can’t wait?” Sasha replies.

	 

	“Okay ladies, who here recognized their husband’s wanker?” Keely asks.

	 

	 


Chapter 10: Sasha Finally Surrenders to All the Cock She’s Handled and Crosses That Final Line, Spreading for Nigel - Sasha

	 

	I wanted nothing more than to wash off the cum glazing my chest when the first round ended. Feeling Charlie finish all over me was hot in the moment, but once the blindfolds were off and we weren’t actively playing the game I felt ridiculous. The feeling wasn’t quite shame but being marked like that in front of other people felt wrong.

	 

	Max didn’t say anything but stared at the stain on my tits. I can’t just think of them as breasts when a stranger’s load is drying on them. His shaft jumped with his heartbeat, and I hoped that was all for me and not the other wives who’d handled him. I needed to believe that my husband liked seeing me that way because I’m still afraid of going too far. Max won’t give me a bright red line for my behavior, but there must be one. How many times can he watch other men blast their cum on me and still see me the same?

	 

	Keely called for us to guess which man we’d handled was our husband before I could excuse myself, forcing me to sit there with my shame. I felt a rush of dark excitement. I must believe that we all knew our husband’s dicks the moment we touched them, but the redhead blatantly lied because she wanted to keep playing. No one mistook Nigel’s big one for anyone else. Max and Bill are close to the same size, but I still knew my husband’s the moment I touched it. I sucked him because I knew he’d just watched me go down on Nigel and I didn’t want him to feel rejected. I only sucked the hung Brit in front of other people because I couldn’t help myself. Slutty Sasha needs to work on her self-control.

	 

	Susan copped to knowing her husband’s dick. She was clearly ashamed that her husband lost control and just wanted to leave. Her friends also waited for her return out on the deck. My hackles rose when she told Max she hoped to see him later on her way out. I’m a ridiculous human to be jealous another woman found my husband attractive after I’d just had three strangers’ cocks in my hands, but I feel what I feel. I’m still not entirely over seeing Max with Keely last night.

	 

	Keely announces round two without allowing me time to go wash. I think she enjoys seeing me like this. I’m a big girl and could have just gone, but I’m learning to like doing what I’m told. I finish my drink and pull my blindfold back into place.

	 

	The second round moves faster than the first, and not just because we had one less husband in the mix. Charlie can’t play any longer, but he stays to watch. I feel like he’s exclusively watching me. His naked lust arouses me even though the man doesn’t. I’m afraid I could become addicted to this kind of attention.

	 

	I’m not sure who I have first in the second round. Downing that drink so quickly was a mistake. I’ve become seriously buzzed and my judgment is suspect. I know the shaft in my hand is either Max’s or Bill’s. I lean toward Max, but I’m just not positive. It’s scary to think I’ve already handled so many dicks that I can’t identify my husband’s any longer. Caressing the balls and shaft makes me lean toward this one being Bill’s because the area feels better groomed than Max. Slutty Sasha is sure her mouth will be able to tell the difference.

	 

	Have I mentioned how stupefyingly horny I am from all this? My hand drifted between my legs of its own accord, but I didn’t climax. The touching felt so good, but it wasn’t what I needed. What I need is in my mouth. Slightly drunker, I give a sloppy blowjob to whoever is in my mouth. I rub my lips all over it and smother it with kisses before putting it back in my mouth and swallow it whole. I’ve given up trying to figure out who this is and just want to enjoy it. I’m too busy wishing I had it down below to care who’s it is. The moans from the owner of this mystery cock are unfamiliar, pushing me toward thinking it’s Bill’s — if that matters. I might look back and know this is the moment I officially broke.

	 

	The timer goes off and I sit back and wipe my wet lips on the back of my hand. I try to center my mind. I need to get a grip. Sucking any dick put in front of me is not who I am. It’s not who I want to be, except in a dark primal part of me it is. I acted out against my strict, traditional mother’s rules in college and did things that would have horrified her — maybe because they would have horrified her — but I never fully lost control.

	 

	When the frat house had a dick-sucking contest, I refused to participate but was secretly jealous of the girls who did. I insisted it was about self-respect. Is my self-respect gone, or do I just feel free to indulge myself now that I’m a grown woman and have a supportive husband?

	 

	The next one is in front of me while I’m still panting. Nigel puts my hands on his massive organ, and I cling to it like it’s my anchor. He has no intention of keeping me centered. He wants to push me. He pushes my baseball cap off and runs his fingers through my long, silky black hair. His caress gives me chills. I’m primed when he guides me forward and his thick, soft head nudges my lips.

	 

	Max must hate seeing me like this. I know it thrills him, but some part of my husband must question who he is married to. I moan when Nigel stretches my mouth wide, like I’m starving for him. Part of me is. I feel so slutty for wanting another man this much. Max can’t like seeing me so eager for this huge cock. How doesn’t this break him? I should stop Nigel and pull Max aside to take a moment to clear our heads. I let the hung Brit push back into my throat.

	 

	“That’s the hungry Sasha I know,” Nigel groans, his fingers tightening in my hair. “Take it all, take it nice and deep. You can take it all, can’t you sweet Sasha?”

	 

	I suck harder hearing his encouragement. His desire for me makes my pussy throb. Oh god, I want him inside me. Max would never forgive me if he knew how badly I want Nigel’s cock. I slurp and slobber on it and don’t even struggle when I can’t breathe. I’ve learned to love giving him control. Nigel doesn’t just control my mouth, but the very air I breathe. The surrender is divine.

	 

	The thick meat stretching my mouth open must look obscene. Does Max love it as much as last night? Charlie must be losing his mind to see me like this. Is Bill jealous or have I proved too slutty for him? I’m glad Angie and Keely can’t see me. I’m ashamed to be the sluttiest wife in the game. We’re not alone on the Island. Who else is watching my mouth being ravaged? Am I officially a sex performer now? Oh god, I should be humiliated. Baseball mom Sasha is deeply shamed, but Slutty Sasha is proud.

	 

	Nigel takes it from me when the timer sounds, and I whimper like I’ve been denied my favorite toy. His thumb strokes my cheek and I wantonly suck on it. I wish I could see how he’s looking at me.

	 

	“Mmm, so eager sweet Sasha. This isn’t just a game for you, is it? You were born to please.”

	 

	I don’t answer because I’m afraid to give voice to the truth.

	 

	The next man doesn’t put my hands right on his dick, but stands over me and strokes my hair, almost knocking my bikini top blindfold out of place. I hear him breathing, but he doesn’t speak. His tense energy tells me it’s Max.

	 

	“Sasha…”

	 

	“Max, I’m sorry…”

	 

	Suddenly, I’m close to tears. The strain in his voice confirms I broke him.

	 

	“God, for what, babe? You’re…you’re…”

	 

	My mind fills in the words he can’t say. You’re a slut! You’re a dirty whore! You’re so fucking easy! Is there a dick you won’t suck? I brace myself for his rage, but it doesn’t come. Instead, Max cradles my face. I want him to pull the blindfold from my eyes. He lays me back on the lounge.

	 

	“Ahhh…fuck…yesss…”

	 

	Max slides inside me so easily and he feels so perfect. As much as I want to feel Nigel’s huge cock, my husband’s feels like it was made for me. My legs lock around his waist like I’m afraid he’s going to take it from me, but he’s not going anywhere. Max hammers away, feeding my hungry pussy. I’m so glad it’s him giving me what I need.

	 

	“You’re…so…damn…wet… Uhnnn Sasha…you…love getting…all those…cocks…”

	 

	“Ahhh god…I do…I do…I want them all…”

	 

	“You love the big ones the best…”

	 

	“Ahhh…fuck me…yesss…I’m sorry…I do…”

	 

	“You want Nigel to fuck you…”

	 

	Max’s grunt sounds more like an accusation than sex talk. He loves all of this — he’s fucking me faster by the second — but how much of him hates it too? Can he handle getting the things he wants? I can’t stop asking the question because I’m afraid of the answer. His sweat pours onto me and our bodies stick together.

	 

	“Nooo…I can’t…I can’t…ahhh…”

	 

	“But you want it…you need it…say it babe…”

	 

	Max rips the bikini top from my eyes. We’re in the shade of the cabana, but the sun still blinds me. The world focuses and Max hovers above me, his eyes flaring with madness. He’s no more in his right mind than I am.

	 

	“Yes! Oh god…fuck me…yes! I want it! I want him to fuck me!” I cry.

	 

	I shouldn’t say it, but I can’t control it. My husband fucks the truth out of me. I remember then that we’re not alone. The world melted away when Max pushed inside me, but it has all rushed back. Nigel heard my admission, as did his wife. Angie and Bill are right here. The other people around must be watching us. I don’t know anyone who would ignore it.

	 

	Max growls my name and I feel his excitement rush inside me. He keeps thrusting as he gives me what he has. Honestly, it’s not a lot because of how much he’s been coming lately, but it’s enough. An orgasm washes over me when I feel his load shoot into me. My nails dig deep into his shoulders, and I wail, not caring how loud I am or who is watching. Knowing they’re watching — maybe even judging me — makes me come harder. Slutty Sasha has won.

	 

	I’m overheated, but I still hold Max to me, keeping my legs locked around him. He’s my true anchor — not Nigel’s cock. I can’t imagine anyone loving me more than Max or trusting me this much. Could doing all this have brought us closer together?

	 

	“I love you so much, Max. Ohmygod, I love you.” I say it over and over.

	 

	“You’re perfect, Sasha. Perfect for me,” Max mutters, clinging back.

	 

	“Even though I’m so dirty?”

	 

	“You’re perfect for me because you’re so dirty, babe. You’re a fantasy I didn’t even know I had.” He kisses me deeply, even though I’ve just had three other cocks in my mouth. I love him more for embracing that.

	 

	“Thank you.” I don’t know what else to say.

	 

	I want Max to hold me forever, but it truly is hot out here in the Caribbean afternoon. I need a second to breathe. He peels away from me and sits on the end of the lounge. I only realize then that Charlie’s load must have rubbed all over his chest. I stay reclined, luxuriating in the pleasure still twitching through me. I should be exhausted, but I’m energized. I can’t stop smiling.

	 

	I finally see what a spectacle I’ve been. The other two couples watch me, joined by several more who came over to watch. Can they see how I’m glowing? Keely looks pleased, sitting beside Bill and stroking his cock. Angie’s legs are spread, and she rubs just below her landing strip. Other couples touch each other. The tropical drinks and endorphins make me restless. I don’t cover up but revel in their attention. I’ll recover my sanity later, but I enjoy the attention now. Nigel comes toward us.

	 

	“Do you mind if I have a go, mate? I believe in giving a lady what she wants,” Nigel tells my husband.

	 

	Max hesitates for about two seconds — not long enough to seriously consider what his answer will mean. He’s as crazed as I am right now. This is how people get in trouble, acting on impulse. We just reaffirmed our commitment to each other, but Max’s answer could change everything. He says he loves me because I’m dirty, but he’s not thinking clearly, and I don’t believe he’s prepared for what might happen next. Watching me sucking cock is wild, but he can’t unsee another man fucking me.

	 

	“I appreciate you asking, but it’s Sasha body. It’s her decision.”

	 

	A flash of anger pierces my contentment. The answer is a copout. I am not his to give to another man, but my husband’s affirmative consent matters. A man like Nigel is probably good with that answer, but I want to hear Max say he wants me to do this. That answer was for me as much as for Nigel. I can’t have it in my head that he’ll put this on me if he regrets it.

	 

	I would be smart to say no, at least until Max and I can discuss it, but if he is content to leave it all to me, I’m going to get what I want. I hope Max enjoys it because I love him, but letting Nigel have my pussy is about what I need. Max is going to be tested, and I hope he passes. And yes, the angry part of me does hope it stings a little bit.

	 

	“Will you give us some room, honey?” I say, nudging Max aside with my foot. Is that too mean? I just want to tease him, not truly hurt him. I smile up at Nigel and trail my fingers across my thighs. “You don’t have to ask, Nigel. Isn’t the answer obvious? I’m yours.”

	 

	Max looks shell-shocked as he moves to the lounge beside us, and Nigel kneels between my spread legs. We’re not that close, but he’s so large it’s almost touching me anyway. Oh god, can I even handle that thing? The huge cudgel hovers there, threatening me. At least I’m more aroused than I’ve ever been in my life. I hope the cum Max just left inside of me helps Nigel slide easier. Ohmygod, I’m about to let two different men fuck me minutes apart. I’ve become the slut my mother always warned I could be if I didn’t keep my modesty.

	 

	Nigel lifts one of my legs and licks the sweat off my calf. I must taste awful. I’m slathered with sunscreen — among other things. I can’t explain why, but his sucking on my calf is a sensual treat. He also sinks three fingers deep inside me. God, it’s a tight fit. I cling to those fingers. He slowly pumps them in and out of me and my hips move with his rhythm.

	 

	“Feels like you might be ready. Your pussy is as eager as your mouth, sweet Sasha.”

	 

	“It is,” I coo, too easily slipping into a submissive role.

	 

	“Don’t worry about screaming. We’re all friends here. Everyone wants to see you enjoy yourself.” He says it with a cocky grin like there’s no possibility his cock won’t make me scream.

	 

	“Stop teasing me and do it,” I whimper.

	 

	I can’t believe I just had sex with my husband and now I want it again right away. I’ve never considered it because it’s not usually possible. I’ve never had more than one man at my disposal before. I seize on the crazy reality again. I’m going to fuck two men back-to-back!

	 

	“I love it when a woman begs.”

	 

	“I’m not begging,” I insist, even though I kind of am.

	 

	Nigel pushes my legs all the way back to my chest, obscenely displaying my sex to everyone watching. It must look so used after Max just pounded me. Nigel’s thick head slides all over my slick lips, but he doesn’t push it in. I can’t stand the teasing and reach down and grab him. I still marvel that I can’t close my fingers around him.

	 

	“Grab what you want. Good girl!”

	 

	I barely have him against my swollen flower and he pushes inside me. Nigel doesn’t attack — I don’t think I could handle that — but he does take me with one long, slow stroke. Ohmygod, his cock is huge! I thought he felt big in my mouth, but that did not prepare me for this. He feels endlessly long as he keeps sliding deeper — deeper than any man has ever reached. His thick shaft stretches me impossibly. I feel like he’s pushing a baseball bat inside me. I feel a throbbing ache, but I don’t want him to stop. God help me, I want it all!

	 

	“Ahhh fuck…yesss…fuck yesss…ohmygod…ohhh…”

	 

	Nigel grins down at me, memorizing my reaction. “I love how they react when they feel a big dick for the first time. It’s life changing.”

	 

	The arrogance would be annoying if Nigel wasn’t completely owning my pussy at that moment. Life changing is extreme, but being so filled is incredible. He’s fully sheathed and that giant, steely shaft feels like it’s reshaping me. My pussy is being made to fit him. I want to tighten around him to show I have some tricks too, but I’m already so stretched that I can’t.

	 

	I’m totally centered on the cock filling me that I don’t even realize the high-pitched moans ringing in my ears are mine. Nigel isn’t even really fucking me. He’s just resting inside to let me conform to him. My body pulses with pleasure that’s almost too intense. And then he begins moving. It hurts when he pulls back, but I’m almost sobbing with joy when he pushes it back in. My greedy pussy sucks at him like it never wants to let go.

	 

	“Ahhh fuck…Nigel…sooo good…it’s sooo…”

	 

	“Big?” he grunts.

	 

	“Yesss…oh fuck…god yesss…so fucking big…”

	 

	Nigel saws it in and out of me like it’s no effort at all. How is he so cool? Isn’t this as incredible for him as it is for me?

	 

	“You love it, don’t you sweet Sasha?”

	 

	“Ohhh fuck yesss! I love it…fuck I love it…ahhh…”

	 

	The climax hits me faster than I thought was possible. That giant cock makes me come with ease. I hear my own squishing as he keeps churning my pussy through my orgasm. And I just keep coming.

	 

	Nigel leisurely strokes in and out of me like he could do this all afternoon. I never want him to stop, but I’m afraid I’ll pass out if he doesn’t. I wouldn’t have guessed the slender, older man had such stamina. I don’t know if he’s even sweating. The only signs of strain show when he presses in, embedding even deeper inside me. His weight presses him to impossible depths. It hurts and I shouldn’t like it, but the pain feels like a punishment I deserve for craving him so much.

	 

	“Ahhh god…yes! Fuck…it’s too much…too much…”

	 

	“Nonsense, sweet Sasha. I’m sure you can never get too much.”

	 

	Nigel might be right because when he pulls out of me, I’m ready to beg and promise anything to make him put it back. I almost embarrass myself by sobbing thank yous when he turns me over. He is not done with me yet.

	 

	 


Chapter 11: Max Thought He Wanted This, But He’s Shell-Shocked Watching Nigel Fuck His Wife with That Giant Cock - Max

	 

	I am such a fucking moron. I am the dumbest man alive. Only a complete fool would have wanted this. I watch Nigel destroy my wife with that side of beef hanging between his legs and know I was insane to let Sasha anywhere near that thing. He was right when he said it would be life-changing. My sweet wife will never be the same after having that giant cock. A sane man would have booked us on the next flight home when he saw the way Sasha worshipped Nigel last night. Instead, I practically rolled out the red carpet between her legs.

	 

	I stare down there like it’s a car wreck and I can’t look away. How the hell is she stretched so wide? I know she’s pushed out three kids, but this is obscene. The only cock I’ve ever seen Sasha take is mine, and it doesn’t look anything like that when we do it. I have to tamp down a wild thought that she’s faked every orgasm with me because there’s no way I’m pleasing her if she can take this. And she’s not just taking it. Sasha is taking it like an A-list porn star and wailing loud enough that everyone in the resort knows how much she loves it. I feel like a man losing everything he loves.

	 

	Poison pumps through my veins, yet an equal and opposite reaction is just as powerful. Every nerve is electrified. I’m more alive than I’ve ever been watching Nigel plunder my wife. I feel like I just snorted a mountain of Peruvian marching powder.

	 

	Giving Sasha’s cunt to such a giant of a man is surely a huge mistake, yet watching it is transcendent. Nigel is turning my wife into a purely sexual being and it’s so much better than I could have dreamed. I hate it and I love it. I want to punch Nigel and thank him. The cognitive dissonance is maddening.

	 

	My body is at war with itself just like my mind. I didn’t know it was possible to be so aroused and still be flaccid. My dick pulses, but after coming twice so quickly it is dead. I’m soft, but my whole body sizzles with excitement. I want to be hard so I can play with myself while I watch — our audience be damned — but it is not going to happen. It’s reasonable that I’m soft, but I still feel unmanned. Nigel is fucking my wife silly with his rock-hard giant and I’m over here like a deflated balloon.

	 

	“Ahhh fuck…ahhh yesss…fuck…fuck me Nigel…” Sasha begs. Every word taunts my soft dick. I hate it, but I want him to fuck her unconscious.

	 

	Their coupling was intimidating enough when Nigel was on top. Watching Sasha grab it and stuff it into her needy cunt made my heart sink and watching how easily he made her come stomped on my heart while it was down. But when he turned her over and Sasha eagerly wiggled her sweet ass for him, I learned I could sink lower. He’s steadily screwing her now and she’s lost her mind, moaning, whimpering, and wailing. Her entire world is that huge cock.

	 

	I’ll never make her come again. The sobering thought comes easy. I should be distraught, but I’m not because the new, dark part of me is enthralled. The evil voice inside me screams, Do it! Make her your slut! Show everyone what a dirty, dirty whore my wife is! I want to see Sasha like this so badly that I don’t care it takes another, bigger man to do it! The dark voice grows louder, drowning out the weak thoughts of losing my wife. It says, Don’t worry about the future. Enjoy the now!

	 

	Angie startles me when she sits next to me. We’re not alone, of course, but my world has narrowed to the couple fucking two feet from me. She rubs my back and lays a hand on my thigh just beside my useless cock.

	 

	“Are you doing okay, buddy?” Angie asks. “It’s okay to tell them to stop if you don’t like this.”

	 

	I shake my head but can’t speak. Nigel’s stolen my voice like he’s stolen my wife’s pussy. I finally look around to see if everyone is staring at the poor, humiliated husband with pity. A small crowd has formed around us, but no one is watching me. My wailing, coming wife is the main attraction. Even Susan has come back over with her friends to watch. She jerks off the man while the woman touches her. I’m jealous that husband is included by his wife while I am not.

	 

	“Is this your first time?” Angie asks.

	 

	I nod, returning my eyes to Sasha. I can’t miss a second of this. It feels like Nigel’s been fucking her for hours, but has it been five minutes. I have no sense of time.

	 

	“It’s weird, I know, but don’t freak out, Max. This is just sex. Other men can have her body, but there are parts of Sasha that will only ever be for you. Fucking is fucking. Love is far stronger.”

	 

	Angie is sweet for trying to make me feel better. The sane part of me knows she’s right. A big dick can’t destroy twenty-two years of marriage, but that doesn’t mean Sasha will ever come for me again. Can we be happy if I can’t satisfy her? Angie must see I’m still in this strange trance because she grabs my cock and pulls it. I feel a surge down there, like maybe she can pump life back into it, but I stay soft. I’ve given all I have. Angie forces me to look at her.

	 

	“Hey, snap out of it, buddy. How long have you been married?”

	 

	“Twenty-two years,” I mumble.

	 

	“And you love her?”

	 

	“She’s my everything.”

	 

	“So, be happy for her. Don’t you want Sasha to feel all the joy she can? Look at her. Look at how much she loves the way he fucks her. Take pleasure in Sasha’s happiness and remember you’re a good man. Only a man who truly loves his wife could give her this. You’re strong to stand aside for this, and Sasha will love you all the more for it. She’ll never forget you gave her this.”

	 

	Angie lifts my spirits. I want to see it her way, but it’s difficult when Sasha is wailing and begging for Nigel’s cock right next to us. Maybe she’ll love me more than ever later, but I know that thick root in her cunt is the only thing she loves right now. I have to believe we’ll be fine after this, but I can’t believe we’ll be the same.

	 

	Nigel has one foot on the deck and his other foot on the lounge, to give him maximum leverage as he pounds my wife into submission. There is no doubt Sasha has fully surrendered to his superior cock. He mashes her cute ass with both hands while he pistons her pussy. How is she taking something so big so hard? Sasha looks like she’s holding on for dear life.

	 

	“You’re the tightest quim I’ve had in a while, Sasha. You feel so sweet wrapped around my dick,” Nigel grunts. He took her so effortlessly before, but the strain is getting to him. I see her pussy is working its magic.

	 

	“Ohhh god…ohhh god…yeah…fuck…fuck…”

	 

	Nigel gathers her silky, raven hair and wraps it around his fist. Sasha yelps when he jerks her head back. He rides her like a prize filly. He even slaps her haunch. She grunts like an animal. She’s lost all sense. Her tits sway wildly beneath her. Why do I love this more the rougher he is with her?

	 

	The dark voice purrs, Yes, punish the slut. Use that willing whore! I don’t want anything but pleasure for Sasha, but I want her turned into the filthiest slut possible. Knowing this has been inside her all along makes me idolize my wife. Maybe I’ll never satisfy her again, but I love seeing she’s so insatiable. Perhaps I don’t need to satisfy her if I can find more men to do this to her. Damn, that’s an insane thought.

	 

	“Look at Bill and Keely. I’m thrilled for him. She’s a curvy goddess and I know she’s just his type,” Angie says.

	 

	My attention is diverted for just a moment. Keely is on her back on a lounge with her legs over Bill’s shoulders. He’s putting it to her with a vigor that suggests he’s trying to match what Nigel is doing to my wife. I guess competitiveness comes out when your partner’s husband is also fucking right next to you. Keely’s fantastic tits bounce like Jello in an earthquake. She does glance over at her husband fucking Sasha but focuses on her lover. I don’t know how she avoids distraction. Watching them makes me regret passing up the chance to fuck Keely last night. It seems particularly stupid given her husband is plowing my field today.

	 

	“And you’re my type,” Angie coos, growing more aggressive with my cock.

	 

	Angie has a great touch, but I left it all on the field already. She isn’t my type, but any naked woman playing with my dick would ordinarily get me hard, I’m sure. And watching Nigel pump my wife has me aching to get hard. My softness mocks me. I feel like my dick is mad at me for giving Sasha’s pussy to another man.

	 

	Nigel slows, filling Sasha with slow, deep thrusts. He keeps that tight hold on her hair, forcing my wife to project her moans out to the entire little island. I swear everyone is watching her now, even those pretending not to. Pride spills into the strange mix of emotions wracking my brain. I love that everyone sees how incredibly hot Sasha is. I know all the men watching want to take Nigel’s place. Damn, what if they try?

	 

	The Brit stops fully sheathed inside my wife. She trembles and I’m positive he’s pumping her full of his seed. His load was so huge before, and he’s packing it all in there. I feel sick. It’s unlikely Sasha will get knocked up at her age, but not impossible. We never explicitly discussed doing this, so we never discussed protection. The shock sinks in and that dark part of me responds. He’s fucking filling her with his cum and Sasha loves it. That’s so fucking hot!

	 

	Nigel shudders and I think he’s emptied his balls, but he pulls out and powerful jets of jizz coat her upturned ass and pool in those cute dimples just above it. He does, indeed, release a torrent of cum onto my wife. I do truly love watching other men drain their sacs on my wife. I’m a sick bastard.

	 

	Sasha drops to the lounge like he’s fucked her unconscious, and Nigel stands on shaky feet. I’m proud that she’s taken it out of him. Keely shouts that she’s coming nearby. Bill doesn’t pull out when he finishes. Is there a protocol for this in the swinging community?

	 

	“Oh well, maybe next time,” Angie sighs, releasing my dick. Her best efforts at resurrecting it failed. She kisses my cheek.

	 

	“Sorry,” I mumble. “It’s not you. Sasha got me in the pool, and then right before Nigel did her…”

	 

	Angie hugs me. “Really, it’s okay Max. I know, I saw it all, remember? I was hoping you might have a third one in you, but that’s okay. You don’t have the only dick on this island.”

	 

	I don’t know how to take that. A guy wants to feel special. I thought Angie wanted me, not just the closest cock. She walks over to Bill, who’s climbing off Keely. The couple embraces and deeply kisses. That’s how it should be, lovingly reconnecting afterward.

	 

	Sasha doesn’t look like she’s in any condition to reconnect. She doesn’t look like she can do anything but lay there. I may have to carry her back to our room. Nigel really wrecked her. I want to go to her, but don’t want to look weaker than I already must by rushing to her side. I wait until most attention has drifted elsewhere and go kneel beside her lounge. Sasha is still face down.

	 

	I watch her closely and she seems to be smiling in her sleep. Sasha is breathtaking with her post-orgasmic glow. She looks so content. I don’t want to disturb her, but I have a powerful desire to get off the Island and get her alone now that the action is finished. I brush raven strands back from her face and her eyes flutter open. Sasha’s smile widens when she sees it’s me. She’s never been more beautiful.

	 

	“Are you okay?” I ask, knowing it’s a stupid question as it leaves my mouth. Satisfaction is written all over her face.

	 

	“I should be asking you that. Was it too much, Max? Did I go too far?” Sasha gropes for my hand and tightly clasps it.

	 

	My answer isn’t obvious. Yes, a primal part of me loved every second of watching my wife get railed, but the answer that nearly springs out of my mouth is, Of course you went too far! You shamelessly surrendered to Nigel like the filthiest slut! Everyone watched him use you. Have you no shame? Have I ever made you really come, or have you been waiting for a real cock all these years?

	 

	It’s all unhinged and unfair, but the traditional part of me is still strong. I was a Boy Scout and flirted with joining ROTC in college. I used to go to the VFW with my dad, and I’ve been a deacon in our church. Nothing in my life has prepared me for anything other than monogamy and a conventional life. I may have this strange, sick desire to watch other men use my wife, but I don’t know if I’m equipped to handle it. Sasha did nothing wrong — nothing I didn’t ask for — but a weak part of me wishes she’d protect me from myself. I take a deep breath and give her a smile that’s about half genuine. I’m freaked out, but I’m not a hypocrite. I loved watching Sasha.

	 

	“I didn’t stop you, did I?” I realize that’s not an answer. “I’ve been telling you to embrace your inner sex goddess and you did it today.”

	 

	“You’re not angry? I know I got carried away, but it just felt sooo good.”

	 

	“I’m not angry at all. I’m thrilled that you had such a good time, Sasha.” That’s the truth, despite all my misgivings.

	 

	“I love you so much, Max. I’m such a lucky girl. I don’t deserve you.”

	 

	“I don’t recognize this gushy version of you, babe. I think all that coming scrambled your brain.”

	 

	“Stop it. I’m just happy and I want you to know I appreciate this freedom you’ve given me. Most guys aren’t secure enough for something like this.”

	 

	Did I give it, or did she just take it? “Let’s not pretend I’m a saint. I get something out of this too.”

	 

	Sasha giggles and reaches for my dick. I’m embarrassed when she finds me soft. In my mind, I’m rock hard watching my naked, glowing wife lying naked in public, but my reality is very different. She frowns when she feels I’m soft and I’m unmanned.

	 

	“Did someone else finish you already? I’m jealous. Your excitement is supposed to be for me.”

	 

	I misdirect rather than admit I’m not the fuck machine that Nigel is. “Let’s get out of here, babe. I want to be alone with you.”

	 

	“Mmm, me too, honey.” Sasha pushes up from the lounge, but flops back down. “I’m just not sure I can move.”

	 

	“I’ve got you, Sasha. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

	 

	“I know you will. That’s why I love you. I can’t wait until we’re alone so I can show you my appreciation, Mr. Wagner.”

	 

	“Sounds perfect. Let’s get out of here, Mrs. Wagner.”
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