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Boarding 


The airport was busy in the usual way—trolleys rattling, kids negotiating for snacks, the smell of coffee that had been sitting too long. We joined the check-in line and inched forward, passports ready. She carried the smaller case. I took the heavier one and the folder with everything in it because that’s how we travel—she looks after the small things, I look after the boring ones.

“Boarding passes?” she said.

“On my phone,” I said, showing the screen. She nodded and relaxed a little, the way she always does when a detail is confirmed.

At the counter the agent weighed the bag, printed tags, and asked if we wanted to sit together. We said yes, of course. The agent moved us to two seats on the aisle and middle. Quick smiles, practiced chatter, and we were done.

Security was the usual trays and belts. She took off her sandals and rolled her eyes at the laptop rule. I pulled the liquids bag from my carry-on. We cleared the scanners without fuss, repacked in silence, then laughed at how we always forget which pocket each thing goes back into. Small, easy laughter that felt like a good start.

We found a table near the window and shared a sandwich we didn’t really want, more out of habit than hunger. She checked the time and the gate, I checked the weather at the other end. We didn’t talk about work. We didn’t talk about home. We didn’t need to fill the space; just being out of the house and pointing in the same direction felt like enough.

At the gate we sat side by side and watched people drift into their roles—families spreading out on the floor, couples taking turns guarding seats, solo travelers standing because they prefer it. She leaned her shoulder into mine. I put my arm around her for a minute and then dropped it again when they called our group.

On the plane she took the aisle, I took the middle. A woman with a paperback took the window and didn’t look up again. We stowed our bags and buckled in. The usual safety demonstration rolled past us. When the wheels left the ground she squeezed my hand once, a quiet, automatic thing we’ve always done at takeoff.

We didn’t try to make the flight more interesting than it was. She watched half a film, scrolled, then went back to her book. I closed my eyes and dozed. Drinks came and went. We shared a small packet of pretzels and made faces at how dry they were. Every so often we’d trade a line or two—how long left, what time we land, whether we should try the hotel restaurant or go out.

Descent was smooth. The heat hit the second the door opened, a wet wall of air that fogged my glasses. We followed the crowd through immigration, answered the usual questions, and stood at the carousel until our bag appeared. Outside, we joined the taxi line. The driver loaded the case, told us the fixed fare, and pulled out into traffic.

The ride was quiet. She watched the low buildings and bright signs slide by. I watched the map on the dash and the numbers on the meter. Now and then we pointed something out to each other—a view of the water between two hotels, a roadside stand, a couple arguing with a map folded the wrong way. Nothing important, just proof that we were somewhere else.

The hotel lobby was cold after the street. We stood at the desk while a receptionist checked the reservation and slid a form toward us. I signed where they pointed; she took the room keys when they were offered. The receptionist explained breakfast times and handed over a map with the route to the pool circled. We said thank you. It was all simple and polite.

In the elevator we were both quiet again, the soft kind of tired that comes after travel rather than the hard kind from home. The doors opened on our floor and we followed the signs. The corridor was carpeted and cool. I pulled the case; she walked a step ahead, keycard in hand.

At the door I tapped the card against the reader and waited for the green light. It clicked. She pushed the handle, slipped through first, and I followed her into the room.

“I think I’m going to try the whirlpool bath,” Katie said, rubbing at the corners of her red-rimmed eyes.

“Room service?” I asked. “Burger, fries, something easy?”

She gave a small, tired smile. “I’m too wiped to eat. Let’s just crash.”

“Okay.”

She gathered her toiletries and a sleep shirt and disappeared into the bathroom. I cracked the seal on the bottle of whiskey we’d packed, let the first breath of it rise, then stepped out to hunt down ice. The corridor was quiet, the kind of late that makes your footsteps sound louder than they are. Back in the room, I filled a glass, added a few cubes, and carried it out to the patio.

The night air was cooler than I expected. Down here on the ground floor the view was mostly hedge and a sliver of water, with a scatter of lights across the bay like someone had flung a handful of coins and left them there. I sank into the padded chair and let the day fall off my shoulders one muscle at a time.

I thought about Katie—how she could be sharp and goofy in the same minute, how she carried herself like the smartest person in the room and somehow made everyone feel comfortable anyway. Two years married, eighteen months of cautious getting-to-know-you before that, introduced by friends who claimed they saw it coming. We’d told ourselves we were sensible, that we’d earned this by thinking it through. Most days that still felt true.

The ice thinned in my glass. I topped it up and slipped back inside just as the bathroom door swung open on a cloud of steam. She was already in an old T-shirt and panties, cheeks flushed from the heat. “I’m going to sit outside a bit,” I said, nodding toward the patio.

She nodded back, a soft, wordless acknowledgement. Before I’d finished the sentence she’d crossed to the bed, lifted the covers, slid under, and closed her eyes.

Back on the patio, I let the chair take my weight and sipped, running through what we might do tomorrow—pool, beach, maybe the old town if we could be bothered. The whiskey went down easy. I knew two was my limit if I didn’t want to pay for it in the morning, so I set the glass on the armrest and started to stand.

Something flickered in the glass door next door—just a shift, a shadow. I sat back without thinking.

Each patio had a low divider wall topped with planters—neat shrubs trimmed to about five feet. Down near the soil there was a gap, and through it I had a slanted view into the room beside us. Their curtains weren’t fully drawn: a two-foot slice left open like a careless eyelid. The light inside was low but enough to sketch the corner of a bed, the nightstand, a border of white sheet.

The movement stilled. Curiosity did not. I settled deeper, slowed my breathing, and fixed my eyes on that narrow opening.

A shape shifted in the slit of curtain—a woman easing back onto the bed, bare from the waist up, skin the color of late afternoon. She spoke to someone out of frame, a lazy murmur, and stretched her arms over her head so her breasts lifted and settled, nipples tight in the cool air. I’d never watched anyone else before. The thought landed heavy and bright. I stayed very still.

He came into view only in pieces at first: a forearm, the line of a shoulder, then the dark crown of his head as he lowered himself between her thighs. She opened for him without fuss, like this was familiar, welcomed. One of her knees tipped toward me and the other angled away, giving me just enough of a diagonal to understand the shape of it—his hands sliding under her hips, her fingers gathering the sheet, the slight shiver that ran through her belly when his mouth found her. The room’s lamp was dim, but it caught the soft lift of her ribs as she breathed deeper and deeper.

Time stretched. He stayed down there, unhurried, like he had nowhere else to be. She didn’t perform; she received. Her head turned, then stilled. Her hand went to his hair and barely moved, just a slow press that said right there. Every few breaths her leg brushed his shoulder and held. I realized I’d forgotten to swallow. My drink warmed in my palm. A small sound escaped her—half exhale, half hum—and then another, a shade higher. I shifted in the chair, hard enough to ache, fighting the urge to glance back at our room.

He worked a little higher, then lower, then back again, patient, tasting her. When she began to rock against his mouth, he tightened his grip and guided her, not forcing, just meeting her movement. The gap in the curtains gave me fragments—the tense line of her thigh, the curve of her stomach when it clenched, the way her toes pointed and then relaxed. She gave a short, helpless laugh and covered her face with her forearm. He didn’t stop. The laugh broke into a rougher sound that she tried to swallow and couldn’t.

Only when she started to shake—small, contained, like a shiver that wouldn’t quit—did he lift his head. He kissed the inside of her knee as if to steady her, wiped his mouth on his wrist, and rose over her. She reached for him automatically, palms sliding up his arms to his shoulders, and pulled him into a kiss that looked grateful and greedy at once. He angled his hips; she shifted hers to meet him. For a second they just breathed together, foreheads touching, and then he pushed inside, slow enough that her mouth fell open and her hands tightened where they held him.

He set a rhythm she answered, legs coming up, crossing at his back. My view was narrow, but the story was obvious—his weight, her lift, the way the sheet inched down with each roll of her hips. I thought about waking Katie, about sharing this impossible window with her, about whether it would thrill or shut her down. I stayed put, pulse in my throat, watching the woman’s pleasure gather and crest again, watching him lean close to listen to whatever she said against his cheek.

And then something changed—subtle, then unmistakable—and what happened next snapped my thoughts in half and almost sent me pitching out of the chair.

I couldn’t look away. My hand hovered uselessly at my zipper while I argued with myself, breath shallow, glass sweating in my palm. Then a second shape slid into the slit of curtain—another man, stepping in close to the head of the bed. He braced one hand on the headboard, muscles in his forearm taut, and the woman’s arm lifted toward him like it knew the path by heart. Her palm cupped his bare ass, fingers spreading as she guided him forward.

From that angle I couldn’t see everything, but the story wrote itself: his hips eased in; her head tilted; the first man didn’t stop moving inside her. The rhythm shifted—two pulses meeting and crossing—and a low sound rolled out of her, thicker than before. I swallowed hard. The urge to take myself out and match their pace spiked so sharply it felt like a fever.

My mind sprinted: Was there another woman just out of frame, waiting for her turn? Was this all for her—two men and their patient, practiced attention—or was there a fourth body somewhere that I couldn’t see? The gap gave me no answers, only fragments and suggestion, and somehow that made it worse, better—more electric. Unless someone else stepped into view, I had no way to know, and that not-knowing poured gasoline on everything already burning.

For a while it was only breath and the slow roll of bodies in that narrow frame, then a ripple of activity told me something had shifted. The man at the head of the bed eased back first, one hand trailing along the woman’s cheek like a goodbye. The man between her thighs drew out of her in a long, careful slide, his palm broad on her stomach, steadying her as if he didn’t want to break the spell too fast.

She lay there catching air, lips parted, a damp sheen on her chest. Then he guided her gently, a hand at her hip, turning her onto her side and then her knees. She moved without protest, tipping forward to brace on her forearms, hair spilling over her shoulder, back curved in a slow, unselfconscious arch. He knelt behind her and paused—not rushing—one hand spreading at the small of her back, the other guiding himself, lining up inch by inch. Even at this distance I could see the small flex in his jaw, the patience of it.

When he pushed into her the first time, he went shallow, then withdrew, then a little deeper, as if he was setting a key in a lock. She shifted back to meet him; the bedsprings whispered. He held there, buried, until her spine softened and the muscles in her thighs unclenched, and only then did he start to move. Not a hard piston, not yet—more a slow tide, building and falling, testing what made her go quiet and what made her gasp. Every few strokes he stopped dead and held, hands tightening at her waist, and I watched the way her shoulders trembled when he did it.

The rhythm changed by degrees. He let himself push harder, hips snapping forward, then settling into something steadier, deliberate and deep. The gap in the curtain gave me only slices—his lower back working, the long line of her calves, the dip of her waist as he pulled her back into him—but my body filled in the rest. She widened her knees and tilted, offering more. He answered with a firmer grip and a pace that made her head drop and her mouth open on a sound I felt in my own chest.

Time thinned out. He stayed with her like that, driving and then easing, listening, adjusting—long enough for my glass to warm and the ice to die. I could feel my pulse in my palm where it rested on the arm of the chair. I kept telling myself not to touch myself, and kept not moving, like that refusal was the last thin rule between watching and being caught by it.

When he finally began to lose the careful control of his hips, I saw it first in his hands—fingers digging in at her waist—and then in the way his back tightened and refused to unknot. He sped, then stumbled, then found a faster rhythm and held it, breathing turning rough. The woman braced harder on her forearms, pushed back into him, and gave a breathy, broken sound that made my stomach twist. He was close; I didn’t need a better view to know it.

It happened in a sharp rush. He lunged forward, driving her half flat with his weight, chest to her back, pinning her. One more hard thrust landed, full and final, and he stayed there—pressed tight, unmoving except for the small grind of his hips that said he was still in it, still spilling, wringing the last of it out. His hands slid from her waist to the mattress as if his grip had given out. For a long beat they didn’t move at all—just two bodies locked together, breathing like they’d run too far in the heat.

When he eased away, it was slow, reluctant. He sat back on his heels. For a second I had a clean angle: his cock, thick and heavy, shiny with her and softening by degrees; the slick at the inside of her thigh; the lazy way she sank to her side and pulled her knees up as if to hold the heat inside a moment longer. He stayed kneeling, head tipped, a hand at the back of his neck as if he were trying to come back to himself. Then he stood, out of my sightline. The woman rolled to her back, breathed in through her nose, out through her mouth, and reached blindly for the edge of the sheet.

Shapes shifted beyond the slit in the curtain—someone crossing the room, the faint clink of glass on wood. The woman gathered the sheet to her chest, laughed once, low and satisfied, and then the lamp snapped off. The rectangle of light vanished. I was left staring at my reflection in the black glass, hard and aching, heart knocking like I’d been the one on the bed.

I drained the last warm mouthful in the tumbler and set it down with more care than it needed. Inside, the room was dim and cool and smelled like Katie’s soap. I stripped in the dark, slid under the covers, and fitted myself along her back. She made a small, content sound—half sigh, half purr—without waking. My hand found the hem of the cropped T-shirt she always wears to sleep and slipped underneath, cupping the curves I loved. I traced the soft weight, thumb brushing over one nipple and then the other, gentle, hopeful, praying there was a little bit of energy left in her tonight.

“Chris, stop—please. I’m wrecked,” she murmured, batting my hand away and rolling her hips out of reach.

I froze and pulled back. The ache in me made it tempting to press, but the way her voice thinned on please said everything. I kissed her shoulder instead and let my hand settle on the sheet.

It was a long shot anyway. The show next door had lit me up, made my skin feel a size too small. There was a time she almost never said no, when we’d have laughed ourselves awake and dragged the covers over our heads. Marriage changes the clock on you; that’s all. Not better or worse—just different hours.

I lay there, hard and restless, considering a quiet trip to the bathroom and deciding I didn’t have it in me to stand under that bright light and listen to the fan whine. So I stared up at the dark ceiling and let the images play: the tilt of her neck in the next room, the patient way he’d taken his time, the last hard push that made them both go still. My breathing slowed with the pictures, heat ebbing into a dull throb. Somewhere between the memory of their bed and the sound of our own quiet room, I drifted off.


The Morning After 

The next day we did the simple things—beach first, then the pool—letting the sun do its slow work while we read, dozed, and traded half-finished plans for the week. By late afternoon we rinsed off the salt and headed into town so Katie could poke around the little shops.

She drew a few second looks in her bikini, which made me smile but didn’t surprise me. Katie’s pretty in a way people recognize without staring: about five-five, the kind of soft, healthy build you get from walking more than working out, light brown hair that sits on her shoulders and picks up copper in the sun, and green eyes that seem brighter when she laughs. She wore a plain, off-the-rack two-piece that fit well because she knows what suits her—nothing dramatic, just clean lines that set off long legs and a neat, high butt. Her chest isn’t the headline—somewhere around a C cup—but the shape is lovely, nipples small and tight from the breeze, and there’s an easy, approachable charm to the whole picture. Ordinary, really, until she smiles; then she’s the kind of pretty that makes people nudge each other and say, without meaning to, “she’s cute.”

After a nap and a quick, forgettable dinner, we found two seats on the hotel bar’s veranda. Ceiling fans pushed warm air in slow circles. The bay was a dark sheet, the lights on the far shore wobbling in the water. Somewhere behind us, ice rattled in a shaker and a server laughed too loudly at a joke.

That’s when she walked in—the woman from the next room. She slid onto a barstool with a man I recognized from the slit of curtain, the calmer one, not the bruiser. Seeing them in daylight—or what passed for it under the patio lamps—threw me. They looked… ordinary. Not staged, not seedy. She wore a simple black dress and sandals; he had on a short-sleeve shirt and a watch that said he liked nice things without trying to prove anything. They could have been meeting a mortgage broker.

I realized I’d half expected something else. Trashy. Flashy. The kind of woman you tell yourself writes herself into situations like last night. Instead she read as somebody’s friendly neighbor—early thirties, attractive in a way that doesn’t need angles or filters, a couple of pounds more than Katie and carrying it like a person who enjoys food. Her hair was dark and cut short in a practical style that suited her face. When she smiled—it happened a lot—the bartender smiled back with the kind of ease that comes from practice and genuine liking.

They didn’t act like people with secrets to sell. He listened while she talked, then she listened while he did. She touched his wrist once to interrupt, not possessive, just familiar. They shared a bowl of nuts. He tipped the bowl toward her first. I kept staring because I couldn’t reconcile the woman arching under two men with the woman swapping small talk about bar snacks.

“Interested?” Katie asked in my ear, soft enough to make me jump.

I blinked and dragged my gaze away. “No. I just… I’ve seen her before.”

“Where?” A little edge there—a test of whether I was about to say something stupid.

“Next door,” I said, failing to choke back a grin. “As in, literally next to our room.”

Katie’s eyebrows lifted. The annoyance pivoted to alert curiosity. “Okay,” she said, drawing it out. “And?”

I tried to play it off and couldn’t. “There’s a story.”

Her eyes narrowed, but she was already smiling because she knows me. She angled her chair closer so our knees touched and lowered her voice. “Tell me what’s going on,” she said, each word deliberate, the tone that means I’m not moving until you do.

I took my time, choosing the simplest words and watching her face while I told it—how the curtains hadn’t been fully closed, how he went down on her for a long time, how another man stepped in, how the angle only gave me pieces. Katie didn’t stiffen or pull away. If anything, she leaned in, eyes steady, questions precise—where were his hands, how did she sound, how sure was I about what I saw. Curious, not angry.

“So that’s why I got mauled last night,” she said when I finished, a wry little smile taking the sting out of it. She squeezed my knee, not accusing—just connecting the dots.

“I don’t need anything to want you,” I said, taking her hand. It was true, even with my pulse still remembering the view.

“Admit it turned you on,” she said, sudden and direct.

I let out a breath. “Yeah. Some. I’ve never watched other people before—and my first time was… that.” I tried to laugh, and it came out half-nervous, half-awed.

“Hm.” She glanced past me toward the bar, thinking.

“I can’t get over how normal she looks,” I said, hearing the clumsy weight of it as it left my mouth.

“What did you expect?” Katie asked, not unkind, just nudging me. The question made me feel a little green.

“I don’t know. Something different, I guess.” I didn’t try to define “different.” It sounded stupid the second I reached for it.

We let the noise of the veranda fill the gap. Down the rail, the woman had drawn two more men into their orbit. It wasn’t a performance—just easy talk, heads tilted in, hands opening and closing around glasses, laughter that came in small bursts and eased back again. Her date didn’t bristle or posture; he stayed in the conversation and looked comfortable, like this was familiar terrain. Every now and then the bartender drifted over and the whole group reset with fresh jokes and a refill.

“She’s available,” Katie said, like she was noting the weather.

“What do you mean?” I asked, a little too quick.

“She’s flirting and making sure they know it,” Katie said, not taking her eyes off the group. “Not pushy—just an open door. If you sit outside tonight, you might well get to watch another show.”

We lingered there for the better part of an hour, working through two slow cocktails and a plate of olives while we watched the little weather system around her shift and settle. Every few minutes one of us would narrate a guess—Are they together-together? Is this just vacation?—and the other would counter with some tiny tell we’d noticed: the way he let her finish a story without jumping in, the way she turned slightly toward a new man and then back to him like checking a compass. My worry that Katie would bristle faded; she was as absorbed as I was, curious rather than moral, her questions neat and practical.

Eventually the day caught up with us. We left them still laughing with the bartender and walked the quiet corridor to our room, the floor cool under our feet. Inside, we stripped without ceremony and slid under the sheet, kissing until the air felt warmer. That’s when we heard it—the soft click of the door next to ours. We went still at the same time, the way you freeze at a sound in the dark. Voices followed, faint through the wall, too muffled to separate into words.

“Let’s go look,” Katie said, already halfway out of bed.

She shrugged into her robe; I pulled on boxers. We eased the patio door open and stepped out, shoulders brushing as we peered through the shrubs to the sliver of their glass.

“Curtain’s closed,” I said, disappointed and a little relieved to have an answer I couldn’t argue with.

“Damn,” she said, and we both stifled a laugh like kids caught out of bed.

Back inside, we slid under the covers again and found each other’s mouths, hands wandering. Even so, I could feel her attention tilting toward the wall the way mine was—ears always half-turned for another sound.

“You think she brought company back?” I asked, rolling her nipple lightly between my fingers.

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “Do you?”

“Yes,” I agreed.

In truth, it sounded like wishful thinking to me, but I wasn’t about to puncture the mood—especially not when she was showing a side of herself I’d never seen this open. The room next door went quiet. A minute passed. Then two. We traded a glance that said maybe we were wrong, maybe they’d just gone to sleep.

I couldn’t hold off anymore. I kissed her throat, waited for the small sound she makes when she wants more, and slid down between her legs. She was already slick. I pressed in slowly, inch by inch, until I was buried, and stayed there to feel her take me—heat, pressure, that soft clutch that makes my head go light. Katie made a low, pleased sound and ran her hands over me—shoulders to back, back to my ass—like she needed proof I was really there.

I started to move, slow and deep, finding a steady pace. Her breath shortened; her body loosened around me. Then, from the other side of the wall, a faint female voice surfaced—ohhh… mmm… uhhh—soft but unmistakable.

We both went still, listening. The sounds were muffled, half-swallowed by distance, and yet there was no doubt: next door, our pretty neighbor was being fucked. A second, higher note slipped through and hung there, and I felt Katie exhale against my mouth.

“Wow,” I said quietly, and eased back into motion.

“She likes sex,” Katie murmured between breaths, the words catching a little as I pushed.

“So do you,” I said, grinning into her neck.

“Just with you,” she answered, fingers digging into my hips to pull me closer.

The answer lit something sharp in me, stupid and curious at once. Before I could stop myself, the words were out: “How do you know? You’ve never tried it.” I heard them hit the air and winced, bracing for whatever came next.

The sharp reply I’d braced for never arrived. Instead, she tugged me closer with a small shake of her head that said not now, and we just kept moving—slow, steady, finding the rhythm we always find when we stop talking.

The silence between us started to feel too big, and then the wall answered for us. A bright little cry from next door cut through, followed by another, higher, the kind of sound that tightens your own breath on instinct. Katie’s legs slid up my sides and crossed at my back. She pulled me deeper and held me there, hips tipping to keep me exactly where she wanted. I pressed in and stayed, feeling the flutter start in her, the slick heat gathering.

Another set of sounds rolled through the drywall—broken, breathy, like someone being taken right to the edge and kept there. Katie’s nails grazed my shoulders and she met me stroke for stroke, no pretense, just need. I tried to pace it, to keep us together. My body wanted to rush; my jaw clenched against it. I changed the angle a fraction, ground slow at the bottom, and felt her catch on it, a low yes that wasn’t a word.

Next door, the tempo stumbled and climbed; here, Katie’s breathing shortened into little counts I knew by heart. Her calves pressed into me. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, barely there, and the request lit me up. I drove in deeper and held again, then gave her three slow, deliberate thrusts that always undo her. On the second, she arched; on the third, her mouth opened and the tight pulsing took me in a grip that asked for more and more and more.

I was right on the edge, teeth set, fighting the pull. I fixed on the feel of her—how she was opening and closing around me, the heat, the way her hands went from my back to my hips like she needed leverage to stay present. “With me,” I breathed, and waited out one more long wave rolling through her. It crested—hers, then theirs, a tangle of gasps on both sides of the wall—and I felt her break over it, body tightening hard around me.

That was it for me. The hold gave way. Heat tore up through my stomach and I drove deep, release ripping out of me in heavy pulses, spilling into her as she kept fluttering and pulling me in. We clung there, breathing the same small air, while the other room blurred into the background—a last soft cry, a laugh, then nothing but our own hearts thudding in the quiet.

The sounds next door faded to silence. So did our talking. We lay tangled and warm, the sheet half off, her legs still looped loosely around me like she’d forgotten to let go. The edge ebbed to a glow. I kissed the damp line of her hair. Somewhere between the slowing of our breaths and the soft tick of the room settling, thoughts of our neighbors slipped away, and we drifted off.


Back to Reality 


We slept in the next morning, and just as we stepped out, the door next to ours opened too. She and her man came into the corridor, both of them fresh and unremarkable in the way most people are at ten a.m.—sunscreen, sunglasses in hand, the easy pace of vacation. We exchanged polite nods. Up close she looked even more ordinary: short dark hair tucked behind one ear, a cotton dress, flat sandals. The normalness of her hit me again, hard, like my brain kept trying to square two images and failing. Some stubborn, ugly part of me kept scanning for a tell—too much makeup, a mean mouth, anything to explain last night as a moral category instead of a choice. There was nothing to find. I didn’t even know if there had been a second man in that room or if the angle and my imagination had made one, but in my head there had been, and I knew if I asked Katie she’d probably say the same.

We spent the day like the one before: sun, water, lazy wandering. Katie dozed on a recliner for a while, hat tilted over her eyes, the soft rise and fall of her chest syncing with the slow slap of waves. My mind drifted back to senior year, that breathless summer night at the river when four couples—me, my girlfriend, and our friends—stripped in the dark and slipped into the black water. It had felt outrageous then; truth told, it still did. My girlfriend had been the best-looking in the group, and what I remembered most wasn’t the other girls—it was the way the boys watched her, the bright ache of pride and jealousy twisting together in my stomach. The feeling was back now, warmer, more complicated. Men noticed Katie in her simple bikini—the kind you buy off the rack and somehow make look better than the photos. Some guys detoured on their way off the beach, angling just close enough to take a second look and pretend they hadn’t. For a stretch, lying on her back, she’d had an unintentional camel toe in the bottoms; she had no idea. I didn’t tell her. I watched a couple of men catch it, glance away, glance back, and felt that same old mix rise—protective, possessive, proud.

After dinner outside the hotel—grilled fish, cold beer, a sky turning violet—we walked back along the path and heard a band warming up somewhere ahead. The music spilled from the bar, a bright, live thrum that made the night feel less sleepy. I convinced Katie to stop for a nightcap, and we stepped inside, pausing near the entrance to scan for two seats together. The place was about three-quarters full with a half dozen couples dancing in a small area in front of the band.

“Let’s grab a couple of seats at the bar,” I said, an idea forming even as I said it.

We slid onto two stools, ordered a round, and let the low hum of the place carry us. We traded easy talk about the day—the beach, the sunburn we’d both avoided by luck more than planning—and people-watched. I’d chosen the bar on purpose, hoping the couple from next door might drift in again and give us another look at their dynamic. By halfway through our drinks there was no sign of them, but two guys our age came through the door, scanning for seats. One ended up in the open spot beside Katie; the other stood just behind him, checking the room.

“How’s it going?” I said when I caught the standing one looking at her.

“Good, thanks,” he said, flushing like he’d been caught daydreaming.

I couldn’t blame him. Katie looked unfairly good in a simple white sundress that hit mid-thigh, the neckline cut just low enough to hint without trying. Watching the woman last night flirt at almost this exact stretch of bar, I had a flash of what it would look like if Katie did the same—she wouldn’t start it, but if I opened the door, she might walk through.

So I opened it. I asked where they were from, how long they were staying, what they’d done so far and what they had planned. The questions were easy; the answers came easier. They were Wes and Mike—both in real estate, both local to a city we knew well enough to swap a few neighborhood names. Wes was divorced, clean line at his ring finger where the sun hadn’t evened out yet. Mike had never married and said it like a fact, not a boast. Once the conversation found its rhythm, Katie relaxed into it. She listened the way she always does—eyes steady, mouth tilted, asking the clarifying question that makes people feel clever—and the men warmed to her without getting oily about it.

They bought the next round, and by etiquette we owed them one back. Between that and what we’d had at dinner, the edge came off the night in a hurry. I excused myself for the restroom and cut through the warm crush of bodies. On the way back I slowed at the doorway, partly from the crowd and partly because the scene at our stools had shifted.

Wes and Mike had edged closer, not crowding, just comfortably inside her orbit. All three of them were laughing at something I hadn’t heard. Katie’s body language was open—elbows on the bar, shoulders loose, head tipped toward whoever was speaking. It looked almost exactly like the moment last night when our neighbor’s circle grew by two: not sleazy, not forced, just a little triangle where the air felt charged and easy at the same time. I stopped in the shadow of a big potted palm and watched for a beat longer than I needed to, letting myself see how they were with her when she wasn’t watching me watch.

For reasons I couldn’t shake, the scene next door had lodged itself under my skin. It wasn’t just the shock of two men with one woman; it was how ordinary she’d seemed an hour later at the bar, how easily the image of “tramp” evaporated when faced with a real person who laughed, ordered a drink, and tipped well. Something in me—age, upbringing, small-town reflex—had wanted categories that made desire tidy. Watching her had blown a hole through that. And now, with that hole still warm around the edges, I found myself angling our night to echo what I’d seen, curious and a little ashamed of how curious I was.

Wes and Mike were textbook-friendly flirts. They made room at the bar, turned their bodies toward Katie, asked smart, easy questions—what beach we liked best so far, whether the tacos everyone raved about were worth it, where we were from. Nothing crude, nothing that would make me bristle. When they teased, it was gentle and it landed; when they complimented, it was about her laugh or the dress, not body parts. The surprise wasn’t them. It was Katie.

She didn’t start anything, but she met the current halfway. She held eye contact a beat longer than necessary when Mike told a story about a rental screwup that had left a bachelor party sleeping on pool floats. She threw a dry aside that made Wes slap the bar and say, “That’s cold,” while grinning like he wished he’d thought of it. She tucked hair behind her ear and tipped her shoulder toward whoever was speaking without crowding them, perfectly at ease. Every now and then she cut a quick glance at me, checking in, and every time I gave her a small nod that said I’m right here.

The band slid into a mellow cover that smoothed the edges of conversation. Glasses sweated. The bartender set cocktail napkins under our drinks with one hand while pouring with the other, listening just enough to keep the banter alive. Wes mentioned his divorce without bitterness; Mike admitted he’d never come close to marriage and didn’t sound defensive about it. They asked how long we’d been together, and when I said, “Two years married, longer together,” they both smiled like that was a solid answer. The whole exchange felt improbably sane, and still my stomach tightened at small things—Mike’s hand brushing Katie’s napkin to move it closer to her glass, Wes leaning in to hear her over the music.

A round appeared on the bar—“our turn,” Wes said—and by etiquette we put another on top of it. The cushion of alcohol made everything glow. When I excused myself for the restroom, Katie squeezed my wrist and kept talking, unruffled. On the walk back I paused behind the big potted palm, not hiding so much as letting myself watch. They’d drifted half a step closer to her, elbows almost touching, laughter easy and frequent. She sat with her knees angled slightly toward the room, open posture, eyes bright. It looked so much like the posture of our neighbor the night before—a small circle expanding to include two new bodies—that a hot thread ran through me.

I slid back onto my stool just as Mike tapped the bar and said he was going to hit the restroom. Wes flagged the bartender for water and turned slightly to speak to him, and I took the angle. I leaned in, lips close to Katie’s ear, and let the question out before I could overthink it.

“Which one do you want?”

She leaned back to study my face, as if to see whether I was teasing or testing. A smile tugged at her mouth. “Both,” she said softly, the word shaped like a joke and a dare.

I felt my grin fold. “What?”

She tilted her head, amused at how fast I startled. “I think it’s time we get you to bed,” she said, tapping the base of my glass with her fingernail. Then she straightened as Wes turned back, warmth sliding seamlessly into her voice. “We’ve had enough—we’re calling it a night. Will you give our goodnights to your friend?”

We slipped off our stools and my wife took my hand, tugging me through the doorway toward the path like she was walking a kid across a busy street. I had no idea how much trouble I was in. Back in the room she moved straight to the bathroom without a word, and the small knot in my stomach loosened. When she came out, she killed the lamp, slid in beside me, and tucked herself under my arm. The look she gave me in the dark—mischief more than malice—told me exactly where this was going.

I didn’t waste the invitation. I peeled her dress up and off, tugged her panties down, and settled between her thighs. No long tease, no slow setup; I pushed into her in one steady glide, feeling her open for me.

“Ohhh,” she breathed, pleasure low and unguarded as I filled her.

We fell into an easy rhythm, the kind that lives in muscle memory. She isn’t a talker when we make love; she guides me with breath and small sounds. Tonight they came in soft, steady mews that told me exactly when to go deeper, when to grind and hold, when to pull back and start again. Her hands smoothed over my shoulders, then down my back, anchoring me there.

“I’m sorry about what I said,” I whispered against her mouth, needing it out of the way.

“Just for what you said?” she asked, voice warm and ragged.

“What do you mean?” I said, already knowing.

“Don’t play dumb,” she murmured. “You wanted them to talk to us. You even put us in the same spot as that woman.”

Caught, I started to speak, but her right hand slid to my ass and pulled, urging me forward, telling me not to stall.

“Was it that obvious?” I managed, laughing under my breath.

“Completely.” Her legs hugged my hips. “Now, no more talking,” she commanded.

I did what she told me—shut up and focus. I let my hands learn her again, the lines I know and the ones I forget until I’m reminded: the soft place just under her ribs, the way her thighs tense when I hit the angle she likes, the little flutter low in her belly that tells me I’m there. Her sounds changed from soft to needy, breath catching, hips tipping to meet me. She came fast—faster than usual—body tightening around me in a quick, bright rush that surprised us both.

I didn’t stop. A minute later the mews started again, breathier this time, and I chased them, holding deep when she arched, pulling back when she needed air. The heat built in me too hard to ignore. When it broke, it took everything with it; I spilled into her in heavy pulses just as her whole body went taut and shivered under me.

“Twice?” I gasped, kissing along her cheek and the slope of her neck, trying to get my breath back.

“Uh-huh,” she managed, voice ragged and pleased.

Happiness for her and a ridiculous swell of pride for myself washed through me. I rolled to my side and pulled her with me, tucking in close. Even drained, I couldn’t keep still; my hand wandered from the warm weight of her breasts to the flat of her stomach and back again, as if touching her would make the moment last.

“You’re so proud of yourself,” she giggled, breath finally evening out.

“I am. I feel like a stud,” I said, laughing with her because it was true and I knew how it sounded.

“You are a stud,” she said, patting my hip. There was a wink of sarcasm in it, but it didn’t touch the glow.

I nuzzled into her hair, fingers idly tracing circles on her stomach. “What got you so hot?”

“You did, sweetie,” she said softly.

“You sure you weren’t thinking about Mike and Wes?” I joked, half a laugh in my throat, already bracing for an elbow to the ribs.

She didn’t elbow me. She didn’t say anything. Three… four seconds passed. The quiet stretched, and the penny dropped. Of course.

I leaned in, lips almost brushing her ear. “That’s it, isn’t it?”

“Honey, it was you,” she said quickly—too quickly. The note in her voice gave her away.

“Don’t lie,” I murmured, not unkind, just calling it.

Silence again, thick enough to feel. I held her, waited her out.

“Maybe… some,” she breathed at last, small and honest.

I laughed, low. “You are a naughty girl.” She tried to wiggle free at that, and I tightened my arm, keeping her close.

“You started it,” she shot back, settling when she realized she wasn’t getting away.

“Which one?” I asked, because I couldn’t not.

Her hand reached behind, found the hard length pressing into her lower back, and closed around me with a slow, claiming squeeze. “Both,” she said, voice gone husky.

That undid me. I slipped from her hand, slid down and angled myself, and in one smooth, hungry push, I pressed into her wet, warm pussy from behind.

“Yeah…” I groaned as I pushed into her from behind, the heat of her wrapping around me. She answered with a deep, unguarded moan that vibrated through her back into my chest.

“That feels so good,” she murmured when I found a slow, steady rhythm. I set my hips to hers, no rush, just the quiet slide and the easy give-and-take as our bodies found the same pace. My arm came under her to hold her close; my other hand traced the line of her waist and the soft hollow of her stomach. She covered my hand with hers and pressed, as if to keep me there.

We let it be about closeness rather than chasing anything. I breathed into the curve of her neck and tasted salt and soap. She tilted her head to give me room, hair tickling my mouth as I kissed along her skin. Her fingers drifted over my forearm, then back to my knuckles, idly playing with them between thrusts. Every now and then she rolled her hips a little and I followed, matching her angle, giving her that slow grind at the bottom that drew a sigh from somewhere deep.

“Right there,” she whispered once, not a command, more like a thank-you. I stayed right there. The bed made the soft, familiar sounds of us. Outside, the hotel settled and the night put its weight on the windows. We didn’t speak. We didn’t need to. After the sharp peaks we’d already hit, this felt like the warm water after the cold plunge—heat spreading, bodies loose, nerves quiet.

Minutes stretched. I changed nothing unless she asked with a shift of her hips or the press of her palm at my wrist. When she reached back and stroked the side of my thigh, it wasn’t to hurry me; it was to say I’m here, keep going. My lips kept finding her neck, her shoulder, the place behind her ear that makes her shiver. She made small sounds for me—soft, breathy, content—each one easing something that had been tight between us.

After a while—ten, fifteen minutes, who knows—my body eased toward stillness. I slowed more, then stopped, staying inside her for a long breath. She gave a playful little wiggle and my cock slipped free, wet and satisfied. She rolled toward me in one smooth twist, pressed her chest to mine, and wrapped a hand around me to give a slow, deliberate squeeze that made my breath catch. Then she hooked a hand behind my neck and brought my mouth to hers.

The kiss was unhurried and deep, the kind that tastes like relief. When it broke, I kept my forehead against hers.

“Love you,” I said, the words landing simple and heavy.

“Me too,” she sighed, tucking herself into me and settling her leg over mine, the signal she always gives when it’s time to sleep. I pulled the sheet up around us, felt her breathing even out against my chest, and let the quiet take us.


A New Day 

We had a lazy breakfast—eggs, fruit, too much coffee—then split up. I grabbed my clubs; she said she’d head back to the room for a bit and then find a lounger by the pool until I returned. I hoped the course would be empty and I could whistle through eighteen, but the starter paired me with an older couple. They were sweet, funny, and unhurried in the way people earn by living long lives. Five hours later, after polite handshakes and a promise to “enjoy the sunshine for us,” I hustled for the hotel imagining I’d find a wife mildly annoyed and already halfway to a nap.

Our room was empty. I swapped into swim trunks, tossed a shirt over my shoulder, and headed down. The pool wrapped around palms and rock like a lazy river that had forgotten to move, which made scanning for one person feel like a Where’s Waldo page. No Katie. I cut toward the beach. A short flight of steps dropped past the bar to the sand, and I was almost on the last stair when I saw her—twenty yards off to the left, stretched on a lounger in my favorite teal string bikini. Wes lay on one side, Mike on the other.

All three wore sunglasses, chins tipped toward the sun like worshipers. I stopped, halfway between steps, trying to read the tableau. Wes rolled onto an elbow and said something; Katie turned her face toward him, then Mike added a line. The three of them talked for a minute or two, then settled again. The sight, on top of everything already rattling around in my head, sent a clean spark through me. I slid back up the steps and drifted to the bar, finding a stool at the corner with a perfect sightline.

From there, they were about thirty yards away and a little lower, close enough to catch the choreography but too far to hear words or read small expressions. Katie’s bikini left her hips bare and a slice of lower stomach that caught the light when she breathed. Now and then the three of them tipped toward each other, spoke, then eased back into the heat. At one point she turned her torso toward Wes and I caught myself wondering how much of her the angle gave him—how much curve, how much shadow, whether the triangle of fabric slipped when she moved. The thought landed in my lap and my body answered before I could tell it not to.

“What’ll you have?” the bartender asked, easy voice, island lilt unclenching the moment.

“Beer,” I said, then stumbled over it. “I—yeah. Beer.”

He set down an ice-cold bottle, beads forming and sliding down the glass. I paid, nodded thanks, and looked back.

It was the same gentle rhythm: sun, a few words, stillness. Katie didn’t read as cornered or wary; if anything, she looked content, the kind of at-ease you get when you’ve found your spot for the afternoon. I tried to reverse-engineer how they’d ended up together—chance encounter by the towel stand, a friendly hello that snowballed, or had they come looking? And underneath that, the question I couldn’t let go of: how much current was running between the three of them. I kept thinking about last night’s clean, respectful flirtation at the bar and wondered whether Wes and Mike had stayed inside those lines after I left… or if my absence had let them edge a little closer.

With my beer halfway down, I let my gaze drift to the men. Both looked early thirties, long swim trunks, sunglasses, the relaxed posture of guys who know how to idle. From the night before I remembered Wes was a touch taller, and up close I’d peg him at six-one—slender, wiry strength, full head of thick black hair that he pushed back with his fingers when he laughed. Mike carried a different build: chest and arms that said he actually showed up to the gym, tighter abs under a softer middle that comes from living, not posing. His light brown hair was cropped short, the hairline just beginning to argue with him, and a heavy pelt of chest hair curled above his waistband when he sat up. No ink on either of them. Wes’s torso was smooth; Mike’s was unapologetically not. If I had to guess the talker, it was Wes—he kept turning his head to include Katie, gesturing with his hands, while Mike chimed in with shorter lines that made her laugh.

I nursed the bottle and watched the pattern repeat: a few minutes of chat, a minute of sun, a shift on the loungers, sunglasses tipped down to make a point. Thirty minutes slid by and another beer appeared, condensation running down the glass. That’s when I saw Katie start to gather her things—book, lotion, the teal wrap she never wore but always carried. If she reached the room before I did, she’d know I’d been here the whole time. I decided to intercept, play it like I’d just missed her and was coming to find her.

I caught the bartender’s eye and lifted a finger for the check just as she stood. The three traded goodbyes I couldn’t hear—small waves, one last line from Wes, a nod from Mike. The server slid the bill in front of me, and I reached for the pen. Out of habit I glanced back and saw it: Wes and Mike exchanging a quick, kid-at-recess high five before leaning toward each other for a rapid, animated exchange. Whatever they were cooking, it had my wife’s name in the recipe. I signed in a hurry and slid off the stool.

“Sweetie!” I called as she stepped through the gap in the hedge toward the stairs.

She turned, sunglasses hiding her eyes but not the edge in her voice. “Where have you been?”

“Golf,” I said, already wincing. “Got paired with the slowest sweethearts on the island. Five hours. I dropped my stuff a few minutes ago and came looking for you.”

She held me there for a beat like she was weighing the story, then she let out a small breath and the annoyance softened. “Okay,” she said, and we fell into step together, climbing the stairs and cutting across the pool deck toward our building.

In the corridor, instead of peeling off toward the bathroom the way she usually does after the sun, she turned to me. The look was unmistakable—eyes a little heavy, mouth softened, that lazy confidence she gets when she’s already decided. Instinct told me at least some of that heat had carried over from the beach and the two men flanking her lounger, but I didn’t say a word. I just reached for her and pulled her close, the damp warmth of her skin meeting mine.

“I’m all sweaty,” I warned, half-laughing as my shirt stuck to my back.

“So am I,” she giggled, and rose onto her toes to kiss me.

I laughed, slid her cover-up off her shoulders, and walked her backward until the backs of her knees found the mattress and she spilled onto it with a soft bounce. She reached for the ties at her hips; I tapped her hands away and leaned in to kiss along the edge of her bikini top, mouth trailing from the damp strap over her collarbone to the swell that barely hid beneath the fabric. She started squirming almost immediately, little sighs slipping out as I nuzzled and breathed her in.

I traced the same path along the waistband of her bottoms, lips following the line that sat low on her hips. Heat rose off her skin; the salty mix of sun and sweat clung to her, but there was something sweeter under it that made my pulse throb. I wondered if it was just the day on the loungers or the attention she’d soaked up between Wes and Mike.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered, dragging my tongue into the hollow of her navel and circling slow.

“Take them off,” she whimpered, voice gone soft and urgent. “I want to be naked.”

I smiled down at her and tugged the strings. The knots gave easily; the bottoms fell away, and then I freed her breasts, letting the top slide aside. I paused, just to look—sheen on her skin, nipples tight, the neat, wet parting of her lips below. Then I lowered my mouth and ran my tongue in one slow stroke through her pussy, from slick entrance to the small, swollen peak above. Her hips jerked like I’d touched a live wire.

There was no mistaking it now—she was soaked, aroused in a way that felt like it had been building all afternoon. Maybe it was the men. Maybe it was the way she’d been lying there, adored by the sun and the glances that fell on her without apology. Whatever the source, I wasn’t about to waste it.

I licked her again, slower, tasting her, and she let out a needy little sound that opened into a whine as her thighs eased wider. From the way her breath hitched and her belly fluttered, I knew she was already close. I could have stretched it—teased and circled and made her beg—but I wanted the first one to break fast and hard so I could savor her after.

I focused on the tiny, stiff button at the top, giving it light, precise flicks, then a firm seal of my mouth with the gentlest pull. She rose into it like a tide.

“Cum for me, baby,” I said against her, lifting my head just long enough to breathe.

“Want to… I want to…” she moaned, voice shaking.

“Let it out. All of it.” I went back down, tongue working with a steady rhythm, two fingers slipping inside to press the spot that makes her gasp and hold.

Her hand landed on my head, fingers threading into my hair; a second later the other joined, palms urging me, not pushing, just guiding me exactly where she needed. Her thighs trembled around my ears. I kept the same pressure, the same speed, felt the quiver build and build. She went quiet suddenly—the way she does right before it hits—body tensing under my hands for a long, held second, and then she broke, hips rolling, sounds tumbling out of her in a rush.

“Oh, yes… yes… oh God, yes… baby… baby, I’m there…” she panted loudly.

I kept my mouth on her, easing the pressure as the tremors ran through her, staying with it until the shudders softened into little aftershocks. When I felt her start to ebb, I slid up her body, lined myself up, and pushed in to the hilt in one slow, claiming stroke. Heat closed around me. The shock of being filled made her cry out again; her hips lifted to meet mine and the afterglow flared back to life. She went loose and greedy under me—mouth open, eyes squeezed shut, breath catching on every drive.

The beach flashed through my head—the teal bikini, the two men bracketing her, the way she’d turned to listen. The words were out before I could smooth the edge off them. I put my mouth to her ear and whispered, “Pretend it’s Wes fucking you.”

It was a gamble. I felt her nails bite into my arm—sharp, immediate—and then her pelvis rolled up to meet me with a new urgency. Whatever place I’d touched lit her up. She clung with her legs, pulled me deeper, and moved with me like she’d forgotten to be careful. It was a state I hadn’t seen in her—no restraint, no checking herself, just the simple honesty of taking what she wanted. I tried to pace it and failed. The tingling built low and fast, that bright, unstoppable pull.

“I’m going to cum,” I managed, voice rough.

“Okay… okay… do it,” she breathed, hands at my back urging, not letting me out.

I drove into her three hard, clipped thrusts and then slammed home, buried as deep as I could go as release tore through me. Heat pulsed out of me in thick waves, my sounds breaking into hers until they fell apart into ragged breaths. I stayed there, pressed to her, feeling her still fluttering around me, feeling her heart kick hard against my chest until both of us began to slow.

“Damn…” I said at last, half-laugh, half-groan, when my brain returned to my body.

“Did you enjoy that?” she whispered, finding my mouth for a messy, satisfied kiss that tasted like salt and the last of her laughter.

“Yeah,” I breathed, stupidly honest.

We lay there in the heavy quiet, our breathing the only sound in the room. The ceiling fan turned. Somewhere down the hall a door closed. She traced a lazy line along my shoulder, then stilled.

“Why did you say that?” she asked finally.

“What?” I said, pretending not to know.

“You know what.”

I could feel curiosity more than anger in the way she watched me, so I kept it simple. “After last night… how turned on you got…” I paused, searching for the right weight. “It stuck in my head.”

That answer kept the beach to myself. I wasn’t sure what to do with what I’d seen—if anything—and some instinct said to keep it pocketed for now.

Silence stretched. I was about to apologize and steer us back to easy when she said, “I saw her today. Our neighbor.”

The way she slid that in—right after Wes and Mike—wasn’t lost on me. I made myself go soft instead of eager. “Where did you run into her?”

“At the pool. She was with her husband—the guy from the bar.” She beat me to the next question. “We chatted some.”

“You chatted?” I said, careful not to pounce. “How’d that happen?”

“They sat next to me while I was having lunch.”

“I see,” I said, and tried to keep my voice level. “What did you learn?”

“Oh, she’s a predator,” Katie said, then tucked her face into my chest like she’d said something scandalous and wanted temporary shelter.

Something in the way she hid—paired with what I’d watched from the bar—told me she was holding back. “What makes her a predator?” I pressed gently. “What happened? Something must have happened.”

She drew a breath as if to start, then broke into giggles. Tried again, same result—half a sentence, laughter bubbling up and wrecking it. The third time she didn’t even make it to a word; just a little squeal and a shake of her shoulders against me.

Impatience nipped at the edges of my curiosity. I eased her back, hands at her shoulders, so I could see her face. Then I lifted my eyebrows in the old, wordless signal that meant: out with it.

“She tried to steal my guys,” she got out, laughter tripping over the words again.

“Your guys? Who are your guys?” I asked, playing dumb even though I already knew.

“Mike and Wes,” she said, eyes flashing.

“What do you mean? They were with you at lunch?” I pressed, and before she could zig away from the point I added, “Katie, tell me the story. All of it.”

“Okay, okay—don’t be so pushy.” She took a breath, settled against the pillow, and started. “I was by the pool. Mike showed up first—asked if he could sit with me. I said yes. We talked about nothing, like the current was too strong to talk about something. Then Wes wandered over and it felt…balanced, I guess.” She shrugged, a little pleased at the memory. “We decided to grab lunch. That’s when Carly and her husband—Ben—appeared. They took the next table.”

She paused, gauging my face, then went on. “She started in almost immediately. Like a switch. Turned her chair, tuned right to them, and just—” Katie made a small, circling motion with her fingers. “Flirted. Hard. Complimented Mike’s watch. Told Wes his sunglasses made him look like a movie star. You know, that easy, practiced way.”

“Did they respond or stick with you?” I asked.

“Oh, they stayed with me,” she said, a small proud smile pulling at the corner of her mouth. “They were polite back, but they kept turning back to me. I didn’t have to elbow anyone.”

I watched that pride settle in her and felt something warm and complicated turn over in my chest. “No one asked about me?” I probed.

“They did. Mike asked about you as soon as he showed up, and Carly… it took her a while, but she finally did,” she said. When I didn’t jump in, she filled the space herself. “I think she decided I was like her. With them for sex.”

“Were you?” I asked.

“No,” she said, firm, and swatted my shoulder.

“They made you wet,” I said, softer than the words sounded. “Soaked. You had two huge orgasms in twenty-four hours with them in your head.”

“They didn’t—” she began.

“Stop,” I said, and waited until she met my eyes. “They did.”

She held my gaze, something nervous flickering there. “Are you mad?”

“No,” I said. “I want you to be honest.”

She went quiet. I could feel her thinking. “Maybe,” she said finally. “I don’t know. I guess some.”

I let that sit, then asked, “Did they ask you? To go to their room… have sex?”

She studied my face like she was weighing whether I really wanted the answer, then gave a small nod.

Her hand slid down between us, searching. She found me mostly hard, wrapped her fingers around me, and tugged. I guided her hand away, rolled to my back, and lifted her by the hips. She understood, swung a leg over, and settled onto me. When we joined she let out a long, contented sound and began to roll her hips slowly, eyes falling half-closed as she found the pace she liked.

“They did it nicely,” she said after a moment, voice low, like she’d been turning the phrasing over.

“Together, or each on his own?” I asked.

“We didn’t get into details,” she said, and when I started to laugh at the understatement, she laughed with me, still moving, the sound shaking through both of us.

I let her move on me, slow and steady, the slick heat of her making it hard to think straight. Then I decided to stop pretending I didn’t know more. “I saw you with them on the beach,” I said, watching her face. “I spotted you, then sat at the bar and watched for a while.”

She faltered, hips pausing. “Why?”

My hands slid to her hips and guided her back into motion. “I was surprised to see you with them. I wanted to understand what was going on.”

“Nothing happened,” she said—too fast, too neat.

“How did you tell them no?” I asked, keeping my voice even.

“I just said no. It wasn’t going to happen.” She lifted and sank again, but the edge in her tone gave her away.

I let that sit while I lifted my hands to her chest, thumbs brushing over her small nipples. They tightened under my touch and the little mews I love slipped out of her. Her body squirmed, rhythm wobbling and then finding itself again.

“Did you really say that?” I asked, suspicion edging into the question.

She nodded a few quick times, still riding me. I held her gaze and didn’t blink. After several seconds, I saw the corners of her mouth fight their way upward. I didn’t let her off. I kept looking, thumbs teasing lightly until the tension in her expression tipped into laughter.

“Okay, I teased some,” she admitted, the smile finally taking over her face.

“So you didn’t say no,” I said, not unkind, just naming it.

“They got the message,” she shot back, fast.

“What exactly did you tell them?” I pressed, ignoring the dodge.

She stalled. I pinched her nipples—gentle, precise—and nodded once to say I was waiting. Her smile tried to return; she bit it back, made herself breathe, and finally managed to reply.

“I asked them why they wanted me,” she said, a little breathless, like the memory itself made her warm.

“Oh, Lord… that’s needy,” I laughed.

“Shut up,” she shot back, eyes narrowing—but the corners of her mouth twitched.

“Well? What did they say?” I pressed.

“I’m not saying.” She did the faux-annoyed thing, chin up, but the act didn’t hold. After a beat she added, quieter, “They said I was beautiful. Hot. That they couldn’t stop thinking about me.”

“That’s it? You melted at that?” I laughed again, lighter than I meant to.

The humor landed wrong. Real annoyance flashed; she shifted like she’d roll off me and end the conversation right there. I didn’t let the moment slip. I followed her, caught her wrists gently, and guided her onto her back. “Hey,” I said, softer, checking her eyes. She held my gaze and nodded once, permission clear. I eased her legs open, felt the slick heat of her, and slid into her in one smooth, certain push.

For the next minute I gave her what her body was already asking for—fast, focused strokes that made her breath catch and her hips answer mine. Her hands gripped my shoulders; her mouth fell open on a sound that wasn’t a word. Just as she started to climb, I eased the pace, let it slow, and lifted myself enough to really see her face.

“That was mean,” she said, searching my face.

“Katie, they just stated the obvious. Kind of lame, really.”

“Well, you don’t say it enough,” she shot back.

“I do,” I said, softer. “I also think you got off on the attention—especially after meeting our neighbor. Carly. You kept her away from your men.”

“I’m not telling you anymore,” she said, pushing her lip out in an exaggerated pout.

I let the pout hang there and asked anyway, “So you didn’t say no. What did you say?”

“I’m not telling.”

I slid my hands down her arms, laced our fingers, and gently pressed her wrists above her head onto the pillow. I didn’t lean my weight; I just held her there and let the moment stretch until she met my eyes. “Tell me,” I said, even, not loud.

“Maybe,” she said after a beat.

“No, Katie. You need to tell me.”

“I told them maybe,” she admitted, a flicker of nerves in her eyes that made her look younger for a second.

“My God, that’s naughty,” I murmured, half-awed, half-teasing. “It’s worse than yes.”

“No, it’s not! I was playing,” she protested, squirming a little under my hands but not trying to get free.

“You were being a tease,” I said, but my tone softened. “Afraid the attention might slide off you.”

“It wasn’t that bad,” she said, chin lifting. “Would you rather I throw a fit? Besides, we don’t have to see them again.”

“How does ‘maybe’ work?” I asked. “What decides the final answer?”

“Kiss me,” she said, a smile tugging. She swallowed a giggle and let her voice drop lower. “Kiss me first.”

“No. Tell me.”

“Not until you kiss me.”

I bent slowly, giving her time to turn her face up, and let her set the first pressure. What I expected to be a quick brush stretched and deepened—her mouth warm and certain, the kind of kiss that answers a question without words. I loosened my grip on her wrists; she didn’t move them. Her tongue teased; mine followed; breath grew short. She caught my bottom lip once, gentle, and I felt the last of the argument slide out of me.

When we finally broke apart, both of us were breathing hard, foreheads touching, the question still between us and somehow smaller now.

She didn’t make me ask again. “I told them… if we saw them at the bar tonight, then maybe.”

I let out a low laugh. “You are mean. They’re going to spend the rest of the day on edge.”

“They didn’t mind,” she said, eyes bright. “They liked it.”

“Because they think they’ve got a fish on the line,” I said, still grinning—then the grin thinned as a thought landed. “Do they?”

“No. We’re not going to the bar,” she said, simple as that.

My mind ran back over the afternoon, the way Wes and Mike had high-fived on the sand. The image stuck. “When you were leaving—on the stairs—they high-fived each other. Why would they do that?”

Katie turned her face, avoiding my eyes. I followed, not letting her hide. She sighed, pulled in a breath, then met my gaze. “When I was getting ready to go,” she said, voice smaller, “I asked which of them was first.”

“Jesus, Katie.” It came out half whisper, half exhale. “Where did all this come from?”

“It was just play,” she said quickly. “They know that.”

I shook my head, keeping my voice gentle. “No, sweetie. I could tell they had real expectations.”

We stayed joined for a few minutes more, rocking in small, absent-minded motions while the conversation kept circling back on itself. I kept tossing gentle questions—what they said first, who started it, how she answered—and got the same handful of truths in different wrappers. Nothing new, nothing decisive. The talk had crowded the heat out of the room; our bodies slowed without either of us deciding to, until we were just holding on to each other because letting go felt too abrupt. I kissed her collarbone, she smoothed my hair once, and we let the moment wind down on its own.

“Go shower,” I said finally, tapping her hip. She padded off, and the rush of water filled the quiet. Lying there, I replayed the chain that had brought us here: the sliver of curtain, the patient mouth on our neighbor, the second man stepping in, the word normal refusing to square with my lazy prejudice. Something had shifted in me then, and I could feel the shifted version of me making different choices—choosing curiosity over judgment, noticing Katie’s arousal without punishing it. I suspected that had shifted something in her, too. If I’d flinched or scolded, would she have spent an afternoon bracketed by two men? I doubted it. The idea that my calm gave her room sat in my chest like a warm stone.

We traded places. Steam chased me back into the room, clean and a little sleepy. By the time I toweled off, she was already out—breathing deep, one arm flung over her head, the covers crooked around her hips. I slid in beside her and let the travel-drowsy sleep take me under.








Awake to the World

When I woke, the clock on the nightstand showed half past five. The light outside had turned honey-colored. I poured a small drink and stepped onto the patio. The evening breeze came up off the water and wrapped around me, warm and a little salty, and the day’s clutter in my head untangled a notch. Next door, their blinds were open again; the room looked empty, the bed smoothed by housekeeping, no shadows moving behind the glass. I finished the last swallow just as Katie came out, hair brushed, face soft from her nap.

“Want to eat in the bar?” I asked, keeping my voice neutral and failing to hide the curl of a smile.

“You’re not funny,” she said, but her eyes gave away the smile she was trying to withhold. She leaned on the rail beside me for a beat, watching the water, then sighed. “I think I made it sound like more happened than actually did. It was a minute of back-and-forth, and then it was over.”

“Until you asked who was first,” I said, glancing at her.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” she said quietly. No excuse in it—just the fact.

“It’s okay, honey,” I said, shoulder to shoulder with her now. “I kind of admire your spirit.” I meant it. The admission didn’t erase the other feelings—pride, jealousy, the odd fizz of being surprised by the person you sleep beside—but it threaded through them, steadying. We stood there a while longer, watching the lights come on across the bay, letting the warm air finish what the nap had started, and then we went inside to see what the night wanted from us.

“Good, then take me to dinner,” she said.

“Where do you want to go?”

“The sushi place at the hotel down the road. I read it’s really good.”

“That’s expensive.”

“Yes.” She turned toward the door, already reaching for her sweater.

We walked over just before seven and lucked into a small table by the window. The room hummed at a low, polished volume—cloth-napkin quiet, the soft click of chopsticks, a server gliding past with a lacquered tray. We ordered a bottle of sake and let the first small cups warm our chests while we took in the crowd. Most were older couples, linen and watches, the sort of people who don’t need to look at the prices anymore. Every so often a man’s gaze slid toward our table and then away again, the way men look when they’re trying not to be obvious. Katie had dressed for herself, not for them: a knee-length dress on thin straps that showed a tasteful slice of new tan across her chest, hair tucked behind one ear, the soft cardigan she’d brought out of habit draped over her shoulders even though the air inside was warm.

The food was excellent—clean, bright, each piece a small argument for patience. We took our time. Conversation thinned and thickened with the courses, easy and domestic: what we wanted to do tomorrow, whether the sun had been kinder to us today, how the tuna here tasted like the first time we’d had real sushi in the city. By the time the last plate was cleared and the sake bottle tilted to empty, it was after nine and the window had gone black enough to show our reflections.

“Nightcap here or the hotel bar?” I asked, trying and failing to hold back a smirk.

“Here,” she said with fake disgust, then added, “Jerk.”

We slid onto two stools at the corner of the bar and ordered wine. For most of dinner I’d managed to keep Wes and Mike out of my head, but the stillness of sitting shoulder to shoulder did me in. The picture arrived uninvited—two men at a high-top, watching the door, hoping my pretty wife would walk through it. I leaned close.

“Think they’re waiting for you?” I asked, light, almost playful.

“I don’t know,” she said, dismissive, eyes on the wine being poured.

Her tone felt like a shield rather than an answer. I let a beat pass, regrouped, and tried a joke from a different angle. “They’re probably having to fend off Carly,” I said, chuckling.

“Stop it. Quit picking at me,” she responded in a strange tone.

Her pushback confirmed what I was already thinking—and added something else. She wasn’t just dodging my teasing; she was wrestling with it. Up to now I’d told myself the flirting was harmless and that she’d never go further. But if it was rattling her enough to snap, then maybe part of her was still turning it over. That thought shut me up. We let the conversation drift back to safer ground, finished our glasses in a slow truce, and headed out to find a taxi.

Back at our hotel we cut wide of the bar on purpose, rode the lift in silence, and went straight to the room. We changed without ceremony—soft clothes, lights low—and slid under the covers. She tucked in against me while I flicked through channels, letting the noise fill the room. There was a tightness between us that wasn’t angry, just present, and I didn’t know which thread to pull.

“Nothing really,” I said finally, after one more circuit of the guide.

A quiet beat passed.

“Want to make love?” Katie asked.

I dropped the remote and turned to her. My hand found the warm line of her side; her mouth found mine. We kissed—familiar, easy—and yet her attention felt split, like she kept glancing at something only she could see. Maybe I was imagining it. Maybe not. I could feel my own mind skidding back to a bar I wasn’t in and two men we’d left in another building.

“I’m going to check the bar,” I said.

It came out before I could talk myself out of it. Curiosity tugged one way, the part of me that wanted to see how she’d react tugged the other. Would she be angry? Would she shrug and let me go? Would she come?

“Check for what?” she asked carefully.

“If they’re there… if they’re talking to her,” I said, deciding to throw our neighbor into the mix on purpose.

“No. Come on. Who cares? Stay here,” she said, then added, “They won’t be there. There are too many other things to do.”

I laughed, and she pinched my side for it. When I caught my breath I said, “Sweetie, they’re there. No question about that. Probably waiting like puppy dogs. She might be there, too, and if she is, I bet she’s forcing herself on them.”

Katie didn’t answer. We lay there in the hush for a minute, the TV glow washing the ceiling, and then I swung my legs out of bed. I pulled on slacks and a decent shirt, half waiting for her to say don’t go or at least ask what I thought I was doing. Nothing came. The quiet felt like permission or curiosity, maybe both. I didn’t look back; I slipped out and took the short path toward the noise, trying to decide whether I’d just observe, say hello, or stir the pot.

The bar was busier than we’d seen it—every table taken, every stool occupied, little knots of people orbiting the pool with drinks in hand. A hotter band had the place up on its toes; the small dance floor was a tangle of elbows and grins. I scanned the room and saw nothing familiar, edged closer, scanned again. Still nothing. Fine. I let myself be absorbed into the moving mass and kept looking.

Almost at once I picked them out—Mike and Wes with Carly and her husband, holding a spot just outside the covered bar, the opposite corner from where we’d stood the other night. That was why I’d missed them. A fifth person hovered at their edge: a heavyset, very drunk woman in her thirties who kept trying to angle into Wes’s personal space. He wore the polite, fixed smile of a man trying to sidestep without shoving.

I watched Carly. Even in the bump and shuffle of the crowd, her focus on the two men was clear. She leaned in when they spoke, laughed easily, let a hand hover near an elbow without quite touching. It wasn’t clawing or obvious; it was steady and practiced, a tide that nudges the shoreline a grain at a time. Ben stood close enough to be part of it, close enough to look comfortable. Wes and Mike were cordial—answering, tossing lines back, smiling—but I could see the fraction of space they kept between their bodies and hers, the fraction of attention they kept pointed toward the room, toward the entrance.

It read like two people hedging their bets. They hadn’t closed the door on the possibility of my wife. If anything, the distance they held made me think they hadn’t given up on seeing her at all.

An opening appeared at the rail and I slid in, lifted a hand, and ordered a beer. I drifted back to my vantage point with the cold bottle and let the room’s churn swallow me again. For a few minutes nothing shifted—same quartet, same polite orbit, same drunk woman trying to hook Wes into a conversation he clearly didn’t want. I started to think I was wasting my time.

Then Carly and Mike peeled off toward the dance floor. The band punched into a classic; she looped an arm around his neck and steered him into the crush. It wasn’t dirty, just close—her mouth near his ear, his hand cautious at her waist. One song, no more. They returned to their spot, reset the circle. My beer was empty. That felt like the cue.

On the walk back I rehearsed versions of the truth. Aside from confirming the obvious—Wes and Mike were here with Carly—there wasn’t much to report. I wondered if my leaving would read as a childish test and whether I was going to owe an apology. The elevator hummed. The corridor smelled faintly of sunscreen and housekeeping spray. I keyed the door.

It opened on Katie stepping out of the bathroom in her favorite sundress, hair smoothed, a fresh sweep of makeup softening the sleep from her face.

“You were gone a long time,” she said, our eyes catching and holding.

“Not that long,” I said lightly.

“Seemed like it was,” she answered, a nervous little shrug in her shoulders.

“You were on your way out,” I said, taking in the dress, the lip gloss, the way she stood like she hadn’t decided where her feet were going yet.

“Well… I… uhh… I was going to look for you,” she said, stumbling over it.

“You’re too late,” I said, letting the words come out drier than the facts. “Carly has them corralled. She was dancing with Mike when I left.”

“Okay… well then…” she said, trailing off, eyes flicking toward the mirror and back.

Even caught mid-change and hearing that our neighbor had my two would-be suitors in tow, she still carried the hum of wanting to be out. Before I could think better of it, I heard myself ask, “Do you want to get a drink?”

“Do you?” she said, trying to hand the choice back.

“Sure. Why not,” I said, stepping over the sudden ripple of foreboding that ran through me.

“Just a minute then,” she said, and slipped back into the bathroom.

Ten minutes later she stepped out, hair tamed, gloss fresh, sundress falling just right. We headed for the door and traded an awkward little look we both pretended not to read. The walk down was quiet, the elevator hum filling the space where we might have said something. Near the bar, the music swelled—guitar bright, drums a little too loud—and she caught my arm, stopping us short of the entrance.

“Just one drink and then we’ll go,” she said over the band.

“This is your deal, Katie,” I said.

It came out flatter than I meant. I was gearing up to fix it when she said, “Let’s go back to the room.”

“Look, I’m sorry. That wasn’t what I meant,” I said quickly. “I just mean your comfort is what matters.”

“Are you sure?” she asked, searching my face. Before I could answer she added, “You sounded upset.”

“I’m sure,” I said, kissing her cheek. “It came out flippant. That’s on me.”

She let it go with a small smile and a nod, and we started forward again, shoulder to shoulder into the noise and light.

Truth was, I found the whole thing compelling—this flirtatious note in her I hadn’t heard in years, maybe ever—and with the door always open for us to retreat, the risk felt manageable. More than that, I kept thinking what a clean window it was into her sexual headspace. It was messy and thrilling and a little dangerous, but it was honest, and it might be as entertaining as it was useful to us in the long run—maybe even, if I played it right, potentially beneficial in the long term.

We slipped into the edges of the crowd. I pointed out where they’d staked their spot, and Katie chose a table with a line of sight but a little buffer. “I’ll get drinks,” I said, leaving her there with her chin lifted like she’d planned it this way.

When I came back with two glasses, an older man was leaning in with the soft-focus confidence of someone three in. He backed off as soon as he clocked me, hands up, harmless. Katie took her wine, thanked me, and kept her gaze on the dance floor as if it were an interesting documentary and not a live feed of our situation.

We nursed our drinks and let the band’s volume do the talking. I watched her not-look in their direction—how her eyes stayed forward until they didn’t, how she cut little side glances and then caught herself. The place smelled like limes and warm perfume. Every time the door opened, a wash of cooler air slid across the room and made the whole bar inhale at once.

“She’s so aggressive,” Katie said suddenly, as if the comment had burst out on its own.

“Want to go over?” I asked.

“No… no, not yet.” She gave a small shake of her head, the dress strap sliding a fraction on her shoulder.

“Testing your guys to see if they’re worthy?” I said, too amused to keep it to myself. When she shot me a sideways look that wasn’t quite a glare, I felt the click. “That’s it, isn’t it? You want to see if they’ll stick with you or fold for Carly.”

“Shut up,” she said, trying—and failing—not to smile.

“God, your standards,” I laughed. “You just met them and you expect devotion.”

“I’m worth more than her,” she said, shameless and bright.

“Of course you are, sweetie,” I said, meaning it.

“Are you being a smartass?” she asked, looking for the tease in my voice.

“No. I’m serious.”

She gave me a suspicious, pleased little squint. Before I could say anything else, a familiar voice rose over the band, bright and carrying: “Katie! What are you doing way over here?”

We were so wrapped up in our own running commentary that we didn’t notice her until she was right there—a hand on the back of the empty chair at our table, that bright, effortless smile already in place.

“We just stopped on our way back from dinner for a quick drink,” Katie said, recovering first.

“Come over with us,” the woman said, as if Katie had suggested exactly that. “Wes and Mike are there.”

She dangled the names like a lure and let the hook glitter. Up close she was put together in that calculated way that reads as casual: low-cut linen trousers, a cropped top, an unbuttoned long-sleeve worn like a shrug. The outfit framed a neat strip of bare stomach, and there, from the hollow of her navel downward, ran the narrowest trail of dark hair—a few deliberate lines, trimmed to the width of a fingertip and disappearing into the waistband. It wasn’t haphazard; it was presentation. I’d never seen anything like it. My eyes stuck.

I realized too late I was staring. When I looked up, Katie’s expression had cooled by a small, precise degree.

“We were just going to have one drink and go,” she said, voice even.

“Oh, that’s too bad. If you change your mind though…” the woman said, already stepping back into the crowd. Then, like remembering her manners as an afterthought, she turned over her shoulder. “I’m Carly.”

“Chris,” I said before I could stop myself.

She gave me a slow smile that felt like it had been practiced in a mirror and let it land where she wanted. I knew the way it would grate on Katie even as it happened.

When Carly was out of earshot, Katie turned to me. “What was that about? I thought you were going to start drooling.”

“I don’t know,” I said, heat creeping into my neck. “I’ve just… never seen anything like that.”

“Yes, because it’s nasty,” she replied.

I didn’t actually find it offensive, but I let it slide. Katie went quiet, leaving me room to puzzle at the whiplash: all afternoon she’d tested the edges, and now—when the current ran right past our table—she wanted to turn back. The mismatch itched at me until I decided to press.

“We’ve come this far. Are you sure you don’t want to go say hi for a minute?” I asked.

“I don’t like the way you looked at her,” she said.

The line felt more like a placeholder than a feeling. “Let’s have one drink with them,” I said, gentler.

“Why?”

“I like watching you flirt,” I said, half-laughing to sand down the point.

“I got carried away this afternoon, and now that I’m coming to my senses, you’re pushing me,” she said, the whine soft but real.

“You can’t just leave them to Carly. Besides…” I stopped, knowing I was about to tip into honesty.

“Besides what?” she said, sharp now.

“Besides… I want you soaking wet for later,” I said, grinning.

She swatted my arm, but the corner of her mouth betrayed her. I took her hand. “One drink,” I said, and stood, tugging lightly. She resisted for a heartbeat—enough to register her own agency—then rose with me, fingers tightening around mine as we threaded the warm, noisy crowd.

“Great!” Carly called when she clocked us, bright as a bell. She crossed the last few steps and slipped her hand around Katie’s arm, already drawing her in.

The three men were all smiles, though Wes and Mike wore the taut, trying-to-be-casual version, the kind that says a guilty conscience is adjusting its tie. I read the nerves as fallout from the afternoon’s conversations with my wife. They skirted eye contact with me, offered safe pleasantries, and I let them have the out by excusing myself to fetch a round.

By the time I shouldered back through the crowd with fresh drinks, Katie stood with Wes and Mike in a neat little triangle, quiet and composed, while Carly and Ben filled the space with travelogue chatter. More than once I caught the two men stealing quick looks at me—measuring, trying to decide how much I knew and how sharp my teeth were. I gave them nothing but even footing and a polite nod. Carly worked to keep the talk buoyant, but the air stayed stiff. It was the kind of awkward that can’t hold for long.

The break came sideways. “Dance?” Ben asked suddenly, turning to Katie with that affable, harmless smile.

“Uh… I guess… sure,” she said, and relief moved across her face like a breeze. It was an exit without consequences.

“Wes, come with me,” Carly said, not a request. He fell into step, obedient as a tide pulled by the moon.

That left Mike and me shoulder to shoulder, the band a little too loud for small talk. We stood in the comfortable-awkward gap for a beat before I offered him the easiest rope I had—my afternoon at the course. “Got paired with a sweet older couple,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Five-hour round. I thought I’d never get back.”

He listened, laughed in the right place, and I watched the tension leave his shoulders as he decided I was oblivious. By the time the dancers threaded their way back, Mike had sent something low-key and wordless to Wes—a lift of the brows, a tiny shake of the head—and I saw the same relief relax his friend’s jaw. To them, the temperature had dropped. To Katie, returning to a suddenly looser circle with no idea why it felt different, the mismatch made everything worse. Her smile stayed on, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

After half a minute of that, she took my wrist and tugged me toward the crush near the band. “Did you tell them you know?” she asked as we found a pocket of moving bodies and let the rhythm carry us.

“I told Mike about my five-hour golf odyssey,” I said. “He decided that meant I was out of the loop.”

“Okay… okay, I guess,” she said, still scanning the room like it might explain itself. A moment later, softer, “When are we going?”

“When I’m sure you’re hot,” I laughed.

“Hot? I’m a nervous wreck,” she said, trying to look annoyed and almost pulling it off.

“Why? You’re in control,” I said.

“It’s just… weird,” she shouted back over the band, a helpless little shrug in her shoulders.

The song ended and we threaded back to the group. Wes and Mike had lined up a tray of shots—clear, menacing, sweating in the lights. Katie shook her head, but Carly and Ben egged her on, and the men chimed in with mock groans until she rolled her eyes and took one. We all tipped them back together. Katie’s face folded into a perfect wince and the laugh it earned cut the awkwardness in half.

Ben leaned toward her to be heard, stepping closer until he stood almost shoulder to shoulder with Wes. Up close I could compare them: Ben was roughly Wes’s height and build, the same easy, athletic lines. Dark hair, too, though longer, and a small diamond stud flashing in one ear when he turned his head. He said something that made Katie smile without looking away, and the circle loosened a notch.

“C’mon,” Carly said, catching my sleeve.

I didn’t risk meeting Katie’s eyes. Carly tugged me into the flow just as the band slid into a slow song. The dance floor compressed; couples found each other. I took a breath and set my hands respectfully at Carly’s waist. For a beat she rested her cheek against my chest like we were old friends. Then she tipped her face up, mouth quirking.

“Do you like my trail?” she asked, a wicked little glint in her eye.

“I— I’ve never seen one before,” I said, thrown by the bluntness and the timing.

“You want to see the rest of it?” she asked, smile vanishing as quickly as it had come.

“Uh… what? Carly.” The shock was real; I’d been introduced to her properly all of five minutes ago. The implication wasn’t subtle. If I understood her, she’d just asked if I wanted to see her pussy—and the tone suggested that wasn’t all she was offering. Predatory wasn’t just a label; it was a strategy.

She let the silence hold for one beat longer, then the grin returned, easy as a tide. “Do y’all play?” she asked.

“Play?” I echoed, buying time.

“Yeah,” she said, lowering her voice as if we were swapping gossip. “Let her do it with other guys while you’re with another woman.”

“We never have…” I began, then let it hang.

“You know Wes and Mike want her,” she purred. “She’d better hurry or I’m going to take them.”

“Yes. She told me about their attention today,” I said, choosing to give her that much.

“Good. They were worried you’d be pissed and make a scene.”

So they’d talked openly—with her and, apparently, about me. I kept my face mild. “They think they made progress?”

“Yeah… they did,” she said, no hesitation, eyes bright.

“Certain she’d show up tonight?” I asked, as if it were a casual curiosity.

“Yeah,” she said again, offering nothing more.

“Why so confident?” I chuckled, trying to sound like a man amused by puppy love, not one trying to see around a corner.

“Because they got so close.”

The words slid under my ribs. Had Katie held something back? The band’s slow number was tapering; people were already clapping for the next song. If I let the moment pass, the chance to pry a little more would go with it. I kept my tone airy, the smile still on my mouth.

“Not that close,” I said, leaving it deliberately vague.

She bit immediately. “Up to their floor,” she said, almost sing-song. “That’s pretty close.”

The words landed like a jolt. If she was telling it straight, Katie had ridden the elevator with them, let the current carry her all the way to their hallway before stepping back. And instead of heading straight to our room after that line in the sand, she’d returned to her lounger between them and kept the charge alive. Suddenly the hesitations, the sideways looks toward the bar, the way she’d tested the perimeter tonight—all of it made a little more sense. There was more under the surface than she’d admitted.

“I suppose,” I said lightly, careful to keep the thread unbroken.

“Mm-hm.” Carly’s mouth curved. “So let’s get her going,” she purred, eyes flicking past my shoulder toward Katie. “Then you can come with me.”

“And Ben?” I asked, because I needed the rulebook even if she didn’t.

She giggled—quick, wicked. “He loves everything about sex.”

I didn’t know whether that meant voyeur, participant, cheerleader, or all of the above; I only knew it meant he wouldn’t be a brake. The song slipped away and applause rose behind us as the band stepped off for a break, leaving a hum of conversation in its wake. We were suddenly two people standing alone in the middle of a crowded room.

“How’d you get them to tell you everything?” I asked as I offered my arm and angled us back toward the others, using movement to keep the conversation close.

“Baby,” she said, laughing, letting her fingers graze my sleeve as we walked, “I know how to deal with men.”

We reached the circle just as Mike reappeared with another tray of shots, and this time Katie didn’t hesitate—glass up, head back, clean swallow. Ben drifted in beside us while Wes and Mike slid into place on either side of her, closer than before, close enough that their shoulders brushed when they turned. I couldn’t tell if she’d signaled something or if it was simply alcohol, lust, and the voltage of possibility pulling them inward. Either way, none of the three looked nervous; if anything, they seemed to forget we existed.

The band came back onstage and snapped into a bright, fast number. Mike caught Katie’s hand and tugged toward the dance floor; as she stepped, she reached back and caught Wes by the wrist, bringing him with her. They passed right by us and she flicked me a quick, defiant look that said I saw you with Carly—and look at me now. The three of us watched them disappear into the press of bodies, then glanced at each other like referees left on an empty sideline.

“Beautiful lady,” Ben said, smiling as if he enjoyed being impressed.

“She’ll be in their room soon,” Carly said, amused and certain. “No turning back this time.”

“Has she ever played before?” Ben asked, as casually as if he were asking whether we’d tried the ceviche.

The directness hit like a slap of cold water. I felt anger rise, forced it down, and said evenly, “No. Never.”

“Well, it is vacation,” he chuckled. “Be supportive and you can have an incredible experience.”

“Yes,” Carly added. “No judgment. Never that.”

“You sound sure of yourselves,” I said, needing to put a fence somewhere. “Nothing’s going to happen.”

“We’ll see,” Carly murmured, looping her arm through mine as if we were already co-conspirators. “I win either way.”

Katie stayed out for three songs. When she returned, sweat beaded at her throat and collarbone, catching the light; her eyes held a bright, hungry look I hadn’t seen on her in years. For a moment I wondered if Carly and Ben were right, and if they were, whether I truly had it in me to stand there and let the night go where it wanted.

Katie gave me a small nod—talk—and I steered us a few steps away, just outside the circle’s noise. Based on everything I’d learned in the last hour, I braced for her to ask for time alone with them. Instead, she said we should go to our room, and the surprise hit me like a reset button.

“If you’ve had enough, let’s go,” I said.

“I think so… have you?” she asked, and I heard the Carly in the question. I let it pass. “Yeah. I’m good. And I’m pretty sure you’re ready.”

“Give me a sec.” She slipped back to Wes and Mike, leaned in, and I watched their shoulders dip toward her as she spoke. It was brief—two nods, a last smile—and then she glanced over, ready.

“Thanks, everybody,” I called when she rejoined me. “We’ve had a great night, but we’re heading out.”

Carly tried one more playful tug. We didn’t bite. The music and chatter thinned behind us as we crossed the path and rode the lift up, neither of us saying much. Inside the room, Katie paused like she half-expected me to pounce. I didn’t. I walked past to the small counter, cracked the bottle, and poured. The bathroom door clicked; water ran for a moment, then shut off. When she reappeared, it was in nothing but her thong, eyes bright with leftover adrenaline.

“C’mon,” she said, excited, climbing onto the bed like she couldn’t wait to pull me with her.

I took the edge of the mattress with my drink and looked at her sprawled across the sheets. “You know Carly told me something.”

“What?” she snapped, irritation flaring.

“She said your friends told her you went up to their floor. Almost to their room. That they nearly got you there before you got cold feet.”

“I stopped. I didn’t go in,” she said immediately.

“You didn’t tell me,” I said.

“No… I… I was too embarrassed, I guess,” she said, voice dropping.

We stared at each other, the second hand on the nightstand ticking louder than it should have. I could see her trying to read me—angry or not, judging or not. I let the quiet stretch, feeling how strange and charged it all was, until I couldn’t hold it any longer and finally had to speak.

“You’re all over the place, aren’t you?” I said, gentler than the words. “Lit up one minute, spooked the next. It’s new, it’s messy, you don’t know where to put it. You want to be near them and then it’s too much.”

“Yes!” she shot back. “And you’re not helping—you keep pushing. You brought them up in bed. And you danced with that… that tramp.”

“You’re safe now,” I said, swallowing a smile. “I’m not leaving you to manage this on your own.”

“Good,” she said, then added under her breath, “Smartass.”

She hooked my arm and tugged me in. I set the glass aside and slid against her warm, mostly bare body. We kissed until the edges of the night blurred, my hands finding the soft weight of her breasts, the way her nipples tightened under my thumbs. She moaned into my mouth; I felt it all the way down. When the heat finally outpaced restraint, I stood to strip. She shimmied out of her thong, tossed it aside, and lay back smiling up at me like a dare.

I reached between her legs expecting slick heat; instead my fingers found only the start of it. “You cleaned up?”

“I had to—I peed,” she said, giggling.

“Damn. I was counting on you being soaked,” I said, pretending to pout.

“Then earn it,” she sighed. “It won’t take long.”

I stroked the length of her, slow and careful, tracing along the soft edges before skimming the slit with two fingers. Her hips answered, a helpless little whimper slipping out as the slick gathered under my touch. When I circled higher she grabbed my shoulders and pulled, needy now. I moved over her; halfway there she wrapped her hand around me and guided me down. With a long, contented breath she opened, and I pressed in deep, filling her, and held there—still, buried—so I could feel the welcome of her around me.

“Go on, baby,” she breathed.

I eased into her with a few slow strokes, then stilled, hovering over her face. The questions that had been needling me all night wouldn’t let go.

“What made you stop—turn back?” I asked.

“Baby…” she whimpered, hips tipping to coax me, but when I didn’t move she let out a long sigh, met my eyes, and said, “It suddenly felt… dirty. And we hadn’t talked about it. Not really.”

Before I knew she’d ridden the elevator with them, I’d already been surprised by how bold she’d been on this trip—flirtier, more forward than I ever expected. Walking off the beach with them put it in another category entirely. It was thrilling and terrifying in the same breath, and as I stared down at her I realized I was just as scrambled as she was.

“So… if I’d said it was okay, would you have done it?” I asked.

“No—I don’t know—no, that’s not enough…” she said, searching for the edges. After a beat: “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“‘Maybe’ again,” I teased softly.

“Ass. Why—would you have given permission?” she shot back.

“Good question.” I exhaled. “I don’t know. I’m in the same messed-up place you are. It’s all happening so fast. A few days and—boom—we’re here. It’s weird… but interesting. Different. Seeing you with them… knowing you’re getting wet… I like it. I don’t know why.”

“Jealousy?” she asked, then hurried on, “I don’t like you talking to her. She might look respectable, but she’s trashy.”

“Some, I guess. Not as much as there should be,” I admitted, letting the Carly comment slide.

Katie rolled her hips and set us moving again, slow at first, then a little deeper, but the edge we’d built had thinned under all the talking. For a few minutes we kept at it anyway—hands roaming, mouths finding familiar places—until even that felt like we were pushing something uphill. I was about to suggest a pause, a reset, when a sound bled through the wall from next door—the scrape of a chair, a door thudding closed, a quick burst of laughter that didn’t belong to either of us.

We went still without speaking, both of us turning our heads toward the noise like animals in the dark. The vague shuffle sorted into voices, overlapped and male.

“That’s Wes,” Katie said, low and certain.

“Means Mike is probably there, too,” I murmured.

“Probably,” she said, and something small and wounded tugged at the word.

We listened harder. A muffled exchange, the rustle of fabric, a single, sharper exhale from a woman. Then, three soft taps on the adjoining wall—deliberate, evenly spaced. The hair on my arms lifted. It felt like a signal sent with a smile.

“Bitch,” Katie hissed, reaching the same conclusion at the same time.

“God, she’s more than a predator. She’s a—” I started, but the room phone let out its bright, old-fashioned ring, slicing cleanly through the moment.

We snapped our eyes to each other, a whole conversation in that look. I reached sideways and got the receiver to my ear without slipping out of her, one hand braced on the mattress beside her shoulder.

“Hey, over there,” came Carly’s husky purr, breathy in a way that told its own story. “You guys want to come watch the show?”

I glanced down at Katie; her face was a knot of fury and something else. I kept my voice even. “No thanks, Carly. We’re done for the night.”

“Okay, then,” she said—and the clatter that followed made it sound like she let the handset hit the floor.

“What did she want?” Katie asked.

I drew a breath. “She asked if we wanted to watch.”

“Oh my God… you’re joking?” Her voice spiked.

“Nope. Not joking. She’s needling you. She wants you to know she’s got Wes and Mike.” I felt the words turn my stomach even as I said them.

Katie didn’t answer. I bent and kissed her, trying to pull us back into our own heat, easing my hips into a slow roll. But the noise from next door swelled—the thump of a mattress, a man’s rough exhale, Carly’s laugh cutting through it like a blade. It was impossible not to wonder if she’d raised her voice on purpose.

“Let’s go,” Katie said suddenly, bold and clear.

“Next door?” I asked, sure I’d misheard.

“Yes. Let’s call her bluff.” There was steel in her now.

“Honey, I don’t think she’s bluffing.”

“I don’t care—let’s go. I’m tired of her shit.” She pushed at my chest, trying to slide out from under me.

I rolled off to her side, heart thudding. The thought of walking into that room felt like stepping into fast water—strange, dangerous, thrilling. I had never seen Katie this charged, this directed; it left me off-balance, unsure where her line was or mine. She didn’t wait for my answer. She was up and moving, the bathroom light snapping on. I had just gotten to my feet when she came back out already zipped into her dress, eyes bright, jaw set.

“Honey, are you okay? I’m not sure this makes sense,” I said, trying to steady us both.

“Get dressed. I want to see it,” she said.

Her voice had a new, flinty determination that set my nerves on edge. Curiosity I could handle. Even lust, I could make sense of. What I feared was something else—her storming into that room and throwing barbed lines at the wrong moment, turning heat into a fight.

“No. I’m not going,” I said, expecting that to end it.

“Fine, then.” She gave me one last look, crossed to the door, yanked it open, and let it slam behind her.

I stayed frozen for a beat, willing the next sound to be her knock returning in embarrassment. Instead, voices rose through the wall—more than one, more than two—and the tone told me she’d made it inside. I knew I had to follow, but I refused to show up looking rattled. I dressed methodically, listening as I buttoned and buckled. The muffled thump of a bedframe. A woman’s bright gasp—Carly’s. A low male grunt in answer. I finished my drink in one last swallow and set the glass down a little harder than I meant to.

Five minutes late on purpose, I stepped into the corridor, crossed the two strides to their door, and knocked lightly. Seconds stretched. I lifted my hand to try again when the latch clicked and Ben eased it open, standing there in boxers, expression equal parts annoyance and resignation. He stepped back, a small tilt of the head giving me permission, nothing more.

Inside, the room was all warm lamplight and bodies. On the bed, Carly was on her back with Wes driving into her, her hands braced on his arms, her mouth open on a string of hungry sounds that left no doubt she was enjoying every second. Near the headboard, Mike knelt with his cock in his fist—average length, circumcised—watching her face like it was feeding him. The air smelled like sweat and hotel soap. My wife stood at the foot of the bed, eyes fixed, shoulders tense, as if she were trying to decide whether to breathe.

For a heartbeat I wondered where Ben had been before I knocked, what shape the room had been in with one fewer witness. I took a step closer. Katie blinked, as if waking from a trance, clocked me, and retreated two paces on instinct.

“Are you okay?” I murmured, stepping in beside her, ready for tears or anger at the sight of both men in bed with her nemesis.

“I’m fine,” she said, steady on the surface, but I could feel something inside her had sagged since she’d bolted from our room—a loosened wire, a raw edge. To my right, Ben ghosted forward until he was level with the mattress, eyes glued to the coupling. His boxers were tented, unabashed, like arousal here was simply air in the lungs.

I glanced back at Katie. An odd, layered look moved over her face—curiosity, a pinprick of jealousy, the heat she’d been fighting all evening—too many colors to name at once.

“Let’s go,” I whispered, even as the rhythm on the bed—and Carly’s breathy, greedy sounds—sent heat coiling low in my gut.

“Uh… okay,” she said, but the small fall of her mouth told me leaving wasn’t what her body wanted.

I didn’t push. Whatever blow-up I’d feared wasn’t in her; this was something else, a watching that pulled her forward even as pride tried to tug her back. I tipped my head toward the shadows by the window, and we drifted out of the bright cone of lamplight into the softer edge of the room, near the stubby two-seat sofa all these rooms seem to have.

“Let’s sit,” I said.

She nodded and folded down beside me, knees angled toward the bed. Her attention snapped right back to the scene. Wes drove Carly with a hard, even piston, shoulders tight, his jaw set; Carly’s hands slid from his biceps to his shoulders and back again as if she couldn’t decide whether to hold him or climb him. Her sounds changed—lost the play—inched toward something rougher. At the headboard, Mike knelt, cock in hand, watching her face with the focused awe of a man convinced a temple just opened for him.

The room smelled like sweat and hotel soap and that unmistakable salt-sweet tang. The air hummed. Without meaning to, my hand found Katie’s bare knee. I let my palm rest, then drew it slowly up the inside of her thigh. The dress hitched a fraction. Her breath shortened. I traced a second pass—higher, slower—feeling the heat gathering under the fabric. She didn’t look at me; she parted her knees a little and kept her eyes on the bed like she needed the excuse of the view to let me go on.

Ben shifted his weight near the mattress, boxer elastic creasing his hip. Carly’s voice cut up a note—close. Wes adjusted his angle without breaking rhythm and Carly’s heel stamped once into the sheet, a small, involuntary punctuation. Mike’s hand moved in time with Wes’s thrusts, the three of them locked into a tight, obscene music.

I climbed another inch, my fingertips skimming the damp edge of Katie’s panties and then the bare, warmer skin above. She exhaled shakily, the kind of sound she makes when she wants to say yes without saying anything that can be heard by anyone else. I felt her thigh tense, then soften under my hand. I went back down, then up again, a slow circuit that lifted the hem another inch with every pass until the fabric hovered just shy of her heat.

A ripple went through the bed—Wes pushing deeper, Carly arching to meet him, a breath from breaking. Somewhere behind my ribs something answered. Katie’s hand found my wrist and held it there, not pushing me away, not urging me on—just claiming my touch as hers to decide.

“Hey, Katie,” a male voice said.

Looking up, I found Mike standing in front of us—naked now, erection jutting from a body tightened by adrenaline and sweat. I must’ve missed him leaving the bed, too focused on my wife and the way her chest rose and fell, but there he was, certain of his invitation. Katie didn’t answer his soft “Hey,” not even with a glance. Undeterred, he lowered himself onto the cushion beside her, opposite me, knees angled toward hers. He flicked his eyes to mine—a small, questioning lift of his brows—and I gave the slightest shake of my head: not yet, leave her.

“Ready to go?” I asked, keeping my palm moving on the velvet of her thigh.

She cut me a look like she might speak, then turned back to the bed, attention caught by the cadence of Wes’s hips, the way Carly’s voice climbed. I could only read it one way: she was wound tight and wanted to see this through to its conclusion. I understood. I felt it too. Even so, my hand kept roaming—absently at first, then higher, following the heat that radiated up from her. I slid my fingers beneath the hem, inch by inch, until I met bare skin where fabric should have been. Her slit was uncovered—no panties, no barrier at all.

“Don’t,” she whispered, catching the hem and dragging it down a few inches. I let the fabric fall but didn’t lift my hand. Her gaze seesawed—bed, Mike, me—breath hitching as the room pulsed around us.

“You’re totally naked underneath?” I asked softly.

A quick nod. “Yes…”

The picture snapped into place: my wife leaving our room in nothing but a simple dress, bare beneath, to stand inside someone else’s scene. It could be nothing but impulse; it could be everything. Anxiety and arousal braided tight in my chest. I stared at her, trying to read the lines of her mouth, the tiny movements in her throat, while she remained fixed on the bed, pupils blown. Mike’s attention locked on my hand, hunger written all over him, as if he could will the dress to rise just enough to show him what he wanted.

He looked up and caught my eyes. For a suspended second it was just the two of us acknowledging the same carnal gravity, the same woman at the center of it. I felt confused and turned on and protective and thrilled, all at once—and some unguarded part of me must have answered, because my head gave a small, involuntary nod.

His face lit. A beat later, his hand settled on her other thigh, fingers splayed, testing how far she would let him travel.

The sudden touch snapped her attention sideways. She’d been pretending not to notice him, but now there was no pretending. They bent their heads toward each other, whispering—too low for me to catch anything but the cadence, the way she swallowed between words. Then she turned back to me, eyes searching, waiting to see who I was in that moment.

“I’m going to take your dress off,” I told her, voice low against her ear.

“No… let’s go,” she said, breath catching, nerves flaring.

Heat surged through me. I slid my fingers to the hem anyway and worked the fabric upward. She resisted for a couple of seconds—hands at my wrists, a whispered “wait”—but then Mike’s palms joined mine, skimming her sides, and the simple cotton slipped free in one smooth pull. Suddenly she was bare between us, skin flushed, chest rising fast. Mike’s hand returned to her thigh, warmer now, and traced a steady path up her belly until his fingers cupped her breast. She gasped—a small, startled sound that tipped straight into want—so I turned her face to mine and kissed her, deep and slow.

She whimpered into my mouth, the sound breaking into two quick breaths as Mike found her nipple and brushed it with his thumb. Her back arched against the sofa; my hand slid between her legs and felt the proof of everything her eyes had been saying all night—slick heat, a pulse I could feel on my fingertips.

When our kiss broke, Mike’s mouth had already replaced his hand—lips sealed around her nipple, tongue teasing, one arm braced behind her shoulders. He glanced up and found me watching. I touched Katie’s chin and guided her face toward him, an invitation she accepted with a little shiver. He left her breast and met her mouth; she kissed him back without hesitation, hungry now, making a soft noise I’d never heard from her before. While they kissed, I traced her folds—gentle, exploratory passes that left my fingers wetter every time.

“I’m going to fuck you all night,” Mike breathed when their mouths parted, voice rough with certainty.

“No… I can’t…” she gasped, dizzy with sensation—then turned, eyes wide, and asked me, “Do you want to?”

“Yeah… I want to,” he said, honest and unvarnished, and she looked back at me again, pupils blown.

“Oh… oh my God…” she whined, confusion and arousal colliding as she searched my face. I framed her cheeks and kissed her, trying to anchor her, but a moment later her body shifted. The cushion dipped; our mouths broke. I looked down to find Mike sliding between her knees, guiding her hips to the edge of the sofa. He hooked his arms under her thighs and lowered his face into the glossy heat of her.

“Feel good, Katie?” Carly’s voice called out.

Only then did it hit me that the other sounds in the room had gone quiet. Somewhere inside the blur of my wife’s breath and Mike’s tongue, Carly and Wes had finished. Now every gaze had shifted—Carly and Wes propped against pillows, watching; Ben standing a few feet away, boxers gone, his hand wrapped around a thick, heavy cock that arced from his fist to a wide, glossy head. I recognized it with a jolt: the same blunt weapon I’d seen through the patio gap, the one that had disappeared inside Carly nights ago.

Katie didn’t answer Carly’s taunt. I doubted she even heard it. Mike was feasting on her, and the wet, greedy lap of his tongue sounded like he was drinking her in. Jealousy pricked—the remembered taste of her blooming on my tongue—and then dissolved under the heat rolling off her.

“Take her to the bed,” Ben said, voice even, like a stage manager calling a cue.

At first, Mike didn’t react, lost where he was. Thirty seconds later he rose in one smooth motion, face slick, and took Katie’s hand. I braced for her to glance back, to check me, to ask—but she stood, barefoot, dress already forgotten, and let him lead. She climbed onto the big hotel bed without a word and opened her thighs in a clear, unambiguous invitation.

Mike moved between her knees, guided himself with one hand, fumbled for a breathless beat at her entrance, and then pushed forward.

“Ugggghhhh… ohhhh… ohh yes…” Katie groaned, loud and raw.

“Damn,” Mike exhaled, the word dragged from someplace deep.

“Fuck her good. She needs it,” Carly said, voice rough with satisfied malice.

Whether he heard or not, Mike’s hips answered. He drove into my wife with a fast, steady cadence that turned her sounds into a rising ribbon of whimpers and helpless little cries. On her own, she hooked her calves behind his back, ankles crossing, drawing him tighter. Then she reached up, caught the back of his neck, and hauled his mouth down to hers, kissing him with the kind of hungry, open heat I hadn’t seen in years.

She’d been primed—tongue-drunk, trembling—and we all knew she wouldn’t last. Mike kept the pressure unbroken, the bed ticking a sharp rhythm beneath them. Katie’s hands slid from his shoulders to his ass, fingers digging, her chest arched to his. The muscles in her thighs fluttered; a small, startled sound broke into something shameless. Her breathing hitched, hitched again, and then—like a taut rope finally snapping—she let go.

“Ohhh… oh yes… oh God, yes—don’t stop… oh yes, yes…” she cried, voice breaking into a chain of shameless sounds before tapering into breathy, needful whimpers that rolled out under him.

The way she came undid him. Mike answered with a rough series of grunts, hips driving deep as his whole body locked. He shoved hard one last time and ground into her, like pressure alone could wring out the final drops. A heavy groan tore from his chest as he spilled, then he slumped onto her, both of them heaving, her legs still cinched around his waist.

“Your turn,” Carly laughed, smacking Wes’s shoulder in a bright, taunting little pat. “Worked out after all.”

For a heartbeat it looked like Wes might peel his friend off her by force, but he checked himself. The room held its breath while the pair on the bed came down in ragged increments. At last Mike pushed up, chest slick, and as he lifted, Katie’s face came clear—eyes squeezed shut, lips parted, catching air like it might steady her. I almost crossed the space to scoop her back to our room, but the darker part of me wanted to see the choice she’d make when the next wave hit.

She gasped when Mike slid free, a soft, involuntary sound at the sudden emptiness, and then he stepped aside, smiling down at her like a man who’d proven a point. Wes took his chance. He moved in between her open thighs just as she blinked her eyes open and found him there, ready. She didn’t flinch. She just watched him, breathing hard, while he guided his reawakened length to her, about the same size as his friend’s, thick with urgency.

“Told you I’d be first,” Mike tossed over his shoulder as Wes pushed, and my wife answered with a low, helpless moan that swallowed the jab whole.

Wes sank into her fully, paused a beat to feel the clutch of her around him, and then let go. He set a torrid pace, hips snapping with the confidence of a man who’d already emptied once and knew he could keep the pressure relentless. Every eye fixed on the sight of my wife taking a second cock in minutes, and the effect on her was immediate—his driving rhythm stoked the leftover embers into open flame. Her sharp cries thickened into deeper, guttural sounds as he hammered into her, and her hands roamed without rest, skating over the cables of his shoulders, tracing his chest, grabbing at the flex of his ass, unable to stay anywhere for long.

“Come here…” Carly’s whisper sliced through my focus, and I knew exactly what she wanted. With my nerves raw from watching Katie give herself over, I stepped toward the bed like a man walking into a dare. Carly’s fingers went straight to my belt; in a few deft tugs she had it unlatched, my zipper down, the waistband dragged over my hips while she never even lifted her shoulders from the pillows. My hands felt clumsy on my buttons, chest rising too fast.

“Here?” I asked when she tugged at me, trying to pull me onto the mattress—right beside where Wes was working my wife. The proximity felt perverse, a deliberate invitation to be indecent.

“C’mon. Don’t be a dud. It’ll be naughty and nasty,” she giggled, eyes bright with mischief.

Up close, that narrow line of hair from her navel to the neat, thick triangle below drew my gaze again. For a second I pictured tracing it with my tongue, then remembered what Mike had just finished in her and forced the thought down. She caught my wrist and guided me between her knees, opening without a hint of hesitation. As soon as I was aligned, she wrapped her hand around me and drew me to her, the blunt head parting slick heat, welcoming me inch by inch. Her sighs rose as I sank deeper; she was warm and soaking, looser than Katie, and honest about what she wanted.

“Damn,” I breathed, finding a rhythm, feeling her meet it.

“God, I love cock,” she moaned.

I tried to keep a lid on the pace, but Wes’s piston right beside us yanked at my body like a metronome I couldn’t ignore. In a handful of strokes I’d matched him—hips driving, thighs burning—Carly’s breath catching and spilling into a string of needling, filthy little coaxings that made the whole bed feel like it was humming. Her nails traced light lines over my ribs, then dug in when I bottomed out; she rolled her hips up to meet me with shameless precision, moaning, “Right there—yes, right there,” until the words broke into gasps. Across the mattress, Katie had her calves locked behind Wes, fingers roaming—the cords of his shoulders, the small of his back—her sounds tighter, more contained, but the way her body rose to him gave her away completely.

“Worth the effort?” Ben said somewhere at my back, voice low with a spectator’s awe. I glanced once over my shoulder and caught him standing with Mike—both of them fixed on the sight of my wife taking everything Wes gave her, neither man blinking.

“Hell yes,” Mike said without looking away, as if the words were pulled out of him.

A change went through Wes—the grunt thickening, the angle sharpening, his jaw set. The shift touched me like an electric echo; heat flared in my spine and ran down into a gathering throb. The mattress hammered a steady beat beneath us all. Carly wrapped her thighs tighter around me, heels biting the sheet. “Harder,” she hissed, and when I gave it to her she tipped her head back and laughed—a bright, dirty sound that made my control fray.

Wes broke first. His rhythm turned ragged, his breath a torn growl, and then Katie let out a high, helpless squeal that scrambled my brain. The surge took me whole. I drove once, twice, and spilled into Carly in a hot, surging rush. I tried to ride it out, to keep my hips moving through the shocks, but the mechanics fell apart; the cadence hiccupped and slipped. I let it slow, let the last pulses drain, and eased down onto her, chest to chest, both of us slick and heaving.

“Sorry,” I breathed into her hair, the word half laugh, half apology for ending first.

“No need… the night’s young,” she murmured back, amused, like she had an endless set of innings in her.

Maybe for her. For me, the whole ascent had wrung out every nerve—the slow-burn voyeurism, the bar’s dare, the way Katie had opened for one man and then another with my name still in her mouth, and finally Carly pulling me down beside them. It felt like someone had unplugged me. Practical thoughts shouldered in: get us out without a scene, without hard edges we couldn’t sand down tomorrow. I turned my head to find Katie, to take her temperature before I tried to steer us anywhere, and caught her watching me. The look in her eyes was a raw splice of anger and disgust, the kind she normally saved for bad drivers and liars, and it landed like a slap. I knew how she felt about Carly—everyone knew by now—but I hadn’t expected her to want me marble-still and noble while she let herself be carried wherever the night wanted.

“Shit,” I said under my breath, too soft for anyone but the woman beneath me to hear.

“Forget her… she had her fun,” Carly whispered, a lazy confidence in it, then, after a slender pause that felt like a knife slid under the skin, added, “She’s wanted it this afternoon.”

Carly’s little reminder about the afternoon snapped me back to the truth of where this had started, and it steadied me enough to meet Katie’s eyes again. I wanted to give her a clean signal—let’s end this, let’s go—so I watched for a break in whatever Wes was murmuring into her ear. Their quiet exchange stretched, his mouth close to her cheek, her breath sawing in and out as she listened. At last she glanced over. I tipped my chin toward the door—now, please. She lifted a brow, a small question hanging there, and after a beat she gave a single, deliberate nod.

“Carly, we need to go,” I said, keeping my voice low.

“Don’t go… not yet. You don’t want to go yet,” she said, fingers curling at my side like a hook.

“We need to. Really.” I eased out of her, gently prying her hands from my hips as she tried to pull me back, and reached for my clothes.





Helpless

Behind me Katie let out a long, helpless moan. I turned to see Wes take that as his cue and start driving into her again—harder now, coaxing her body to argue with her decision—while Mike stepped in from the other side and rolled her nipples between his fingers to reignite the sparks. The tactic was obvious and it worked; her head tipped back, lips parting, knees opening a fraction more.

“Katie,” I called, letting the irritation show.

Wes kept at it for nearly a minute, hips hammering, eyes locked on her face, until she got her breath under her and said something up to him I couldn’t hear. He paused, listening, then nodded and drew back. They traded a few more tight words. He lifted off her with a reluctant exhale. Katie turned and rose from the mattress in one smooth, shaky motion. For a second the room went quiet around her. My eyes dropped helplessly to the clean-shaven gloss of her pussy, slick with her own arousal and the fresh mess he’d left inside her; the lamplight made every shimmer visible. All three men watched her too as she stepped toward me—Wes scraping a hand through his hair, Mike’s jaw set, Ben’s attention sharpened—and I couldn’t help noticing the same unmistakeable detail on each of them as she moved past: every one of them stood there with a full erection.

As she fumbled with her dress, I caught the cling of several short hairs scattered across her breasts—Mike’s chest hair, unmistakable—and somehow that tiny, clingy evidence made the whole thing feel even more sordid. We muttered clipped goodbyes that fooled no one and hurried down the corridor to the sanctuary of our room.

“I didn’t want you with her. I don’t like it,” Katie said the instant the door clicked shut.

“Uhhh… I don’t think you’re in a position to pass judgment,” I shot back before I could soften it. “What did you expect—me to stand there like a fool?”

“I don’t like it,” she repeated, turning away as if the words themselves might scrub the image from her head.

She headed for the bathroom. I closed the gap in two steps and caught her by the wrist, stopping her at the threshold. The thought of her washing everything away—his taste on her mouth, the smell of that room, even the sight of those stray hairs—hit me like a door slamming.

“Not yet,” I said.

“Why not?”

“I want to talk first.”

“Why?” She yanked once at the handle, then faced me, eyes sparking. “You started it. You let him sit next to me and touch me.”

“Katie, you went in there alone,” I said, trying to hold my voice steady. “It’s pretty clear what you wanted.”

“I was just watching. Nothing happened until you arrived,” she snapped, irritation bright in her cheeks.

“Maybe… maybe…” I let the word hang, trying to cool the surge in my chest. But the echo of her earlier maybes snagged me, and the restraint snapped. “You wanted to protect your men from her, but it was too late for Wes.”

A soft knock rattled the quiet, and we both froze. It could only be one of them. I looked at Katie; the way her eyes darted to the door said she knew it too. I crossed the room and opened it a crack.

“Hey,” Wes said, hanging in the hall with a careful smile. “Just wanted to make sure everything’s okay.”

I didn’t miss the real motive—checking the temperature, seeing if something might still be possible—but before I could form a reply, Katie called from behind me, “We’re fine.”

“Okay then. I’m headed to bed,” he said, and turned away, his glance flicking past me once, hopeful and denied.

I closed the door and found Katie exactly where I’d left her, shoulders tight, jaw working. I stepped in and pulled her into my arms. She stiffened, wriggled once, then let the fight go and sank into me. We stood like that, breathing the same air, the scent of bar smoke and sex and hotel soap still clinging to her skin.

A dozen questions knotted on my tongue. I picked one. “Did you enjoy it?”

She stared past my shoulder for a long beat. “I… I don’t know yet,” she said, small and hoarse. Before I could press, she whispered, “Are you mad at me?”

“I don’t know yet,” I said honestly.

“That’s… that’s not fair,” she said, voice wobbling. “That’s mean.” She tried to twist free again; I held her a little tighter, not enough to pin, enough to keep her from retreating behind a door.

“What did you talk to him about,” I asked, seeing again the long exchange after he finished, the way his mouth hovered near her ear. “You two were at it for a while.”

“I don’t know. Just… stuff. Normal stuff,” she said, avoiding my eyes.

“Like what?”

Her chin tipped down. “How good it felt… stuff like that.”

“Did it feel good?” I pushed, wanting a straight line.

“Yes,” she said immediately, without flinching.

“Who was better?” I asked, fully aware of what I was doing, how sharp the edge was between curiosity and self-harm.

She lifted her gaze to mine, cheeks flushed, and after a breath said, “I don’t know… Mike, I guess.”

With my lust building, I pulled her dress over her head, the soft fabric skimming her shoulders and catching for a second at her elbows before I freed it and let it drop. With her back to me, I molded my palm over one breast, feeling the weight and warmth, while my other hand slid between her thighs. She was still tender and open; when I eased a finger inside, it slipped through heat and slick, and I drew some of that creamy wetness up to circle her clit. She shivered, hips giving a tiny, involuntary push into my hand. Little whimpers rose in her throat, and she reached back, looping her arm behind my neck to pull me closer, her shoulder blade pressing to my chest.

“Did you talk to Wes about going to his room for more?” I asked, voice low against her ear. She tensed, held her breath, didn’t answer. I kept the rhythm slow and patient, letting the pleasure pry her open. “Did he tell you they wanted to share you all night in their room?”

It took a few long seconds—her breath catching twice, her thighs tightening then softening around my hand—before she let her head tip in the smallest nod. “I said… maybe,” she breathed, and there was a flash of pride in the way she owned it.

“God, you’re bad,” I said, a laugh breaking through my control.

She laughed, too, breathless and a little wild. “Maybe I am.”

“Jesus.” I let the moment settle, then asked the only question that mattered. “Do you want to? Want to go to their room?”

My fingertip brushed her button again and I felt it swell under the light pressure, a physical answer her mouth hadn’t given yet. Time seemed to flatten. Twice her body went rigid, then melted back into my hands, like she was testing herself against the truth. I stayed silent and steady, letting whatever answer came be entirely hers.

“Yes…” she whispered finally, the word shivering over my knuckles as her hips made a small, helpless roll.

“Go,” I said, quiet but clear.

She kept her back to me for a heartbeat longer, as if gathering herself, and when I let my arms fall away, she stood very still. Then she turned. We locked eyes—hers wide and luminous, mine probably just as ragged—and a handful of starts to sentences died on her tongue. With a deep breath she pivoted and walked to the bathroom. The door clicked shut; water thundered on. I listened to the shower run, then stop, and still she didn’t come out. Thirty minutes ticked by while I stood in the warm hush of the room, the smell of sex still heavy in the air, imagining her on the other side of the door choosing who she wanted to be tonight.

When she emerged, she looked fresh and deliberate—skin dewy, a new sweep of makeup, hair tamed. She stepped into panties and a bra this time, then stood before the closet and chose a different dress, smoothing it over her hips with both palms. The care she took left no doubt she intended to make an impression, to walk back into that room on her terms.

“Okay, well…” she said, fingers closing around the handle as she prepared to leave.

“You think you can win them back… from Carly?” I asked, unable to help myself.

“Yes!” she declared, fierce and sure, and then turned and left.

As soon as the door clicked shut behind her, I grabbed the remote and started flipping through channels I wasn’t watching. Bright flashes of strangers’ faces and canned laughter filled the room, but none of it pierced the dull, stupid ache of realizing I didn’t even know which door she was about to knock on. The emptiness felt ridiculous and heavy at the same time. I killed the TV, poured a double, and stepped out onto the patio for air that didn’t smell like sex and soap.

Ten minutes of quiet and ice melt passed before the slider next door rasped open. A shape moved in the dim—broad shoulders, easy stride—and then Ben stepped out completely naked, oblivious to the way the hedges didn’t quite seal the gap near the base. He stood there, stretching like a man who thought he was alone. I considered keeping my mouth shut. Curiosity won.

“Ben, how are you?” I said.

He jumped, then leaned toward the greenery until he picked me out. “Good, I guess,” he said, the wry in his voice matching my own.

“I’m having a whiskey. Want one?”

“Sure, why not.”

He dragged a chair close to the divider while I ducked inside for a fresh glass and a scoop of ice. When I returned, I passed the drink through the shrubs. Sitting that close, with our faces hidden and our voices low, the hedge felt like the screen of a confessional.

“Carly go to sleep?” I asked.

“Nah,” he said. “She followed Mike to his room.”

For a second, a sharp bolt of sympathy for Katie cut through the fog—walking into that—but the absurdity of it all hit me right after. I huffed a laugh and said, “Katie left a little while ago to go there, too.”

“Shit,” he chuckled. “I feel left out.”

“Yeah, I get it,” I said, taking a pull from my glass. “How long have y’all been married?”

“Uhhh… we’re not married,” he said. “She’s just my friend.”

The word hit like a slap. For a second I could only stare into the hedge, replaying that first night on the patio and the shapes I was so sure I’d seen moving together. The silence thickened, so I cleared my throat and managed, “Okay…”

We let the quiet sit. Ice knocked softly in our glasses. Eventually Ben stirred it back to life. “You know,” he said, voice low and unselfconscious, “you’ve got a very beautiful wife. I hope you don’t mind me saying it. I was… looking forward to spending a little time with her.”

“It’s been an odd day for us,” I said, because anything simpler would’ve been a lie. “I’m not completely sure how we ended up here.”

“I get her interest in Wes and Mike,” he said with a short laugh. “They put in the hours. Worked her hard all afternoon.”

“I guess.” The whole thing still felt like a parallel universe—one that would fold up and vanish the second we flew home. After another beat I added, “She got possessive with them. Carly sniffing around didn’t help. I think the competition lit a fuse.”

He laughed outright at that, a loose, fond sound. When it ebbed, he took a sip and said, “Carly’s… insatiable. If she goes a day without sex, she starts to climb the walls. I mean that—skip too long and she absolutely loses her mind.”

I thought about prying into whatever “friend” meant, then let it go. We traded a few more quiet sentences, and eventually he padded back inside. Thirty minutes later, I was working through a second whiskey when the neighboring slider rattled again.

“You still out here?” Carly’s voice floated across the hedge.

“I’m here,” I said, a laugh slipping out despite myself.

“Then get over here, now,” she called, all command.

Part of me wanted everything to be over already. But the pull of her brazenness—and the chance I might learn something about where Katie had landed—tugged me to my feet. Ben, still naked, slid the door wider; my eyes dipped, involuntarily, to the heavy length hanging flaccid against his thigh. Inside, steam drifted from the bathroom. Carly appeared in the doorway naked, skin dewy, hair damp at the ends, and bounced onto the bed with a grin that said she assumed compliance.

“Katie okay?” I asked, failing to hide the question that had been gnawing at me.

She laughed, bright and unbothered. “Wes did her good, but they’re about out of gas. When I left she was sucking him, trying to get him hard again, while Mike took her from behind. That’s why I came back. I knew there was fresh cock here. Now—get naked.”

“Jesus, Carly,” I said, shaking my head at the sheer irreverence.

“Hush,” she purred, dragging two fingers slowly down the thin line of hair from her navel to the neat, dark patch below. “Come take another look.”

She knew exactly what she was doing with that trail; it hit the same place in my brain as before and uncoiled something low in my gut. I stripped, climbed onto the bed, and felt her hand close around me with easy certainty, stroking me to full hardness while my own fingers drifted over her belly and down into the soft, dense heat of her pubic hair.

“You groom it,” I murmured, combing through the texture and finding slick warmth beneath.

“A little… lick me,” she replied.

Once more, my mind went to the cum already deposited in her pussy, and the stray curls of Mike’s body hair clinging to her skin made the thought worse. It put a sour edge in my throat that I couldn’t swallow down.

“Let’s shower first,” I suggested.

“Oh, hell… men are such babies. They’ll taste their own cum but gag at anyone else’s,” she said, half sneer, half laugh.

“Yes,” I said, offering no defense because there wasn’t one.

She rolled her eyes, slid off the bed, and I followed her to the bathroom. Steam bloomed fast; the water was hot and clean and anonymous. We soaped each other under the spray, hands practical at first, then lingering. I took my time between her legs, fingers parting her as I let the heat and suds sluice through. When I was satisfied she was rinsed clean, I kissed the slick of her lower belly, then sank to my knees, lifted one thigh over my shoulder, and drew my tongue in a long line from her navel down to her clit. Her breath hitched. I did it again, slower, then stayed where she needed me, tongue flattening, tip circling, pressure adjusting to each little sound she made. Her fingers slid into my hair and settled at the back of my head, guiding, not forcing, a steady encouragement that said keep that, more there.

“God, you can lick pussy,” she whined, voice sharpening as her hips began to chase the rhythm.

The tile bit into my knees but I didn’t care. I wanted to push her over, to mark the moment with something undeniable, so I stayed focused and read her the way I’ve always read Katie—listening for the breath that shortens into a hum, the tremor that means almost. Twice she swelled toward it and drifted back, and I just kept working, patient, unhurried, letting the build find its own pace. The third rise broke clean: her hands clamped at the back of my head, pulling me hard into her mound, a string of rough grunts tearing out of her as she rode the edge and then tumbled over. Water drummed on my shoulders. Her thigh shivered against my cheek.

When the tremors eased she sagged, sliding down the wall, and I stood, catching her under the arms and lifting her upright. She hauled me in by the neck and kissed me, wet and deep, a long, grateful drag that stretched past a minute. When she let me go, the lazy post-orgasm softness had burned off her face, and the old fire was back in her eyes.

“You like that?” I asked, breath brushing her mouth.

“Let’s get in bed. I want to suck you,” she said.

“No, I’m ready to fuck you some more,” I answered, deciding to take the initiative.

Towels still warm against our skin, we slipped back into the bedroom to find it empty—Ben’s clothes gone, the patio door cracked, the night air edging in. I pictured him stepping outside or wandering the corridor, but Carly didn’t even glance toward the balcony. She climbed onto the bed, unbothered, and I followed her across the rumpled sheets.

She rolled onto her back, teasing me with a slow smile. I caught her chin, let a beat hang, then guided her over. “On your knees.”

“Mmm… yeah, baby,” she purred, turning with an easy, eager shimmy. Her thighs parted and the scent of her hit me—my mouth still tingling from the taste I’d left there.

She was slick from my tongue and I slid in with a low groan, pausing to feel her grip around me before I set a steady rhythm. One hand settled on her hip, anchoring her; the other pressed her shoulder down just enough to arch her back. The soft slap of skin on skin filled the room, a drumbeat that pulled me deeper. It had been over an hour since I’d cum, but control felt tight in my fist—I could choose what to give her and when.

“You like that?” I asked as her breath thinned into little broken sounds.

“God—yeah. Take it, baby,” she moaned, pushing back, meeting each thrust like she was claiming it.

I fed on the heat of it, ready to drive harder, tip myself over with her—when a ripple of sound bled in from the suite next door. The unmistakable rhythm of a body taking another, my wife’s voice threaded through it. The shock cut my hips still. For a second I tried to place it—why she’d gone back to our room, who she’d taken with her.

“Katie, getting fucked,” Carly giggled, hearing it too, her body shivering around me.

I started moving again, chasing the beat in our room while the one next door grew louder, shaping itself into something I knew by heart. My wife’s sounds sharpened, high and breathless, and the friction inside me turned complicated—jealous heat and a dark pull I didn’t want to name.

“Why did she come back with them?” I muttered, barely aware I’d said it out loud.

“Mmm… maybe it’s Ben,” Carly breathed, then tipped her head as if she were tuning a radio. “Shh. Give it a minute and I’ll be able to tell.”

We went quiet and listened. Through the wall, my wife’s noises rose and tumbled—low grunts melting into breathy cries—until something in her cadence shifted. Suddenly she was talking between gasps, little shards of encouragement that made heat prickle at the back of my neck.

“Oh, baby… do it… do it… God, don’t stop,” Katie cried, clear enough that it felt like her mouth was at my ear.

“That’s Ben,” Carly said, a quick, wicked laugh under her breath. “He’s giving your wife’s little pussy a workout.”

As if answering to name, Katie’s voice climbed, bright with need. “Oh, Ben… don’t stop. God, don’t stop.”

Carly turned, eyes glittering. “He needed to get some.”

“I want to watch,” I said. It came out raw, and I didn’t care how it sounded.

“Don’t interrupt. Let them have their fun,” she murmured, but her tone had curiosity threaded through it.

I pulled out and headed for my clothes—and then a better idea lit. I pivoted to the sliding door, grabbed a towel off the floor, and slipped onto the patio. The hedge along the wall had a thin seam where it met the stucco; I draped the towel over the scratchy branches and eased through the narrow gap. When I glanced back, Carly was already following. I took her hand and steadied her into the space beside me.

The balcony door gave with a careful tug, barely a whisper, just enough to open two feet. I held the curtain while Carly mirrored me on the other side, and together we peered in at the couple tangled on the bed.

Ben had her centered, missionary, his shoulders blocking the lamp’s glow as he rocked into her with a steady, patient rhythm. No roughness, no theatrics—just the thick, undeniable slide of him parting her. With the wall gone, every sound sharpened: the damp smack of their bodies, the catch in her breath, the little pleading note that always came when she teetered near the edge. She was lit from the inside, all the frantic heat of her responses sparked by the simple fact of his size and depth. He had her close—so close—holding her there like he was tasting the edge and refusing to let it break.

It felt like minutes, probably seconds, before Carly’s hand found my shoulder. She leaned in, voice a hush against my jaw. “She’s in heaven.”

I nodded, eyes locked on the rise of Katie’s hips. Then heat touched me lower—Carly’s palm closing around my shaft. I looked down; she smiled up, sank to her knees, and took me into her mouth in one smooth, quiet swallow.

A warning sat on my tongue—stop, we’ll get caught—but I bit it back. Any protest would be louder than the wet whisper of her lips. I braced a hand against the jamb and let her work while my gaze returned to the bed.

“Oh, Ben… ohhhh… oh, baby… what are you doing to me…” Katie whined, breathless and dazzled.

Ben, who’d barely said a word, finally spoke, voice low and rough. “You like it?”

“Yes… oh yes… don’t stop,” she begged, the words tumbling out between those breathy little mews she never used to make with me. “It’s so good… so good…”

“You made me wait all day,” he murmured, driving deeper.

“No more waiting—no more,” she gasped. “It’s all yours… all yours…”

Katie was never the talker in bed—usually it was a rush of heat and a few broken sounds—but with Ben she gave everything away. Each confession tightened something in my chest, and I knew part of it was the way his thick length filled her, the way she opened around him and let the pleasure spill out of her mouth.

“I want you to cum,” Ben told her, voice gone rough.

“Okay… okay… I want to,” she breathed, like the permission itself pushed her closer.

He changed his rhythm—more deliberate now. Each time he bottomed out she gasped loud enough to make the curtains tremble, not from pain but from that shocking, exquisite fullness. Her sounds sharpened into high, thin whines, and then her legs lifted, toes pointing, body tightening in that familiar prelude. I felt it before she did—the gathering storm in her spine—and then she went rigid, right on the brink.

“Ohhh… oh God… oh, baby—do it—don’t stop—do it—I’m there—oh, Ben, do it, baby—oh yes…” The words poured out as the waves took her, crest after crest rolling through until she shuddered around him.

He kept thrusting, not to chase his own finish yet, but to carry her through it, to keep her hovering in that bright place. When her body finally softened, her hands slid from his biceps to his hips, holding him to her like she didn’t want to lose a single inch.

“Where do you want it?” he asked, panting hard now, right on the edge.

“In me… cum in me,” she moaned without hesitation.

“Good.” His answer landed like a promise, and he drove faster, hips a blur.

A dozen strokes—maybe less—and then he broke with a raw grunt, burying himself as he spilled into my wife. He held there, pulsing, breath shaking, and the two of them melted into low, tender sounds—little purrs, soft hums—like they were speaking a language made of afterglow.

When he rolled to her side, we eased back from the curtain. Carly tugged me through the hedge, and in another breath we were under our own sheets, the room still humming with borrowed heat.

“That made me horny,” she giggled, breath warm against my neck.

“You’re always horny,” I said, unable to help the laugh that followed as Ben’s earlier comment about her appetites flashed through my head.

She answered by wrapping her fingers around my cock and tugging me into place, parting her thighs until I slid between them. In a breath I was inside her again, slow and deep, and the lazy pulse of her hips made me marvel at how tireless she was. Each stroke dragged the night back over me—my wife’s voice next door, Ben’s steady rhythm, Carly’s mouth on me at the curtain—and the memory made my balls tighten. I didn’t fight it. I let the heat build and let myself cum, a sweet, heavy spill that took the edge off without touching the ferocity of earlier. Carly only laughed softly when I rolled to her side, content to curl in. Within a minute my eyes were closing.








A New Normal?

Morning found the room edged in pale light leaking around the curtains. Carly was tucked against me, breathing slow and even, loose with satisfaction. I eased out of bed without waking her, collected my clothes, dressed by the door, and slipped out. In our room, Ben had my wife pulled tight against his chest, both of them asleep in the tangle of sheets. I hesitated—wake them, shower, disappear?—but he seemed to feel me there and glanced over his shoulder. We exchanged a quick nod. He slid out of bed, and as he stood I couldn’t help staring at the weight of his cock, soft now, the same heavy length that had filled my wife. In better light I was sure I’d see his pubic hair stuck down, crusted with her slick.

He dressed in a rush, eyes flicking once to mine, and slipped past without a word. I undressed and eased into the warmth beside Katie. Habit and hunger overrode sense; my hand found her breast.

“No, baby… no more. I need to rest,” she whined, still turned toward the hollow he’d left.

The way she said it—like she thought Ben was still there—made my stomach tighten. Maybe they’d gone again after I passed out. I lay on my back and stared up into the dim ceiling, replaying the night and trying to decide what, exactly, I was supposed to say to her when she woke. Possessiveness and arousal kept trading places in my chest until, finally, sleep dragged me under.

When I surfaced a few hours later, Katie hadn’t moved. I took the hint, showered fast, and headed down to the beach to let the salt air clear my head.

Just after ten-thirty—about ninety minutes after I’d left the room—I saw Ben wading in from the break. I glanced around for Carly, but he was alone. He stood in the surf a moment, letting it wash past his calves, then turned toward the loungers. Halfway up the sand he caught my eye, paused as if measuring something, and veered my way.

“Hey there. Mind if I sit?” he asked when he reached me.

“Sure,” I said, and he dropped into the chair beside mine.

We sat in a salt-bright silence for almost a minute. Then he exhaled. “Interesting night.”

“Yes, it was,” I said.

“If you want me to shut up, just say so,” he offered, watching me carefully.

“You’re fine,” I answered.

Strangely, there was no anger in me and no urge to stir up drama. If anything, curiosity tugged harder—there were gaps in last night I wanted filled in. Even so, the moment sat awkwardly between us, and we let the hush stretch while I watched the sets roll in. Ben broke it first.

“Your wife… Katie. She’s a beautiful woman,” he said, echoing what he’d told me in the dark.

“She is,” I said, then nudged things forward. “How’d you end up with Katie?”

“I heard the door while you two were in the shower. Figured I’d take a shot.” He gave a short laugh.

“And it worked,” I muttered, more to myself than him.

“Yeah… it did,” he said, laughing again.

Silence returned, and I watched the water drag bright lines across the sand. The last twenty-four hours looped through my head—so many times we’d edged up to the line and stepped back, until Carly’s needling shoved us over it.

“Well, look who’s here,” Carly called, snapping the thread of my thoughts.

She flopped into the chair beside me across from her ‘friend’, easy as you please. After quick hellos, she angled her gaze between us with a grin that said she’d come to stir the pot.

“What?” I asked at last.

“Oh, don’t get all solemn. It was a fun night!” she said, too brightly, drawing a couple of curious looks from the nearest loungers.

“It was… interesting,” I said, and Ben chuckled.

“Where’s your pretty wife?” she asked, mischief bright on her face. She didn’t wait for my answer. “She’ll have to hustle if she wants another round with Mike and Wes. They fly out today.”

“Carly, knock it off,” Ben said, irritation cutting through his voice.

“I’m teasing,” she sing-songed, then added, “I bet she’s sore. Maybe Ben should go check on her.”

“No,” I said flatly.

“Don’t be a grump. You can keep your hand on my tummy,” she giggled, tugging my wrist toward the soft line below her navel.

“No.” I stood. “I’m going to see how she is.”

“It’d be more fun if Ben did,” she called after me, her voice chasing my back as I walked away.

The walk back took only a few minutes, but my head kept looping the insanity we’d stumbled into. By the time I slid the keycard into the lock, my stomach had that tight, uncertain twist about what I might find.

“Katie?” I called, stepping into a quiet, empty room.

“In here,” she answered from behind the bathroom door.

I pushed it open and found her sunk into the tub, head propped on a rolled towel. Steam clung to her skin. She gave me a small, wary smile as I came closer.

“You okay?” I asked.

“I hurt… I’m sore…” she whimpered, proving Carly’s smug prediction wasn’t just a tease.

“Well, you had a workout,” I said before I could catch myself.

“Don’t be mean,” she shot back, then softer, “Where have you been?”

I wasn’t sure how much she’d registered of the early morning—whether she’d even known I’d come back—so I let it hang for a beat and nudged. “With Carly.”

“Shit, Chris,” she blurted, worry flashing across her face.

“Honey,” I said, gentling my voice. “I slept next to you. I came back, Ben left, and we crashed. You were out. I slipped out early so you could keep sleeping.”

“You saw him… Ben?” she asked, nerves threading her voice. When I nodded, she studied me, searching for anger that didn’t come. Then an impish smile tugged at her mouth and she murmured, “I was exhausted.”

Her little smile steadied me. I clicked off the bathroom light so only a soft wash from the bedroom slid across the tiles, then dragged the vanity stool beside the tub, laced my fingers with hers, and traced slow circles over her knuckles.

“Tell me what happened,” I said.

“Really? Do I have to?” she murmured, sinking lower in the water. When I just held her gaze, she sighed. “Can’t we just… let it go and move on?”

“No, honey. Tell me.”

“I… I did it with them.” Her voice wavered, then settled. “You told me to go. I was with Wes, and then I guess… both of them. When I came back, Ben knocked, and… I let him in.”

“Was Carly there?”

“Yes. For a while.” She rolled her eyes, a rueful smile ghosting her mouth. “She’s so damn pushy. Then she left.”

“What happened with Wes and Mike? Were you in a threesome?”

“I guess so,” she said, cheeks warming.

“How did they have you?” I asked, wanting to hear it in her words.

She held my eyes for a beat, testing the space between us, then answered quietly, “One in my mouth… the other inside me. Then they switched.”

“How many times did they switch?” Heat tugged low in my belly just picturing it.

“Once. Just once.”

“And you had a bunch of orgasms,” I said, hearing the roughness in my own voice. “Did they cum in your mouth?”

“No.” She shook her head. “I think they were… empty.”

“I watched you with Ben,” I told her, the confession leaving me in a rush. “From the patio. I heard you, found you with him. He made you go crazy too.” I slid off the stool to my knees beside the tub and reached for her breasts.

Her eyes widened, holding mine for a long, breathless beat before she reached up, caught my neck, and pulled me down. Our mouths met and the kiss landed hot—patient at first, then greedy—while my fingers teased her nipples until her back arched against the tub.

“It felt so good,” she whispered when we finally broke for air. “I thought I was done, but he found more.”

“Carly and Ben are down on the beach,” I said, trying to keep my voice even. “She mentioned Mike and Wes are leaving today.”

“Mm-hmm. They woke me up to say goodbye,” she said, a small note of pride tucked into the words.

“Seems you made an impression,” I murmured, standing. She was still giggling as I stepped back into the bedroom.

About thirty minutes later she emerged from the bathroom, hair brushed out, skin dewy, every detail considered. She was completely nude. As she crossed the room, a dark blotch on her inner thigh caught the light.

“Katie, you’ve got a mark. Is that a bruise?” I asked.

“Where?” She glanced down, found it, and winced. “Shit.”

“Who did it?” I leaned in, studying the purplish bloom at the tender edge of her thigh.

“I think… maybe Mike. He did it really hard,” she said, then sighed. “I can’t wear a bikini.”

“Yes you can. Own it. Carly wouldn’t care,” I said.

“I’m not Carly,” she shot back. When I didn’t answer right away, she repeated, softer but firm, “I’m not.”

I let her move around the room, pretending to read while I watched the choices she made. She pulled one of her sexier bikinis from the drawer—thin straps, a triangle top that made my throat tighten—and paired it with a long beach cover-up that floated when she walked. It hid the bruise and most of her curves. I couldn’t tell if she meant to keep it on or shed it once we hit the sand.

“Should we sit with them?” I asked.

“I don’t know. No… maybe… what do you think?” She cut herself off before I could answer. “No, let’s not.”

“Okay,” I said.

She slipped back into the bathroom for a last pass at her hair and sunscreen. After a minute alone, I followed and stood behind her at the mirror. Our eyes met in the glass.

“Why did you let Ben in last night?” I asked, careful, even.

Her gaze flickered, nerves rising. “I don’t know… maybe because of Carly.”

“What’s that mean?”

“Well, the bitch kept chasing my husband,” she said, a flash of defiance sharpening her voice. “So I should get to do the same with hers.”

“Honey, she says Ben’s her ‘friend,” I said softly.

The color drained from her face. “She… they… they’re depraved,” she breathed.

“Yes. It’s far from normal,” I said.

“We did it with them… my God… oh my God,” she whispered, stunned, the weight of it finally settling.

“We’re definitely not joining them,” she said, jaw set.

“Katie, that’s between them. It doesn’t involve us,” I said, realizing as the words left me that I’d probably stirred up more panic than I’d eased, now thinking I’d created unnecessary angst.

We hit the last stretch of stairs just as Ben looked up. Carly started waving like a lighthouse and, with her ‘friend’ already on his feet, there was no graceful way to glide past. Katie angled first, choosing the path for both of us.

“Hello, Katie,” Ben said, voice warm enough to carry a private echo. He touched her fingers, brief and familiar, then nodded to the chair beside him. “Why don’t you sit here.”

She flicked a look back at me—half question, half dare—before letting him slip the beach bag from her shoulder and guide her down. I swallowed whatever that stirred and took my own seat, playing along like this was the most natural four-person reunion on the island.

“Honey, did you sleep well?” Carly asked once we’d settled.

“Wonderfully,” Katie said, the dry edge in her tone making all of us laugh.

In minutes the conversation split—Carly and I batting light chatter, Ben and Katie leaning close. I missed the moment she shrugged off the cover-up; I only noticed when a lull let me glance over and catch Ben murmuring to her, his eyes dropping to the inside of her thigh and then up again, saying more with the look than the words could. It didn’t take much to guess what they were discussing. And as I watched him clock that bruise—his mouth tighten, his gaze darken—I couldn’t tell whether what flashed across his face was concern or a possessive flare. I found myself, absurdly, wondering if he felt sympathy… or jealousy over what Mike had left on her skin.

For the next hour we drifted between sun and small talk, trading lazy flirtation and quick dips whenever the heat pressed too close. Carly and I would wade out together or peel off on our own, but every time Katie stood, Ben rose too, shadowing her like quiet security. The third time, they waded into chest-deep water and my brain supplied what I couldn’t see—his hands skimming her waist, her shiver that had nothing to do with the temperature.

“She wants more cock,” Carly said, watching the same scene.

“Do you?” I asked.

She barked a laugh, head tipping back. When it eased, she grinned at me. “I always want cock. Are you giving it to me?”

“I think we already maxed out our quota of bad decisions,” I said.

“Ha! Don’t be a dud,” she shot back, delighted.

Insatiable fit her—Carly could turn a breeze into foreplay. I couldn’t help measuring that against my wife. Katie had matched the wildness last night, but in my mind it lived as a singular blaze, not a habit. I kept imagining the moment she’d label it too far outside her skin and wince at herself. Watching her now, though—laughing in the water with the man who’d just wrung her out—made me wonder if she was already past that line. Had last night satisfied something, or sharpened it? And what about what we’d learned that morning? Would the truth about Ben sit in her throat like a stone, or would it fade under the sun and the pull of his attention? Her ease with him surprised me after that bathroom shock; it lodged questions I couldn’t quite untangle.

By the time the hour blurred out, my thoughts felt like heat haze. Lunch at the bar seemed like the right kind of reset. We ate, traded safe topics, let the salt and lime clear the static.

“Well, that was nice. I think we’re going to rest for a while,” I said when the plates were empty.

“Are you coming back to the beach later?” Ben asked Katie.

“Maybe…” she said, sliding me an impish look.

They didn’t get the joke, which only made it harder to keep a straight face. I managed.

“Enjoy your nap,” Carly purred as we stood.

“She’s such a predator. I can’t believe you did it with her,” Katie hissed as soon as we were out of earshot.

“You seemed pretty chummy with Ben,” I shot back.

“He’s a gentleman,” she said, chin lifting.

“Oh, that’s what it’s called,” I laughed, and she swatted my arm.

We rinsed off fast, dropped the thermostat, and slid naked under the cool sheets. I pulled her in, our legs fitting easily together, and the lack of sleep tugged us both under.

A little later the wall came alive—clear, unmistakable sounds of sex from next door. I opened my eyes in the dim.

“You up?” I whispered.

“Yes. My God, it’s so sordid. And we… we were with them,” she murmured, echoing the shock from earlier.

Carly’s noises were loud enough to pass for a performance; I kept that thought to myself. Heat still crawled under my skin anyway. My hand found Katie’s breast, and her nipple was already tight. That was all it took—blood rushed, my cock thickening in my palm.

“C’mon,” I said, rolling her onto her back.

Rather than push me away, she wrapped her fingers around my cock and guided me to her, tilting her hips so I slid in on the first try. She was already slick; two slow strokes and I paused to kiss her, deep and hungry, until she moaned into my mouth. When we broke, I drove harder, wanting her voice to carry, and whether it was her own heat or the competition bleeding through the wall, she didn’t hold back—her cries filled the dark, lifting me into a fever. Wet, noisy friction bloomed between us and I pushed into it, faster.

“Go, baby—let them hear how good it is,” I told her.

“Don’t stop… ohhh… do it—do it…” she whined, meeting each thrust.

Then the room split with the sharp ring of the phone. I didn’t need to look to know it was them. I kept moving, trying to drown the sound out, but the message threaded through anyway.

“He wants you—he’s calling for you,” I said, the words slipping free.

“You have me,” she forced out between grunts, fingers digging into my back.

“Yeah…” I breathed, clarity flaring and fading just as fast. “Did you like being with him? Like his big cock?”

“Don’t—” she started, but I pressed.

“Did you? Tell me.”

Her breath hitched into rhythmic gasps with my pace. She locked her arms around my neck and dragged me down into a messy kiss that tasted like heat and salt. It broke after a few seconds, and when our mouths parted I saw it—the spark catching in her eyes, turning bright and dangerous.

“You saw us… you saw what he did,” she whispered.

“Do you want him again?” I pushed.

“Do you want me to?” she countered, breath hot against my cheek.

“I want you to tell me you want to feel his big cock again,” I said, not letting her look away.

Her face held still for a beat. Then a slow smile curled. “I want to feel his big cock some more.”

A few minutes later I was at the neighboring door. It cracked open and Ben stood there, naked, and I couldn’t help the grin. “You’re wanted,” I said.

He stepped aside. I’d barely crossed the threshold when Carly, sprawled in the sheets, drawled, “Took you long enough.”

Ben pulled on his clothes in quick motions and slipped out. I stripped and slid into the warm spot he’d left. Carly wrapped her fingers around me first, playful and sure, and then with that wicked little smile she shimmied down and took me into her mouth. I let her set the pace, the heat building fast while my ears strained for the room next door.

It came—soft at first, then clear.

“Ohhh… uhhhh… ohhhh…” my wife groaned.

“She loves it,” Carly giggled, lifting her head just long enough to meet my eyes. “She told Ben she’s never felt so full.”

“I think she’s becoming you,” I said, half a tease, half a truth.

“Is that bad?” she asked, but didn’t wait for an answer before sinking back down and returning to my shaft.

The mix of Katie’s moans bleeding through the wall and Carly’s mouth working my shaft had me teetering fast. I held her head gently but firm and let go, cumming hard down her throat. She swallowed, stroked me once more, then gave me a minute to breathe before tugging me up her body. The rest of the afternoon blurred into heat and sweat—Carly riding me, flipping me, laughing in my ear—while, next door, my wife and her lover kept up their own relentless rhythm. We regrouped for dinner later, played at normal over drinks, and then went straight back to the rooms for more until the early-morning quiet finally forced them to pack.

“You have a beautiful wife,” Ben said when he ducked back in.

“How is she?” I asked.

“Sleeping. Out of it,” he said, wearing a proud, satisfied smile.

I gave Carly a few soft kisses, then slipped to our room. Katie was as he’d described—out cold—so I slid in beside her and let sleep pull me under. It wasn’t until the maid knocked a little past noon that we finally stirred. Still foggy, we showered, threw on suits, and headed for the beach.

“You look like you’ve been ravaged,” I said when I spotted fresh bruises mottling her thighs.

“Yes…” She glanced down, wincing. “I’m so sore.”

“I guess you’re not in Carly-shape,” I teased.

She shot me a long, sharp look. “I didn’t like you with her.”

“Uhh… may I remind you that you were with three guys?” I said.

“You made me,” she countered.

That told me how she’d decided to file it away. I let it pass with a roll of my eyes, and we let the rest of the trip cool the subject. We mostly sidestepped the mess, drifting back into tourist days and quiet nights. Nearly two weeks after we got home, a bottle of wine finally loosened the knot. We talked it in circles for an hour until we landed on a truce: it was the place, the distance from real life, the strange gravity of our neighbors that had pulled us off course. Every time Katie circled back to the shock of their friend thing, I steered us out of the spiral, knowing nothing good would come from camping there.

“Do you think you could grow a trail?” I asked one night, my finger tracing lazy lines below her navel.

“God, no… it’s trashy!” she said.

“What’s wrong with a little trashy?” I teased.

“Ass,” she muttered—and after a beat of silence added, “Do you think you can grow a bigger dick?”


Epilogue

Six months later

The hotel room looked like every other: neutral art, quiet hum from the vent, a city rinsed in orange through the window. We’d checked in an hour ago, showered together, kissed without rushing. Then she’d chosen the dress she liked for this—black, simple, easy to slip over her head. He arrived on time, respectful, nervous in a way that softened my chest. We exchanged names again. No secrets, just the rules we’d agreed a dozen times: her choice, my presence, our pace. If either of us said stop, the night ended. No pretending.

Now she was on her knees at the edge of the bed, hair tucked behind one ear, eyes bright and calm. She looked up at me first. “Still good?”

“With you,” I said. It’s how we always answer that question now.

She turned to him. “I’m going to taste you,” she said, clear enough that it felt like a promise. He nodded too quickly, then remembered to breathe.

She started with her hands—one at the base, one gliding along the shaft—patient, almost clinical for the first seconds, like she was reacquainting herself with the idea. Then her mouth opened and she took him in slow, only halfway, cheeks hollowing, eyes tipped up to watch his exhale turn shaky. She didn’t rush. She never does. The part that had once scared me is exactly what I love now: the steady way she decides her own pace.

I sat in the chair by the window where we’d agreed I would be. From here I could see everything—the gentle rock of her shoulders, the way his thighs tensed, the soft focus that slid over her face when she was concentrating. When she paused to breathe, she reached for the glass of water on the nightstand and sipped. He offered to fetch it; she shook her head and smiled around the rim, as if to say, relax, you’re not here to do the work.

“Tell me what you like,” she asked him, wiping a shine from her lower lip with her thumb.

“Slow,” he managed. “And… when you look at me like that.”

She laughed under her breath, then rewarded him with exactly that—slow, eyes up, mouth warming around him. He whispered something that didn’t quite form words. I felt the familiar twin pull in my body: the tight ache of jealousy, the clean surge of arousal threaded right through it. I didn’t need to hide either anymore; both were part of what we’d chosen.

She glanced back at me. We didn’t need the formal check-in, but we still did it sometimes because it felt good. “You okay?” she asked.

“I love watching you,” I said, and it was the kind of simple truth that sat warm in my ribs.

She stroked him with one hand and asked, “You like that I’m his good girl right now?”

The words lit me like a match. “Yeah,” I said, and felt my cock throb in my jeans.

“Look at me,” she told the guy, and when he did, she eased farther down, taking more of him, stopping to breathe, going again. He muttered a raw sorry the first time his hips lifted without permission. She stilled him with a palm to his belly, not unkind. “I’ll tell you when,” she said.

The room had its own soundtrack: the soft slide of her mouth, the bedsprings complaining a little as he held himself still, the faint shush of tires six stories below. She pulled off, spit-slicked him with her hand, and leaned in to whisper something I couldn’t catch. He nodded like she’d offered him a life raft.

I unbuttoned my fly and palmed myself through my boxers, not hiding, not pretending I didn’t need to. She saw and her mouth curved, pride and heat mingled. We’d learned to talk during moments like this without talking at all—small looks, tilted chins, the set of a shoulder meaning do you want more or take a breath. It felt like choreography we’d both written.

He reached for her hair and then stopped himself, fingers hovering. She took his wrist and placed his hand lightly at the back of her head. “Gentle,” she said. “Follow me.”

He did. She worked him deeper, then backed off, then deeper again, letting her throat adjust. Tears pricked her lashes for a second and she smiled at the ceiling to push through it. She wasn’t proving anything; she was savoring the stretch, the control of choosing when to relax and when to pull away.

“Tell me something true,” I said, voice low enough to make them both look.

She rested her cheek against his thigh and turned her face toward me. “I like how heavy he feels on my tongue,” she said. “And I like that you’re hard because of it.”

He swallowed. I exhaled. The air between the three of us tightened, sweet and dangerous in the way we’ve agreed to like.

She shifted, bracing one hand on the mattress, and took him in again, now with purpose. The wet sounds grew brighter. His focus frayed. She hummed, a small pleased note, and the vibration made him curse softly. He asked—careful—if he could touch her breasts. She tipped her chin. “Ask him,” she said, and didn’t stop moving.

The man’s eyes flicked to mine. “May I?”

“Yes,” I said, and surprised myself with how steady it came out.

He cupped her lightly, thumbs circling slowly. She groaned around him, then popped off for breath and grinned at me like we’d just accomplished something no one else in the hotel would understand. My chest went loose with love. This was the part no one sees from the outside: the way she keeps me in the loop even when her mouth is full of someone else.

“I’m close,” he said, voice scraping. “Tell me where.”

She sat back on her heels and looked at me, not him. That was our ritual, too—choice reflected, even when we both knew the answer. I nodded. She turned to him. “In my mouth,” she said. “But only when I say.”

He nodded too many times and she soothed him with a stroke down his stomach. Then she took him again, faster, letting him get right to the edge, pulling off to breathe, smiling when he whimpered, pushing him there a second time. “Now,” she said finally, and stayed with him.

He came with a soft shout, hips rounding forward. She held him deep, swallowed, swallowed again, then stroked him gently while his breath unwound. When she let him slip free, she pressed a kiss to the flushed head like a thank you. He whispered it back.

She rose and crossed to me without looking away. Up close I could see the sheen on her lips, the happy flush under her skin. She took my hand and set it low on her stomach, over the place I always ask to touch first. “With me,” she said again, quiet, sure.

“With you,” I said, feeling how true it was.

Behind her, he was tucking himself away, stepping back into his pants, giving us space. He asked if he should go. She nodded, soft but decisive, and thanked him by name. He thanked her, thanked me, and eased out. The latch clicked.

We stood there listening to the silence return, the hotel’s bland serenity knitting itself back together. She leaned into me and I tasted her kiss, the faint salt and heat of it, the way it made my pulse jump. When she broke away, she set her forehead to mine.

“We’re good?” she asked.

“We’re good,” I said, and slid my hand down to cup her, feeling how ready she still was. “Now I’m going to make you cum.”

Her smile widened, lazy and dangerous. “Good,” she said, and tugged me toward the bed.
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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.

Taken: By Her Husband's Friends

As Jessica looked up she saw him standing there and froze. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her husband Mark, stood there with a smile on his face. How could he be smiling? How could he be happy about this?

He had just walked in on his wife, on her knees, with another man's cock in her mouth. She was going down on his friend Ben and all Mark could do was smile.

And then Ben dropped the bombshell. He looked down at her and said 'Mark told me you were a good cock sucker.'

That was it, the moment something snapped in Jessica's head. If he told Ben all about it, then maybe it was time to really show him just how good she was. If Mark's prepared to brag about it to his friends, maybe Jess deserves to enjoy this too.

And the Luke and James walked in......

While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.
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