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Preface

Look, there’s a big difference between the words “your wife is beautiful” and “your wife is hot.” When guys say the first one, it’s flattering. But when guys and women both say the second, or when you’re at a bar and a stranger gives me that half-grin, claps my shoulder, and says, “You’re such a lucky man”—that’s a different league. That’s Jess. Sure, she’s gorgeous, but it isn’t just the looks. She’s easy to like. People drift toward her. I’ve watched whole rooms brighten just because she smiled.

We get little moments like that all the time. Waiting at a checkout once, a man in his forties cleared his throat and said, “I hope this isn’t out of line, but those might be the best legs I’ve ever seen.” And Jess—this is her in a nutshell—went pink, murmured “oh, goodness,” and tried to hide behind a magazine. She’s not a “look at me” person. If anything, she plays herself down. Compliments bounce off. Maybe it’s a middle-child thing; maybe it’s just her. Either way, every day I tell her she’s gorgeous and that I’m lucky. It’s the one compliment she’ll let land, eventually.

Before I tell you what happened, let me say the thing husbands don’t often admit out loud: you don’t wake up one morning and decide you want another man flirting with your wife. You don’t sit at breakfast thinking, “You know what would spice up a Saturday? Letting someone else’s hands find out what I already know.” That’s not how it shows up. It creeps in around the edges—jokes you both laugh at, a look that lingers too long, a night where the wine ran a little easier than sense. Curiosity, then a dare, then a boundary you thought was concrete turns out to be chalk.

I wasn’t the type. At least, I didn’t think I was. But this is a true story. We’ve changed the names, not the facts. I’m not going to pretend my version can capture every jolt of adrenaline or every breath that caught in my throat when it all started moving faster than I’d planned. I can promise I’ll tell it straight, the way I’d tell a friend over a cold beer—no embroidery, no strategic amnesia. Just how it happened, and how it felt, for both of us.


Life

You think you’ve got life figured out right up until the day the caps and gowns go back in the wardrobe and your parents clear their throats and say, “You’re on your own.” I don’t hold it against them. Honestly, it was the shove we needed—me and Jess both.

We didn’t meet in high school. We met the first week of freshman year in a grim little lecture hall with buzzing lights and a professor who loved pop quizzes. Jess slid into the seat next to me with a coffee the size of a fire extinguisher and whispered, “Do you ever feel like college is a group project where your partner is hungover?” I fell for her before midterms. She was smart in that steady, unshowy way—didn’t peacock, just quietly aced everything. I was more of a scrambler: not dumb, just perpetually five minutes late to the plan. We started studying together, then grabbing late dinners, then doing that thing where you pretend you’re still “just friends” even though your toothbrushes have started traveling as a pair.

Our families were… similar. Not strict in a cartoon-villain sense, just no-nonsense about effort. Since kindergarten the message was clear: do the work, own the result. They were supportive—bleachers at games, awkward claps at award nights—but they believed in independence like it was a religion. When Jess and I got serious, no one objected. If anything, there was an unspoken hope we’d be the version of them that made fewer money mistakes and fought about better things than whose turn it was to fix the leaky faucet.

We both said we wouldn’t be “that couple” who peaks at graduation. Then graduation hit, and the training wheels came off. The first month felt like stepping off a curb you thought was a stair—sudden drop, arms windmilling. Rent, deposits, the price of groceries when no one’s quietly filling your freezer with Tupperware on Sundays. My dad always says, “You can’t live on love.” I used to roll my eyes. Then I stood in a supermarket aisle pricing tins of beans and realized love, while delicious, has terrible macronutrients.

We were stubborn and a little romantic about it. Three weeks into our master’s programs we got married at the courthouse—two rings, four witnesses, and a dinner we paid for with a gift card. It wasn’t rebellion; it just felt like the next true thing. And immediately, money became the loudest roommate in our tiny apartment. Not money for nights out, money for electricity. Not “Where should we go this summer?” but “How long can we stretch a bag of rice?” Our parents helped us get set up—hand-me-down furniture, a few checks for deposits—and then they stuck to their philosophy. You wanted grown-up choices? Great. Wear them.

Jess picked up shifts wherever she could—campus clinic, tutoring stats, even a weekend hostess job where she learned to carry three plates at once and I learned to meet her for a kiss between table turns. I worked in the lab and took on every odd job that didn’t involve a hairnet. We shared one ancient car that started best when you promised it things. We learned the art of the budget date: borrowed movies, long walks, burgers split down the middle, a beer each if the week had gone well. It wasn’t glamorous, but it did something important—it made us a team. When the fridge made that dying-whale noise, we laughed. When the ceiling dripped, we caught it in a pot and studied under the ping of water like it was rain on a tin roof.

Looking back, that’s where the shape of us really formed. Two people who could be broke without being broken. Two people who could take a hard line from the people who raised us—“you wanted to do this early, so do it”—and decide it wasn’t a rejection, just a hand-off. We didn’t have much, but we had a plan, a sense of humor, and each other. And that, as it turns out, is enough kindling to light some very unexpected fires.

We tried a bit of begging at first—one more “loan,” one more bag of groceries “you can pay us back later”—but our parents made the shape of things pretty clear. They didn’t let us starve, but the message was grown-ups now, figure it out.

Jess landed first. With her psychology degree and a face the HR lady immediately trusted, she got pulled into the state hospital as a tech on the psych ward. Nine bucks an hour. Not glamorous, not enough, but it came with a badge and a schedule and the feeling of being needed. Most people treated it like a paid internship on the way to grad school, and that’s how Jess saw it too. Third shift, fluorescent lights, patients who knew her name by week two. She took it seriously in a way that made me proud and a little worried.

I found something less predictable but more interesting than a warehouse: the graveyard board-op job at the local AM station. I ran the late games, stitched in PSAs, rode the faders for a call-in show where half the callers used fake names and the other half whispered like they were confessing to a priest. The pay was barely above minimum, the chair’s padding was fossilized, and the coffee machine wheezed like a lifelong smoker, but I loved the hum of it—the red ON AIR light, the police scanner muttering in the corner, the feeling that somewhere, someone was always listening. Technically it was “second shift,” but it bled into the small hours more nights than not.

The station was a five-minute walk from the hospital. On my dinner break I’d grab a couple of vending-machine coffees and slip over to see Jess. Nights on that ward were strange: a handful of patients awake and circling, the rest asleep; a skeleton crew on paper that somehow felt even skinnier in practice. People drifted. Doors hissed. Half the time it felt like Jess was the only one actually working while the others took turns disappearing into break rooms. She never did. She logged everything, refilled cups of water, coaxed someone back into bed with the patience of a saint. I’d sit with her at the nurses’ station, trading stories—her crisis de-escalations, my callers with apocalyptic prophecies—until my phone buzzed to remind me to jog back and cue the top-of-the-hour ID.

Between the two of us, part-time plus part-time still added up to poor, but it also added up to alive. Our schedules dovetailed: her third shift, my late second. Most nights I saw her twice—once during my break, again when I clocked out and walked over with a lukewarm burrito and a kiss. It wasn’t a plan we’d have picked, but it worked. And in that weird, humming pocket of the night—me coming off a show, her halfway through a ward—we started to feel like we were building something together, even if our paychecks didn’t show it yet. And that was where she met Andre.

Andre wasn’t some lovable eccentric patient drifting through the ward—he was Dr. Andre Cole, fifty-two, Black, and the kind of handsome that sneaks up on you. Not pretty-boy handsome; solid, carved-from-oak handsome. Broad through the shoulders, forearms like he still did push-ups for fun, which made sense once I learned he’d ridden a college football scholarship as far as it would take him before medicine took over. He had that mix you don’t see often: calm eyes, a baritone that could slow a room down, and a grin that made even the night-shift zombies crack up.

His CV read like three lives run in parallel. State hospitals, yes—but also the gnarlier corners: locked forensic units, prison psych wards where doors shut with a finality you feel in your molars, contract gigs in under-resourced clinics, and a couple of stints overseas with relief teams where “dangerous patients” meant men who’d survived wars and brought the wars inside with them. He didn’t brag. He’d just mention, almost offhand, de-escalating a guy who’d bent a bedframe into a weapon, or running group in a place where the security cameras were mostly for show. Then he’d pivot to a joke so quick you barely felt the chill.

Jess liked him immediately, which told me most of what I needed to know. He treated her like a colleague, not a coffee runner. If she was finishing notes at the front desk, he’d pull up a chair, deal a few hands of gin rummy between rounds, and ask her what she thought about a case instead of telling her what to think. When I swung by on my break from the station, I’d sometimes find them leaning over an old photo on his phone—a faded team picture, Andre in too-big pads and that same grin—or laughing about some disastrous hospital potluck where he’d brought a salad no one trusted because it looked healthy.

The first time he mentioned his boat, I assumed it was one of those doctor stories that grow with each telling. “Not a bass boat,” he said. “A real one.” A fifty-something-foot sailing yacht tied up down the coast, kept immaculate enough to pass a white-glove test. He said it the way people mention they own a nice coat. Then he referenced an SL—“the old roadster, not the new spaceship”—and I filed it under probable exaggeration. Except Andre didn’t exaggerate. He’d just shrug and say, “Work hard, spend slow, keep your hobbies polished.”

What made all of it work—what made him Andre instead of a résumé in human form—was the humor. He could tell a hair-raising story about a night on a high-security ward and land it with a line that had Jess snorting into her sleeve. He could be in a room with someone dangerous and make that person feel like the only human that mattered for the next ten minutes. He watched out for her on those long nights, not hovering, just present. And the longer I knew him, the more the outlandish parts—yacht, roadster, the improbable calm—felt less like bragging points and more like proof that he’d built himself a life sturdy enough to carry all the hard things he’d seen.

After a month of dropping by most nights, I started to notice the way Andre flirted with Jess. Not the corny kind—nothing that would make you wince—just easy, flattering lines that made her laugh. A “you keep this place running” here, a “don’t let the rest of us drag you down” there. He had a way of making it feel like a compliment to her head more than her body, which suited her fine.

Jess’s not the sort who walks into a room and flips it to widescreen. She’s naturally pretty in a way that settles on you—the clear eyes, the quick smile, the kind face patients relax around. She keeps herself in good shape but talks about it like a project she enjoys rather than a billboard. If anything, she’s self-conscious about her figure. She’ll grab the back pocket of her jeans and say, “If I could just get a bigger, tighter butt…” Then she’ll laugh and add a few extra hip thrusts in the gym for good measure. It’s not vanity; it’s her being honest about what she wants to work on.

Third shift doesn’t exactly come with a fashion police. The hospital issues scrubs, and she wears them, but she’ll throw on a soft hoodie and trainers, hair up, minimal makeup. On nights she squeezes in a quick workout in the PT room before shift, she’ll arrive with a gym bag and change right away. Nothing flashy, nothing for show—just practical, comfortable, ready to work.

I’d be lying if I said I never thought about her being there mostly by herself at odd hours. The wing she worked on was the quiet end—more like an extended-stay setup than a lockdown—and people came and went under loose supervision. Some of the older guys were obvious in their appreciation, but it was the harmless kind: “Nurse Jess, you brighten the place,” that sort of thing. And Andre being around helped. He had a presence that settled the room. If she needed a second pair of eyes, he was there; if she needed space, he gave it.

At five-three and strong from steady gym time, Jess can take care of herself—she’s got that compact, capable build that moves quick when it needs to—but what I liked most was how normal she felt in that hallway light. No theatrics. No playing it up. Just my wife doing a hard job with a good heart, rolling her eyes at Andre’s jokes and then smiling anyway.

By midsummer our routine felt settled. Andre had been looping Jess into more of the tricky cases, treating her like a junior colleague, and she’d just gotten the official word: the center would fund her PhD if she stayed on the ward part-time. The catch was a three-month on-campus start in the fall—methods boot camps, lab meetings, the whole orientation gauntlet. She’d banked a stack of leave to bridge the gap, and HR was clear: use three weeks before term or lose them.

Andre, meanwhile, had a different problem—years of hoarded vacation. He’d finally decided to cash some in and take his boat down the Gulf and out to the islands. Three weeks, slow and simple. It sounded like a brochure when he said it, except he never oversold anything. It was just a thing he was going to do.

One night on my break I walked over from the station and found them at the nurses’ desk, half talking, half working. Jess had just come down from the PT room, hair damp at the temples, gym shorts and a white sports bra she hadn’t bothered to cover yet. Under the fluorescents it had turned a shade too honest. She saw me and waved. Andre glanced up, then back, and for a beat his attention snagged where any man’s would.

Up close, I caught it: not a flag, just a tell. His trousers fell a little different to one side, a shape that hadn’t been there a minute earlier. Not huge—nothing ridiculous—but there was a thickness to it I noticed before I could pretend I hadn’t. And with noticing came that split feeling. Part of me got it—my wife looked flushed and alive and very real under bad lighting. Part of me stiffened anyway because the look had landed and left evidence. I felt foolish for minding and just as foolish for acting like I didn’t.

Jess pulled on her hoodie and went back to her charting. Andre cleared his throat, voice even.

“How’s your timing with the PhD start?” he asked, eyes on her screen. “You said the first three months are on campus.”

“Yeah,” she said. “They want me there from September. I’ve got three weeks of leave I have to burn before then.”

He nodded. “I’ve got the opposite problem—too much leave, not enough excuses. I’m taking the boat out. Down the Gulf, then the islands. Three weeks. You two should come.”

He let it sit. Jess looked up, interested in spite of herself. I felt my stomach tilt a degree as the pieces clicked into place—her pre-term window, his accrued leave, my schedule flexible enough to trade shifts. On paper it was perfect. In my head it came with the image of that white bra under bright lights and the way his body had answered. I wasn’t angry. I wasn’t not angry. Mostly I was aware—of her, of him, of me.

“What would we even do for three weeks on a boat?” Jess asked, half laughing.

“Exactly what you can’t do here,” Andre said. “Sleep. Swim. Learn a couple knots. Get bored in a pretty place. I’ll handle the tedious bits. You handle being young before the PhD eats your calendar.”

Jess glanced at me, eyebrows asking the question out loud. I squeezed her shoulder and kept it simple.

“Tell us the dates,” I said. “If the calendars keep lining up, we’ll make it work.”

Jess covered her face with both hands, then peeked at me through her fingers. The look said it all—she was already half in, trying not to sprint.

“Okay,” she said, drawing the word out. “This is just me thinking out loud, but… how do we possibly say no to something that cool?”

I laughed because that was exactly what I’d been trying not to blurt. “We don’t. I mean—we do. Responsibly. Like adults who make lists.”

Andre leaned back, amused. “Make your list.”

“Money,” I started, like I’d rehearsed it. “We can’t freeload. Fuel, food, marina fees—whatever boats eat.”

“They mostly eat time,” Andre said. “But we’ll sort the rest.”

Jess pointed at him. “No, really. We’ll chip in. I can bring… I don’t know… trail mix. Seventeen bags of trail mix.”

“Excellent,” he said gravely. “Provisioning: solved.”

“Work,” I added. “I can swap shifts at the station. And you”—I looked at Jess—“you’ve got that pre-PhD leave. We can’t cruise straight into your first day with sea salt still in your hair.”

“I have to burn the leave before I start,” she said, half to herself. She took a breath and tried to sound practical. “Seasickness. What if I’m green the whole time?”

“First day can wobble you,” Andre said. “Then your body catches up. We’ll keep the hops short at first. If it blows, we sit tight and read.”

“Sleeping arrangements?” I asked, hearing how stiff it sounded even as it came out. “Cabins, showers… all of that.”

“Two forward for you two, mine aft,” he said. “Hot water if we’re sparing. Strong coffee regardless.”

Jess chewed her lip. “Optics,” she said. “You’re a senior doctor at the center. I’m about to be the world’s oldest first-year on campus. Does any of this look weird?”

“You’re friends, off-hours,” Andre said. “I’m not your manager, you’re not on my line. I’ll file my leave, you’ll file yours. If it ever felt complicated, we turn around.”

We sat with that for a second and it felt true. I tried to summon a new objection and came up with safety. “Storms. Radios. Whatever the boat version of a spare tire is.”

“Redundancies on redundancies,” Andre said. “Weather windows, two radios, EPIRB, jackets you’ll hate because they’re bulky and I’ll love because they work. I will drill you until you roll your eyes.”

Jess pressed her palms flat on the desk, steadying herself. “I want to say no so I look responsible,” she said, then laughed, helpless. “But everything in me is saying yes.”

“Same,” I admitted. “I’m trying to invent reasons this is a terrible idea. All I’ve got so far are sunburn and the possibility we like it too much.”

“Sunblock and moderation,” Andre said.

Jess looked at me, eyebrows up. The practical part of her was still making lists; the rest was already picturing water like glass. “Maybe we do this,” she said. “We set rules. We pay our share. We don’t make your life harder.” She turned to Andre. “And if at any point you’re thinking, ‘What have I done inviting these two,’ you say so and we cut it short. Deal?”

“Deal,” he said.

I exhaled. “We’re not saying yes,” I said, lying to all three of us. “We’re saying: send us the plan. We’ll try to talk ourselves out of it for a day. If we fail spectacularly… we’ll call that a sign.”


Weeks Pass

A few weeks later, we were set. In the meantime we’d done the unglamorous stuff for Andre—picking up a new impeller and spare fuses, getting the handheld VHF tested, swapping out a frayed dock line. We made a couple of supermarket runs for things that last forever (rice, pasta, coffee) and things that don’t (limes, fruit, too many snacks). And, because we’re human, there was the “getting ready” that isn’t on any checklist. Jess decided she needed two new swimsuits, a couple of light cover-ups, and sandals that wouldn’t slip on a wet deck. She even did a few tanning sessions because she hates that first-day ghost look in photos. Every time she tried to pay, Andre flashed his card like a referee and shook his head.

“Humor me,” he said. “I invited you. And I don’t want you spending any of what I’m paying you to help crew. If you blow it on the trip, you’ll come back with nothing—what’s the point?”

We tried to argue—at least about the shoes—but he wouldn’t budge. Later, over coffee, he explained it in that calm, matter-of-fact way he had.

“Half my career, when I wasn’t in state hospitals, I was posted in places where you got paid and there was nothing to buy,” he said. “Clinic, compound, curfew. The one restaurant in town closed at nine and served the same stew every night. Your entertainment is a deck of cards and a shortwave radio. Salary went into a bank account and just… sat. Months at a time. Years. You do that long enough, you wake up with savings and no idea how you got them.”

He gave a small shrug, like he was a little embarrassed by his own prudence. Then he added, almost as an afterthought, “Also didn’t have much to spend it on at home. My ex left twenty years ago—fell in love with a woman she met at work. We tried to make a friendship out of it; turns out I’m better at acceptance than repair. No kids. After that I kept it simple. Work, run, read, keep the boat clean. It’s not a monk thing. I just… liked the quiet.”

There wasn’t any self-pity in it. If anything, he sounded grateful to have come out the other side with his humor intact and a hobby he loved. He tapped the table with two fingers.

“So now I’m older, I’ve got time stacked up and leave days that HR keeps nagging me to use, and I finally own a boat that’s worth the elbow grease. Spending a little on people I actually like?” He smiled. “Feels like the correct use of funds.”

We let him win because it clearly made him happy. It wasn’t flashy; it felt like a habit formed in places where there weren’t many choices and carried on by a man who’d decided he preferred it that way. We said thank you, packed our bags, and showed up early on departure day with fresh coffee and a box of pastries, determined to be worth the faith he kept insisting on extending.

From the first morning it felt like we’d stepped sideways into a slower world. We told ourselves we were there to help, and we did—coiling lines, scrubbing a bit of salt from the rails, fetching coffee when Andre had both hands in a locker—but the boat didn’t seem to need much from us. She had that well-kept, well-planned feel: autopilot steady as a metronome, sails trimmed with a couple of lazy cranks, everything labeled in Andre’s neat block letters. Plot the leg, watch the horizon, let the water do its broad-shouldered work. Andre mostly looked pleased to have us aboard, the way an uncle looks pleased when the house is finally noisy again.

Two days in, we’d already filled our phones with nonsense—sunrise videos that didn’t quite capture how the light came up in sheets, selfies with hair blown straight back, Jess grinning on the bow like she’d discovered a new species of wind. We learned the rhythm: coffee and fruit under a tarp of shade, a swim if the water called our names, sandwiches eaten standing up because sitting felt like an overcommitment, then lazy hours where the boat moved and the world rearranged itself around us.

That night the air was soft and warm, the kind that makes every conversation stretch. We drifted up to the foredeck with a bottle of Crown and three plastic tumblers, feet bare, backs against the curve of the cabin top. The sea made that hollow knocking sound against the hull; the mast lines sang a little. Out past the bow, the dark was full of slow stars. Jess swears she doesn’t drink, and mostly she doesn’t, but she decided she liked the burn of Crown Royal in a way that surprised her. Andre and I sipped. She did honest-to-God shots, laughing at herself for being terrible at it and then doing another to prove a point to no one.

By midnight the world had narrowed to the circle of our voices and the glow of our screens. Someone said, “We look ridiculous,” and that was permission enough. We propped our phones against a coiled line, took turns setting timers, and made a museum of dumb pictures—Jess flexing with a winch handle, me pretending to steer with a wooden spoon, Andre trying to look stern and failing because his smile kept breaking loose. We took the kind of photos you only ever show the people who were there, where the joke is mostly the memory of the joke. The wind softened, the boat shouldered along, and for a while it felt like the night had agreed to hold us exactly where we were.

The Crown crept up on us the way warm wind does—quiet, then everywhere. We were loose, loud, taking stupid timed shots on our phones and laughing at faces the flash found. At some point Jess plopped onto Andre’s lap with a clumsy flourish—more pratfall than flirt—and he caught her without thinking, one big arm scooping under her right thigh. The boat rolled, she tipped, and for a second she reached wide to steady herself, bracing her left foot against the cabin shelf. I hit the shutter out of habit.

We howled because she nearly slid right to the deck. She swatted my shoulder, Andre teased her form like a coach, and we moved on—three more photos, a refill, another bad joke. Then I thumbed back through the shots and there it was: that frame. The one from the almost-fall.

For a beat I didn’t process what I was seeing. Then my stomach did a slow, traitorous turn. Jess is mid-recover—one leg over Andre’s arm, the other splayed for balance, her hips open in a way that’s all accident and somehow indecent anyway. The swimsuit had shifted with the movement, fabric tugged tight and crooked so the crotch had wedged up between her lips, a small edge of pubic hair showing where the suit had ridden aside. Not naked—just too revealing for the cold honesty of a phone screen. If you didn’t know the moment, you’d swear he was the one opening her, his forearm under her thigh like a lever, his other hand braced behind her back while she looked down, flushed and laughing.

Heat climbed my neck. Part of me wanted to back out, to pretend I’d never scrolled there. Part of me couldn’t look away. It wasn’t the cartoon stuff—no vulgar angle, no blatant groping. It was the suggestion, the shape of her pressed into that thin strip of fabric, the way his body framed hers, and that unambiguous little curl of hair—proof she wasn’t shaved—making it feel even more intimate. And the truth that punched through all my tidy thoughts: I was turned on. Immediate, physical, low and mean. A pulse in my shorts, a spike of hunger that felt like trespass even though she was my wife and I was the one holding the phone.

Jealousy rode in behind it, late but loud. I pictured his view in that split second—the white of her thigh, the dark of his forearm, the way she spread to catch herself. I remembered the earlier tell in his trousers and wondered, against my own better self, what he’d felt then, what he might be feeling now if he saw this angle. I wanted to be angry at him and couldn’t quite get there. He hadn’t done anything. He’d caught her. The boat had moved. Gravity had done the rest. And yet the image on my screen made a different story: his hands, her open body, the two of them in a frame that didn’t need me.

I should’ve deleted it. Instead I hovered, breath held, brain split between two honest, ugly truths. One: I love her, I should cover her, I should be the shield. Two: this sight—her on another man’s lap, his arm under her leg, that snug, revealing slip of fabric and the glimpse of hair—lit something in me I didn’t know what to call. Not permission. Not exactly. But a door I’d never tested, now cracked.

Jess leaned into my shoulder to see what was so funny. I flicked forward to a safer photo, heart thudding, face arranged. Andre poured a measured splash into each cup and started another easy joke. The night went on, the rigging hummed, and the sharp, private image burned in my pocket like a secret I was not ready to own.

Andre did his usual rounds topside—one last check of the plotter, a tap on a gauge—while we ducked into our cabin and killed the light. Jess flopped onto the bunk, loose-limbed from sun and salt. I meant to just hold her, but that photo wouldn’t leave me alone: her on Andre’s lap, his forearm under her thigh, the suit yanked off-center with that small edge of hair showing. The longer I lay there, the harder I got—thinking about how close her pussy had been to him, how her weight had settled on his lap.

I kissed the salt at her shoulder. “You awake enough for me to love you a little?”

She smiled, eyes heavy. “Mhmm. Come here. Don’t make me work.”

I slid the blanket down and cupped her hip, asking with my hand. She arched into me—yes. I pushed her sleep shorts aside and put my mouth on her, licking her clit in slow, broad strokes until she exhaled a long, shaky breath and threaded her fingers into my hair. She was already warm and slick, clean but tasting faintly of skin and salt. I flattened my tongue and licked her clit steadily, then tightened the circles, feeling the tiny brush of her pubic hair against my cheek—grounding me in the now even as the image of her spread on Andre’s lap kept flashing behind my eyes.

“God, yes,” she breathed. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I sucked her clit, gentle but sure, and slid two fingers inside her, curling until I felt her pulse jump around my knuckles. Her thighs hugged my head; her hips lifted to meet my mouth. The little broken sounds she made shorted out whatever patience I had left. I kept licking her clit, faster now, then eased off to keep her on that tremble, wanting to draw it out and hating how much that photo fed the heat in my gut.

“Please,” she gasped. “I want you. Now.”

I tore out of my clothes, lined up, and pushed my cock into her in one long, greedy stroke. She was hot and wet and took me deep, and something in me snapped the leash. I fucked her hard, fast, chasing the sounds she made and the way her hands clawed at my back. Every time my hips slapped hers, I saw that frame again—her legs open, his arm under her thigh—and jealousy and hunger spiked so bright it almost hurt.

“Don’t hold back,” she murmured in my ear. “Give it to me.”

I did. The bunk creaked, the hull thudded softly with the sea, and I drove my cock into her with that urgent, near-frantic cadence that feels like confession. It was too good, too close; heat climbed too fast. I tried to slow down—thought about rigging knots, grocery lists, the stupid name of that brass latch on the companionway—but she clenched around me and whispered my name the way that always wrecks me.

I came hard, faster than I wanted, a hot rush that left me shaking. I stayed buried in her, braced on my forearms, breathing like I’d sprinted. Embarrassment prickled up my neck. I kissed her forehead and tried to laugh it off.

“Must be the ocean air,” I said, still catching my breath.

She smiled against my jaw, fingers tracing my spine. “Wow,” she teased, fond. “We’ll have to bottle some to take home.” She squeezed me with her thighs, a wicked little pulse. “And maybe you can make it up to me in the morning.”

“Deal,” I said, meaning it. I slid down again and put my mouth back on her, licking her clit slow and careful, determined to earn back every second I’d rushed. Above us, Andre’s footsteps crossed the deck—steady, unhurried—while below I tasted my wife and tried to make sense of the door that photo had cracked open in me.

Chapte4 3

A couple more days slipped by the way good days do—sunrise coffee under the bimini, lazy swims off the stern, fish tacos improvised on the grill, phones full of dumb pictures that already felt like inside jokes. We made Mexico by late afternoon, the coast hazy and gold. Andre dropped anchor just outside the harbor and said we’d go in at first light. “Nights can be messy close to shore,” he said. “We’ll sleep on clean water.”

No one minded. The boat had become its own little country.

We ate on deck and the air was so soft it felt like a trick. Frozen margaritas made everything shiny at the edges. I’d had more than usual—on purpose, if I’m honest. After that ridiculous lap photo a couple nights back, I wanted to test whatever door had cracked open. Not in any grand way—just to see if the heat in my head was real in the light.

“Give me a good one,” I told Jess, holding up my phone.

She laughed and struck a mock pin-up pose with a winch handle. We kept escalating the joke—her flexing like a bodybuilder, me pretending to swoon. “One of you and Andre,” I said finally.

She rolled her eyes and, like it was the most normal thing in the world now, drifted over and settled onto his lap. I said, “C’mon, give me a sexy pose,” half daring, half kidding.

Jess shot me a look—playful, warning, thrilled—and tipped her head back against Andre’s shoulder, one hand on his forearm. Andre hammed it up by trying to look stern and failing; that grin broke through anyway. The shutter clicked. We all laughed. It was flirting—but the kind with air around it, buoyed by the boat and the booze and the fact that no one here seemed interested in hurting anyone else.

Later, with the bottle lower and the stars brighter, the talk got lazy and honest. Andre told stories the way he always did, understated and somehow funnier for it. We were on to “ironies of adulthood” when he said, almost offhand, “Want one for the file? My ex—Claire—left me for a woman twenty years ago. And she gave the best blowjobs I’ve ever had.”

Jess blinked, then laughed in surprise. “That is… a very specific irony.”

“Mm.” Andre swirled what was left in his glass. “Life’s fond of those. We were better at sex than marriage. She figured herself out, and I eventually figured out that loving someone doesn’t entitle you to keep them. We’re decent on birthdays. She sends me ridiculous videos of her dogs.”

I glanced at Jess. Usually she dodged this subject or changed it fast. Tonight she didn’t. Maybe it was the air, the water, the way everything had been turned down to a softer volume.

“What made her… good?” she asked, a little shy, a little not. “Like—technique? Or just… caring about it?”

Andre paused, not coy—careful. “Both,” he said. “She liked it. That’s ninety percent. The rest was patience and pressure. She didn’t rush the start. She used her hands like they were part of her mouth. And she listened. Not to words—no one’s articulate then—to breath, to when the body says yes.”

Jess nodded, eyes on the dark water. I could feel the heat of my own face, not from jealousy so much as the strangeness of hearing my wife lean into a conversation she usually sidestepped. It pricked something in me—curiosity, hunger, the awareness that we were stepping nearer to a line and pretending not to see it.

The wind dropped to nothing. “I’m going to rinse off,” Andre said, standing. “Salt’s lovely until it itches.”

He went aft to the swim platform and climbed down the ladder, slipping into the water with a quiet sigh. A minute later he hauled himself up and reached for the transom shower—just a hose with a head, the sort every boat has. He wrapped a towel around his waist, thumbed the sprayer, and rinsed the salt from his shoulders and hair. The deck rocked gently under us.

He turned his back and worked the towel under his board shorts to peel them off—standard sailor modesty—one hand keeping the towel bunched at his hips. The boat rolled a little harder on a passing swell. The towel slipped.

It wasn’t a flashing, sitcom drop—just a blunt, undeniable glimpse in the cockpit light. His shorts were already halfway down his thighs, and for a second the towel hung on his hip bone instead of his waist. I caught a clean view: his cock, thick and heavy, not hard but with that lazy weight booze and warm air can give a man. Dark against his skin, uncircumcised, the kind of size that reads more in girth than length. He grabbed the towel back into place in one smooth, unembarrassed motion and kept rinsing like nothing had happened.

My chest went tight. It was over in a blink, but the image stuck the way the lap photo had stuck—physical, intrusive. Part of me catalogued it without permission: bigger than mine, for sure; not some porn exaggeration, just substantial. Part of me recoiled at my own measuring. And under both was the same split I’d been living with since that first picture: I love my wife, I want to protect what’s ours, and yet seeing the shape of another man in this context—our soft, floating world, his easy laugh, her curiosity—lit me up in a way I didn’t trust.

Andre came back forward in a dry tee and loose shorts, hair damp, mood unchanged. “God bless cockpit showers,” he said, dropping into his seat. “Salt removed, conscience cleared.”

Jess giggled. “Is that how it works?”

“On boats,” he said. “Everything’s simpler.”

We let the night spool out. Talk circled back to nothing. Jess leaned against me, warm and a little boneless, and I kissed her hair. But her earlier questions kept ringing, and the flash of that towel slip burned behind my eyes. I could feel the shape of a conversation we weren’t having pressing at the edges of the one we were. And I could feel myself wanting it and fearing it in the same breath.

The night had that loose, fizzy feel—margaritas sweating on the table, a dozen dumb selfies already in the bag—when I said, “Give me one of you and Andre.”

Jess rolled her eyes but went, all mock-dramatic, and settled onto his lap like it was the obvious chair. “Fine,” she said, grinning. I held up my phone. “Okay, c’mon—give me a sexy pose.”

“Sexy?” she laughed. “Am I not sexy just being me?”

Andre barked a laugh. “That’s underselling it,” he said, easy and warm. “Trust me.”

She pushed her hair up with one hand, brought her knees together and lifted her feet, toes pointed, that quick wicked smile on her mouth. I snapped the shot, then slipped into a bad fashion-photographer voice, pacing two steps like I had a studio instead of a cockpit. “Great. Love it. Now—more sexy.”

“Define ‘more,’” she said, giggling. “Are we talking sexy or sleazy?”

“In this economy?” I deadpanned. “Sleazy pays the bills.”

Jess was in full ham-it-up mode, and usually that’s when she’d pull the ripcord—laugh, tell us we were idiots, and go make tea. But the drinks had her looser than I’d ever seen. The more we teased, the more she kept the bit going.

“More, baby—talk to the camera,” I said, sliding into my fake-photographer patter, phone up.

She gave me a look—mischief, warning, heat—and then, with a theatrical sigh, slid off Andre’s lap to the deck between his knees. She rested her hands lightly on his shins, tilted her face up at me, and said, sing-song and wicked, “What if I’m a lesbian too?” A clear callback to Claire, to the whole irony riff—and yet there she was on her knees in front of him, grinning like she was auditioning for trouble. “You know… for research.”

Andre choked on a laugh. “Lord, have mercy.”

“It’s sleazy, right?” she said, biting her lip, eyes dancing. “Is this sleazy enough?” She made a show of puckering at the air, head cocked, hair falling over one shoulder—the posture so close to real that my thumb hesitated on the shutter. She didn’t touch him—she didn’t have to. The pose did all the talking.

I snapped the photo. My mouth was dry. In my head, the towel slip replayed in perfect focus: the heavy hang of him, dark and thick in the cockpit light. Seeing her there now—knees planted, chin tipped up between his thighs—jammed the two images together until my chest felt tight. It was banter. It was a joke. It was also reality pressed right up against the glass.

“Okay, okay,” Jess laughed, pushing back to her heels as if to release the tension she’d just wound. “I’m done being sleazy.”

Andre shook his head, smiling too wide to pretend he wasn’t flustered. “I could watch that bit all night,” he said, voice rougher than before. “But maybe we stop before my heart—or anything else—embarrasses me.”

“Yeah—no more lap photos for Andre,” Jess shot back, still laughing, but her cheeks were flushed in that way I know means she felt the charge too.

I forced a grin and scrolled to a safer frame while my brain scrambled to square all the pieces: my wife on her knees as a joke that wasn’t a joke, Andre’s easy baritone catching on the word “embarrasses,” the remembered weight of his cock from earlier. We went back to stories and nonsense and another round we didn’t need, but the image stayed with me: Jess’s hands on his legs for balance, her mouth parted like a dare, and the knowledge of exactly what was inches away even though nothing was happening. It was all still play—technically. My body didn’t care about technically.

Back in our cabin, Jess was brushing her teeth and yawning, already halfway to sleep. I told her I was going to grab a glass of water.

“Fine,” she mumbled around the toothbrush, eyeing me in the mirror. “But if you want to play, don’t be long.”

I nodded and slipped out. The boat felt hushed in that late-hour way—just rigging ticking, water knocking the hull. In the galley I filled a tumbler, drank, refilled, feeling the soft blur of drunk that makes everything a beat behind. On the way back I went up the companionway for air. The night hit cool and black, instruments glowing low red, the boom creaking as we swung lightly on the hook.


Caught in the Act

I took a step toward the bow and froze.

Andre was aft by the helm, half in shadow, facing out over the dark water. One hand braced on the rail, the other moving slow and steady at his waist. It took a second for my brain to name it; then the shape resolved and I couldn’t unsee it. He had his shorts pushed down just enough. His cock hung heavy in his fist—thick, dark, not hard all the way but swelling with each pull, uncircumcised skin gliding over the head with a slick, practiced rhythm. In the faint spill from the cockpit light I caught the sheen of him, the weight. Not cartoon-big, but substantial in a way that made my chest tighten—the same lazy heft I’d glimpsed at the transom, now alive in his hand.

I should’ve backed away. Instead I stood there, half-hidden by the companionway, heartbeat loud in my ears. The boat gave a slow roll and he adjusted his feet without breaking pace, jaw working like he was chewing on a thought. A low sound slipped out of him—not a word, more breath than voice—and then, soft as if talking to the water, I heard my wife’s name. Jess. Like a confession you make to an empty church.

Heat flushed my face, humiliation and arousal arriving in the same breath. I pictured her on her knees earlier, grinning up as a joke that wasn’t a joke, and the memory slammed up against the sight in front of me until my stomach felt hollow. Part of me wanted to storm forward, say something stupid, end it. Part of me wanted to keep watching because the truth was I was hard—my cock thickening against my shorts like my body had stepped out of line and left my mind behind.

Andre’s hand slowed, squeezed, rolled. A bead of precum caught the light and vanished under his thumb. He tilted his head back for a second, eyes closed, the baritone of his breath a low, steady tide. Then he stilled, as if remembering where he was, and tugged his shorts up one-handed, the other palming himself once more through the fabric like he couldn’t help it.

I edged back down two silent steps, forcing myself to breathe, to move, to be a decent man in a small space. In the galley I stood with my hands on the counter until the tremor left them. When I slid into our cabin a minute later, Jess was already drifting off in bed, hair fanned on the pillow, the faintest smile still on her mouth. I lay down beside her and stared at the dark, the image of Andre’s fist moving up and down burned into my eyelids, my own cock hard and aching, and I had no tidy box to put any of it in.

I slipped back into the cabin with the taste of salt and Crown still on my tongue and the image of Andre’s fist moving slow and steady burned into the backs of my eyes. The dark hummed with the boat’s small noises—the soft tick of rigging, the hollow knock of water under the hull. Jess was on her side, one knee tucked up, sheet loose at her waist. Her breathing had that almost-sleep rhythm, mouth parted just enough to make my chest ache.

I stood there a moment, palms on the edge of the bunk, letting the heat in me crest and break and crest again. Every time I blinked I saw the same two frames laid over each other: Jess on her knees, laughing up at us like the joke was harmless; Andre at the rail, thick in his hand, my wife’s name slipping out of him like a prayer. Jealousy and need braided together until I couldn’t tell which strand was tighter.

I eased the sheet down from her hip. Warm skin. The clean, faint scent of her lotion threaded with a little salt from the day. I bent and kissed the soft place below her ear, then the curve of her neck, slow enough to ask and not assume. She sighed, a small, pleased sound that made me braver. I kissed her shoulder, her collarbone, my fingers sliding under the waistband of her panties to trace the arc of her hip.

“Mm,” she murmured, still half under. “Thought I told you not to take too long.”

“I know,” I whispered against her skin. “Couldn’t sleep.”

I hooked my fingers and drew her panties down inch by inch, my mouth following so the loss of fabric felt like a trade for heat. By her knees she roused, lifting to help me, then stretching out again with a lazy, indulgent roll of her hips that made my cock throb. I crawled between her thighs and let my hand find her—just resting there first, cupping the soft heat of her, then stroking until I felt slick. My head was noisy with pictures I didn’t want and wanted too much; my hand stayed gentle all the same.

She reached down and caught my wrist, guiding me a little higher, a little firmer, then back to circling tease. “There,” she breathed, the word dragging at the edges. “God, yes.”

I bent to kiss her again and she turned into it, mouth opening. The kiss was drowsy and deep, the kind that makes time feel unimportant. Her hand found me through my shorts and squeezed, curious and fond, and I fought not to rut into her palm like a teenager. I wanted to fuck her—hard, fast, the way that burns everything else out—but a louder want was rising: to see her, to watch the way her face changes when she lets herself go, to have that image wipe out the ones I couldn’t stop replaying.

“I want to watch you cum,” I said, low, right in her ear, as my fingers slipped back down and circled her clit in slow, careful loops. “Just—let me watch.”

Her breath hitched. She spread her knees a little more and pushed up into my hand, the small, involuntary push that always feels like a yes. I settled into a rhythm—steady pressure on her clit with my fingers, the heel of my palm rocking against her as I kissed the line of her jaw. She was wet now, the kind of slick that coats your fingertips and makes everything easier. The tiny brush of her pubic hair against my knuckles grounded me in what was real and right in front of me.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, voice gone husky. “Just like that.”

I didn’t stop. I watched her—how her mouth softened, how a little line appeared between her brows when I pressed a fraction harder, how her chest rose and fell against my forearm. My mind kept trying to shove other pictures into the frame; I forced them out and put this one in their place: Jess’s eyes going heavy, her lips parting, the quiet sounds she only makes for me.

We kissed again, messier now, and she slid her hand inside my waistband, fingers closing around me with a slow, sure squeeze that nearly undid me. I groaned and backed my hips away, half laughing at myself, refusing to lose the thread.

“Focus,” I said, forehead to hers, my fingers never leaving her clit. “I want to see you.”

She smiled—sleepy, wicked—and let my urgency feed hers. A minute stretched, tightened. Her thighs trembled around my wrist; her heel dug into the mattress for leverage. She caught my free hand and brought it to her breast, pressing my palm there like she wanted to feel all of me at once.

“Well, babe,” she breathed, voice catching as I dragged slow pressure over her clit and then circled it lighter, “if you want to watch me cum…” She broke off on a sharp inhale, then laughed, flushed, and a little breathless. “You better get my toy.”

I knew what “get my toy” meant. It was the guaranteed route—her switch. Once she was halfway there with it buzzing against her clit, she got bolder, more honest; the place where confessions didn’t sound like threats. I dug through the bag, found it, and paused with it in my hand.

“How much do you trust me?” I asked.

She blinked up at me, suddenly more awake. “Oh boy. That could be good or bad.”

I swallowed. “If I had a fantasy that’s driving me insane—more than anything ever has—would you think about it?”

She went quiet, searching my face. “I’d think about anything that gets you that worked up,” she said slowly. “Probably try it. Within reason. How crazy is crazy?”

“Pretty crazy.”

I slid my fingers down between her legs and stroked until she was slick, then nudged the toy into place and switched it on low. Her breath hitched; her hips tilted to meet it. She caught my wrist and pressed, wanting more pressure, more speed, and I gave it to her, watching her eyes go heavy.

“What is it?” she asked, voice already shakier. “You can’t say something like that and not tell me.”

“Promise you’ll at least hear it,” I said, circling the toy over her clit and feeling the jump of her pulse under my fingers.

She let out a ragged laugh. “In the middle of the ocean with a limited inventory? I’ll hear anything. But if this is about me and a girl because of Andre’s ex—no. I’ve told you. I’m happy Claire found her, hooray for irony, but I don’t want women. I can kiss a friend in college stories, sure, but I don’t want to touch a woman like that. That’s not my thing.”

“It’s not that,” I said quickly. “It’s not girls.”

Her shoulders eased; the toy hummed. She arched for me, lips parting. “Then spit it out,” she said, panting now. “You’re driving me crazy.”

I hesitated, then pushed the words out, raw. “It’s him,” I said. “Andre. Or… not even him, exactly. The idea of you with him. Of me seeing it. Of you on your knees between his legs like you joked, or—God—even just his hands on you while I watch. I can’t get the picture out of my head. It’s eating me.”

She froze for a heartbeat—not pulling away, just startled—then the toy buzzed against her again and her breath came back in a slow rush. Color rose in her cheeks. The look she gave me was a mix of shock and something darker I didn’t know how to name.

“You want to watch me…” She didn’t finish. The word hung there anyway.

“I want to watch you,” I said, throat dry. “I don’t know why it’s doing this to me, but it is. I keep seeing you on his lap. I keep seeing… him. And it’s like a door opened and I can’t shut it. I’m not asking you to promise anything. I’m asking if you’d think about it. If you’d let me say it out loud and not hate me.”

I slid lower, settled between her thighs, and brought my mouth back to her while keeping the toy humming against her clit. I flattened my tongue and licked her clit slowly, then tilted the vibrator so it pressed and circled in time with me. Her hips lifted to meet both at once; her breath caught on a small, surprised sound.

“Let’s see,” she managed, voice shaky. “We’re married. And yes—gotta give you the fact that it’s… what did you say? Wild.” She let out a breath that wobbled. “My word would’ve been psychotic, but—ah—continue.”

I eased the toy a touch harder against her clit and traced a slow figure-eight with my tongue. Her thighs trembled around my shoulders.

“Where were we, husband?” she said, half laughing, half moaning. “Another man’s—sexually aroused—penis… moving around in my vagina?”

I groaned into her and nodded, mouth still working. I didn’t try to pretty it up. I just licked her clit, steady and sure, and let the hum of the toy keep pushing her higher.

“Don’t ask me to explain it,” I said when I could get breath. “I can’t. I just know it would be the turn-on of a lifetime to watch it—even if it was only once.”

Her hand slid into my hair and tightened when I sucked her clit, gentle but focused. She cursed softly, then forced herself to push words through the shiver.

“We are in the middle of the ocean,” she said, fighting a smile that broke into a gasp when I pressed. “And I know you don’t mean—ah—our generous vacation host.” Another breath. “Andre?”

I lifted my head just enough to answer and kept the toy moving so she wouldn’t fall. “It’s the idea of you with him,” I said, honest and wrecked. “Yes.”

She blinked, eyes blown and wet. “What on earth makes you think Andre would want to fuck me?” Her hips twitched when I circled her clit lighter, teasing, and she grabbed my wrist to press the toy down again. “I’m almost a third his age. He looks at me like a good friend, John.”

I slid two fingers inside her, slow and careful, and felt her body take me—hot, tight, welcoming. “Trust me,” I said, curling until I felt that deep jump. “He’d love to. And sometimes he looks at you differently.”

Her laugh broke into a moan. “You’re insane,” she whispered, and then, almost immediately, “Don’t stop.” She clenched around my fingers and pressed the toy harder, chasing what she was trying not to admit she wanted to feel. “He’s… kind. And respectful. And not in my chain at work.” Another sharp inhale when I sucked her clit and kept my fingers moving. “But he’s also our friend. And he invited us. And—oh—this is… not a normal conversation to have while you’re doing that.”

“Tell me anyway,” I said, mouth back on her, words hot against her. I slowed the toy for three beats, then brought it back, exactly where she needed it. “Say what’s in your head.”

She stared at the ceiling like the answer might be written there, then shut her eyes and let her body talk for a second—hips rolling, breath coming faster. “It makes me feel…” She swallowed. “Exposed. Wanted.” Her voice dropped. “Powerful, a little. And also—wrong? Because it’s Andre. Because you’re my husband. Because I don’t give head for fun and yet I joked about it and couldn’t stop thinking about your face when I said it.”

I groaned, pushed deeper, and angled my fingers until her whole body jolted. “I want your face when you cum,” I said. “I want that image to burn out everything else.”

She made a helpless sound, somewhere between a laugh and a cry. “God, John.” Her thighs clamped around my head; her heel dug into the mattress for leverage. “If this ever happened—hypothetically—it would be because I chose it. Because I was curious. Not because you needed it to prove something. Do you get that?”

“Yes,” I said, and I meant it. I licked her clit quicker now, tight little strokes, while the toy thrummed steady and my fingers curled just right inside her. “It’s only hot because it’s you—because you’d want it.”

She nodded, pupils blown wide. “And he would have to be… careful. Gentle at first.” A sharp breath when I hit the spot again. “And you would have to be there. Not sulking. There.”

“I’d be there,” I said, wrecked. “Watching. Talking to you. Touching you if you wanted. Stopping it if you said stop.”

Something in her softened; the tension in her shoulders melted into focus in her hips. She grabbed my free hand and pressed it to her breast, nipples hard against my palm. “Say it,” she whispered, eyes locked to mine as I looked up from between her legs. “Say what you’d want to see.”

“I’d want to see you on your knees between his legs like you joked,” I said, tongue never leaving her clit. “Or straddling him, slow at first, taking him a little at a time while you look at me.” I slid my fingers out and sucked her clit harder, then pushed back in and felt her clutch at me. “I’d want to see your mouth fall open the way it does right before you cum.”

Her whole body shivered. “I’m… so close,” she breathed, astonished and a little afraid of it. “God—keep going—don’t stop.”

“I’ve got you,” I murmured, and I did: mouth tight on her clit, toy pinned just right, fingers stroking that spot inside in a slow, relentless rhythm. Her belly tightened under my forearm; her toes curled; her hand in my hair went from guiding to gripping. She shook her head once, like she couldn’t believe what she was agreeing to even in words, and then her hips drove up hard into everything I was doing.

“John—” she gasped, a warning and a plea.

“Let go,” I said.

She did—eyes squeezing shut, back arching, a low, rough sound tearing out of her as the orgasm took her. I held the pressure through the first pulses and eased her down only when her grip on my hair let go. She fell back, chest heaving, a stunned, pink-cheeked smile pulling at her mouth.

“Remember when I said I was going back topside?” I asked.

She squinted at me. “Yes, and? What—did you bump your fucking head on the mainsail?”

“No,” I said, swallowing. “I went for water. Then I took a breath on deck. Andre was aft by the helm. He thought he was alone.”

She went very still. “Alone doing what?”

I held her gaze. “Jerking off.”

Color climbed her cheeks; she didn’t look away. “You’re serious.”

“I’m not guessing. I saw him. Shorts pushed down, one hand on the rail, the other on himself—slow. Big. Thick. And he—” I had to force the last part out. “He said your name. Soft. Like a prayer.”

She lay back and covered her mouth with her hand, breathing through it. The boat rocked once, twice, like it was thinking with us.

“Jesus, John.”

“I shouldn’t have seen it,” I said. “I took two steps back and came right down. He has no idea I was there. But you asked how I could be sure. That’s how. He wants you. At least in his head, he absolutely does.”

She stared at the ceiling, then at me, then back to the ceiling. “Okay,” she said finally, voice low. “That answers one question and raises a thousand others.”

“I know.” I slid my hand over hers. “I’m not asking to do anything with it. I’m not asking you to risk the trip. I’m asking you to believe me, so we don’t have to pretend this is impossible.”

Her eyes met mine again, clear now. “If this ever moved past talk, it would be because I chose it,” she said, each word careful. “Not because you begged or because he pushed. It would be gentle. I would be in control. You would be right there, not sulking. You would stop it the second I looked wrong.”

“Yes.”

“And we would not, under any circumstances, float this to him like crazy people.”

“Agreed,” I said. “If it ever happens, it’s because the current takes us there on its own.”

She exhaled. A small, disbelieving smile tugged at her mouth. “For the record, I still think this is insane.”

“I know.” I hesitated. “But when you joked on your knees… I saw your face. You were lit up. Not just playing it for the camera.”

She shook her head once, half denying, half remembering. “I was drunk.”

“You were also turned on,” I said softly. “You looked powerful.”

Her breath hitched. Silence stretched between us a few beats, electric and fragile.

“Okay,” she said at last. “Then here’s where I am: I heard you. I believe you. And—maybe—I’ll think about it. But if you ever put me in a position where we get tossed off this boat because you wanted to test a fantasy, I will murder you and feed you to the dolphins.”

“Fair,” I said, relief making me grin in spite of everything.

She nudged me with her knee. “Now that you’ve detonated my brain, get your hand back where it was.”

I slid down the bed obediently. She caught my wrist before I reached her and pulled me up for one more look, caution and heat mixed in her eyes.

“And John?”

“Yeah?”

“If this touches real life, it’s because I say so. On my timing. With my rules.”

“Yes,” I said, throat tight. “Your rules.”

She let go, settled back, and opened her thighs for me—decision made for the moment. Outside, the rigging ticked and the hull knocked gently, a steady reminder that we were still afloat, still together, still building whatever this was one careful breath at a time.

I climbed over her, bracing on my forearms, and kissed her hard. She opened for me, warm and eager, and hooked her calves over my hips like she was pulling me in. I nudged the head of my cock against her and she tilted, a soft yes under her breath that I felt all the way down my spine. I pushed in slow, inch by inch, feeling her heat take me, the tight, slick clutch that always makes me swear. She arched, nails biting my shoulders, and whispered, don’t stop.

I set a rhythm, hips rocking, the bunk giving a small protesting creak each time our bodies met. She met me back, little gasps turning to low, steady sounds, hands roaming—my shoulders, my jaw, the back of my neck. I tried to keep it measured, to breathe, to make it last. Then the picture crashed in: her on her knees between Andre’s legs earlier, the flash of his cock at the transom—dark, thick, heavy—and suddenly I was seeing it layered over this, seeing her stretch around something bigger while she held my gaze. The thought hit like a lightning strike.

“Jesus, John,” she murmured, hearing the change in my breathing, lifting to me. “Give it to me.”

I did. I drove my cock into her harder, faster, chasing the sound of her voice and the way she clenched around me. Each thrust fed the image—her straddling him slow, the head of his cock slipping in while she bit her lip, the look she’d give me right before she sank the rest of the way. It was too much. Heat climbed too fast. I tried to think of anything else—knots, grocery lists, how many bolts on the companionway latch—but she squeezed me with her thighs and breathed my name in that wrecking little way and the leash snapped.

I came in a rush, hard and helpless, buried deep, groaning into her mouth as everything locked and released. She held me tight with her legs like she wanted to keep every drop, hand fisted in my hair, whispering it’s okay, it’s okay while the pulses wrung me out. I stayed inside her, shaking, breathing like I’d run a mile, embarrassment prickling hot in my neck.

“Sorry,” I breathed against her cheek, trying to laugh and not quite pulling it off. “Too good.”

“Good,” she said, voice warm and wicked in my ear. “Stay there a second.”

I eased out slowly, and she kept a hand at my hips like she could delay the loss. Then she slipped her fingers down between her thighs with a soft, curious sound, spreading herself and feeling the thick warmth I’d left. “God,” she murmured, fingertips glistening when she brought them up. “There’s so much.”

She pressed her fingers together and apart, testing the stretch, the slick weight, eyes going narrow with that focused look that always undoes me. “It’s so thick. Slippery.” She did it again, almost absentminded, then reached for the toy and set it buzzing low against her clit, a little gasp catching in her throat. “Okay,” she said, lips curling because she knew exactly what she was doing to me. “Now imagine, hypothetically… if this were someone else’s.”

“Jess…”

“I mean hypothetically,” she repeated, pressing the toy a fraction harder and pushing two fingers back inside herself, deliberately keeping my cum in. “Imagine if it was Andre’s cum. Warm. Heavy. Me holding it while you watched.” She slid her fingers deeper and withdrew them slowly so I could see the pearly shine. “Would that make you crazy? Watching me keep it, feeling it leak when I squeeze?”

“Yes,” I said, hoarse and honest. “Yes.”

She worked the toy in small, ruthless circles, eyes fluttering shut, then opened them again to pin me. “We’re not doing anything stupid,” she said, even as her hips rolled into her hand. “If anything ever happens, it drifts there on its own. My choice. My rules. You right there.”

“Your rules,” I said. “Always.”

“Good.” She curled her fingers; her breath hitched. “Because this—” another push, another gleam when she withdrew “—is already a lot.” She gave me that wicked half-smile. “And if imagining it as his helps you while I finish, use it. I am.”

I edged closer on my elbow, watching every twitch of her mouth as she kept the vibrator exactly where she needed it. “Tell me,” she whispered. “Tell me what you see.”

“I see you full,” I said. “I see you keeping it in on purpose. I see you looking at me while you do.”

She moaned, legs trembling, free hand catching my shoulder. “And you’d watch?”

“I’d watch,” I said. “I’d talk you through it. I’d tell you how beautiful you look.”

Her hips jerked; she pressed the toy harder. “Jesus, John—keep talking—don’t stop.”

“You’re perfect,” I said, unable to look anywhere but her hand and the slick on her fingers. “You’re mine. And if you ever take him, it’s because you want to, and I’ll be right there.”

That line tipped her. She shuddered, eyes squeezing shut, a low, raw sound spilling out as her orgasm took her. She kept the toy steady through the first pulses, then eased it away, panting, fingers still tucked inside herself like she couldn’t bear to lose the warmth.

After a moment she leaned back, flushed and smiling in disbelief. “Okay,” she said, breathless. “That was… not subtle.”

“No,” I said, equally wrecked.

She slid her glistening fingers free and drew a wet line up my chest, teasing and fond. “For the record,” she murmured, “this is your mess.” Then that sly smile again. “But if imagining it as his helped, I’m not judging. I’m using every tool available.”

She was still shivering through the last pulses when she caught my wrist, slid the toy from her clit, and set it aside. Her eyes were glassy, mouth parted, but there was intent there now—something decided. She kept her fingers inside herself, scooped a wet smear up, and held it to my lips.

“Still want to watch?” she whispered. “Then start by tasting what you put in me.”

Heat shot through me and dread followed it. I could smell us—her, and the thick salt of my cum. Every instinct said no. I opened my mouth anyway and took her fingers in, tongue curling around them. The taste hit—heavy, slick, indecent—and I flinched, but I didn’t pull back. She watched me, pupils blown, and when I’d cleaned her knuckles she dragged my head down between her thighs.

“Good,” she said. “Now be a big boy and make me cum again.”

I kissed the soft skin at the crease of her thigh, buying a second, then flattened my tongue and licked her clit slow. The first swipe picked up more of me. It was worse, and somehow the wanting was stronger. I tightened my grip on her hips and kept going—broad strokes to settle us, then tighter circles right on her clit. She let out a long, broken sound and spread for me, one hand in my hair, the other holding herself open so I could see everything: the shine, the way my cum seeped and slicked my tongue as I licked.

“You hate it,” she breathed, voice shaking. “I can feel you hating it.”

I nodded into her, refused to stop, and sucked her clit gently, then harder, until her hips lurched.

“And you’re still licking,” she said, breathless, half-marveling. “God, John. You’re going to make me cum on your face while you think about Andre fucking me.”

A groan tore out of me. My cock twitched uselessly against my thigh. I pushed two fingers inside her and curled them; the heat of her clenched around my knuckles, slick with us. I kept my mouth on her clit, steady and relentless.

“Eyes up,” she said, voice low and intent. I looked, and she held me there with her gaze. “You wanted to watch. So watch me while you do it. And think about how his big, thick cock would feel right here—” she guided my fingers deeper and rolled her hips down onto them “—stretching me while you kneel where you are, licking my clit, talking me through it.”

I whined against her and licked faster, everything in me wound tight. The humiliation and the need braided together into something fierce and focused. She was breathing in hard little catches now, thighs trembling around my ears, heel digging for leverage.

“Say it,” she gasped. “Say what you’re seeing.”

“I see you full,” I managed between strokes. “I see you riding him, slow at first, then faster, looking at me while you take him. I see your mouth drop open right before you cum.”

Her whole body jolted; her fingers tightened in my hair. “Fuck,” she whispered. “Keep going, don’t you dare—”

I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked, gentle but sure, fingers stroking that spot inside with a slow, grinding pressure. She arched, a low rough sound tearing out of her, and came hard, pulsing around my hand while I held steady through the first sharp shocks. When she finally pushed at my head, trembling, I eased off and kissed her thigh, face wet, tongue buzzing with the taste of us.

She tugged me up and kissed me, slow and claiming, tasting herself on my mouth without flinching. Then she grinned—wicked, flushed, completely in charge—and nudged my limp cock with her knee.

“Still soft?” she murmured. “Poor baby. That’s okay. You’re going to make me cum as many times as I want anyway.”

“I will,” I said, hoarse and honest.

“Good.” She drew my hand back between her legs, settled the toy into my palm, and guided it to her clit. “And if you need the picture to help you, use it. Picture me on him. Picture how deep he’d be. Picture how hard you’d get just watching.”

I pressed the toy to her clit and felt her shiver. My mouth went back to her, tongue working in tight, practiced strokes while my fingers curled inside her, chasing the next quake. I hated the taste. I couldn’t stop. The more she talked, the more I needed to prove I could take her all the way, again and again, even limp, even wrecked—needed to prove I could carry the weight of the thing I’d asked for.

I settled in like it was the only job I had, forearms braced under her hips, mouth open over her. I started broad and slow, flattening my tongue and dragging it up the length of her, letting her body settle into me. The first taste was salty-sweet and warm, the kind of heat that makes your shoulders drop. When I felt the tiny jump in her belly, I narrowed the circles on her clit—light pressure, steady rhythm—just enough to make her breath hitch.

“God, yes,” she whispered, one hand finding my hair, the other sliding down to hold herself open so I could see everything. She was slick and swollen and perfect; every time I licked her clit just right, her hips rose to meet me like we were sharing a reflex. I kept it patient—counting in my head, matching the cadence of her breathing, refusing to chase. When the first tremor ran through her thighs, I slipped two fingers inside and curled them until I felt that deep, unmistakable pulse against my knuckles.

Her voice went ragged. “Don’t stop,” she breathed, and I didn’t—tight, even flicks on her clit while my fingers stroked that spot inside with slow, grinding pressure. She arched hard, a low sound tearing out of her, and came—clenching around my fingers in quick, hot pulses. I held the pressure through the crest and only eased off when her hand pushed gently at my head, laughter and aftershocks shivering through her.

Before the slack could reach her, I sealed my mouth over her clit again and picked the rhythm back up—smaller, teasing circles at first, then building by degrees until she was lifting into me without thinking. “John—” she tried, half laugh, half plea, but her body had already made its decision. I shifted the angle of my fingers a fraction, felt her whole core answer, and gave her exactly the same pattern that had undone her a minute before.

She broke faster this time. Her toes curled; her thighs tightened against my ears; the fist in my hair went from guiding to gripping. I sucked her clit gently, then a shade harder, and rode that sharp second quake with her—holding steady, slowing only when she gasped “okay, okay” and let her head fall back with a shaky exhale.

I kissed the inside of her thigh and stayed there a beat, breathing her in, face wet, tongue buzzing. The cabin felt small and warm and safe—the soft tick of rigging, the faint knock of water under the hull, her breath evening out under my hands. I slid my palms to her hips and just looked at her for a second: flushed and loose, mouth parted, eyes glassy with that dazed, satisfied look that always floors me.

I shifted to climb up beside her—and froze.

I was hard.

Not wishful, not a half-stir. Thick and alive again, lying against my stomach with a weight that shocked me. It never happens; after I cum, I’m done. That’s the rule I’ve lived with since forever. For a heartbeat I just stared at myself like I was seeing someone else’s body.

Her gaze followed mine. She blinked once, then a slow smile bloomed—delighted, almost disbelieving. “Well, hello,” she murmured, voice gone low and pleased. “Look at you.”

“I don’t—” I shook my head and laughed under my breath, stunned. “I never do this.”

She propped up on an elbow and reached, as if drawn. Her fingers wrapped around me, testing the weight, the heat. The touch shot straight up my spine; my hips tipped into her hand before I could stop them. “You are very much doing it now,” she said, eyes flicking between my cock and my face. She gave a slow, curious stroke, like she was confirming the miracle with data, and I let out a helpless sound I didn’t recognize as mine.

She studied me, not teasing now so much as fascinated. “What changed?”

I swallowed. The answer felt dangerous and simple. “You,” I said. “You taking what you want. And… the picture in my head. Of you. Of him. Of me still here.” I laughed once, shaky and honest. “It woke something up.”

Her grip softened, then firmed again in a claiming squeeze. “It’s real,” she said quietly, as if naming it helped both of us. She stroked once more, knuckles slick from the heat still between her legs, and I groaned. “And it’s yours.”

I nodded, breath catching, not trusting myself to say more. She moved her hand down, pressed her palm briefly to the inside of my thigh—grounding me, pinning me there in the moment—then brought it back to cradle me again, thumb smoothing over the sensitive underside like she was learning a new instrument.

“You never get hard again,” she said, wonder threading through the words.

“I never did,” I corrected, meeting her eyes. “Until now.”

For a long beat we just looked at each other—her flushed and wrecked in the best way, me kneeling between her knees with my mouth still tingling and my cock standing like a flag I thought I didn’t own. The air between us felt charged, newly drawn. I could see her putting it together—the talk, the kissing, the way I’d kept licking even when I hated the taste, the way I was looking at her now. The thing I’d confessed wasn’t a threat in that moment; it was a fuse we’d lit together.

She didn’t let go of me right away, just held my cock in her hand like she was confirming the miracle, then guided me down between her thighs. Heat slid along the length of me; the head nudged her entrance and she lifted her hips in a silent, hungry yes. I pushed in slow, feeling every inch this time—tight, hot, slick from my mouth and what I’d already left in her—until I was buried to the hilt. We both exhaled, helpless.

“Stay,” she whispered, palms framing my face. “Don’t rush. I want all of it.”

I held there a heartbeat, then drew back and pushed in again, slow and deep, letting the drag and stretch wind us both back up. Her nails traced my shoulders; she rolled up to meet me, and a low sound slipped out of her throat that made my vision spark. I found a rhythm that felt like control—long strokes, hips kissing hers, a pause at the bottom where I could feel her clench around me—and rode it until the urge to sprint settled into a hard, steady need.

“Harder,” she breathed. “I can take it.”

I gave it to her. The bunk creaked, the hull knocked, and I started driving—hips snapping, cock sliding deep each time, my hands locked on her hips to keep us together. She hooked a calf over my back and opened to me; her sounds went from soft to desperate, little caught breaths turning into rough, honest gasps. I braced and pounded her, not careless—hungry—watching her face change, watching that line deepen between her brows the way it does when she’s right where she wants to be.

“God, yes—there,” she said, voice breaking as I altered the angle a fraction and hit the spot that made her whole core jump. “Right there—don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t. I dug in and hammered, letting the rhythm get mean and perfect, that relentless cadence you only find when your body forgets everything but the person under you. She met me stroke for stroke, hair stuck to her temples, nails biting my back, and when I felt her start to climb I slid my thumb down and found her clit. Small, tight circles in time with my thrusts and she arched like I’d plugged her into a socket.

“Eyes,” she gasped, grabbing my face, holding my gaze. “Stay with me. Stay.”

“I’m here,” I said, and meant it. “I’m right here.”

Her thighs trembled; her belly went hard under my hand. She clawed for leverage, heels digging for purchase, and I drove into her with everything I had left—deep, punishing strokes, thumb ruthless on her clit, breath burning in my chest. The sound she made when it hit wasn’t pretty; it was real—a long, ragged cry as she locked around me and came, clenching so hard I had to grit my teeth to keep the rhythm. I held on and pushed through every pulse, kept my thumb steady until she was shaking under me, until she grabbed my wrist and choked out a shaky laugh-plea for mercy.

She barely had time to come down before I flipped her, dragging her hips up and into me, chest pressed to her back, my mouth at her shoulder. “You good?” I asked, already lining up.

“Yes,” she panted, looking back at me over her shoulder, flushed and wrecked and somehow greedy. “Don’t stop now.”

I slid back in from behind and nearly lost it at the feel—tighter, deeper, the angle brutal in the best way. I set my hands on her waist and drove, thighs slapping, cock slick and thick inside her, and she made a helpless sound that went straight through me. I shifted a foot, changed the angle, and hit that place again; she jolted and reached back to hold my hip, grounding us both.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “Oh—God—that. Right there.”

I gave her exactly that—shorter, savage thrusts, each one a promise, my free hand sliding up to gather her hair and pull her head back just enough that her throat arched. She moaned, pure and filthy, and pushed back against me, taking every inch I drove into her. The hold wasn’t rough so much as certain; she was open and taking and it lit me on fire.

“You’re perfect,” I said into her ear, breath ragged. “You’re so perfect.”

“Make me cum again,” she said, voice shaking and hot. “Do it.”

I let go of her hair, slid my hand down, and found her clit from this angle—awkward for a second, then exactly right. I massaged tight and fast while I pounded her, and she started to come apart in my hands. Her legs stuttered; she tried to run from it and shoved back harder instead, and then she broke with a sound that would have made me come even if I’d been made of stone—loud, hoarse, her whole body pulsing around my cock until my knees almost buckled.

“John—” she gasped, shaking, “Don’t—stop—”

“I’ve got you,” I said, voice gone, and held her through it, fucking her right into the quake until she finally collapsed forward onto her forearms, laughing and sobbing breathless little sounds that were nothing but joy.

I pulled her up and into me, turned her onto her back, and sank in one more time, needing to see her face. She cupped my jaw with both hands, eyes blown, and pulled me down into a kiss that was all teeth and gratitude and heat. I thrust hard, deep, the last of my control burning off; her legs locked around me and she dragged me tighter, whispering yes, yes, yes into my mouth like a benediction. The pressure coiled low and tight and then snapped—I slammed into her, buried deep, and came with a groan that shook out of me, pulsing hard while her nails dug crescents into my shoulders.

We held there, fused, catching breath in stuttering waves. The cabin was all warmth and the tick of cooling rigging and the sound of our breathing getting human again. I eased onto my side without leaving her; she followed, leg thrown over mine, chest to chest. We didn’t talk at first. We just lay in the quiet with the world swaying gently around us, both of us wearing that stunned, disbelieving smile you get when your body does something you didn’t think it could.

“Twice,” she said finally, voice low and a little awed. “You never—”

“I never,” I said, equally dazed. “Until tonight.”

She brushed my cheek with her thumb, searching my face like she was mapping it to this new truth. “Something woke up,” she murmured.

“Yeah,” I said, throat tight and happy and terrified in the best way. “Something woke up.”

We lay there a while longer, fingers tangled, salt drying on our skin, the night pressing close and kind. Whatever we’d invited in hadn’t broken us. If anything, it had pulled us closer—opened a door we hadn’t known how to find and let us stand together in the frame, breathing hard, amazed.


Up at the Crack of Dawn

Andre was up with the sun, as always. By the time I cracked an eye the cabin felt empty of him—no footfall, no low hum of his voice—just the soft slap of water and a slice of gold light on the bulkhead. I climbed into shorts, grabbed a protein bar from the galley, and took a Sea-Doo for a spin along the shoreline. The morning was stupidly perfect: eighty-one already, air clean as a glass of water, no humidity, the kind of breeze that makes you feel like your skin’s been reset.

Half an hour of skimming past pale sand and sleepy palm trees knocked the cobwebs out of me. When I arced back toward our mooring I caught the scent before I saw him—smoke and fat and something sweet browning—carried straight at me by the onshore wind. Andre was back, grill lid open, a pair of tongs in one hand and a mug of coffee in the other, working the little cockpit barbecue like he’d been born on it. A platter sat warming on the cockpit table: slices of last night’s grilled fish, tortillas wrapped in foil, chopped cilantro, a bowl of lime wedges. And next to them, the contraband: a carton of eggs and a package of heat-and-eat sausage links like a care package from a Midwestern aunt.

“Right on time,” he called as I idled up, grinning. “Go wake pretty girl. She said she wanted a real breakfast.”

“Damn, Andre,” I said, killing the engine and climbing aboard, “you’re gonna have the locals swimming out here with that smell.”

He chuckled, flipping the sausages with a practiced wrist. “For someone who talks about flaxseed and green tea like scripture, she sure did pine for eggs and links. Took me an hour inland to find anything that wasn’t mango and mystery pastry. Jimmy Dean, praise be.”

I laughed and ducked below. The cabin was cool and dim, Jess a tangle of hair and sheet. I leaned over and kissed the curve of her shoulder. “Breakfast,” I said. “The forbidden kind.”

She blinked, yawned, and stretched, the sheet sliding. “If he found those little sausages I’m going to marry him for paperwork,” she mumbled, then swung her legs over the side of the bunk. At some point she’d pulled on panties; she hooked a finger under the waistband to unstick the fabric and shot me a look when she caught me staring. “What? You were there when I put them on before sunrise,” she said, amusement and a warning tucked into the same line. “Right before you—fucked me. Not made love. Fucked.”

I put my hands up, grinning like an idiot, and backed out of range. “Not arguing with the transcript.”

Topside, the grill hissed and popped. Andre slid scrambled eggs off the skillet in soft folds, set the sausages to one side to rest, and handed me a stack of plates. Steam lifted from everything; the whole cockpit smelled like salt and butter and a diner at 7 a.m. He nodded toward the companionway.

Jess came up the companionway a few seconds later and I forgot how to talk. She wasn’t in a bikini. She was in underwear—thin Victoria’s Secret panties that left nothing to imagination about the way she kept herself: neat, trimmed, not shaved—and a tight, bright-orange tank with no bra. The morning sun turned the fabric soft and honest.

Back at work Andre had seen her in gym clothes a hundred times, ponytail and leggings, sneakers squeaking on tile. This was not that. There’s a canyon between spandex shorts and panties you could almost see through; between a sports bra and a clingy top that showed the shape of everything beneath. She glanced at me out of the corner of her eye as she cleared the last step—no smile, no commentary—then walked straight for Andre.

He had his back to her, wrist flicking easy as he rolled the last sausage links onto a plate. I couldn’t help watching the sway of her hips and the clean, perfect line of her backside in those panties. It was like my fantasy had stepped out of the frame and decided to stretch in the sun. And she wasn’t finished.

Andre turned, tongs in hand. He blinked once, barked a surprised laugh. “Oh, hell, honey—did you forget your shorts?”

Jess didn’t miss a beat. “No,” she said, breezy. “What’s the difference? Panties, bikini bottoms—are they really that far apart?”

He recovered in half a second, as Andre always did. “Absolutely not,” he said, grinning, tone turning courtly. “This is your boat. Wear what you want, anything you want, anytime you want.” He set the tongs down and lifted the platter toward her like an offering. “Chef’s rules.”

She accepted a plate as if the exchange were the most normal thing in the world and took the seat closest to him at the cockpit table, one leg tucked under, the other draped casually so the hem of the tank crept higher over her hip. I knew exactly what she was doing. She was pouring it on in front of me—turning the dial a click at a time—because last night I’d dropped a live wire between us and then gone quiet instead of delivering the apology or the reassurance she wanted in the exact shape she wanted it. So she was writing her own shape this morning. Message received.

Andre, for his part, played the gentleman the way he always did, but I saw the microbeats: the extra blink, the careful re-aim of his eyes to the coffee mugs and not the line of her chest, the quick swallow before the joke. He wasn’t leering. He was alive in the room, and the room included my wife sitting in panties on his boat eating breakfast he’d hunted down inland at dawn. He rolled with it because that’s who he is—and because she made it easy to roll.

“Jimmy Dean, as promised,” he said, doling links onto her plate. “I may have bought out the only gas station in a ten-mile radius.”

“You’re a saint,” Jess said, and the way she said it wasn’t coy; it was warm, sunny, grateful, like she’d decided to be the kind of woman who made a man feel ten feet tall for bringing back eggs.

I slid into the opposite seat, trying to be casual and failing. The orange of her tank glowed against the teak. In daylight the panties were even more revealing, a delicate triangle that didn’t cover so much as suggest. She picked up her fork and ate with the sharp, happy focus she always brought to food she’d secretly wanted all week. When she reached for her coffee the tank pulled just enough to remind every person present there was nothing under it but skin.

“Perfect,” she said around a bite, then glanced at Andre’s plate like she might steal from it. He slid the platter closer without comment.

I chewed and nodded and said something about the morning water on the Sea-Doo, about a pelican that dive-bombed a bait ball, and heard my own voice from a few feet away. Inside, everything was loud and quiet at once—shock, want, the odd, expanding space of watching her perform a version of herself that felt both strategic and authentic. She wasn’t out of character. She was at the edge of it, seeing how far it could stretch without tearing.

Andre topped off her coffee, then mine. “We’ll go ashore after this if you two want,” he said. “Market day, maybe. Or we can sit here and pretend the world is only eggs and sunshine.”

Jess smiled, slow and bright. “Eggs and sunshine sounds pretty good,” she said. Then she turned her face to the light and took another bite, the curve of her thigh bare on the bench, the soft scrape of her heel against the teak the only sound for a moment.

I held her gaze when she finally looked over. There was no smirk, no wink—just a glint that said she knew exactly what she was doing, and exactly who it was for. I’d asked for a door to crack open. She’d opened it at breakfast, in panties and a tank top, on a boat that wasn’t ours. And somehow, impossibly, the sky didn’t fall.

We cleared plates and I watched Jess stand, lean in, and hug Andre—an easy squeeze that smelled like coffee and grill smoke. “Thank you,” she said into his shoulder. “You remembered.”

He smiled that pleased, embarrassed smile he gets when a simple errand lands like a grand gesture. She let him go and drifted aft without looking straight at me, just a quick sidelong glance that said she knew exactly how bright the dial was right now.

She made a slow show of choosing the transom bench, then lowered herself onto it, back against the cushion. She tucked one foot up, then the other, heels on the edge of the seat so her knees fell apart by nearly two feet. The orange tank rode up; the navy panties didn’t hide anything. She tipped her head back and closed her eyes. “God,” she sighed, lazy and loud enough to carry. “I’m still so tired.”

It hit me like a hand to the chest. The crotch panel of those thin, dark panties had gone almost black where it was soaked, pressed tight as paint against her, a narrow, wet seam glistening. I knew exactly why—she was still leaking me—and the blunt proof of it turned my mouth dry. She knew I saw. She wanted me to sit with it. Message, delivered.

But if you know Jess, you know the point isn’t made until you say it back.

I cleared my throat and tried for casual. “Hey, honey—why don’t you run below and put shorts on? We were talking about parasailing up the coast.”

She lifted her head, met my eyes, and smiled just a little. “I think we should just have fun on the boat.”

Dead to rights. It was a game of chicken and I’d already flinched. My apology—whatever shape she wanted—wasn’t on the table yet, so she wasn’t finished.

Andre turned with the platter to set it in the sink, caught the angle, and immediately redirected his gaze to a very interesting patch of bulkhead. “Okay—wow,” he said lightly, palms up, smile quick and courteous. “Sorry. Get comfortable. It’s all good.”

Jess sat up, unhurried, smoothing the tank like she hadn’t just rearranged the weather. “Andre, I’m sorry,” she said, warm as sunshine. “I didn’t mean to get too comfortable.”

It hit me then—clean and undeniable—that she was running two plays at once: paying me back for dropping that fantasy in her lap, and quietly needling Andre for what he’d done alone on deck. She didn’t care if it made him blush. She didn’t care if I squirmed. And the strangest part was that I found myself accepting it—wanting it to crest and be over—while wondering if she’d actually call him out. She didn’t.

Andre, doing his best gentleman routine, set a plate in front of her. Jess lowered her feet to the deck and, without missing a beat, said, “Andre, I want a photo of you sitting on my lap.”

He laughed—huge man, big laugh—three times her size in every dimension. “All right, here we go,” he said, half-bending like he might perch there for the joke.

She caught the side of his shorts to steady him and he tumbled onto the transom bench with an exaggerated oof. “Let’s get this photo,” he grinned. “I’ll try not to crush you.”

I lifted my phone, grateful for the excuse to be behind it, thinking two quick snaps and I’d steer us back to safe water, apologize properly, shut the door. The first couple were tame: Andre hamming, Jess smiling sweet and bright.

“Let’s get a sexy one,” she said.

Andre, ever the sport, struck a ridiculous catalogue pose. Jess hugged his left leg from the side, still playing—then, almost under her breath, “Sit down, Andre.”

He did.

“Let’s get a very sexy pose.”

She was staring right through me while she said it—making sure I understood—and then she swung her right leg over his lap and settled, careful, balanced. He put his hands on her upper thighs like a spotter, strictly practical. She laced her fingers around his wrists and guided them higher, to the curve of her backside. It was playful, staged, but the contact was real. He barked a surprised laugh and went along. “Okay—if that’s better.”

The cockpit seemed to tilt. I took the shot. My chest felt tight and hollow at once, some messy mix of arousal, jealousy, and the odd relief of finally seeing the thing I’d only talked about flicker to life in daylight.

“Let’s get more shots,” she said, eyes bright, voice light as a breeze.

Andre’s grin faltered; I could see the moment the joke stopped being a joke. Jess was straddling him wide, the orange tank clinging, those navy panties a thin, dark V against his shorts, and she leaned in and kissed him—quick at first, then again, slower. His hands, which had been resting high on her thighs like a spotter, flexed and then froze.

“Oh—no. Wow.” His voice dropped, alarm threaded through the laugh. “Is this okay? This probably isn’t okay, is it?”

Jess kept her mouth near his, smiling, breath warm on his cheek. “I don’t know,” she murmured, kissing the corner of his mouth, then his jaw. “Is it okay? It feels very okay to me.”

I watched, phone up, thumbs numb. The little shutter snapped because my hands knew what to do while my head tried to catch up. Point or no point, she was driving me out of my mind—heat roaring in my chest, that knot of jealousy dissolving into something rawer and stranger. She was waiting for me to flinch, to spit out, “Screw this, we’re done, take us back.” But I didn’t. The truth was simpler and infinitely worse: I was hard, and it turned me on anyway.

She kissed his cheek again, slow, her pelvis settling heavier over his. Andre’s hands slid down to mid-thigh, not grabbing, just there, eyes wide, every muscle telegraphing I will stop if anyone says stop. I lowered the phone, set it on the cockpit table, and stepped in behind her.

I took a fistful of the back of her panties and yanked, not cruel—certain. She sucked in a breath and snapped her head around to me, eyes bright with shock and something darker. I caught her mouth with mine before whatever she was about to say could land. She made a startled sound and then kissed me back hard, body arching into me even as she stayed perched on Andre’s lap.

Four… five seconds and I couldn’t stand not touching her. I slid my right hand down the back of those damp panties, over the hot curve of her ass, and between her legs. She was soaked—warm slick everywhere—and when I pushed my middle finger into her, she gasped, whole body jolting, thighs clamping and then opening for me like a reflex she couldn’t fight.

That sound snapped me back to her and out of the tableau. I broke the kiss, got my hands on her hips, and lifted her off Andre in one firm, practiced motion. She was light in my arms, pliant, surprised; he let go immediately, palms up, back braced against the bench as if making as much space as he could.

Once her feet hit the deck, her panties were already at her knees from my grip. They slithered lower as she moved; Andre said nothing—didn’t stand, didn’t reach—just looked away to the water, jaw tight, giving us a frame of privacy inside the open morning.

I let the elastic go and guided her two steps sideways, nudging with my palm at the small of her back until her thighs met the opposite bench cushion. She sat and the panties fell to her ankles; she kicked one foot free without thinking, breath coming quick. I braced a hand beside her shoulder and leaned in, kissing her again—hungry, claiming, the way she likes when she wants me to stop asking questions. She didn’t push me off. She tilted, opened, fingers curling in the front of my shirt.

The second her spine touched the bench and she was flat on her back, I climbed between her knees. Her legs fell open, easy, and I felt her heat before I saw it—the low, humid warmth of us rising from the narrow strip of dark, wet fabric clinging uselessly at one ankle. I wrapped my hand around my cock, guided down, and when the head of my cock touched the warm slick of her pussy lips, the world narrowed to that point of contact, the soft, obscene glide of her come-heavy opening welcoming me in.

I grabbed myself and set the head right where she was hottest, then leaned in. She opened for me with a small, strangled gasp, and I pushed—one long, unbroken stroke. No testing thrusts, no easing in. Heat, slickness, depth—my hips drove forward until my balls were snug against the curve of her ass in three breathless seconds.

I stayed buried and pressed hard, holding there, chest heaving, feeling her clutch around me. Jess arched her head back against the cushion, teeth catching her lip to keep quiet, breath coming in little shocked pulls that made my vision spark.

I lifted enough to look down. I was all the way inside her—no space left, just the thick pulse of my cock held in the warm, wet grip of her body. I drew back slow and watched myself come glistening out of her, soaked and shining. Fine, sticky strands stretched from my pubic hair to the slick swell of her pussy, our mess stringing and snapping as I pulled. The sight and the feel hit like a live wire: her heat, the obscene wetness, the slick drag of my shaft through everything we’d already spilled together.

I thrust again—deep, deliberate—and again, and then I had to fight for control. I stopped twice, hips locked, forcing breath in and out to keep from detonating, then drove back into her, greedy for the clench that met me. It was useless. The combination of her warmth and the slick, shameless glide of us broke me open. I lasted maybe two minutes—only that long because I froze for a heartbeat here and there, teeth bared, begging my body to wait.

When I finally went, I went hard. Stars popped at the edges of my vision. I held myself buried as tight and deep as I could, groaning into the curve of her neck while each pulse tore through me. It felt like the strongest release of my life, a mental lightning strike stacked on top of the physical one—seeing her like this, feeling how utterly full and slippery we were, knowing I was pouring even more into her.

When the tremors eased, I slid out slowly and just stared. A thick, pearly spill began to seep from her, gathering and then spilling over, lazily tracking down to the bench cushion. It looked obscene and impossible, like something out of a video I’d pretend I didn’t watch—shiny threads, a few stray hairs stuck to the slick on her inner thighs, a flood that said exactly what we’d done with no room for doubt.

Jess propped up on her elbows and looked at me for a long ten seconds, eyes wide, chest still shuddering, a stunned little half-smile tugging at her mouth as if to say I cannot believe we just did that.

“I need a roll of toilet paper,” she said at last, dry as dust.

I stood too fast, still breathing hard. “I’ll roll off a bunch.”

She shook her head, that dazed smile finally breaking. “No,” she said, amused and wrecked. “I was the roll.”

I fetched a roll from under the sink and brought it to her. She tore off a long tail—two, three feet—pressed it to herself, held, then drew it slowly up her pussy, scooping the mess with a calm, almost clinical patience. She handed me the wad without a word. I took it to the head and dropped it in the toilet. We fell into a rhythm: tear, press, scoop, hand off. Four, five rounds. She could’ve just gone to sit on the toilet and let gravity do the work, but she didn’t. The point, whatever it was, lived in the ritual—me fetching, her directing, both of us pretending it was purely practical.

When she was satisfied, she tugged on a fresh pair of panties. We didn’t talk about any of it. The quiet wasn’t icy so much as deliberate; still, there was a cool edge to it. I couldn’t tell if she was angrier at me for lighting the fuse or at herself for following the spark. Maybe both.

At 6:27 the next morning, the smell of smoke and salt and hot metal pulled me awake. I slid into shorts and padded topside. Andre already had the cockpit grill going, smoke curling into the clear morning.

“Morning, sunshine,” he said, lifting the lid. “Hope you and Jess like sea bass. Didn’t catch it—raided the freezer.”

“Mr. Andre,” I said, leaning on the coaming, “you could cook macaroni and cheese on that grill and it’d taste better for some reason.”

He grinned. We sat with coffee and the soft racket of gulls for a good half hour before Jess’s head appeared in the companionway. She yawned, gathered her hair, snapped a band into a ponytail, and climbed the last steps.

“Oh, you guys did all this for me?” she said, teasing.

“Anything for you, sweetheart,” Andre said, easy.

From where I was, all I saw at first was a tight white tank—normal, wholesome. Then she cleared the top step and the rest of it resolved: no shorts, just panties—the same pair she’d pulled on five hours earlier. There’s not much daylight between bikini bottoms and underwear, except there is; the brain tags one as swimwear and the other as private. These were private: tight white cotton, very low cut, barely covering, with a bright yellow cartoon smiley face just above the crotch, tongue lolling out. I knew them; I’d bought them as a gag.

I kept my face straight, but the message landed. When Andre finally looked away from the grill and really saw her, his mouth twitched into a grin.

“Those,” he said, eyes warm, “might be the cutest panties I’ve ever seen.”

Jess grinned, shot me a sideways look, and said, light as a feather, “Oh, Andre—thank you, sweetie. A woman’s gotta keep her men happy, I guess.”

Andre chuckled. “Honey, this is your boat. Wear whatever you like whenever you like—or nothing at all as far as I’m concerned.” He lifted his mug in a little toast. “It makes me happy seeing you both relaxed and having a good time. I don’t know what I’d do without you two. You’re special to me.”

We grazed for the next hour—forks stealing at the sea bass, orange juice sweating on the table—while Jess lounged with her feet up on the bench, toenails red as lifebuoys, giving me the occasional, merciless glimpse of white cotton stretched like paint. I pretended to talk about wind forecasts and dinghy fuel; my brain did not care.

Eventually we pulled ourselves together, threw on shorts, and went ashore. Shopping with Andre meant not shopping with our money. He wouldn’t hear of it. If Jess paused at a stall, the thing was practically in a bag before she finished the sentence. Hats, shorts, trinkets, a couple of new swimsuits—spoiled didn’t begin to cover it. He didn’t do it to show off; he did it like a man making up for lost time. At one point he said, half-joking, “You guys are my best friends,” and I realized he meant it. He’d spent years far from home, no real roots, the people he’d loved scattered or gone. In a few weeks we’d become the nearest thing to family he’d had in a long while.

We ran bags back to the boat, dropped everything in a happy pile, and drifted to a gulf-side bar for the late-afternoon ritual. The patio looked straight over the water; the blender had its own rhythm. Jess took a sip and squinted at her glass. “Are we becoming alcoholics?” she asked. “I’ve caught a buzz almost every day for the last three.”

“Vacation rules,” Andre said. “This isn’t work. We’re not putting on airs. We’re having a good time. You can’t sail to Mexico and ban margaritas. That’s a crime against culture.”

Jess laughed, leaning into the back of her chair. “In that case, you’re my perfect enabler. I feel much better.” She lifted her glass toward both of us with mock solemnity. “I’ll stay drunk off my ass and you two can take care of me.”

“Deal,” Andre said, clinking.

“Deal,” I echoed, and for a few easy minutes the three of us sat there with the sun on our faces, the kind of quiet that only comes when everybody is exactly where they want to be.

We lingered on the patio for another couple of hours, drinking and talking about everything—work stories, old travel messes, the dumbest ways we’d ever hurt ourselves, whether pelicans are secretly jerks. When the sun dropped and the string lights came up, we agreed to head back and change. The bar was throwing a tenth-anniversary party later, and Jess wanted a shower and a clean slate before we dove into it.

Back on the boat around seven, we lazed for a while—music low, salt drying on our skin—then around nine we split to shower and dress. I was done in ten minutes. Jess took longer, which was the correct choice, because when she finally came up the companionway, both Andre and I forgot how to speak.

I’d seen Jess look stunning a thousand times. This was different. The outfit was one we’d picked up that afternoon: a white knit top that was intentionally sheer in a tasteful way—handmade, you could see the texture and the careful stitches—and a short, flower-print skirt that hugged her hips and sat perfectly on her waist. Not trashy, not trying too hard, just… dialed. She must’ve used lotion because her legs had that smooth, sun-warmed glow, and the shoes—tall heels with a single strap over the toes and another at the ankle—made her calves look carved. Andre tried three false starts before words landed.

“You look… you look… um—breathtaking.”

She sashayed over and hugged him, laughing into his shoulder. “Thank you, Andre. That makes me feel good.” She hugged me next; I told her the truth—that she looked incredible—and then we helped her into the dinghy and motored toward shore, music already thudding across the water and colored lights flickering against the palm trunks.





Paradise Beach

At the beach Andre slipped a couple of twenties to a pair of teen boys to watch the dinghy. He swore it was safer than a marina, and the logic was hard to argue with: the kids protected the gig like a franchise because they wanted repeat business. Before we stepped off the sand, Jess slipped out of her heels and carried them by the straps. At the edge of the bar’s decking she paused to buckle them again, lifting one foot at a time, and the movement flashed the hem of her skirt and a glimpse of underwear in a way that felt private and public all at once. Andre kept his eyes politely elsewhere except for two quick, involuntary glances that said he was human.

Inside, the place was packed—bands rotating between sets, bodies shoulder to shoulder, a salt-sweet breeze slipping through every time the doors swung. We found a small table, shouted drink orders, and settled into the happy roar. After about an hour, Jess leaned in over the music.

“Who’s going to dance with me?”

We both hedged—too crowded, too soon, let’s wait for a slower song—any excuse to not embarrass ourselves immediately. She rolled her eyes. I finished my drink, stood, and offered a hand. “What the hell.”

The second we hit the floor, she turned it on. She didn’t try to be showy; she just let the music move her, hips and shoulders loose, hands skimming up her sides and back down, that skirt catching the light. A couple of drinks made her bolder, and the outfit did the rest. She drew eyes without trying—half a dozen men, maybe more, caught mid-sentence and suddenly quiet, gaze locked on her because there wasn’t really any other option.

We found the groove and I drew her back against me; she started rolling her hips in that loose, happy way that says the drinks have landed. The floor thumped under our feet, bass humming up through the boards, sweat and salt and lime thick in the air. I was facing our table, her back to it. Andre tried to play it cool—eyes on his glass, on the band, on the string lights—but every few beats his gaze drifted right back to her.

About half a minute in I palmed her backside and pulled her closer. She melted into it, shoulders soft, head tipping to my cheek. My fingers felt the hem of her skirt hitch up an inch, then two; she didn’t correct it, just moved with me, heat and fabric sliding under my hands. For a few bars I had one hand half on the skirt and half on bare cheek, and Andre stopped pretending not to look. The crowd pressed and loosened around us; a couple at our elbow laughed and spun away; someone bumped my shoulder and muttered sorry without taking his eyes off her.

I eased the hem higher—testing, teasing—until I was flirting with the line. That’s when she caught my wrist, laughed into my ear, and pulled the skirt back down with a little swat that said behave. The song broke into a handclap bridge; she turned in my arms, looped her hands behind my neck, and rolled her hips once more just for me, slow enough to make my vision spark. Andre’s face, over her shoulder, was all polite attention with a crack of thunder running under it.

When the track eased out, we threaded back to the table, conversations hitching as she passed. It was stifling—packed bodies, hot lights, the patio doors yawning now and then to let a blade of cooler air through. Jess swiped sweat from her brow, stole Andre’s beer, and ran the cold bottle down her throat and across her collarbone. Condensation slicked her fingers. She tipped into my shoulder, then swung both feet into Andre’s lap. “These shoes hurt.”

“One second,” he said, grin crooked. He leaned in to unbuckle them and she opened her knees to give him access to the tiny ankle clasps, skirt parting just enough to thump my pulse. He worked the first strap free, careful, then the second, his focus absolute like he was adjusting a delicate instrument. She wriggled her toes in relief, red polish flashing; he set the heels neatly by the chair as if returning something sacred.

She stayed like that a while—barefoot, legs draped across his lap, head on my shoulder—letting the room move around us. The band slid into another set; a server shouldered through with a tray of salt-rimmed margaritas; somewhere behind us, glassware chimed and a cheer went up. Jess kept catching the beat with a tiny flex of her ankle, then stretching her toes, the skirt shifting just enough to make my brain short out. Part of the madness was simple—the flashing hem, the way Andre couldn’t help but look. Part of it was mine alone: knowing what she held inside her and that he had no idea.

The night rolled on like that—Jess driving us both a little crazy with small, casual provocations and that body in motion, finding reasons to stand, to lean, to dance one more song. When we finally called it and headed for the dinghy, she was still electric—laughing, buzzing, tugging our hands like we were leaving too soon. On the ride back over the dark, flat water she said it at least twenty times, grinning into the wind: “No way we’re all going to bed, let’s keep the party going.”

Andre, for a man his age, had the stamina of a twenty-year-old. After the third or fourth time Jess chirped, “We’re not going to bed—keep the party going,” he just laughed and said, “That’s why we’re here.”

Back aboard, she was in rare form—bright-eyed, loose, dangerous in that way only she can be. I half expected her to push until I snapped and begged her to cool it, lesson learned. Instead, every playful “accident,” every brush of her arm, every too-long look only stoked whatever we’d lit the night before. She wasn’t grinding in Andre’s lap or anything blatant; she didn’t have to. She has a gift for making flirtation look like gravity—inevitable, effortless, like it just happened to her.

We cracked the tequila. We were already buzzed; the shots just lacquered everything in a warm, reckless sheen. Conversation got looser, the edges of jokes rounder. Somewhere between the second pour and the third, Jess tilted her head and aimed curiosity straight at Andre.

“Why didn’t you ever marry?” she asked, not coy—genuinely interested. “Did you just never want to settle down?”

Andre smiled into his glass. “I settled down in every country that would have me,” he said. “Just not in the way you mean.”

“When’s the last time you kissed a woman?” she pressed, chin in her hand. “Like really kissed.”

He chuckled. “It’s been… too long.”

“And sex?” she said, soft, almost clinical the way she can be when she’s poking a bruise to see if it still hurts. “When’s the last time you had sex with a woman?”

He didn’t flinch, but he didn’t answer either. He swirled the tequila and said, “Let’s just say I’ve been busy in the wrong ways.”

It wasn’t weird, exactly—we knew each other well by now, and our jokes lived a rung or two higher than polite—but I couldn’t see where she meant to land. She let the thread go a minute later, veering off into a story about a woman at the market who tried to sell her a parrot, but the damage was done. My head was a storm. Every time Andre laughed at one of her lines my blood ran hotter; every time her hand brushed his forearm my throat went dry. Twice I excused myself to “use the head,” and twice I shut the cabin door, took my cock in my hand, and worked it in quick, guilty strokes until I was on the edge of cumming, managing to stop as the pictures in my head were getting filthier and clearer—Jess’s mouth parting on a kiss that wasn’t mine, the dark weight of Andre’s cock against her thigh, the look she’d throw me over someone else’s shoulder. I stopped after a few seconds each time, splashed water on my face, and went back up pretending I’d only been pissing, while my pulse hammered like I’d run the length of the deck.

When I came back up the third time, Andre was rubbing Jess’s feet. It wasn’t a stunt—just the sort of considerate thing he’d do. He’d found a bottle of aloe gel somewhere, and the first cool sweep across her arch had her melting into the cushions.

She wasn’t putting on a show, not at first. Soft little sounds slipped out of her—oh yeah, God, that feels so good—and the boat’s quiet made them sound even more intimate. Andre worked methodically, palms gliding from heel to toes, thumbs pressing the knots loose. Every so often he squeezed more gel into his hands; the scent was clean and green and the shine on her skin caught the cockpit lights.

We talked about nothing while he worked—the band at the bar, the wind turning overnight, whether we’d make market again in the morning. Ten minutes became twenty. His hands drifted up her calves and back down, long, even strokes that had her boneless. By then her skirt had inched higher from the way she shifted and stretched—two inches above her panties when she tucked one foot under the other knee, then a little more when she scooted. It wasn’t shocking; he’d already seen her in swimwear and, well, this trip had reset more than one baseline. But the longer it went, the more she sank into it, and the more the air around us thickened.

A few minutes later, Andre’s hands had slipped above her knees, gel glossy along her thighs. The sight alone was enough to make my pulse thump. Jess hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her skirt and made a face, like the fabric was biting into her sides. She did it again a minute later, and again after that—small, irritated tugs.

The third time, I said, as lightly as I could manage, “Why don’t you take it off? It’s not like we haven’t seen your panties before.”

She cut me a look that said, So this is the lane you want? Fine. Andre didn’t comment; he reached for his drink, careful not to lose it with gel-slick fingers, and took a swallow. Jess rolled to her side, slid the zipper down, lifted her hips, and shimmied the skirt away. She settled back in just her tight panties and the sheer knit top, legs shining, chest rising a touch faster than before. Andre tried to keep his face neutral and almost managed it; we were all a little out of our depth and pretending we weren’t.

The view was undeniably sexual—Jess stretched out, feet in his lap, panties snug and small, gel gleaming up her thighs. He went back to her calves and feet like a professional, and she let herself enjoy it. After a while she propped up on her elbows, reached for the tequila, took a quick pull, grimaced at the burn, and looked right at Andre.

“Gosh,” she said, a little husky, “you are the massage master, buddy. How long has it been since you kissed a woman?”

Andre chuckled, tried to sidestep it. “I’m happy to help. You’ve had a long day.”

She didn’t blink. “How long has it been since you kissed a woman?”

He swirled what was left in his glass and smiled. “Let’s just say… a while.”

“Well,” she said, tipping the bottle toward him, “after this you deserve a kiss, buddy.”

Andre’s smile sharpened. “Then I accept—as long as your hubby is okay with it.”

“Hey,” I said, heartbeat loud in my ears, “I think you deserve one too.”

Andre finished with her calves and feet, wiped his hands on a towel, and looked up just as Jess flicked a glance my way—barely a heartbeat—then rose to her knees and leaned in. He went for a quick, polite peck; she opened her mouth to him. There was a half-second of surprised stillness and then he followed her lead, kissing her the way she meant it.

“Oh, wow,” he murmured against her mouth, the words barely there.

They kissed—slow at first, then more certain—and something in me slipped into autopilot. After twenty seconds I found my voice. “That’s one hell of a tip for a massage. Do I get one too?”

Andre laughed, breathless. “You’d better kiss your man before he throws me overboard—or before I have a heart attack.”

Jess giggled, eyes bright. “I don’t think he’s worried.”

She crossed to me and I was already reaching. The moment her mouth met mine I drew her down beside me, rolling her into the curve of my body. I pulled her closer and slid my hand between her thighs, pressing the heel of my palm into the warm cotton at her crotch. She exhaled into my mouth, a sharp little sound, and her hand caught my wrist for a beat—more instinct than refusal—then she guided it up to my cheek and pulled me back into the kiss.

Two seconds later I pushed my fingers under the waistband. The heat and slick met me at once—thick, unmistakable wetness that made my head ring. I stroked her with two fingers, slow and sure, then deeper, and she unraveled—breath hitching, hips lifting to meet me, the little gasps in her throat turning into something that sounded like she was being taken. I didn’t look up; I didn’t care who was watching. The deck, the night, the water—all of it fell away until there was only the press of her mouth and the way she clenched around my hand.

I shoved my shorts down one-handed, not breaking the kiss. I half expected her to stop me or say something; she didn’t. The only sound was her breathing and the distant slap of water on the hull. When I’d kicked free, I hooked my fingers in the sides of her panties and started to peel them down as we kept kissing, hungry and wild.

She lifted both legs and flicked the panties off her toes like a magician finishing a trick. Heat ran straight through me. Everything felt amplified—the clean, green smell of aloe on her calves, the tacky shine on my fingers, the tiny broken sounds she kept trying and failing to swallow. I was so wound up I wanted to take her right there with Andre watching; the thought didn’t scare me anymore, it fed whatever animal had woken up inside my chest.

We kept kissing as I eased her knees wider, my forearms braced on either side of her as the boat rocked. The anchor light threw a low halo across her stomach; the night beyond the rail was black and soft. I brought myself to her and paused, just a breath, the head of my cock slipping into the heat at her entrance. She looked me dead in the eye—clear, steady, no flinch—and whispered, “God, I love you.”

I pushed. One long, deliberate stroke. No testing, no shallow passes, just a slow, unbroken glide until my hips met the backs of her thighs and there was no space left between us. She took a shocked breath and let it spill out on a low, helpless moan that sounded like it rewired both of us. I stayed buried, pressed hard, feeling the tight clench around me, feeling her get even slicker as her body adjusted and opened fully.

I lifted enough to watch. I can never get over that sight—my shaft gleaming as I drew back an inch, the wet catch and release as I sank into her again, the fine translucent threads stretching and breaking between us where our bodies met. Her hands ran up my ribs and over my back, nails scratching just enough to make me grunt. She turned her face to the side, gasped, then dragged her mouth back to mine like she couldn’t stand to be anywhere else but here for a second.

“Don’t rush,” she breathed, and I didn’t. I rolled my hips, small circles that let me feel every ridged inch inside her, then longer strokes that dragged heat up my spine. The deck creaked under my knees; a line tapped the mast somewhere forward; the cockpit smelled like salt and lime and the faint sweetness of her lotion. Each time I bottomed out, her belly tightened, and that sound came again, a rough little note she couldn’t control.

Twenty seconds? A lifetime? I finally tore my eyes away and glanced at Andre. He was frozen at first, wide-eyed, one hand clamped over his crotch through his shorts like he didn’t know where else to put it. The other hand still shone faintly with aloe in the cockpit light. He swallowed and tried to school his face, but the truth was written all over it: hunger, disbelief, a hard, careful respect.

“We’re usually not like this,” I managed, half-laughing, still deep inside her.

He blinked, found his voice. “Hey,” he said, gentler than I expected, “like I told you—this is your boat too. Do what makes you feel good. No judgment here.” His gaze flicked to where we were joined and back to my face. “Please… please, continue.”

Something reckless slipped out of me before I could think. “Andre, you’ll get to your goods better if you take your shorts off.”

He huffed a laugh that sounded stunned and alive at the same time. “You’re probably right,” he said.

Jess didn’t speak. She held my face between her hands and panted, pupils blown, the tendons in her neck standing out when I pushed deeper. I kissed her and started a steadier rhythm—slow enough to savor, hard enough to make the wood under us thud. The head of my cock slid through that slick, perfect heat; every pull came back glazed, every push buried me in a way that made my vision spark at the edges. She hooked an ankle around my hip, heel digging, and rolled her hips up to meet me with a soft, desperate “yes.”

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Andre move—belt unthreaded in one smooth pull, a button popped, a zipper rasping in the quiet. He shifted on the bench, shorts loosening over his thighs, and the sound did something to my brain I can’t name. Everything we’d been skating around all day sharpened into a single, hard point: my wife open under me, another man three feet away peeling himself free because I told him to, and my body right at the edge of detonating from the sight, the feel, the heat of all of it colliding at once.

I broke the kiss and glanced over, and the line slipped out before my brain caught up. “That is a huge dick.”

Jess followed my eyes. Andre was leaned back on the bench, shorts open, cock fully erect and standing straight up. What I’d glimpsed that night on deck hadn’t prepared me for this. Thick as her wrist, easily—maybe the length of her forearm—veins standing, the head swelled tight and smooth so the foreskin didn’t show at all. His balls hung heavy under it, the whole thing so outsized it made scale feel wrong in my head. Andre’s a big man and somehow it still looked too much for him.

“Jesus,” Jess breathed, voice gone thin. “That doesn’t even belong on a human.” Her eyes snapped back to Andre. “Good Lord, Andre.”

He laughed, a quick gust shot through with embarrassment and something like pride, hands hovering as if he didn’t know whether to cover himself or let the moment be. “Sorry,” he said, even though he clearly wasn’t, eyes flicking between us, trying to read whether we wanted him small or honest.

The whole time I was still buried in Jess to the hilt. If I moved an inch, I was going to finish. I eased back to save myself and nearly lost it anyway—the slick, obscene drag as I withdrew sent a pulse up my spine that made my thighs tremble. “Please don’t stop on my account,” Andre said, voice roughening in the middle. “Oh God, please don’t stop.”

Jess hooked a hand behind my neck, hauled me down, and kissed me hard. Then she slid her mouth to my ear, away from him, breath hot. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me, right,” she whispered, equal parts awe and alarm. I could feel her heartbeat against my chest; I could feel how open she still was under me, wet and ready and not helping my self-control.

If I pushed back inside, I had seconds, not minutes. I forced a crooked smile. “Okay—timeout. I need a shot of tequila after that.” My voice sounded strange in my own mouth, too light for the way my blood hammered.

I lifted off her and stood. My cock hung heavy and slick, and I made no effort to hide it as I stepped to the cockpit table right in front of Andre. The bottle sweated in the warm air; my hand shook as I thumbed the cap and took a pull. The burn ran clean down my chest, buying me a breath and a beat of distance.





Hitting Hard

When I looked back, it hit me even harder. Jess hadn’t moved. She lay exactly where I’d left her, legs still spread, one foot planted on the deck, the other draped up along the backrest so her hips tilted just enough to make everything visible. Trimmed hair caught the cockpit light; the aloe Andre had worked into her calves and thighs gleamed faintly. She laced her hands over her head like she was sunbathing, chest rising and falling slow, mouth parted, saying nothing. The anchor light haloed her stomach; beyond the rail the bay was black glass. It was the most erotic, impossible tableau I’d ever seen—my wife open and unashamed, me standing there with tequila and a wet cock, and Andre opposite us, hard as a mast and trying very hard to breathe like a gentleman.

Andre couldn’t stop looking at her. His left hand was still wrapped over himself, loose but there, while I took another pull from the tequila. The burn hit my chest and spread; I was past buzzed into that warm, steady place where everything feels possible.

Jess swung her leg down from the backrest, pivoted, and stood. In just the white knit top with her bra faintly visible beneath, she was ridiculous—bare legs gleaming from the aloe, hair a little messy, eyes bright. She crossed the cockpit, dropped onto the bench beside Andre, and grabbed the drink she’d abandoned earlier. She tipped back the last third in one go, made that cute scrunched “beer face,” wiped her mouth with the back of her hand—then looked straight at Andre’s cock where it had softened a notch.

“Can I touch it?” she asked.

Andre gave a breathy laugh, nerves and pleasure tangled. “Gosh… are you guys sure this is okay?” His eyes flicked to me, checking. Then, to her, softer: “Sure you can. Absolutely.”

Jess bit her bottom lip the way she does when she’s concentrating. She reached with her right hand and closed her fingers around him, gentle at first. The contrast was obscene—her small, tanned hand with red polish wrapped around something that big. She giggled, half-shocked, half-delighted. “My God. It’s really big.”

She held him a few seconds, feeling the weight and heat, then turned more fully toward him and slid her hand up his shaft. When she neared the crown, a clear bead swelled at the slit and tipped free. Andre couldn’t help it; the words slipped out against a sucked breath. “Oh my God.”

Jess cut her eyes to me for the quickest beat—are we still good?—then slowly spread that slick over the head with her thumb, lazy circles that made him jolt. In seconds he was rising again, thickening under her hand until he stood fully rigid, skin taut and smooth. She watched her own hand move like she couldn’t quite believe it, working the head in slow, deliberate strokes that drew a low sound out of him every time she passed the spot that made his breath catch.

About twenty seconds in, Andre leaned toward her mouth, hesitant but clear. Jess met him halfway, tilting up into a kiss. It started soft and turned sure, her free hand bracing on his shoulder while the other continued to tease his crown, slicking him with pre-cum.

By then my fist had found my cock, and I was stroking without really deciding to, the scene pouring straight into my bloodstream. Every few seconds Jess let out a tight little exhale into his mouth, and each one ramped me higher. Andre’s left hand left his thigh, hovered, then settled with flat-palmed care at the inside of her knee. He slid higher, pausing for permission that she gave by opening a fraction more. His fingers traced the warm crease of her thigh, then two knuckles pressed to her, testing the wet through the knit hem of her top where it had fallen against her lap.

He worked under the edge, found skin, and then slid his middle finger between her lips. The instant he pushed inside, Jess made the same pent-up exhale—but this time it carried an “Ahhh” that sounded torn out of her. The noise did to me what it did to him. He stroked deeper, finding a rhythm; she tightened her grip on him, hand stroking with new intent, eyes fluttering closed as she kissed him harder. The more he fingered her, the more she melted into the motion of her wrist, and the more I realized I had no idea what would happen next.

Just as I was really getting into watching, Jess stopped kissing Andre, slowly lowered onto her back, and spread her legs open. As she did I will never forget all she uttered. She simply and calmly said "Just don't come inside me."

Andre didn’t ask the usual, tentative “okay?”—he moved with a decision that came from the way she was kissing him and the way she’d opened her knees. Even so, as he rose and slid between her legs, he paused with the blunt crown poised against her and looked right at her, waiting that fraction of a second that matters.

Jess met his eyes, breath hitching, and gave a small, eager nod. “Yes,” she whispered, voice rough. “Please.”

He guided himself to her and pushed like a man who suddenly believed there might not be another chance. I watched, stunned, as her lips spread around him; the first give was a slow, thick bloom, the swollen head easing past her with a wet, perfect glide. She arched and let out a deep, involuntary moan—“Oh my God”—the sound vibrating up through her chest into his mouth.

That must have blown the doors off whatever restraint he had left, because he started to press harder, inch by deliberate inch. Her opening was stretched in the most brutally erotic way I’d ever seen. Each drive seated him another finger’s width, then more; he’d hold, breathe, push again, and she’d make that helpless sound all over. Her hands gripped high on his thighs for leverage, fingers digging, and her hips rocked in a tight, protective little pattern—more bracing than urging, like she was meeting him and trying to keep the sheer size of him from ramming too deep too fast.

A minute in and he was almost there—maybe an inch, two at most, left to go. Jess’s breath came in loud, shredded pulls; the noises out of her were raw and honest, half pleasure, half shock at the fullness. Andre kept working, controlled but urgent, sweat standing out along his shoulders, every shallow drive pressing him deeper into heat that made his jaw clench.

It reads like an hour, but it wasn’t. Three minutes, maybe, before his rhythm started to break. His breath roughened; his hips stuttered in that unmistakable way a body does when the edge is right there. “Careful,” Jess gasped, palms sliding to the tops of his thighs, not pushing him away so much as bracing, grounding him, eyes wide and glassy. The warning sounded like it carried two meanings at once—slow, easy—don’t hurt me—but also, God, don’t you dare stop.

He didn’t stop. He held her gaze and kept moving, small, hungry thrusts that had his whole body shaking. “Don’t stop,” she panted a heartbeat later, voice breaking. “Keep going.” The words ripped out of her like she didn’t choose them; the way her hands tightened on him would’ve required a monk to ignore.

That did it. The last few strokes had that certain, fatal cadence—each one deeper, each one a promise and a point of no return. His back went hard; his neck tendons stood out; he drove into her one final time like he was spending everything he had and might never get it back. A sound tore out of him—loud, shocked, animal—as his whole body locked. Jess went rigid under him too, eyes blown wide, mouth open on a sharp, dragging inhale—and then another—and another.

He slammed his hips forward, a raw, unfiltered sound ripping out of him as he buried himself in Jess. His whole body locked, and when she sucked in that sharp breath, I knew she felt him—knew she felt the sudden heat he couldn’t hold back. The night before had been reckless in its own way, a barrier between us and consequence. This time there was no veil, no distance. It was happening inside her, immediate and undeniable, and watching it was like having the ground tilt under my feet.

Jess kept gasping, catching at the air like she needed him to keep going, keep giving. The room shifted from simple lust to something primal—two bodies chasing the oldest instinct there is. I hadn’t expected her to come; I hadn’t even allowed myself to imagine it, but the more he shuddered and drove into her, the more she met him, moving with a focus that made my throat go dry.

Her sounds changed—richer, rougher—and her hips started to roll in messy, hungry circles. I could tell she was climbing, though I didn’t know where that climb ended. Then, out of nowhere, her head fell back and her whole body went taut, like a wire drawn to breaking. The moan that left her didn’t sound human so much as elemental. Somehow, impossibly, he seemed to surge again a minute later, and in that moment all of us understood: she was coming hard, and nothing was going to stop it.

I stood there stunned, trying to take in what I was seeing. I realized I had never truly witnessed Jess surrender to a climax like this. It dwarfed every fantasy I’d ever played with. Part of me ached, watching how deep it ran through her—the strain and release of it, the way it shook her apart and then stitched her back together. I’d seen the neat, tidy version before, the careful finish she could coax from herself; this was something untamed. I could see it roll through her in waves, her muscles tightening, releasing, tightening again, each crest breaking into the next.

They stayed locked together even after the peak, breathing rough, their hands still on each other like they were relearning where their bodies ended. When they finally began to come down, it was like the room snapped back into focus. Andre flinched at what he’d done, words tumbling out of him. “Oh my God, I’m sorry—I’d never risk what we have. Tell me I didn’t screw this up.”

He lifted off her, and a slow, warm spill followed as he pulled away. I just stared, mute, stunned to find the reality so much bigger than anything my imagination had dared to build.

Andre hovered at the side of the bed, shaken and breathless, pacing a step or two, dragging a hand over his face like he could erase the last few minutes. Jess lay open to the air for another beat, legs loose, chest rising and falling as she drifted back into herself. What slid from her then—the visible proof of what had just happened—left me reeling.

She propped herself up on her elbows and tried on a grin. “So… which part of don’t cum inside me did we mess up?” she asked, half-teasing, half-testing the air.

Andre’s apology tumbled out in fragments. “I know—I heard you say it. I just—God, I thought maybe you… wanted it? Or it was okay for a second? I got confused.”

“Relax,” Jess said, quick and cool. “I’m a big girl. We fucked. You finished. That’s the whole story.”

The bluntness knocked me sideways—relief and confusion tangling in my chest—but she didn’t blow up, and that counted for something. She stood, and as she shifted, a soft, wet little puff escaped her—a mortifying, involuntary sound that made her cheeks flare. She pressed her lips together, let out a helpless laugh, and clamped her thighs for a second before sliding her panties up, the fabric catching where she was still slick. “I’m going to bed,” she said, voice small but steady, and she headed for the door.

I gave her a few minutes before following. I didn’t trust my mouth not to make things worse. Andre was still buzzing, eyes wide, hands on his hips like he needed more air than the room had. He kept saying he was sorry, that he’d dreamed of it and hated the way it happened, and I kept telling him to breathe. The truth was ugly and simple: I had set the stage. Whatever they were feeling traced back to me.

When he finally steadied, I told him I needed to check on her, and he just nodded. I headed downstairs. She was on the edge of the bed when I opened the cabin door, elbows on her knees, gaze steady. I eased the door shut, leaned against the wall, and didn’t speak.

That silence bothered her. “More than you expected?” she asked after a beat. “You’re mad at me, aren’t you?”

I wasn’t, not exactly—though the fact that her first real orgasm had been with someone else burned hot and complicated in my gut. But that was on me too. I stared up at the ceiling, searching for something useful to say, and she stood, closed the space between us.

“Say something,” she pressed. “It went wrong. I didn’t plan it. I’m sorry. It was—God—it was so taboo it scrambled me. I had a thousand thoughts at once.”

“What made you cum like that?” I asked, the question out before I could dress it up.

She drew a breath and let it go slowly. “I don’t know—everything,” she said. “Like I said, it was taboo. Messy. Almost animal. I was nervous and turned on and scared and thrilled. It actually got me off that you were watching us, that he was in me without a condom, feeling him push deeper while I could see you touching yourself. All of it layered. And when he paused after a couple minutes—he did, you noticed that—he’d already squirted a little inside me then. I think that, plus the whole scene, pushed me over. It felt out-of-body. I didn’t know it would happen. It wasn’t one thing that did it—it was everything.”

She started to say something else, but I closed the distance and kissed her, cutting the words off her mouth. She kissed me back hard, backing toward the edge of the bed. “I want you,” she whispered against my lips, breath shaking. “God, I want you.”

I eased her down and hooked my fingers under her panties, tugging while she lifted her legs to help. The second the fabric peeled free, my brain shorted out. The crotch was soaked—heavy with slick—and strings of it clung between her and the cotton as I pulled. Her pussy was flushed and swollen, glossy with a mess that made my chest hammer. It looked like she’d been used and used again, and the sight hit me so hard I had to swallow a groan.

I already had my shorts around my knees by the time I nudged the head of my cock to her. Heat rolled off her. She was so wet it felt like I was floating, the crown slipping between her lips with almost no resistance, just warmth and the soft, obscene slide of it.

Words tumbled out of me, raw and unfiltered, and I saw the way her eyes changed as she listened. I stroked just the tip along her, lazy and cruel, and murmured, “He filled you up. You’re still dripping. Watching him stretch you—fuck—I almost lost it. Seeing it happen, seeing you take it… did you want his cum inside you?”

“Yes,” she breathed—no hesitation, just the truth in it.

I pushed in, slow at first and then all the way, burying myself in that hot, flooded heat. I couldn’t look away from the place where we met—my cock vanishing inside her, the wet shine spreading, each thrust pressing more of that slippery mix between us. Our bellies and thighs slicked together; every movement made a soft, filthy sound, and the feel of it—her clenching around me while I drove in to the hilt—was mind-blowing.

I didn’t think she could shock me anymore, but she met my dirty talk head-on. “Did you like watching him fuck me?” she breathed, eyes bright. “Did you like seeing him cum in me? How does it feel knowing it’s still inside me—can you feel it when you’re in there? God, I felt it—each pulse, it just kept squirting. Do you like knowing I’m still full of him? This is so forbidden. You just watched a man fuck your wife and make me lose it. When I knew you were okay, I wanted it. I wanted his cum.”

I don’t know if she kept talking. I blanked out the second the wave hit me. My body locked and I spilled into her, hard and helpless. She rolled her hips with each twitch, like she could pull more out of me, and every time I thought I’d finished, another hot spasm wrung a little more from me.

I slid out, watched a glossy spill follow, then pressed back in, greedy for the heat. We lay like that, breathing against each other’s mouths, trading small kisses while our bodies made slow, slippery sounds. Every little shift mixed us more, a slick, obscene warmth gliding between our bellies and thighs.

After a while, Jess cupped my face and kissed me, speaking between soft presses of her mouth. “I’ll admit when I’m wrong.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You were right,” she said, voice low and certain. “I really, really enjoyed it. A lot.”

I searched my memory and couldn’t remember exactly what I’d said earlier, whether I’d claimed she’d love it or not. I only knew I hadn’t expected it to hit her this hard.

“Enjoy what?” I said, teasing, needing to hear it.

She gave me that wide-eyed, playful look. “You know, silly.”

“No, tell me,” I pushed, grinning. “Since I was right.”

She held my gaze. “Fucking Andre,” she said. “That’s what you wanted, right? For me to enjoy it?”

“Absolutely,” I blurted, probably sounding stunned. And because I needed to stake out what this meant, even as my mind struggled to imagine it beyond a single night, I added, “It was incredible. I’d love to watch him fuck you three times a day.”

Part of me wanted her to laugh and say, “Nope, once is enough.” She didn’t. Her mouth fell open in this half-shocked, half-amused way. “Oh my God, John. I know you loved it, but there’s no way I’d fuck him that much. You really liked it that much?”

The words hung there a beat; then she seemed to snap back into herself. She kissed me, gentle but firm. “I don’t think we should do it again,” she said. “Let’s not even talk about it anymore tonight. We’re married. I’m not supposed to be sleeping with other men, and you’re not supposed to enjoy watching some guy fuck me—especially without a condom. Look, you enjoyed it, I enjoyed it, he enjoyed it. Everyone was turned on, everyone came. Let’s just… leave it there.”

As the adrenaline eased, I knew she was right. We were still us, still married, and making this a one-off felt like the only sane rule left. Even that would make tomorrow awkward enough.

We finally drifted toward bed. I didn’t go back topside like I usually did; I lay there staring into the dim cabin, trying to figure out how I was supposed to look Andre in the eye come morning. When we woke, muscle memory took over and I reached for her, half-hard and hopeful, but she slipped out from under my arm and headed straight for the bathroom without a word.

I decided to head topside and try to smooth whatever awkward edges there might be between us and Andre. As soon as I stepped onto the deck, I spotted him on the scuba platform, hair damp, a grin already in place. “Morning,” he called. “I snagged some red snapper—you two are gonna love it.”

“Andre, about last night,” I started, words rushing to fill the space. “I hope you don’t think poorly of us. We just—”

He lifted a hand. “Hey. Ocean air, too many drinks, weird circumstances… pick one. We’re fine. Honestly, I’m just glad you didn’t come up here to throw me overboard.”

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding and admitted what I needed to. I’d had too much to drink; I’d let a fantasy run wild; Jess had been pulled along by it. The whole messy confession tumbled out.

He ended up reassuring me. Said things happen, said it didn’t make us bad people, said he actually respected how we handled it—that it probably meant our bond was stronger than we realized. It felt like a roof lifting off my chest. I knew we’d have to do this again once Jess joined us, but for the moment, the air tasted clean.

Ten minutes later, she came up the ladder. To my surprise, she didn’t even glance at the tension I’d expected to be hovering around us. No embarrassment, no awkward detour—just a bright hello and a stretch toward the sun like any other morning. I waited for some cue, some closing line to wrap it all up, but she gave me the gift of normalcy instead. I decided to accept it.

The day unspooled like a postcard—breakfast, a trip ashore, wandering through broken stone and heat-shimmered ruins. By evening we were at the dinghy, salt stiff in our hair, the light going syrupy behind the palm line, when Jess said, “God, let’s get a room on the beach. Real showers. Food and drinks brought to us. Wouldn’t that be a perfect reset?”

Andre didn’t miss a beat. “Thank you,” he said, laughing. “I was hoping someone would say it. I didn’t want to push, but once I’m in port I hardly live on the boat.”

“Settled,” Jess said. “Let’s grab our stuff and come back.” She wrapped Andre in a quick, happy hug. “Thanks for having us on this trip, buddy.” She flashed that knockout smile and rested her bare feet on his thigh like it was the most natural thing in the world. I’d been trying to let the day rinse last night out of me, but the small things—her toes on his leg, the way he leaned in—kept tipping me back into the fantasy.

Andre chuckled. “I think the world of you two. You’re like family. Pleasure’s all mine.”

The run to shore took maybe half an hour. By the time we hit the dock, Jess had found a second wind. “Let’s go out,” she said. “I want to wear that sundress we bought today.”

Andre was a yes before she’d finished the sentence. I didn’t mind—sea breeze, a table facing the water, something easy to drink sounded like medicine. I was still a little wrecked from the night before; if she was too, she hid it well. He and I were dressed in minutes. Jess took longer, and the real bathroom—the steam, the mirror, the clean light—must’ve felt like luxury.

When she came out in the mini sundress and slip-on four-inch heels, it punched the breath out of both of us.

“Oh my God,” she laughed, catching our faces. “I can practically feel you staring. I’m going to take that as a compliment.”

“Sweetheart, you drive men nuts,” Andre said, easy as a smile.

She grinned. “Not trying to drive all men nuts—just my two favorite ones who love me.”

We all laughed, though something in me snagged on the phrasing and then let go. We headed downstairs to the bar and drifted to the back patio, where the music was soft and the air tasted like salt. No table service; you fetched your own, so we started slow.

After a while I went up for another round. Standing at the bar, I glanced back and saw Jess slip off a heel and place her foot in Andre’s hand, like he’d asked. I couldn’t hear a word from thirty feet away, just saw their mouths moving—hers bright with a giggle, then a little shake of her head that said no while her smile said maybe. It was innocent as a snapshot, but it was also exactly how the last time had begun.

The longer I waited, the more it needled me. I drifted to the far side of the bar and waited there, watching them through a screen of plants. From that angle they couldn’t see me. Our table sat tucked away enough that if something did happen, it wouldn’t take much to hide it.

Jess straightened a little and glanced toward the spot at the bar where she’d last seen me. I could read the shape of her mouth: not sure where he went. I stayed put, watching. Andre brought his hand up to shield his lips and leaned in, talking low. Whatever he said made her mouth fall open in a small, shocked smile; she giggled and shook her head, the word no forming without sound.

He kept going. The playfulness drained from her face, replaced by a thoughtful, almost careful look. She checked the bar again, scanning for me, then mirrored his gesture—hand up, head angled—and said something back. He flicked his wrist like a brush-off, and the two of them shifted into ordinary chatter, as if nothing had passed between them at all.

My gut told me they weren’t debating what beer I’d bring. When I finally walked over with the drinks, Jess looked up fast. “Where’d you go, baby? One minute you were there, the next you were gone.”

“Had to hit the men’s room,” I said lightly. “All good.”

We lingered for another hour, slow sipping and easy small talk while my thoughts paced a cage. Then Jess stretched and said, “Let’s call it early if we’re really doing a marathon tour tomorrow.”

Andre agreed right away, and I echoed him a beat later. I felt hollowed out—convinced she was setting something in motion with him and hating that the fear turned me on. We left the bar and headed back to the hotel, comfortably buzzed, no one sloppy.

In the room, my worry spun into a plan before I could talk myself down. It wasn’t what I’d intended—sharing a suite wasn’t the point—but the place was big enough, and Andre had already claimed the fold-out in the living room. I moved to the windows and drew the drapes and blinds wide. Not for the breeze. For sightlines.

I needed a reason to split us up, just long enough to learn whether the gravity between them was real or only in my head. If this was happening, it was my fault—my fantasy had lit the match. If I’d left it alone, maybe it would’ve stayed smoke.

“Oh, shit,” I said, letting urgency into my voice. “I left my running shoes on the boat. I can’t hike Mexican hills in flip-flops.”

Andre, being Andre, immediately stood. “No, no—I’ll go. I should check everything’s locked, anyway.”

“I’ve got it,” I cut in, fast. “I’ll lock up. Not a problem.” I turned to Jess. “Walk me down?”

She answered before I’d finished the question. “Sure.” And we headed for the door together.

We’d barely cleared the stairwell door when I caught her and kissed her hard, pinning her back to the cool wall. She melted into it, mouth opening, breath catching, and my hand slid under her dress. Her panties were warm against my fingers; she arched to meet me, a soft “mm—yes” breaking against my lips as I pressed two fingers along her slick seam and eased inside. She grabbed my wrist and pulled me deeper, whispering, “Oh my God—hurry back, baby. Don’t be long. Maybe… maybe don’t even go.”

I needed reassurance and reached for it the wrong way, chasing the edge where fear and heat blur. I kissed her harder, fingers working, and said, low and reckless, “I want him to fuck you while I’m gone. I want you full of his cum when I get back.” She didn’t answer—she just gasped, eyes on mine, riding my hand, rolling her hips like the words themselves pushed her closer. I pushed further. “I want you to cum on his big cock while he spills in you.”

Still nothing—no refusal, no flinch—only the hitch of her breath and that desperate grind. Panic and hunger tangled in me; I needed to hear a no and couldn’t stop. I slid a third finger in, slow but firm, and her face tore open with confusion and bliss, a helpless sound spilling from her throat as she clutched my shoulders. “I’m not even going back to the boat,” I rasped. “I want you to fuck him now. And when he’s done—when he’s cum inside you—I want to walk you down to the beach and watch you pick a man and make him lose it too. Let’s see how many men you can make cum.”

My mouth kept going—“And then I want to watch them—” —but she cut me off with a trembling gasp, eyes closed, head tipped back. “God, that’s so nasty—so dirty… Andre first, right?”

The floor fell out from under me. I knew that voice, that look—she meant it.

“Y-yeah,” I managed. “Let’s… start with Andre.”

She opened her eyes, fierce and shining, and cupped my face. “Oh my God, I love you,” she breathed.

I felt her pulse around my fingers; the words hit like heat.

“I thought you were insane,” she said, a shaky laugh catching in her throat, “but I can’t believe how much it turns me on that you actually want it.”

My mouth went dry. “I do,” I said, uselessly honest.

“Really, really want it,” she whispered, searching my face. “That watching me does this to you.”

My hand tightened at her hip, holding her there, needing her to feel how hard I was.

“It’s so wrong,” she said, voice dropping. “So filthy. We’re not supposed to do this, baby.”

I nodded once, because the wrongness was half the spark.

“And now,” she went on, breath stuttering as she rocked on my hand, “I can’t look at a normal guy without imagining him inside me while you watch.”

I swallowed, the image burning bright and impossible to hide from.

“That’s still okay, right?” she asked, eyes locked on mine.

Wanting your wife to indulge your fantasy is one thing; hearing her embrace it—say she’s okay with it, even turned on by it—is another thing entirely. That’s a pill you have to swallow if you keep going down this road.

There’s a safety in reluctance. When she hesitates, you feel like you’re still steering. But listening to her answer every wild thing I threw at her with interest instead of outrage, I felt myself backpedal—scared she meant it, scared she liked it.

“Incredible,” I said, trying to sound casual and failing. “You’d really… fuck Andre and then go down to the beach and take those other guys?”

Her eyes flashed, a quick shock, then heat. “Yes,” she said. “I would. Can you imagine that many guys having me—doing me—while you watch?”

I went silent, gut twisting.

She laughed, touching my chest. “Oh my God, you’re so easy. I’m kidding. I wouldn’t do that.”

Then she gave me a wicked little look. “At least not without a full night’s sleep,” she teased. “And only if you were absolutely sure you wanted it.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but she beat me to it, still smiling. “Your face. I’m teasing, baby. I’d never do that.”

Relief hit so hard I had to breathe through it. She softened, serious now. “You realize I don’t always know when you’re serious, though. I mean, let’s not forget: I had sex with another man because you wanted it. If you were okay with one, it’s not crazy to wonder if you’d want more. So when you talk about multiple men, I… kind of think you might mean it.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Yes, I wanted you to fuck Andre. You did it for me. But the idea of you doing anything without me there—God, even thinking about it—messed me up. I know that sounds twisted after everything, but it bothered me.”

I braced for the backlash that didn’t come.

“Listen,” she said quietly. “I slept with him because I love you. As wild as it sounded at first, if it made you happy—if it aroused you, satisfied you—I wanted to give you that. I love you, and because I love you, no, I wouldn’t do it without you knowing or wanting it.”

Calm settled over us, a clean, shared breath. I saw it land for her too: the boundary, the limit, the reassurance. She understood where my line was; I understood she wasn’t chasing strangers—she was giving me my fantasy.

A few minutes earlier, my head had been full of images of her taking every guy within ten miles. Now I knew she was only doing it for me.


Walking Hand in Hand 


We ended up on the boardwalk steps, hands laced, her shoulder warm against mine. The ocean thudded under the planks, steady as a heartbeat. We kissed—slow, then hungrier—and when she broke away she framed my face with her palms, eyes searching. “I’ll do whatever makes you happy, baby,” she said, voice small but sure.

I was just starting to think I could live with winding the experiments down when she leaned close, mouth at my ear. “I still want to make you happy,” she whispered. “You know what I mean.”

“I know,” I said. “I heard you.”

She bit her lip, the bravado slipping. “No, I mean… tonight.”

My stomach flipped. “Okay. Like what?”

She glanced away, then back, cheeks coloring. “What you said a few minutes ago—some of it sounded like you weren’t just talking.”

I understood, but I still asked softly, “What are you thinking? I don’t want you doing anything you don’t want.”

She folded forward, elbows on her knees, hands over her face for a few seconds, breathing. When she straightened, she shook her head at herself and let out a nervous laugh. “I only want to if you want me to. And I think… you do. We’ve talked about it so much that now I can’t stop thinking about it. God, that sounds awful. I’m not saying it right.”

“You’re saying it fine,” I said.

She looked at me through her lashes, a tentative smile tugging. “Maybe I try something new. Maybe I… maybe I’ll let a guy cum in my mouth.” She swallowed. “I know I don’t exactly give head much, and I know I’ve never swallowed. I hate the taste. I’ve not swallowed since college, only tried it twice and that was enough to know. But the idea of you seeing it—me on my knees, his cock in my mouth—” She shook her head, embarrassed and turned on all at once. “I thought maybe that would do it for you. Watching me as he … finished… maybe that would do it even more.”

“That does sound incredible,” I said carefully, “but you hate cum in your mouth. You always have.”

“I know,” she cut in, quick and quiet. “I know. But this would be for you. I think I can do it for you.” She drew a breath, steadying. “It’s just cum and… well, it’s safer in my mouth and stomach than other places I can think of.”

She cut me off again, grinning nervously, her knees bouncing. “I didn’t say I crave cum in my mouth,” she said. “I said I want to make you happy. I’d do it if you wanted me to. Would it… excite you to see a man finish in my mouth?”

It landed hard, and the part of me that still wanted to test the edges answered first. “God, yeah—that would be amazing. You’d really let a guy cum in your mouth?”

She rolled her eyes, that wry little smile. “I’m not new to giving head, babe. I do it—just not all the time. You know I hate the taste. I’ve never swallowed.” She hesitated, then added, softer, “But if I could do it for you… maybe I could push through it.”

That flipped something in me—from probing her limits to wanting proof. Even with me, she’d always pulled away before the finish, grimacing and reaching for a towel. Salty, slimy, aftertaste—her words.

“Okay,” I said carefully. “So you’d do it. But it’ll still be salty and slimy, right?”

“Probably,” she said with a small, helpless laugh.

“And you’d swallow?”

She glanced down at the boards, thinking it through. “I can do it,” she said at last. “If you want me to.”

She looked back up, chewing her lip. “Do you want me to? I can take him out and let him finish on my chest… or inside me.”

I didn’t answer. I kissed her instead, and while we kissed, a thousand versions of the same image ran through my head until I couldn’t hold the words back. I leaned to her ear. “I want to see it. If you decide you can take it—in your mouth—that would be… incredible.”

She pulled back, serious now. “I’ll do a guy orally,” she said. “And you can tell me while it’s happening if you’re okay with it—or if you want him to finish somewhere else.”

I was so wound up I could barely string a sentence together. “If you’re on your knees… I don’t think I want some guy fucking you too,” I stammered. “Andre was different—that was its own thing. We can still be adventurous without rolling the dice. It turns me on just seeing a guy react to you, full stop. And, yeah—thinking about a guy blowing a load deep in your pussy makes me crazy. But we don’t know anything about those guys on the beach. Who knows what a nineteen- or twenty-year-old down there could be carrying.”

She slanted me a look. “That’s twice you’ve brought up the beach boys,” she said, quiet but pointed. “Sounds like there’s something you want that you’re not saying. Either way, if we’re doing this, we need to move. Andre’s going to wonder where we are. You’re supposed to be at the boat or already on your way back, and God knows what he thinks I’m doing.”

“Go back to the room,” I said. “Tell him we want some time alone on the boat—that I haven’t left yet. He’s already nervous about us being out here. The last thing I need is him coming to check on us and catching you with a guy’s cock in your mouth.”

She nodded. “Okay.” She squeezed my hand and slipped off.

Five minutes later she was back, a little breathless. “He said it doesn’t matter how long we’re out—just make sure we put the dinghy back and give them this. It’ll keep the dinghy safe. And be careful.”

She pressed a folded twenty into my hand. I slid it into my pocket and pulled her against me, chin in her hair for a beat before I leaned back. “You’re sure you’re okay with this?” I asked. “I don’t want you doing something you hate just to please me. I want you to want it—for more than me.”

She held my gaze, a shy, crooked smile warming her mouth. “I don’t hate it,” she said. “Thinking about it actually makes me a little horny.” Her shoulder brushed mine; the ocean thudded under the boards. “I’m human too.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to steady the heat in my voice. “You’re sure?”

She kissed me once—quick, firm—then drew back and whispered, “Close your eyes.”

I did. Impatient, I cracked them a heartbeat later and caught her lifting a small aerosol with a slim applicator. She thought I was still playing along; the can hissed as she filled it halfway. I let my lids snap shut when she glanced up, and she came back to kiss me again, slower this time, while her other hand vanished beneath the hem of her dress. I felt the soft bump of her wrist against my thigh as she guided the applicator between her legs; her breath hitched, and then the quiet plunge as she pushed the foam deep inside her pussy.

“I thought we were just talking about oral,” I murmured against her mouth, the taste of salt and metal in the air.

“I know.” Her voice was matter-of-fact, almost tender. “But afterward—you’re probably going to want something more. Something that involves a bare cock inside me.” She slid the applicator free, wiped it with a tissue from her pocket, and tucked the spent can in her palm. “Better to have it and not need it than need it and not have it. And with how this gets you—gets us—it’d be too easy to get careless and let someone cum in me.”

She flicked the empty can to the side of the boardwalk with a nervous grin, like a kid ditching contraband. “Just a precaution,” she said, eyes flicking up to mine. “Not for their cum—yours.”

The words landed low in my belly. My pulse kicked; the guardrails in my head rattled. I searched her face, wanting to be certain I wasn’t dragging her someplace she didn’t want to go. “Is this all about me?” I asked, thumb tracing the edge of her jaw. “I’m ten times more turned on if I know you’re enjoying it too.”

She paused, then let out a breath. “I don’t know, baby—what do you want me to say? If a man’s cock is moving in my hand or in my mouth—or anywhere—yeah, it turns me on a little. With Andre, it felt wrong at first because it wasn’t you. But when I saw you—when you were watching and touching yourself—I knew you wanted it. That made it feel okay. More than okay. It got me really, really turned on.”

“I even felt guilty about how much it was doing to me,” she went on, quieter. “I felt dirty… and I liked feeling dirty. And the look on your face when he finished in me—oh my God—that’s what pushed me. I could see you knew he was about to cum. I felt him get big and deep, and when his hips jerked there was this hot rush, and I knew it was driving you crazy knowing it was happening inside me. And, yeah, the size thing—seeing how big he was in me, especially without a condom—that hit you too. It was as taboo as it gets.”

Halfway through, I took her hand and started steering us toward the beach. My whole body was humming; she felt it and squeezed my fingers, like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. I had no idea if anything would actually happen down there.

The guys watching the dinghies might just think we were drunk tourists and point us back to the hotel. But I kept glancing at Jess’s legs, her bare feet on the boards, and it was hard to imagine we’d walk away with nothing.

At the dim launch, the nineteen-year-old who seemed to be in charge looked up and tried out his careful English. “You ready to go back to the boat?”

“Not yet,” I said. “We wanted to hang out with you for a bit.”

He blinked, surprised but polite. “Are you sure? We love company, but no one wants to spend time here. This is… the ugly part of the beach. We can launch your boat?”

“No,” I said, smiling. “We just want to sit with you guys.”

“Gracias,” he said, brightening. “We never get company. You are with the grande forty, fifty foot lady offshore? Beautiful boat. The best in the harbor. You must be proud.”

“It’s Andre’s,” I started to say, and he nodded before I finished.

“Sí, Andre,” he said. “A good man. He has been here before.”

It was impossible to tell how many times Andre had come here, but the fact that they knew him settled something in me. If nothing else, we weren’t strangers to them. Two of the five boys started stacking driftwood and palm fronds, coaxing a spark until it caught and then surged into a proper blaze.

They were an odd, capable crew. The one who seemed in charge—maybe nineteen, twenty—said he’d been watching the rich folks’ boats since he was twelve. There were more moorings than he could ever guard alone, so he’d brought on four friends, each scraping a living off the quiet, unspoken twenty-dollar-a-trip fee. After a few minutes with them, I understood why people paid it.

While we talked, three kept feeding the bonfire until it threw heat you could feel in your chest. Another vanished into the dark and reappeared with two tents, pitching them with this smooth, practiced speed that would make a career soldier nod. You could tell he’d done it every night for years—hands moving without thinking, lines taut, pegs set right on the first try.

We hadn’t come down here to start anything, not really. Whatever we said to each other alone, neither of us was the type to flip a switch with strangers. The longer we sat, the more it felt like we’d just pass a quiet hour and wander back. We learned their names, their ages—four were twenty; the youngest, an eighteen-year-old kid, was someone’s little brother who grinned like he was happy to be included.

About half an hour in, the leader tossed a few words to the guy nearest the tents—get the tequila—and the kid trotted off. When he returned with a bottle, I had this fleeting thought that we could leave right now and the whole night would stay as innocent as it looked.

Up to that point you’d never guess we’d come down here with anything in our heads besides salt air and small talk. It was easy, almost domestic—the fire cracking, the tents breathing in the breeze, the boys teasing each other in low voices. The youngest set the bottle down with a proud little flourish, and the leader smiled, gesturing toward us. “Let our guests drink first.”

He passed me the bottle, and I took it out of courtesy, tipping it back for a quick swig. Straight tequila and I have never been friends; even that mouthful burned all the way down. I handed it to the one in charge—Michael—who shook his head with a smile. “No, no. The lady first, please.”

Still wearing my best tequila grimace, I passed it to Jess. She waved it off, and all five guys groaned and cajoled her like older cousins at a barbecue. She was already riding a soft buzz from earlier; I couldn’t tell if she’d cave. After a minute of good-natured heckling, she lifted the bottle and took a pull. I watched the neck bubble as she actually swallowed, then watched her face crumple in disbelief.

“Oh my God,” she rasped, sucking in air. “Why do people drink that?”

Everyone cracked up. “Very good,” one said, clapping. “Better than your husband!”

The bottle made a few laps the same way—grimaces, cheers, a little swagger each time it came around—and somehow we were staring at glass that had been full an hour ago and was now bone-dry. No problem; they had more. Judging by the stash, most of their earnings went to food and tequila, and tonight it was flowing like water.

About an hour in, with the fire throwing heat and all of us thoroughly drunk, Jess tapped my shoulder. “I have to pee,” she said, blinking. “Where am I supposed to go?”

Michael pointed toward the darker edge of the camp. “Behind the tents, in the little ravine. Or back at the hotel.”

Jess got to her feet and wobbled, which answered that. I stood quickly and slipped an arm around her as we picked our way over the soft sand.

“I’m so tired,” she murmured, leaning into me. “We should go. Or are we still…?”

“No,” I said, sobered by the tilt in her voice. “We should go. We’ve had too much. We’ll get ready to leave.”

She ducked behind the tents, and when she came back we started toward the fire again. Halfway there she eased off my arm and veered toward the canvas, hand out like she needed a wall. “I need to lie down for a minute before we leave,” she said. “Tell me when we’re heading out. Just a few minutes.”

She ducked into a tent and flopped onto a folded-out sleeping bag. We all laughed, and Michael waved it off. “She’s fine. We’ll sleep outside if we have to, or the other tent. Come back—we have more to drink.”

From inside, Jess mumbled, incredibly drunk, “I’m okay… just let me sleep right here.”

I left her there and rejoined the fire, drinking too much, talking about nothing. Thirty minutes later I headed to the ravine to piss, and the fantasy hit me hard—one of them touching her, or at least feeling the heat of her body. Even with that running in my head, I knew I wasn’t the guy who wanted anything to happen if she wasn’t awake and on board. It had to be with her knowledge, or not at all.

I zipped up, walked back toward the blaze, then peeled left and slipped into the tent. The others sat barely ten feet away; I heard a couple of low comments—“Look, look”—in English and Spanish as the firelight pulsed through the canvas.

Inside, my eyes adjusted. Jess lay on her left side, knees tucked, arms around her shins, her panties visible beneath the hem of her skirt. I touched her knee, gentle. “Jess?”

She stirred, breath thick, and a blurred version of my name fell from her mouth. I eased her onto her back and bent close. “Hey. You okay?”

Her eyes opened, soft and glassy but focused. “Mm-hmm.” She slid her palm over mine at the back of her knee, guided it a little higher, and whispered, “Don’t stop.”

I cradled both knees and slowly opened her thighs. My cock surged, pressing hard against the leg of my shorts. Firelight washed the tent in a low amber, and the sight of her—skirt rucked, panties stretched tight over her—stole my breath.

Outside, a couple of voices murmured again. I glanced toward the open flap and back to her. “You sure?” I asked quietly. “They can see.”

Her mouth curved; she pulled my wrist in closer and lifted her hips in answer. “I know,” she breathed. “I want you.”

Heat rolled through me. At the tent’s threshold, with the fire throwing shadows across her skin, I slid both hands up under her skirt and, heart pounding, began to draw her panties from under her ass.

I brought her knees together and eased her panties down to mid-calf, then worked them off, one foot and then the other. I flicked them toward the flap; they landed outside in the sand. No catcalls—just a hush that told me they were watching.

I turned and saw them clustered a step or two from the opening, not pushing in, just angling for a better look. In hindsight, I’d made it unmistakable—undressing her in full view, not hiding a thing.

I faced her again, pretending they weren’t there, and thumbed open my shorts. Once they slid to my knees, I parted her thighs and leaned down between them, kissing her—slow, soft, not rushing her. Five, six seconds passed before she stirred and kissed back, a sleepy sound in her throat as her hand found my shoulder and tugged me closer.

“Jess,” I whispered, checking her eyes.

She blinked up at me, glassy but focused. “I want you,” she murmured, fingers curling at my neck.

I braced on my left elbow, guided my right hand between us, and stroked along her heat. She opened for me, hips tilting, and I set the crown at her entrance and pressed. She arched, a breath catching on my name, then slid her feet up the backs of my thighs and planted them on my ass, opening in a way that made my head spin.

I started shallow—one-, two-inch strokes—listening to her breath quicken, feeling her tug me deeper. In a few more seconds I was buried to the hilt, drawing back and filling her again, nerves and hunger tangling as I moved. I kept it steady, stealing glances at where we met—my cock disappearing inside her, the slick pull as I pushed home.

After another minute or two, I lifted my head and glanced toward the door. All of them were crouched there now, quiet and intent, eyes fixed on us.

I was utterly blinded by the alcohol and even more by the heat in my head—fucking her while imagining other hands on her. I pulled out sharply and slid higher along her side, the canvas whispering under my knees, the fire’s breath warming the tent. In that madness, I guided the head of my cock to her lips. She turned toward me, eyes hazy but intent, lips parting like she’d been expecting me there. The crown slipped between them and her tongue met me—tentative for a heartbeat, then sure, a slow, welcoming stroke that made my stomach drop.

Outside, the boys had gone quiet. Seeing their faces at the flap—seeing what they saw: her thighs open to the night, the soft gleam between her legs, the wrecked look on my face—sent a jolt through me. She took a longer breath, relaxed her jaw, and edged forward, letting me in deeper. I felt the angle shift, the velvet pressure of her throat as she swallowed around me, and my hand tightened in her hair without meaning to. She hummed, a low, approving sound that I felt all the way down.

“Easy,” I whispered, breath fraying, and she answered by wrapping one hand around the base of me, stroking as she drew me in slow, then easing off to tease the tip, tongue circling. Each move was deliberate, a little show for me and for the shadowed audience I pretended not to see. I rocked carefully into her mouth, savoring the slick heat, the way her lips shined when she slipped back to breathe. Her free hand slid to her own thigh and nudged her knee wider, an unspoken yes that made my pulse hammer.

I lifted my chin toward the open flap and pointed between her legs—an invitation, not a command—watching her face for any flicker of doubt. She looked up at me with that glazed, hungry focus and gave the smallest nod, then took me deep again, as if to underline it. I half expected Michael to move first, to step in on practiced confidence, but it was the youngest who reacted—the eighteen-year-old with the watchful eyes. He glanced at her, then at me, as if asking a last time, and when I didn’t stop him he shoved his shorts down, nerves and eagerness fighting across his face, and ducked into the tent with a care that surprised me.

He paused at her calves, palms open, not touching yet, and the firelight threw his profile across the canvas—sharp nose, taut throat, the quick flare of breath. Jess shifted her hips in silent permission. He eased forward onto his knees and reached for his waistband, fumbling once before he freed himself. In the glow I could see him clearly: a dark, thick shaft that matched my length, heavy balls swaying as he settled between her knees. A wet shine beaded at the head—pre-cum catching the light—proof he’d been hard and thinking about this long before he crossed the threshold.

He was a dark-skinned Latino man—nineteen, maybe twenty—with a steady, cautious look. He hovered between her thighs for a beat, fumbling like time had slowed.

I stared between my wife’s open legs at the swollen head of his cock, an inch from her entrance, and felt a hard pause. For a second I thought I could still stop it—that we could walk back to the hotel with what we already had: the most erotic thing we’d ever let happen.

Before the thought finished, he leaned in. Jess flicked her eyes up at me, gave a small nod, and tipped her hips in clear invitation. I watched the crown part her and slide inside. He wasn’t tentative—young, urgent, all momentum—and I didn’t say a word. Part of me wanted exactly this.

She let out a sharp breath around my cock and kept me there, lips warm, one hand anchoring on my thigh. He set his knees, back bowed, and began to move—short, hungry strokes that deepened as slick gathered along his shaft. Firelight licked her belly; the soft wet sounds between her legs made my skin prickle. Jess’s fingers curled in the canvas beside her, then she lifted her heels to his hips, opening wider, a breathy “yes” spilling against me.

Maybe thirty seconds after he bottomed out, I saw him start to come apart. His breathing broke into rough, loud sounds; his face tightened, teeth bared, hips driving hard as his spine locked. It was the look of a body past control, and I knew he was spilling inside her.

The instant she felt it, her mouth softened on me and a tiny sound feathered against the head of my cock—“Umm… ahhmm.”

He kept pulsing inside her for what felt like a full minute, hips giving those small, insistent aftershocks like his body was trying to press the very last drops as deep as possible. Then his whole frame loosened; he pulled out in a sharp, shaky breath.

I held still in my wife’s mouth, fighting the urge to lose it. Needing to feel what had just happened, I slid two fingers between her thighs and into her, and the heat and slick made my knees go weak. When I eased back a little, a thick ribbon of cum threatened to slip toward the curve of her ass. I gathered it with my fingertips, stroked it back to her entrance, and pushed in again. By the time I withdrew, his cum glazed her lips and thighs, a messy shine that made my head swim.





The Aroma

The tent filled with the heavy, unmistakable scent of sex. She moaned softly around me and lifted her hips, and when I glanced up, another man—one of the group, clearly over eighteen—was already on his knees at the flap, eyes flicking from her face to mine as if to ask. Jess let my cock slip from her mouth long enough to breathe a breathy “yes,” then tipped her hips toward him.

I pulled my fingers free and, for a heartbeat, spread the slick across her mound, an obscene little circle that made her gasp. He took that as his cue. Bracing with one hand, he lined himself up and drove in with a single, slow, decisive thrust until his hips met her, balls settling against her.

Firelight fell cleanly between her legs, and I saw sticky threads stretch from her to the hair at his base, proof of what the first had left inside her. The reality of how bare and reckless this all was hit me hard—no barriers, no brakes—insanity by any sober measure. And still I let it happen, caught in the gravity of it.

He found his rhythm quickly, the same mounting urgency, that familiar look gathering in his face as he picked up pace. Something in me snapped to the surface, and the words tore out before I knew I was speaking: “Not inside her, not inside her.”

As I finished saying it, he answered with his whole body—spine bowing, hips driving hard—while a raw, torn sound ripped out of his throat: “Ooohhh… mmm… aaahhh—ah—ah—” He pushed so deep the cords in his neck stood out, every muscle locked like he couldn’t bear to lose even a fraction of that contact. Whatever I’d tried to tell him, he didn’t hear it or couldn’t obey; pure instinct had him buried to the hilt, holding there, spilling, shaking.

Jess’s breath broke around me, a stuttering rush against the head of my cock. Her hands clawed lightly at the canvas under her, then slid to my thigh, gripping, hips tipping to take him. Heat poured through the tent—alcohol on his breath, the salt of sweat, the thick, unmistakable scent rising from between her legs. The wet sounds were obscene and beautiful. I watched his stomach flutter, watched his face pinch and then go slack in that helpless, spent way that tells you exactly what’s happening inside the woman you love.

He stayed pressed to her for a beat that felt endless, little aftershocks running through him, like his body kept trying to press the last pulses as deep as it could. Then the tension went out of his shoulders. He exhaled, eyes glassy, and eased back an inch, then another. A glossy string clung from her to the hair at his base and snapped as he slipped free.

Another man was already moving—shorts kicked away, expression tight with nerves and need. He knelt at the flap first, glanced to me, then to her, like he was asking without words. Jess let my cock slide from her mouth long enough to suck in air, turned her head, and met his eyes. “It’s okay,” she breathed, barely more than a whisper, and lifted her heels to the sides of his hips.

I slid my hand down between her thighs and felt the heat, the slick, the mess of it. The thought hit me—insane, but there all the same—that with what was already inside her, adding more wouldn’t change anything. It was a lie I chose, because everything in me wanted to see it, to see her take him too.

He braced with one hand, lined himself up with the other, and pushed. Not a jab—one slow, deciding thrust that didn’t stop until his hips met her and his balls settled to her skin. Firelight fell cleanly between her legs and showed everything: the shine on his shaft as he bottomed out, the sticky threads that caught at her and at the hair at his base, proof of what the first had left. The blindness of it hit me—no barrier, no brakes. Any sane thought we’d had earlier had walked out into the night with the breeze.

He found a rhythm quickly, shallow at first, then deeper, faster, his breath turning to harsh pulls as that same look gathered in his face—the look of a man rolling toward the point of no return. Jess’s fingers curled, then slid up to my wrist; she drew me back to her mouth, took me in again, and moaned around me as his pace climbed. The feeling of her throat and the sight of that wet, relentless slide between her thighs made my skull buzz.

“Hey,” I heard myself say, too late, voice rough and useless. “Not inside her—don’t… not inside her.”

He either didn’t hear or couldn’t stop. His back arched; his hips drove hard and held, everything in him straining. A torn groan burst out of him—long, ragged, broken into syllables as his body locked and emptied. Jess’s mouth softened on me; a tiny “mm—ahh” trembled against the tip of my cock as she felt it happen, heat and pressure surging inside her. He stayed there, buried and shaking, like he wanted to pin the last of himself in place, and then—finally—he shuddered out the end of it and sagged, breathless.

He withdrew in a slow, sticky pull, and another shape was already crowding the doorway, naked, hovering, eyes flicking from me to her, asking. I slid my palm over her mound in a slow, slippery circle, the mix coating my fingers, and felt the world tilt again.

I bent to her ear. “Do you want to keep going?” I asked, barely a voice.

She turned her head, pupils blown wide in the firelight, and the corner of her mouth lifted. “Do you want me to keep going?”

There wasn’t a choice left in me. “Yes,” I said, the word thick and certain. “I want them all inside you.”

They took turns with her—one after another—and each finished deep inside, bare and shaking. When the last man, Michael, finally pulled free, I slipped between her thighs and the sight stopped me cold. In the firelight her pussy was slightly open, and a slow, milky stream eased from her, glistening as it traced down the curve of her ass.

It gathered in the hollow where her cheeks met the sleeping bags—a thick, clotted pool that didn’t seem real. The volume was unreal, like someone had poured a jar of white heat over her and rubbed it across her cunt and belly. Every tiny shift of her hips pressed another heavy bead from inside, a glossy rope that slid down her inner cheeks and smeared across her skin.

I don’t know what part of me took over—booze, shock, pure desire—but my hand moved before I could think. I scooped the mess with my fingers, drew it toward the seam of her body, and slid it back up, pushing it into her in slow, shaking strokes until my knuckles kissed her heat. The smell of sex was thick; the tent crackled with the fire’s breath; my heart hammered like I’d been running.

I shifted to climb over her—helpless, ready to lose myself in what they’d left—when she lifted onto her elbows, eyes bleary but focused, and let out a hoarse, incredulous laugh. “Oh my God,” she whispered. “I can’t believe a simple blowjob turned into me getting gang-fucked.”

She blinked, wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist, and shook her head once. “We need therapy,” she said, half-groan, half-giggle. “Married people don’t do this.”

I didn’t say a word. A dozen thoughts crashed through me at once. First—thank God—she was aware enough to know exactly what had just happened. Second: holy hell, my wife had willingly taken five men and let them finish in her, every one of them. And last, loudest of all: please, don’t let her get pregnant.

She pulled me in, slow and deliberate, and kissed me. Her mouth was warm, tasting of smoke and salt, and when she broke for breath she whispered, “Please make love to me. Not just fuck me. I want you to make love to me. I love you so much. You probably don’t even want me anymore. Can you… after all that?”

I propped up on one arm and reached with the other to line myself up. I was harder than I can ever remember—my cock so tight it ached—and I had to move carefully or I’d blow instantly. I eased forward into the warm, filthy slick between her thighs. The mix on her skin, the heat of her opening, the soft give as she took my cock—it all wrapped around me at once. I sank in slowly while we kissed, her hands sliding up my back, and it felt like falling into something bottomless and familiar at the same time.

She was so wet I could barely feel her usual tightness—just heat, slick, and the obscene glide of my cock inside her. I kept the rhythm unhurried, trying to make it tender the way she’d asked, stopping to breathe whenever the edge hit too hard. She cupped my face, then my shoulders, then gripped my hips, holding me close each time I paused.

We moved like that for long, shaky minutes—me fighting the edge, her holding me there—listening to the soft, filthy sounds our bodies made. When another wave rose in me, she felt it too; her breath went quick and light, she hooked her hands behind my ass, and opened wider, drawing my cock deeper with a breathy, urgent “yes.”

I tried to hang on—just a few more seconds—but one glance down wrecked me. The base of my cock was glazed in cum, the smell of sex thick and sweet, and that was it. My body took over. Pleasure tore through me so hard it bordered on pain; each pulse hammered out of me like my cock was trying to claw past the others, to get there first, and I groaned into her mouth as I filled her.

She wouldn’t let me pull out. Her hands stayed at my ass, coaxing me to stay buried, to spill every last drop inside her. I collapsed into the cradle of her body and breathed, heart thundering, a hot wash of regret already crowding the edges of the high.

We lay there quietly while my pulse slowed. Every so often she tightened around my cock, a small, deliberate flex, and let out a soft exhale. I stared at the dark curve of her cheek and tried to read her thoughts. I had no idea what was going through her head—what it felt like to lie there full of cum, full of so many other men’s cum and mine on top—and the not knowing pressed on my chest like a hand.

I rolled onto her left side and my half-hard, slick cock slid out of her with a wet little pull. I couldn’t stop myself—I slid my hand back between her thighs and just felt. She was a sloppy, hot mess, wetter than I’d ever known her, and my fingers moved through her pussy lips like they were greased, three at a time gliding just inside without effort.

Even with the regret gnawing at me, I rubbed that slick up her body—ass to mound to belly—breathing in the heavy, sweet-stale scent of cum until it filled my head. At some point the world tilted and went soft at the edges, and I either fell asleep or simply blacked out.

I don’t know how long I was out. I snapped awake with a start and reached for her—nothing. Cold sheet. My chest seized. She wasn’t beside me. She wasn’t in the tent at all.

Panic lit me up. I slipped out into the night, trying to be quiet, the sand cool under my feet. From the next tent came a low, steady rhythm of moans and breath and the soft thud of bodies. Given everything that had happened, it was insane to hope otherwise—but I still hoped she wasn’t being fucked.

I edged to the other flap and looked in. My fear crystallized at once: Jess lay spread for him, heels braced, a man between her legs, driving himself into her with heavy, deliberate strokes, his big nuts smacking her ass each time he seated deep. She held a pillow over her mouth herself, biting it, and every time he slammed home she let out a muffled cry that sounded achingly like yes. Her hands weren’t pushing him away—they were locked around the backs of his thighs, pulling him in.

I watched, heartbeat kicking, long enough to realize he wasn’t one of the original boys. The others were compact, five-eight at most. This guy was broader through the shoulders, bigger everywhere—six feet plus, easy.

He was taller and broader than the others—dark-skinned, heavy through the shoulders—driving into her with a hard, deliberate rhythm. As he pushed deeper he let out a strained roar, the sound raw enough to raise the hairs on my arms.

I rubbed my eyes and saw Jess drop the pillow, grab his ass with both hands, and lift her legs off the tent floor. “Oh God, yes… yes—oh God, yes—I’m so close… I’m so close… I’m so fucking close! Don’t stop, don’t stop, please don’t—sssttaa—AAAhh… AAAAAAHHHH GOD!” Her toes curled; her heels dug into the backs of his thighs. She raked her nails across him and pulled him in, went silent for a beat like the breath had been crushed out of her, then burst again into a hoarse chant: “Oh my God—oh my God—oh my God!”

He kept grunting, hips jerking, his balls smacking her as he hammered home. Every flex of his body looked like a promise to bury himself as deep as he could. Each ragged groan told me what was happening inside her—hot, hard pulses flooding a body already shaking with release. I could see her cunt tug at him, hear the wet, relentless slide, smell the dense heat of sex rolling through the tent as she clenched around his cock like she meant to wring him dry.

The others had taken their turns; this one was relentless, single-minded, and it felt endless—minutes before his tremors drained out, then more long, shuddering moments before her climax finally eased.

I couldn’t move. Frozen, I watched her fingers lock on his ass, nails glossy with cum as, now and then, she slid a hand down to guide him—his shaft framed between her index and middle finger, vanishing into her and reappearing slick. The image seared itself into me—too vivid, too exact, the kind of moment you remember down to the sounds, the heat, the second-by-second rhythm of it.

In all the turmoil, I’d already peeled off my shorts and waited just outside the tent. I heard them trying to catch their breath, scraps of words drifting out—her voice shaky with wonder. “Oh my God, I didn’t think I could orgasm like that. Did you feel it? Everything tightened so hard I thought I might pass out. I can’t believe that just happened.” He only panted, chuckled under his breath; she kept marveling, a little disbelieving. For a second I thought she might pull him back in—soft kissing sounds had started up again—but finally he said he had to work and would be back later.

When he stepped out, shorts on, I waited a minute and slipped inside. Jess had rolled onto her stomach. “It’s me,” I said, low, touching her hip. She glanced back, found my face in the firelight, and exhaled like she’d been holding that breath for minutes.

“Come here,” she whispered.

I drew her up onto her knees and she rose to meet me, opening. I slid into her in one smooth, obscene glide, my body slapping softly against her ass. The fact that she knew it was me—and still wanted me—set something loose in my chest. I reached around her waist and felt the slick heat between her legs, felt it coating my cock each time I drove in.

She took my fingers and guided them higher, smearing the mess up her belly, then pulled one into her mouth, eyes half-lidded as she sucked it clean. It was animal, thoughtless. And for reasons I can’t quite forgive in myself, it turned me on even more that she was still so stretched and slippery from what had happened before. She wasn’t pushing back; she was pliant, breathy, letting me set the pace, little sounds catching in her throat.

It hit me then—the guy before me must’ve been huge. I’d never felt her this loose, this flooded; it didn’t even feel like my wife for a moment, and the thought burned. I didn’t last long. I spilled quickly, knowing there wasn’t much left in me after earlier, and that stung too—knowing the man before had unloaded with thunder while I was giving her the dregs.

That bothered me—the size, the force, the way she’d come for him—but what dug deepest was simpler: she’d had that shattering orgasm with another man, and now, even as I moved inside her, I couldn’t shake the fear that I was the one out of step.

What was obvious, too, was that I wasn’t satisfying her at all. When I finished, I rolled her onto her back and asked, “How did you end up in this tent?”

The words barely left my mouth before she pushed up on her elbows like she’d seen a ghost. “Oh my God, baby—oh my God. When? Where did— I… you… wait.” She fixed me with a look. “Don’t act like you didn’t know. Please don’t act like you don’t know.”

My head spun. If she was throwing smoke, it was working. “Know what?” I said. “I woke up and you weren’t there.”

“Who was that guy who just fucked your brains out and made you cum like that?” I pressed, heat in my voice. “You know—the kind of orgasm you’ve never had before.”

She flinched, then set her jaw. “Stop. You know who he was as much as I do—which is to say, neither of us knew him. He woke me in the other tent. And you woke up too.” Her voice dropped, tight and shaking. “You begged me. You said you wanted me to have sex with him because, and I quote, he had a huge cock. You told me to touch it. I did. And you kept saying it—‘Fuck him, baby. Fuck him.’”

She wasn’t done. “He said we were going to this tent, and you said ‘Perfect.’ So don’t pretend you didn’t know and make me feel more like a whore than I already do. Are we happy now? I’m supposed to get my period in a few days and—what are the odds after all this? I’ve fucked more men tonight than I have in my life. How do you think that makes me feel? And I did it in front of my husband, without a condom, without any real birth control. Brilliant. And God knows what either of us could have picked up.”

As she spoke, shards of memory slid into place. The twilight doze. My own voice, slurred, urging. A hand on her hip. A laugh from the doorway. I’d have sworn I dreamed it. Now it was all too clear.

“Listen,” I said, backpedaling, the shame hot in my throat. “I’m sorry. I’m sure I said it. I just… didn’t remember everything. I’m sorry. You’re right—it was stupid. Let’s stop. Let’s not think about doing this anymore. If we get through this without you being pregnant, or either of us catching something, we’ll never even think about it again.”

Still stewing, I went out on a limb. “Was it just with that guy—after you came over to this tent?”

Her eyes flashed. “I don’t know, okay? I’m not sure.” The sarcasm edged in. “Maybe there was someone else. And while we’re asking questions—when I was half out of it and someone slid in from behind, was that even you?”

I opened my mouth, shut it again.

She kept going, words coming hot. “Does it make you happy that I could barely feel my own husband because of how many times I’d been banged? What does it even matter at this point? You watched the first guys take turns on me—smiling, hard—did it really matter if one more did? For fuck’s sake, I’ve been used by practically a baseball team in front of you, and now you want to know if the bat boy got some too?”

She reached between her legs, slid two fingers inside, and pulled them out slow. Then she held them up between us and spread them apart, a thick string stretching and gleaming. “Oh look,” she said, voice gone razor-dry. “Can’t tell how many this is. Apparently their sperm forgot their name tags. Next time we’ll make them wear some.”

My stomach lurched. “Okay. I get it,” I said quickly. “I really do. I’m sorry. That was a stupid question. Let’s just go back to the hotel and wash this night off us. We’re done. No more.”

She didn’t answer. She just reached for her panties, fed her feet through, and tugged them up with a rough, clumsy motion. When she stood—unsteady, fed up—the navy fabric was already streaked and glistening with cum.

As we ducked back into the first tent, we fumbled into our clothes by feel—buttons wrong, inside-out, sand everywhere—then slipped out into the gray before sunrise. The horizon was rinsed orange, and the first clean breath of ocean air hit like a truck after the suffocating tang of cum and canvas.

Half the guys were sprawled by the fire under sheets, the others scattered God-knows-where. I didn’t want to catch anyone’s eye; I just wanted distance. We stepped onto the cool, ridged sand and for a strange second it felt almost bearable—like stepping out of a fever.

We turned toward the hotel and nearly ran into Michael. He lifted his hands, soft voice low. “It’s okay. It didn’t happen.” He tipped his chin toward the sleeping shapes. “Same for them. Don’t worry.”

“Who’s worried?” Jess shot back, dry as salt. “It was fucking. Don’t all husbands bring their wives down here every night to screw?” She shouldered past, shoes dangling from two fingers.

Michael just gave me a small, silent wave—go—and headed back toward the tents. We slogged across the sand to the boardwalk without another word between us.

At the planks, Jess stopped, slid her shoes on, and tugged at the crotch of her panties with a quick, irritated adjustment. She wiped her fingers on her skirt and let out a breath that sounded like regret made audible. “I can’t… I just can’t believe us,” she said. “All of this. It’s surreal. It has to be a bad dream.”

We climbed the steps and made it to the room. Andre was already on the back porch, coffee in one hand and a rumpled USA Today in the other. He looked up with an easy smile. “There they are. How’s the boat?”

“It’s fine,” I said, too fast. “All good.”

He took us in—sand on our legs, the wrecked look—and huffed a grin. “Wow. You two look rough. Must’ve been a wild night.”

I glanced at Jess—hair wild, my shirt half-tucked and wrinkled—and, yeah, we looked wrecked. I pulled a chair across from Andre and gave Jess’s wrist a gentle tug to sit.

She was still in rare form. “A whole night of fucking can make a person look rough,” she said flatly.

Andre clapped his hands over his ears with a mock wince. “Okay, I’ve heard enough. Glad you had a good time.”

A cold weight dropped in my stomach; I didn’t want her spiraling into the play-by-play. “Honey, take a shower,” I cut in, soft but firm. “You’ll feel better.”

She held my gaze a beat, then nodded once. “That’s the best idea you’ve had in three weeks,” she said, and slid through the patio doors.

Andre watched her go, his smile fading. He leaned in and kept his voice low. “She mad at me? You two okay? What’s going on?”

I didn’t give him the messy version. I rubbed my face and said, “We pushed it further than we should’ve. I think we woke something up in ourselves…and it’s not all good. We’re taking too many risks.”

It was like Andre picked up exactly what I was hinting at. “Listen,” he said, steady as ever, “by lunchtime we’ll cast off and leave this place in our wake. You can put it behind you. Don’t beat yourselves up. I’m at fault too. We all let our inhibitions slip, and it spiraled. It happens.”

He had that knack—make a confession sound like a weather report, make a mess feel survivable. You could rob a bank and ten minutes later Andre would have you forgiving yourself.

Jess came out of the bathroom a few minutes later and slid into a chair with us. The air shifted on contact. We started talking routes and wind and where to top up fuel, another port a little farther south we could hit before turning home. It felt oddly clean, like drawing a new line on a chart. The more we talked tides and ETAs, the more the guilt and heat receded, at least enough to breathe.

I excused myself and headed to the shower, hungry for water and soap and silence. I wasn’t even thinking about sex until I stepped into the bathroom and saw the small heap of her clothes under a damp towel. Something in me lit up. I locked the door without thinking and lifted the towel. Her dress, her bra, and—tucked inside the dress—her panties.

I pulled them free slowly. The sight hit like a punch. The navy fabric was still wet at the crotch, slick and creamy white across a broad patch, edges beginning to dry into a tacky ring while the center remained soaked. The smell of cum rose sharp and heavy even from a couple of feet away—salt-sweet, unmistakable.

I stood there, breathing it in, thumb pressing into the soft, saturated cotton as it gave under the weight of it. Whatever we’d said on the porch about fresh starts and smart choices fell away in that instant. I’d like to claim we learned our lesson, that the risk and the regret burned it out of me, but it didn’t. Not with her panties still warm from her body, still full of cum. It took almost nothing for me to fall straight back into the same heat, wanting nothing more than to watch her fuck again.
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Taken While Her Husband Watches: A Wife's Transformation

Mike only ever wanted Emma to feel sexy. A flirtatious bikini here, a cheeky comment there—just something to spice things up.

So how did they end up here?

Here, where Emma’s on her knees sucking two strangers' cocks while Mike watches, rock hard and speechless. Here, where she’s moaning as they take turns filling her up with their thick, cum-loaded cocks. Here, where fantasy crashes into reality and no one can pretend it doesn’t feel incredible.

The path from playful teasing to raw, unfiltered reality was a short one—just a weekend at the lake, a few too many drinks, and two young studs who couldn’t take their eyes off Mike’s stunning wife.

Now Mike has to confront the truth: he wanted this. But is he ready for what comes next?

While Her Husband Watches: A Husband Watches His Wife's Fantasy Explode Into Reality 

I never thought I’d stand there, heart hammering, cock leaking, watching my wife on her knees in the middle of twenty naked men.

Sara’s lips part. One thick shaft slides in first, stretching her mouth until her eyes water. She moans around it, hands already stroking the next two waiting their turn. I can’t look away. Every gag, every wet pop when she switches, every drop of spit that drips down her chin is a punch to my gut—jealousy, pride, shame, and a hard-on so fierce it hurts.

I started this fantasy years ago with whispered confessions in the dark. I told her I wanted to see her lose herself. I never expected her to take it this far—or that the sight of her throat filling with another man’s cum while a dozen more circle her, hungry and impatient, would wreck me in the best way possible.

This is the night I learned the difference between wanting to watch… and being unable to stop.

Shared on Vacation: New Friends Bring a New Openness

I never thought a vacation could rewrite a marriage in a single weekend.

Katie and I arrived at the resort sunburn-ready and normal. The kind of couple who still held hands at dinner. The kind of couple who laughed at other people’s drama and swore we’d never be those people.

Then we met Carly.

She was all heat and confidence, the type of woman who makes you feel like you’re already halfway into a bad decision just by standing too close. She didn’t flirt like it was harmless. She flirted like she was testing a lock. And the worst part? She wasn’t wrong about us. About me. About what Katie was curious enough to pretend she wasn’t.

It started small. A look across the pool. A too-long conversation at the bar. Two men—Wes and Mike—watching my wife like they’d already decided she was theirs for the night. I told myself it was nothing. I told myself Katie was just enjoying the attention.

Until the elevator ride. Until the hallway. Until I realized she’d gone right up to the edge of their door… and didn’t seem scared of what was on the other side.

And then it wasn’t flirting anymore.

It was the sounds through the wall. It was the curtain shifting while I watched another man stretch my wife open and make her moan in a way I’d never heard. It was Carly on her knees in front of me, keeping me quiet with her mouth while I stared at the proof that Katie wasn’t just tempted… she was choosing it.

Jealousy and arousal don’t mix cleanly. They twist. They rot and burn and turn into something you don’t recognize until you’re already hard and you’re already complicit and your wife is already begging for more.

I wanted to stop it.

I wanted to watch.

And once the line is crossed, you don’t get to pretend it was an accident.
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