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Chapter 1:

The sliding glass doors of the Cabo Royal resort hissed open and George stepped directly into the inside of a cloud. It felt like walking into a steam room that cost six hundred dollars a night. Beside him, his girlfriend Charity inhaled the thick air like it was oxygen, her skin already starting to glow with that specific vacation sheen that made George look twice at his own bank account to make sure he could actually afford her.

She adjusted the strap of her sundress. It was a flimsy yellow thing that stopped being polite about mid-thigh.

"We made it," she said. She squeezed his hand. Her palm was warm. "I need a drink that comes in a fruit. A coconut. Or maybe a pineapple."

"We need a room key first," George said. He steered the luggage cart toward the reception desk. The lobby was a jumble of marble floors and thatched roofs, designed to make tourists feel like they were in a jungle where the tigers had been replaced by waiters in linen vests.

There was a line. Of course there was a line.

George resigned himself to the wait. He was good at waiting. He was twenty-five, making decent money as a junior analyst, and entirely aware that he had won the genetic lottery by landing Charity. He was pale, average height, and built like a guy who played tennis on weekends but didn't take it too seriously. Charity was half-Latina and fully aware of the what her smile did to a room, the kind of woman who didn't need to try.

He watched her scan the lobby. She wasn't looking for anything in particular. She just had a way of existing that invited people to look at her.

"Hey."

The voice came from in front of them.

George looked up. The guy standing ahead of them in line had turned around. He was roughly the size of a vending machine and twice as tan. He wore a tank top that was technically a garment but spiritually a flex, cut low enough to show off pectorals that probably had their own Instagram account.

"Hey," Charity said. She smiled. It was her reflex smile. Polite. Warm. Dangerous.

"You guys just get in?" the guy asked. He ignored George entirely. He hadn't looked away from Charity since he turned around.

"Just now," Charity said. She shifted her weight. The yellow dress moved with her. "Flight was long. I think my legs forgot how to work."

"I know that feeling," the guy said. He had a grin that was all white teeth and confidence. "I'm Bo. Just got in from LA."

"Charity," she said.

"Charity," Bo repeated. He paused, considering the name. "That's sweet. You look like a Charity."

George stood there, holding the handle of the luggage cart. He watched the interaction with detached fascination tempered by amusement. Most men would have stepped in by now. They would have puffed out their chest, put a proprietary arm around the girl, marked their territory.

George didn't move.

He liked the view.

He watched Bo’s eyes dip. It wasn't subtle. Bo scanned Charity from the messy bun on top of her head, down the slope of her neck, over the swell of her breasts pushed up by the sundress, and landed on her bare legs. It was an inspection. An appraisal.

George felt a distinct, sharp tug in his gut. It wasn't the heat of jealousy, rather something cooler. It was the thrill of knowing another man wanted what George had, and seeing that man realize George was the one holding the keys.

"And this is George," Charity said. She didn't step back. She didn't cling to George’s arm for safety. She just introduced him.

Bo’s eyes flicked to George for a nanosecond. "Hey man."

"Bo," George said. He kept his voice flat. Friendly. Boring.

Bo turned back to Charity instantly. "So what's the plan? You guys here for the party scene or the relaxation?"

"A bit of both," Charity said. She laughed, and the sound was a little too bright. A little too eager. "George likes to relax. I get bored easily."

"Bored is bad," Bo said. He stepped a fraction closer. He was encroaching on her personal space, testing the fence. "We got a group going to the swim-up bar later. You should come through. The tequila is actually decent if you know who to ask."

"We might do that," Charity said.

She was flirting.

She would deny it later. She would say she was just being nice. She would say she didn't want to be rude. But George knew her. He knew the way her pupils dilated just a fraction. He knew the way she tilted her chin down, looking up through her lashes. She was a scrapper from a rough neighborhood who had polished herself into a corporate girlfriend, but the instinct to charm her way out of trouble—or into it—was hardwired.

Bo was a shiny object. He was tall, hung, and radiated the kind of simple, muscular confidence that George’s cleverness couldn't replicate.

"Next guest, please," the receptionist called out.

Bo didn't move immediately. He held Charity’s gaze for two seconds longer than was socially acceptable. "See you at the pool, Charity."

"Maybe," she said.

Bo turned and sauntered off toward the elevators. He walked with a loose-limbed swagger, the kind of walk that suggested he had never worried about a credit score in his life.

George pushed the luggage cart up to the desk. The receptionist, a tired woman named Maria, began typing.

"Passport," George said. He handed over the documents.

Charity stood beside him. She was buzzing. He could feel it radiating off her. The encounter had woken her up more than the coffee on the plane.

"He was friendly," she said. She didn't look at George. She was pretending to inspect a brochure for zip-lining.

"He was," George agreed. "He seemed very interested in your... travel fatigue."

Charity looked at him then. Her cheeks were flushed. "He was just being a guy, George. Don't be weird."

"I'm not being weird," George said. He signed the credit card receipt. "I'm observant. He wanted to eat you alive."

Charity bit her lip. A small, suppressed smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. She liked hearing it. "You think?"

"I know," George said. He took the key cards from Maria. "Room 404. Ocean view."

They walked to the elevators in silence. A new feeling had come into the room with them. Not Bo exactly, just the idea of him, standing there in his stupid tank top, looking at Charity like she was already his.

In the elevator, they were alone. The doors slid shut, sealing them in with the mirrored walls.

George looked at the reflection. He looked like himself: decent enough, pale and forgettable. Her curves and caramel skin looked like the reason men got into trouble. And he thought of Bo’s heavy, tanned arms.

"He was huge," George said.

Charity looked up from her phone. "Who?"

"Bo. The guy. He looked like he could bench press the luggage cart."

Charity’s eyes darkened. She dropped the act. "Yeah. He was hot. In a dumb way."

"Sure," George replied. “You thought he was hot.”

The elevator dinged. They walked down the long, carpeted hallway. George swiped the key card. The lock clicked green.

He pushed the door open. The room was freezing, the air conditioning blasting at full power. It was a suite, white linens and dark wood, with a balcony that looked out over the turquoise violence of the Pacific.

The door clicked shut behind them.

Charity dropped her purse on the floor. She didn't walk to the balcony to check the view. She turned to George. Her breathing was shallow.

"You aren't mad, are you?" she asked. Her voice was low. "That I talked to him?"

"I'm not mad," George said.

He walked over to her. He put his hands on her waist. The yellow fabric was soft. Beneath it, her body was solid and warm.

"You liked it," he said. It wasn't a question.

"I liked that he thought I was pretty," she whispered. "That's all."

"He thought you were more than pretty, Charity. He was undressing you right there in the lobby. He was wondering if you were wearing panties."

Charity swallowed. Her hands came up to rest on George’s chest. "Well. I'm not."

Something tightened in George's chest. Not jealousy. The other thing.

"You're not?"

"I hate panty lines with this dress," she said. Her eyes were wide, innocent and guilty all at once. "I took them off in the airport bathroom."

The image flashed in George’s mind. Bo, standing there in his tank top, staring at the yellow dress, sensing the emptiness beneath it. The animal instinct recognizing the availability.

George kissed her.

It wasn't a gentle, husbandly peck. He crushed his mouth against hers. He tasted the peppermint from her gum and the salt from the air. He needed to mark her. He needed to remind her, and himself, who she belonged to.

She made a noise in her throat, a little whimper of surprise that turned into a moan. She grabbed his hair.

He pushed her backward. Her legs hit the edge of the mattress and she fell back onto the white duvet. The dress rode up instantly, bunching at her hips.

She wasn't lying.

Between her thighs, she was bare. Smooth, tan skin. And she was wet. The glistening evidence of her interaction in the lobby.

George stared at it. "Jesus, Charity."

"Shut up," she panted. She kicked off her sandals. "Touch me."

He didn't undress. He didn't take off his polo shirt or his khakis. He dropped to his knees at the side of the bed. He needed to taste it. He needed to taste the excitement the other man had provoked.

He buried his face between her legs.

Charity arched her back, her fingers tangling in the sheets. She tasted like musk and arousal. George worked his tongue against her clit, rhythmic and hard. He wasn't trying to be romantic. He was trying to erase the memory of Bo’s grin, or maybe he was trying to deepen it. He couldn't tell.

"George," she gasped. "George, please."

She was close. She was always on a hair-trigger when she was flustered.

He stood up, fumbling with his belt. His zipper hissed. He was hard, painfully so. He shoved his pants down to his knees.

He climbed over her. He didn't bother taking off her dress. He liked it bunched up around her waist, a crumpled yellow frame for her nakedness.

He lined himself up.

"Look at me," he said.

Charity opened her eyes. They were blown wide with desire.

"Who are you with?" he asked. It was a stupid question. An insecure question.

"You," she said. She wrapped her legs around his waist. "I'm with you."

He thrust into her.

It was tight. Hot. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

George moved fast. Too fast. The friction was overwhelming. The image of Bo’s eyes on her, the thought of her standing in the lobby with no underwear while a stranger flirted with her... it was too much stimulus.

He pounded into her, gritting his teeth.

"You're mine," he grunted.

"Yes," she hissed. "Yes."

He got maybe twenty strokes. That was it. The pleasure spiked, sharp and sudden. He groaned, burying his face in her neck, and spilled himself inside her.

He collapsed on top of her, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.

The silence in the room was heavy. The only sound was the hum of the AC and their ragged breathing.

George lay there, feeling the shame creep in at the edges. Fast. Too fast. He hadn't even made her come. He had just used her to scratch an itch caused by another man.

He rolled off her, staring at the ceiling fan spinning lazily above them.

"Sorry," he muttered. "Travel stress."

Charity adjusted her dress, pulling the hem down over her hips. She turned on her side, propping herself up on one elbow. She looked at him. She didn't look disappointed. She looked... energized.

"It's okay," she said. She ran a hand down his chest. "I liked it. You were... possessive."

"I was quick," George corrected.

"You were hungry," she said. She kissed his cheek. "Go take a shower. I'm going to unpack."

George sat up. He felt drained, but the wire in his brain was still vibrating. He watched Charity stand up. She walked to the suitcase, swaying her hips. She looked amazing. Disheveled, dress rumpled, lips swollen.

She looked like a woman who had just been fucked, but who still had plenty of energy left over.

"Hey," George said.

She turned. "Yeah?"

"Put on the bikini," he said. "The white one."

Charity smiled. It wasn't the polite smile from the lobby. It was the real one. The one that knew exactly what kind of trouble they were about to get into.

"The small one?" she asked.

"The smallest one you have."

"Okay," she said. "And then?"

"And then we're going to the pool," George said. "Bo said the tequila was decent. We should go see if he's right."


Chapter 2:

The bikini was a white string number that Charity had bought online three weeks ago. When it arrived in the mail, she had held it up with two fingers and laughed, asking if it was a headband. Now, stretched across her body in the relentless Mexican sun, it looked less like swimwear and more like a dare.

George adjusted his sunglasses and leaned back on the chaise lounge. He watched his girlfriend apply sunscreen with a dedication usually reserved for bomb disposal.

"You missed a spot," he said.

Charity paused, her hand hovering over her thigh. "Where?"

"Everywhere," George said. "But mostly the parts I can see."

She rolled her eyes, but she smiled. She knew she looked good. Charity had never been one of those women who fished for compliments by pretending to hate her body. She treated her appearance like a well-managed portfolio. She knew the assets and their market value.

They had staked out chairs at the main infinity pool, a sprawling turquoise monster that seemed to drop off directly into the Pacific Ocean. It was crowded, but in an expensive way. No screaming kids. Just couples in designer shades sipping drinks that cost more than a gentle lunch back home.

George took a sip of his Modelo. He watched a waiter approach their umbrella for the third time in twenty minutes. The guy was young, eager, and had yet to make eye contact with George.

"Another mojito, señora?" the waiter asked. His eyes were glued to the slope of Charity’s chest.

"I'm okay for now," Charity said. She shifted on the lounge chair. The movement caused the white triangles of her top to struggle against physics. "Maybe in a bit."

"Of course," the waiter said. He lingered for a solid four seconds before turning away.

George checked his watch. "That's a new record. Fifteen minutes exactly. I think he has a timer set."

"He's just doing his job, George."

"His job involves bringing drinks," George said. "He's currently working overtime in the department of ogling my girlfriend."

"Does it bother you?" Charity asked. She lowered her sunglasses to look at him. Her eyes were dark and playful. She was still buzzing from the room. George could see it in the way she couldn't sit still, the way her foot tapped a rhythm against the end of the lounger.

"No," George admitted. He looked at the waiter’s retreating back. "It confirms my investment strategy."

Charity laughed. It was a bright, cascading sound that made the guy three loungers down look up from his Kindle.

"You're terrible," she said.

"I'm realistic. It’s like owning a Ferrari and parking it on the street. You want people to stare. You just don't want them to touch the paint."

Charity picked up her drink. The condensation dripped onto her stomach. "Well, don't worry. The paint is exclusive."

George smiled, but his mind drifted back to the lobby. The way Bo had looked at her. That wasn't the look of a waiter hoping for a big tip. That was the look of a man who saw an open door.

A shadow fell across their legs.

George looked up.

Bo was standing there. He had changed out of the tank top into swim trunks that were loud, floral, and tight enough to leave nothing to the imagination. He held a towel in one hand and a bucket of beers in the other.

"Told you the tequila was decent," Bo said.

He didn't ask if the lounge chair next to Charity was taken. He just assumed it was available for him. He dropped his towel on it and sat down.

The proximity was aggressive. The resort had spaced the chairs in pairs, creating little islands of privacy. Bo had essentially invaded their island. He was sitting closer to Charity than George was.

"Hey," Charity said. She sat up a little straighter. She sucked in her stomach reflexively. "You found us."

"Wasn't hard," Bo said. He popped the cap off a beer with a lighter he pulled from his pocket. The sound was a sharp crack. "Bright yellow dress in the lobby, bright white bikini at the pool. You like to be seen, Charity."

It was a bold line. It walked the razor's edge between a compliment and an accusation.

Charity flushed. "I just like bright colors."

"Suits you," Bo said. He took a long pull of his beer, his throat working. He turned to George, finally acknowledging his existence. "Sup, man. George, right?"

"That's right," George said. He kept his voice neutral. He was acutely aware of the contrast between them. George was pale, turning a light shade of pink despite the SPF 50. Bo was bronzed, hairless, and rippled with muscle under his skin.

"You guys been to Cabo before?" Bo asked.

"First time," Charity answered for them. She turned her body toward Bo. It was subtle, a shift of degrees, but George noticed. Her knees pointed at him. "We usually do Europe. Or Florida."

"Florida's trash," Bo said definitively. "Cabo is where it's at. You want to get wet?"

He wasn't talking to George.

"I was just thinking about it," Charity said. "It's getting hot."

"Let's go," Bo said. He stood up. He extended a hand to her.

This was the moment.

In a normal marriage, in a normal dynamic, this was where George would intervene. He would say maybe later, or we're just relaxing, or he would stand up and go with them, inserting himself as a chaperone.

Charity hesitated. She looked at Bo’s hand. It was large, square, with thick fingers. Then she looked at George.

Her eyes were wide. Questioning. Is this okay?

George took a sip of his warm beer. He felt that cold spark in his gut again. The voyeuristic thrill.

"Go ahead," George said. "I'm going to finish my drink."

Charity took Bo’s hand.

He pulled her up effortlessly. For a second, she stumbled, her chest bumping against his chest. The size difference was comical. Bo was a tower; Charity was a cottage.

"Don't drown her," George said.

Bo laughed. "I'm a certified lifeguard, bro. She's safe with me."

They walked to the pool edge. George watched them. He watched the way other men turned their heads as Charity walked by. The white bikini bottom cut high on her hips, exposing the curve of her glutes. She had a bruise on her left cheek, a faint thumbprint from where George had grabbed her in the room.

Possession.

They stepped into the water.

The pool was heated, but Charity still shivered. She waded in until the water reached her waist.

Then it happened.

The white fabric, now soaked, surrendered its opacity. It turned translucent.

From where George sat, twenty feet away, he could see everything. The dark aureoles of her nipples pressed against the wet cloth. The shadow of her shaved mound. She was practically naked in the middle of a four-star resort.

She had to know. Charity wasn't stupid. She knew how white fabric worked when wet.

Bo definitely knew.

He stood in front of her, the water lapping at his chest. He was saying something. Whatever it was, she was responding with her whole body. She laughed, splashing water at him.

Bo didn't splash back. He moved in. He grabbed her waist.

George’s grip tightened on his beer bottle.

It was playful. Friendly. But Bo’s hands were large, spanning her entire midsection. His thumbs pressed into her skin. He lifted her, ostensibly to help her float or to spin her around, but for a second, Charity was suspended in his arms, her wet breasts inches from his face.

She wasn't pulling away.

Her hands rested on his shoulders. Her fingers were splayed on his wet skin.

George felt his dick twitch in his swim trunks. It was perverse. He was watching a stranger manhandle his girlfriend, and instead of anger, he felt a rush of adrenaline so potent it made his hands shake. It was the confirmation of his own inadequacy and the simultaneous celebration of her desirability.

She was too much for him. She had always been a little too much. Too loud, too warm, too much body for any room. Bo looked like a man who wouldn't flinch at that. A man who'd just say: yeah, and?

Bo set her down, but he didn't let go. They were drifting in the water, bobbing in the gentle current of the pool jets. Their faces were close.

George looked around. Had anyone else noticed? The waiter was back, tray balanced on one hand, staring openly at the pair in the pool. He looked at George, then back at the pool, confusion and envy warring on his face.

George stood up.

He couldn't sit there. If he sat there, he was the husband watching. He was the anchor. He was the safety net.

He needed to remove the net.

He picked up his phone and his room key. He walked to the edge of the pool deck, near where they were swimming.

"Hey," George called out.

Charity turned. Her hair was slicked back, water dripping down her face. She looked wild. Happy.

"I'm going to take a walk," George said. "Stretch my legs. Check out the beach."

Panic flickered in her eyes for a split second. "You're leaving?"

"Just for a bit," George said. He looked at Bo. "You keep an eye on her?"

Bo’s grin widened. "Like a hawk."

"Okay," Charity said. Her voice was breathless. "Text me?"

"I will," George said.

He turned his back on them.

It was the hardest thing he had ever done. Every instinct in his lizard brain screamed at him to turn around, to drag her out of the water, to cover her up.

He forced himself to walk toward the beach path.

He walked past the cabanas, past the towel station, until he found a set of stone stairs that led up to a higher terrace, a designated "Sunset Lookout" that was currently empty.

From here, he had a bird's eye view of the pool.

Leaning against the stone railing, he felt like a man watching his own life through a two-way mirror. He felt like a spy. Almost like a pervert.

He found them instantly. The white bikini was a beacon.

They hadn't separated since he left. If anything, the distance had closed. They were by the wall of the pool now, away from the main crowd. Bo was leaning against the tiles, arms spread out along the edge. Charity was floating in front of him.

She was laughing again. She threw her head back.

Then, George saw it.

Bo reached out underwater. It was obscured by the refraction of the light and the blue ripples, but George saw the movement of his shoulder. He saw Charity jolt. She didn't pull away. She looked around, checking the perimeter, checking for George.

She didn't see him up on the terrace.

She leaned in closer to Bo.

George groaned, the sound low and guttural in his throat. She was hungry. He had left her hungry in the room, and now she was looking at a buffet.

He took his phone out of his pocket. He opened a new browser tab. His fingers trembled as he typed.

Husband watching wife...

He deleted it.

He looked back at the pool. Bo whispered something in Charity’s ear. She covered her mouth, giggling, turning pink.

George typed again.

Stag watching wife flirt.

He hit search.

The results flooded in. Forums. Stories. Definitions. He scrolled past the porn, looking for the text, the explanations. He needed to know if he was crazy. He needed to know if this feeling, this potent blend of shame, pride, and lust, had a name.

Down in the pool, Bo put his hand on the back of Charity’s neck. It was possessive. Dominant.

Charity leaned into his touch.

George put the phone away. He didn't need to read about it. He was watching it.

He waited another ten minutes. He watched Bo’s hand drift lower underwater. He watched Charity’s face go slack with a mixture of fear and pleasure.

He checked his watch. Thirty minutes since he left.

He pulled up her contact.

Me: Heading back. Bring him to dinner.

He watched from the terrace. Charity heard her phone ding from where she’d left it on the pool edge. She swam over, water sluicing off her translucent top. She checked the message.

She froze. She looked at the phone, then at Bo, then back at the phone.

She typed a reply.

Charity: Are you serious?

Me: He seems fun. And he's hungry.

George watched her read it. She looked at Bo. She said something to him. Bo looked surprised, then he shrugged and smiled. A shark realizing the cage door had been left open.

George pushed off the railing. He felt lightheaded. He felt powerful.

He was going to feed her to the shark, and he was going to enjoy every second of the carnage.


Chapter 3:

The hotel room felt different when they returned. The air conditioning still hummed its monochromatic tune. The room was the same room. White linens, dark wood, the same balcony over the same Pacific. Everything looked identical. But nothing was.

They had left the suite as a married couple on vacation; they had returned as co-conspirators in a transgression they hadn't quite committed yet.

Charity hit the shower first. She didn't say much. She was vibrating with a nervous energy that usually signaled she was either about to cry or buy something expensive.

George sat on the edge of the bed and listened to the water run. He checked his phone. No texts from Bo. Just the silent, digital agreement that he would meet them at the restaurant at eight.

George should have been jealous. He should have been looking up divorce lawyers or flights home. Instead, he was looking up definitions.

Compersion.

The word looked clinical on the screen, like a diagnosis for a rare gum disease. The feeling of joy one has when seeing their partner happy, even with another person.

It sounded noble. It sounded like bullshit.

It wasn't joy; it was adrenaline and ownership. He loved the look on their faces; the desperate want for something that belonged entirely to him.

The bathroom door creaked open. Steam rolled out, carrying the scent of coconut and expensive decisions.

"George?" Charity called out.

He walked in. The mirror was fogged. Charity stood in the glass enclosure, water sluicing down her back. She had rinsed the chlorine from her hair, and it was plastered to her skull, dark and slick.

She turned as he stepped in. She didn't cover up. She looked at him with eyes that were too big for her face.

"Are we really doing this?" she asked. The water hammered against the tile, drowning out the hesitation in her voice.

"We're having dinner," George said. He stepped into the shower with her. He was still fully dressed in his swim trunks and t-shirt. The water hit his chest, soaking the cotton instantly.

Charity gasped. "You're dressed."

"I don't care," he said.

He pushed her against the wet tile. It was a movie move, the kind that usually results in a concussion, but the water made everything slick. Her skin burned hot under his hands.

He kissed her. She tasted like fresh water and anxiety. She opened her mouth immediately, her tongue tangling with his, desperate and sloppy. She was looking for an anchor. She wanted him to tell her to stop, or she wanted him to push her off the cliff. She didn't care which, as long as he made the decision.

His hands slid down her waist to her hips. He knelt in the water, the spray hitting his back.

He buried his face in her.

She wasn't just wet from the shower. She was swollen. Responsive. She was so wound up from Bo in the pool that when he knelt down, she was already shaking.

He worked her with his tongue, aggressive and possessive. He wasn't making love; he was marking territory. He wanted her to feel his mouth on her while she looked at him later. He wanted the memory of George to be the friction she felt when she sat across the table from Bo.

"George, God," she choked out. Her hands tangled in his wet hair. She bucked against his face, seeking the release she hadn't gotten earlier.

He stood up. He didn't let her finish.

He unzipped his fly and shoved his swim trunks down. He turned her around and pressed her face into the glass.

"Arch," he said.

She obeyed instantly. Her back curved, presenting herself. A biological reflex.

He slid into her. It was easy. Too easy. She was so open she could have accommodated a man twice his size.

A man twice his size. He kept moving.

He fucked her with a rhythm that wasn't his. It was angry. It was performative. He watched their reflection in the foggy glass. His pale, average frame. Her curves, her flawless caramel skin, the animal way she arched into him. He looked like he had no business being there. He went faster anyway.

He lasted longer than the morning, but not by much. The friction was too good, the mental image of Bo’s hands on her waist flashing behind his eyelids like a strobe light.

He gripped her hips, buried his face in the curve of her wet neck, and let go.

He pulled out, gasping. Charity slumped against the glass, her chest heaving. She hadn't come. He knew she hadn't. Her breathing was ragged, frustrated.

"Go nap," he told her, his voice rough. "You need to rest before dinner."

She turned to look at him. Her eyes were glazed, unsatisfied but obedient. "Okay."

* * *

While she slept, George did the research.

He sat on the balcony with a bourbon he’d liberated from the mini-bar, the humid air drying his clothes. He scrolled through forums. The Stag and Vixen. Hotwife Lifestyle.

The terminology was extensive.

Cuckold: Humiliation focused. The husband is lesser. He is denied. Stag: Facilitator. The husband is the director. He enjoys the show.

He liked Stag. It felt dignified. It implied antlers. It implied he could gore someone if he wanted to, he just chose not to.

He looked back into the room. Charity was sprawled on the bed, wrapped in a robe, sound asleep. Her mouth was slightly open. She looked innocent.

But George knew the truth. Deep down, Charity had a princess complex, but she had a slut’s curiosity. She wanted to be cherished, but she also wanted to be used. And he loved her too much to use her the way she needed. He treated her like porcelain; she wanted to be treated like drywall.

Bo wouldn't treat her like porcelain. Bo looked like the kind of guy who didn't read warning labels.

He checked the time. 6:30 PM.

"Charity," he called out.

She stirred. She woke up pretty, which was annoying. No puffiness, just a slow blink and a stretch that advertised every curve she owned.

"What time is it?"

"Time to get ready," George said. "We have a reservation."

She sat up. The reality of the evening hit her. He saw the nerves flutter in her throat. "Are we still... is he coming?"

"He's coming," George said. "Go get ready."

"What should I wear?"

"The dress," he said. "You know the one."

She knew.

The next hour was a masterclass in construction. George sat in the armchair and watched her build herself.

It wasn't just grooming; it was weaponization.

She showered again to wash off the sex, then sat at the vanity. He watched her apply makeup with the precision of an artist. Foundation, contour, highlighter. She was painting a sharper, hungrier face on top of her real one.

She did her hair in loose waves that looked effortless but took twenty minutes and three different heated tools to achieve. She perfumed her pulse points carefully.

Then, the dress.

It was a metallic slip dress, the color of liquid mercury. It looked like it had been poured onto her rather than sewn. It had a cowl neck that draped low and a slit that went high enough to make the Pope reconsider his career choices.

She stepped into it. The fabric shimmied down her body, clinging to her damp skin.

She turned to the mirror. She smoothed the fabric over her hips.

"Zip me?" she asked.

George walked over. The zipper was invisible, a tiny line running down her spine. He pulled it up. The sound was a sharp zzzzzt that sealed her into the casing.

He rested his hands on her waist. He looked at them in the mirror. Him in his respectable crisp linen button-down and safe loafers, the guy who pays the mortgage. Her in a dress that screamed bad idea.

"Underwear?" he asked, looking at her reflection.

She met his eyes in the glass. She bit her lip. "It didn't look right. The fabric is too thin. You would see the lines."

"So, nothing?"

"Nothing."

His mouth went dry. "Spin."

She turned. As she moved, the slit parted. Just a flash. A hint of thigh, a shadow of the junction where her legs met.

She wasn't wearing a bra, either. The cowl neck draped low, and if she leaned forward, even an inch, her nipples would be visible to anyone taller than her.

Bo was significantly taller than her.

"You look..." He searched for the word. Beautiful was too soft. Sexy was too generic. "You look like trouble."

Charity smiled. It was the smile from the lobby, but weaponized. "Good trouble?"

"Expensive trouble," George said. "Put on the heels."

She stepped into four-inch stilettos. They changed her posture, arching her back, thrusting her chest out and her ass up. She towered now, almost reaching his height.

She grabbed her clutch. It was tiny, barely big enough for a lipstick and a phone.

"Ready?" she asked.

"One second," George said.

He opened the safe in the closet. He reached past their passports and pulled out the small box of condoms he’d thrown in his luggage "just in case." He took three. He put them in his pocket.

Charity watched him. She didn't say anything. Her breath hitched, a small, sharp sound in the quiet room.

"Just in case," he said, echoing his own thought.

"Okay," she whispered.

They walked to the door. He opened it for her.

"After you," he said.

She walked past him into the hallway. The click-clack of her heels on the marble was a rhythmic countdown. She was walking toward the edge of the cliff, and he was the one who had drawn the map to get them there.

They took the elevator down to the restaurant level. The doors opened, and the noise of laughter, clinking glasses, and the distant crash of the ocean washed over them.

"He's going to stare," Charity said, smoothing the dress over her hips one last time.

"I hope so," George said. "If he doesn't, we're leaving."

They turned the corner into the open-air dining room. It was lit by tiki torches and candlelight.

George saw him immediately.

Bo was sitting at a table near the railing. He was wearing a white linen shirt, unbuttoned halfway down his chest, sleeves rolled up to show off forearms that looked like they could strangle a bear. He looked relaxed, confident, drinking a dark liquor on the rocks.

He looked up as they approached.

His reaction was visceral. He stopped mid-sip. He set the glass down. He stood up.

His eyes didn't even flicker to George. They locked onto Charity. He scanned her from the strappy sandals up the long, slit-exposed leg, over the mercury curve of her hips, to the dangerous dip of the neckline.

He let out a low whistle. It was rude. It was perfect.

"Damn, Charity," Bo said, his voice carrying over the ambient noise. "You clean up nice."

Charity smiled, and George saw the shiver run down her bare back.

"Hi Bo," she said.

George stepped up beside her. He put a hand on the small of her back. Not to claim her, but to present her.

"Good to see you," George lied.

Bo looked at him then. He grinned. It was the grin of a man who just realized the buffet was all-you-can-eat.

"Sit down," Bo said, pulling out a chair for Charity. "I ordered a bottle of wine. I figured we had some celebrating to do."

"What are we celebrating?" Charity asked as she sat, the dress riding up her thighs.

Bo looked at George, then back at her. "Vacation," he said. "And new friends."

George took the seat opposite them. He was the third wheel at his own table. And as he watched Bo pour the wine, watching his eyes trace the neckline of George's girlfriend’s dress, George realized he had never been happier to be ignored.


Chapter 4

Dinner was an exercise in biology disguised as social interaction.

The restaurant was one of those open-air places where the menu didn't list prices and the ambiance relied heavily on the assumption that everyone was beautiful and rich. Bo fit right in. He sat with his back to the ocean, legs sprawled under the table, occupying the kind of space that other men quietly reorganized their seating to accommodate.

George watched him pour the wine. Bo held the bottle by the base, not the neck. He filled Charity’s glass a little too high. It was a subtle move. Get her loose. Get her laughing.

"So what do you do back in the real world?" Bo asked. He looked at Charity, ignoring George completely.

"I work in PR," Charity said. She leaned forward. The cowl neck of the mercury dress dipped dangerously. Bo’s eyes dipped with it. Gravity was working hard, but Bo’s imagination was working harder. "Crisis management, mostly. Cleaning up messes for tech companies."

"Sounds stressful," Bo said. "You look too chill for stress."

"I leave it at the office," she said. She took a sip of wine. Her lips left a faint pink crescent on the rim of the glass. "What about you? What's the hustle?"

"A little bit of everything," Bo said. He grinned. "Real estate. Some fitness consulting. I like to keep it flexible. I'm not really a nine-to-five guy. I need to move."

George cut into his steak. Fitness consulting. That usually meant he sold supplements on Instagram or slept with wealthy divorcees who needed a spotter. It didn't matter. Bo wasn't here to discuss his 401k strategy. He was here because he had broad shoulders and a jawline you could use to open a beer bottle.

"George is in finance," Charity added. She kicked George’s shin under the table gently. A reminder to participate.

Bo glanced at George. "Finance. Numbers guy."

"That's right," George said. "Someone has to keep track of the score."

"I respect that," Bo said, though his tone suggested he respected it about as much as he respected traffic laws. "I'm more of a gut feeling guy myself. If it feels good, I do it. If it doesn't, I walk."

He looked back at Charity. "And right now? This feels good."

It was a line so cheesy it should have come with a side of marinara, but Charity ate it up. She laughed. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Her body language was screaming. She was leaning so far across the table she was practically in Bo’s lap.

George chewed his steak. He felt invisible, and it was intoxicating. He was the director watching two actors find their chemistry. He noted the way Bo’s hand rested on the tablecloth, inches from Charity’s fingers. He noted the way Charity’s breathing had picked up, shallow and fast, pressing her breasts against the silver fabric.

The waiter arrived to clear the plates. George hadn't finished, but he waved the man away. He wanted to move this along.

"Dessert?" the waiter asked.

"No," Bo said. He looked at Charity. "Unless you want something sweet?"

"I'm full," Charity said. Her voice was husky. "Maybe a walk? The beach looks beautiful."

"Great idea," Bo said.

The bill came. Bo reached for his back pocket, a performative gesture. George put his card down on the leather folio before Bo could even locate his wallet.

"My treat," George said.

Bo hesitated. "You sure, man?"

"Absolutely," George said. He held Bo’s gaze. It was a small power play. I’m buying the dinner. I’m renting the experience. You are the entertainment. "Consider it a thank you for the company."

Bo shrugged. "Appreciate it."

They stood up. Charity wobbled slightly on her four-inch heels. The wine had hit her, or maybe it was just the altitude of the stilettos. Bo reached out and steadied her. His hand engulfed her upper arm.

"Gotcha," he said.

"Thanks," she breathed.

They walked out of the restaurant and down the wooden steps to the sand. The moon was full, casting a silver light that matched Charity’s dress perfectly. The ocean roared in the darkness, rhythmic and violent.

"These shoes were a mistake," Charity said. She laughed, sinking an inch into the soft sand with every step.

"Here," Bo said. "Take 'em off."

She balanced on his shoulder and unbuckled the straps. She handed the shoes to him.

Bo took them. He held the delicate, lethal heels in one massive hand. He looked ridiculous and perfect. The barbarian carrying the princess’s glass slippers.

They started walking near the water line where the sand was packed harder. George hung back.

He let the distance grow. Five feet. Ten feet.

He watched them.

From the back, they looked like a couple. A tall, muscular man walking next to a curvy, barefoot woman in a dress that looked like it was painted on. They walked close. Their shoulders brushed.

George walked in their wake. He felt the cool ocean breeze hit his face, cooling the heat that was rising under his collar.

This was the image he had cultivated in his head for years. The Stag. The watcher. The man who loves his girlfriend enough to let her be wild, and secure enough to know she’ll come back.

Or maybe he was just a pervert who liked watching a jock handle his property. The distinction felt academic at this point.

Bo said something low. Charity threw her head back and laughed. The sound carried over the crashing waves. Bo reached out and took her hand.

She didn't pull away.

She let him hold it. She swung their joined hands between them. It was intimate. It was worse than sex, in a way. Sex was biological. Hand-holding was romantic.

George felt a sharp pang in his chest. A twist of pure, unadulterated fear. What if she likes him better?

He forced himself to breathe through it. That fear was the spice. That fear was what made the reclamation later so sweet. If there was no risk, there was no reward.

They walked for ten minutes until the lights of the resort began to fade and the beach grew darker.

Bo stopped. He turned to face her.

George stopped too, twenty feet back. He was a shadow. A ghost.

He couldn't hear what they were saying. He saw Bo lean in. He saw Charity tilt her face up.

They didn't kiss. Not yet. Bo brushed a thumb over her cheekbone. Charity closed her eyes. She leaned into his touch, nuzzling his palm like a cat.

George took his phone out. He snapped a photo. Grainy, dark, barely focused. Just two silhouettes against the moonlight. Evidence.

Bo dropped his hand. He pointed back toward the hotel. The moment passed. The tension held, unspent.

They turned and walked back. George waited for them to catch up, acting as if he had just paused to look at the stars.

"Nice night," George said as they approached.

"Incredible," Bo said. He was still holding the shoes. "Your girlfriend was just telling me she's never been night swimming."

"Is that so?" George asked.

"Maybe next time," Charity said quickly. She looked flushed. Guilty. "I think I need to use the ladies' room before we go up."

"We'll wait in the lobby," George said.

The walk back to the resort was silent. The air was thick with things unsaid. Bo walked with a swagger, energized by the interaction on the beach. Charity walked with her head down, lost in thought.

They reached the lobby. The bright artificial lights were jarring after the softness of the moonlight.

"I'll be right back," Charity said. She grabbed her heels from Bo. Her fingers brushed his palm. She scurried off toward the restrooms.

Bo and George stood by a large potted palm. The dynamic shifted instantly. Without Charity as a buffer, they were just two men measuring each other up.

"She's something else," Bo said. He crossed his arms. His biceps bulged against the linen sleeves.

"She is," George agreed.

"You're a lucky guy, George."

"I know."

Bo looked at him. Really looked at him. He was trying to figure out the angle. Why George wasn't threatened. Why George wasn't marking his territory.

"So," Bo said. "What's the plan for the rest of the night?"

"That depends on Charity," George said.

His phone buzzed in his pocket.

He pulled it out.

Charity: He touched my face.

George typed back.

George: I saw.

Charity: I wanted him to kiss me.

George felt his pulse spike. The honesty was brutal. It was exactly what he wanted.

George: Why didn't he?

Charity: Because he thinks you're watching.

George: I am watching.

Three dots appeared. She was typing. Then deleting. Then typing again.

Charity: Invite him up.

George stared at the screen. This was it. The point of no return. Up until now, it was just flirting. It was plausible deniability. Inviting a man to your hotel room at ten o'clock at night was a statement of intent.

George: Just for a drink?

Charity: You know it's not for a drink.

George: Ask him.

Charity: No. You ask him. If I ask, I'm a slut. If you ask, it's permission.

George smiled. She needed the cover. She needed to be the good girlfriend who was just following her husband’s lead. She needed him to open the gate so she could claim she wandered through it by accident.

He put the phone away.

He looked at Bo.

Bo was checking his watch, looking bored. He was probably thinking about hitting the hotel bar, finding some single girls who didn't come with a weird husband attachment.

"Bo," George said.

The big man looked up. "Yeah?"

"We've got a bottle of bourbon in the suite," George said. His voice was steady. Casual. "Better than the watered-down stuff they serve downstairs. You want to come up for a nightcap?"

Bo went still.

He looked at George. He looked for the trap. He looked for the anger or the sarcasm.

He found neither. He just found a pale man in a polo shirt offering him a drink and access to his girlfriend.

A slow grin spread across Bo’s face. It was the smile of a man who just found a hundred-dollar bill on the sidewalk.

"Bourbon sounds good," Bo said. "I'm a bourbon guy."

Charity emerged from the hallway. She had touched up her lipstick. It was redder now. Fresher. She looked at George. Her eyes asked the question.

George nodded. A microscopic movement.

Charity let out a breath she had been holding. She turned to Bo. She smiled, and this time, there was no politeness in it. It was pure heat.

"Ready?" she asked.

"Lead the way," Bo said.

They walked to the elevators. George pressed the button.

The doors slid open. They stepped inside.

The mirrored walls reflected them again. Bo stood in the middle. Charity stood close to him, her bare arm brushing his white shirt. George stood by the panel.

He pressed the button for the fourth floor.

The elevator lurched upward.

"So," Bo said, looking at Charity’s reflection in the door. "Nice room?"

"Ocean view," Charity said. Her voice was barely a whisper. "Big bed."

Bo chuckled. The sound was low and vibration-heavy in the small space.

"Sounds perfect," he said.

George watched the numbers climb. 2... 3... 4.

The bell dinged.

"After you," George said.

They walked down the hall. The carpet dampened the sound of their footsteps. It felt like a funeral march for their monogamy, or maybe a wedding procession for their new reality.

George swiped the key card. The light turned green.

He pushed the door open and held it.

Bo walked in first. He stepped into the suite like he owned it. He looked around, nodding appreciatively at the decor, but his eyes went straight to the king-sized bed in the center of the room.

Charity followed him. She dropped her clutch on the table. She didn't look at George. She walked to the center of the room and stood there, caught in the gravity between the husband and the stranger.

George closed the door. He threw the deadbolt.

The sound of the lock clicking into place was the loudest thing in the world.

"Drinks?" George asked.

"Please," Bo said. He turned to face them. He didn't sit down. He stood in the middle of the room, taking up space, radiating heat.

"I'll make them," George said.

He walked to the wet bar. He poured three fingers of bourbon into two glasses. He didn't pour one for Charity. She didn't need alcohol. She was drunk on the situation.

He handed a glass to Bo.

"Cheers," George said.

Bo clinked his glass against George’s. "To new friends."

"To vacation," George corrected.

He sat down in the armchair in the corner. The designated seat. The throne of the Stag.

"My neck is killing me," Charity said suddenly. It was a clumsy segue, improvised and desperate. She rolled her head, wincing dramatically. "I think I slept funny on the plane."

Bo set his drink down. He didn't hesitate. He knew the script. He had probably acted in this play before, even if he didn't know the director.

"I'm actually pretty good at massage," Bo said. He stepped behind her.

Charity stiffened, then relaxed.

"Are you?" she asked.

"Yeah," Bo said. "Sports therapy. Part of the fitness consulting."

He put his hands on her bare shoulders. His thumbs dug into the muscle.

Charity moaned. It wasn't a polite sound. It was a guttural, involuntary noise that dropped the temperature in the room by ten degrees.

Bo looked at George. He paused. His hands hovered on her skin. He was checking for the stop sign.

George took a sip of his bourbon. He crossed his legs. He looked Bo dead in the eye.

"Don't stop on my account," George said. "She's been complaining about it all day."

Bo smiled. He dug his thumbs in harder.

"Why don't you sit on the bed?" Bo suggested. "It's easier if you're sitting."

Charity walked to the bed. She sat on the edge, her back to Bo, her face to George.

She spread her knees slightly. The slit of the mercury dress fell open, exposing the inside of her thigh.

Bo moved behind her. He stood between her legs, his crotch inches from her back. He began to work her shoulders again, but his eyes were on George.

The game was on. And George was winning.


Chapter 5

The room was quiet in the way a held breath is quiet: three people not saying the thing that was already decided.

George sat in the wingback chair in the corner. He had the best seat in the house. From this angle, he could see the curve of Charity’s spine, the way her hair fell forward to expose the nape of her neck, and the terrifying size of Bo’s hands as they worked the tension out of her shoulders.

Bo was good. George had to give him that. The guy might have listed "fitness consulting" on a resume that was written in crayon, but he understood anatomy. He worked Charity’s trapezius muscles with a rhythmic, kneading pressure that made her drop her head forward.

"Right there," Charity breathed. Her voice was thick. "God. That’s the spot."

"You're tight," Bo said. His voice was low, vibrating in the small space between them. "You carry a lot of stress here."

"Work," she lied.

"Vacation starts now," Bo said.

He pushed his thumbs deeper. Charity let out a noise that was halfway between a sigh and a moan. It was the sound she usually made when George bought her jewelry, not when someone squeezed her shoulder.

George swirled the bourbon in his glass. The ice clinked. It was the only punctuation in the scene.

Bo looked up at the sound. He met George’s eyes.

There was a question in that look. A calibration. Bo was testing the invisible fence, checking to see if the shock collar was turned on.

George took a sip. He didn't look away. He didn't smile. He just watched.

Bo took the silence for what it was. Permission.

His hands slid down.

They moved from her shoulders to her upper back. The mercury dress was backless, dipping low in a cowl, but the fabric still covered her ribs. Bo didn't let that stop him. He kept his hands flat, sliding them over the silk, tracing the line of her spine.

"This dress," Bo muttered. "It's in the way."

Charity stiffened. She looked at George. Her eyes were dark pools of panic and desire. She was waiting for the stop command. She was waiting for George to stand up and say that's enough, thanks for the rubdown, get out.

George stayed seated.

"It slides up," George said.

The words hung in the air.

Charity’s breath hitched. Bo’s grin returned, slower this time, sharper.

"Yes it does," Bo agreed.

He moved his hands to her waist. He gripped the metallic fabric. Slowly, deliberately, he began to gather the material.

The dress shimmied up. It revealed the curve of her lower back. Then the dimples above her hips.

Bo kept going.

Charity shifted her weight. She spread her legs slightly to allow the fabric to move. The slit on her thigh opened wider.

Bo pulled the dress up to her waist.

She was naked underneath.

George knew it. Charity knew it. And now, Bo knew it.

The reveal was cinematic. Her skin was a shade darker than the cream sheets. Her ass was round, perfect, and completely bare.

Bo froze for a second. He was staring. He wasn't even pretending to massage her anymore. He was just admiring the view.

"Damn," Bo whispered. "You don't believe in underwear, do you?"

"Lines," Charity said into the pillow. Her voice was muffled, shaky. "I hate lines."

"I love curves," Bo said. "Especially these."

He put his hands on her bare glutes.

George felt a jolt of electricity run through his own body. It was visceral. Seeing those large, tan hands claiming his girlfriend’s ass was a visual overload. It looked wrong. It looked perfect.

Bo started to massage her again, but the pretense of therapy was gone. He kneaded her flesh. He squeezed. He watched the way her skin reacted to his touch.

Charity let out a sharp cry. "Bo."

"Too hard?" he asked. He didn't stop.

"No," she gasped. "Don't stop."

He moved his hands outward to her hips, his thumbs pressing into the sensitive spot just above the bone. Then he slid them inward.

He grazed the dark cleft of her ass.

George leaned forward in his chair. He set his drink down on the side table. He didn't want to miss a frame of this.

Bo looked at George again. He was sweating slightly now. The reality of the situation was hitting him. This wasn't just a hookup. This was a show. And he was the star performer.

He slid one hand down between her legs. From behind.

Charity jolted. Her head snapped up. She looked at George, seeking reassurance.

Bo’s hand cupped her fiercely. He palmed her mound, his fingers pressing against her slit.

"So wet," Bo murmured. "Jesus, Charity. You're soaking."

"George," Charity whimpered. She ignored Bo. She was talking to her husband. "George, please."

She was begging. She had been on the edge since the morning. George had left her unfinished in the shower, teased her at the pool, and paraded her at dinner. She was a loaded spring, and Bo was about to release her.

George nodded.

"Go ahead," George said softly.

Bo didn't need to be told twice.

He slid two fingers inside her.

The sound was obscene. Wet. Slick.

Charity screamed into the mattress. Her hips bucked back, meeting his hand. Instead of fighting it, she was frantically impaling herself on his fingers.

Bo pumped his hand. He used his thumb to grind against her clit. He was rough. Efficient. He treated her body like it was designed for this exact purpose.

"Look at her," Bo said. He looked at George, his eyes wild. "Look at your girlfriend."

"I'm looking," George said.

He was hard. Painfully hard. He watched the way Bo’s forearm flexed as he worked. He watched Charity’s toes curl into the duvet. He watched the way the mercury dress bunched around her waist like discarded wrapping paper.

It didn't take long.

Charity was too close.

"I'm gonna..." she gasped. "I'm gonna..."

"Do it," Bo commanded. He sped up. He twisted his fingers inside her.

Charity cried out. It was a high, broken sound. Her body went rigid. She clamped down on Bo’s hand, riding out the orgasm with a series of sharp, violent tremors.

Bo held her through it. He kept his hand inside her, milking the aftershocks.

When she finally collapsed, slumping forward onto the bed, the room felt small and hot.

Bo pulled his hand out. He held it up. It was glistening.

"Messy," Bo said. He wiped his hand on the hotel sheet without a second thought.

Charity lay there for a moment, catching her breath. Then she moved.

She crawled backward off the bed. She didn't fix her dress. It was still bunched at her waist, a metallic ruin. She crawled across the carpet on her hands and knees, ignoring the friction burns she was definitely going to complain about tomorrow.

She came to George’s chair.

She knelt between his legs, resting her hands on his thighs. She looked up. Her mascara was smudged. Her lips were swollen. She looked destroyed. She looked beautiful.

"Hi," she whispered.

George looked down at his girlfriend. He didn't smile. The time for soft, supportive boyfriend smiles had passed.

"Stand up," George said.

Charity obeyed instantly. She rose to her feet, wobbling slightly on the stilettos. She stood before him, the dress hanging off her hips, her chest heaving.

George stood up. He set his bourbon on the side table.

He walked around her. He found the invisible zipper at the base of her spine.

Zzzzzt.

The sound was sharp in the quiet room.

He peeled it down her shoulders and let it drop. It landed in a silver heap around her ankles.

She stepped out of it gracefully.

She stood in the center of the hotel room, wearing nothing but four inches of heel and a look of absolute surrender.

George didn't send her away yet. He needed to inspect her.

He ran his hands up her sides. His palms were cool; her skin was a furnace. He cupped her breasts, weighing them in his hands. He tweaked her nipples, watching them harden, watching her head fall back with a sharp inhale.

"You're beautiful," George said. It wasn't a compliment. It was an appraisal.

He spun her around.

He grabbed her ass. He roughly dug his fingers into the soft flesh of her glutes, right where Bo had touched her, right where the red marks from the massage were still fading. He squeezed hard enough to leave a bruise that would last longer than the vacation.

"And you're mine," he whispered against her ear.

"Yours," she gasped. "Always yours."

"Good."

He kissed her neck, biting down lightly on the sensitive cord of muscle. He felt her shiver against him.

He reached into his pocket. He pulled out the foil packet.

He pressed it into her hand.

He turned her back around to face the bed.

Bo was waiting. He was leaning back against the headboard, watching the show with a heavy-lidded, hungry gaze. He looked like a king waiting for tribute.

George put his hands on Charity’s bare shoulders. He leaned close to her ear.

"Go get him," George said.

He shoved her forward. Not hard, but firm. A push that said I am done with you for now.

Charity stumbled a step, then caught her balance. She walked toward the bed. Her hips swayed. The heels clicked on the floor. A naked woman walking toward a stranger while her boyfriend watched.

She stopped at the edge of the bed.

Bo stood up. He kicked off his shoes. He undid his belt buckle, the leather creaking.

He dropped his pants. He wasn't wearing underwear either.

George sat back down in the armchair and crossed his legs. He took a sip of his watered-down bourbon.

He had described himself to the mirror that morning: Average height. European ancestry. Average build.

Bo was none of those things.

As the stranger kicked his pants aside, George saw exactly what he had invited into their lives. Bo was thick, heavy, and already semi-hard. As Charity reached out to touch him, the semi-hard became a problem that physics would have to solve.

George watched his girlfriend sink to her knees. He watched her peel back the foil wrapper with shaking fingers. He watched her take another man into her hands with a reverence she usually reserved for him.

A dark, twisted pride swelled in George’s chest.

That's my girl, he thought, watching her mouth open wide. And she's about to take that.

He settled in. The view from his seat was spectacular.

Charity paused. She didn't touch him yet. She sat back on her heels and reached for the black elastic band on her wrist. It was a gesture George had seen a thousand times in the bathroom while she washed her face or before she hit the treadmill.

Here, in the dim light of the hotel room, it was methodically erotic.

She gathered her dark hair. She twisted it up into a messy, severe bun high on her crown. It exposed the long, elegant slope of her neck and the sharp line of her jaw. It signaled that she wasn't here to look pretty anymore. She was here to work.

Bo looked down at her. He had a hand resting on his hip, his stance wide. He was fully hard now. The transition from semi-soft to rock solid had been startlingly efficient. He was thick, veins wrapping around the shaft like ivy on a trellis. It was the kind of equipment that made George feel a very specific, biological kind of inadequacy.

George took a sip of his bourbon. He let the burn settle in his chest. He told himself size didn't matter. He lied to himself. Right now, size was the only thing that mattered.

Charity didn't look at George. She was locked in. Her world had narrowed down to the flesh inches from her face.

She leaned forward. She didn't tease. She didn't offer a tentative lick or a gentle kiss. She opened her mouth and took him in.

The sound was wet and immediate.

George gripped the armrests of the chair. His knuckles turned white.

She took him deep. She bobbed her head, her cheeks hollowing as she created a seal. Bo let out a low, surprised grunt. He clearly hadn't expected the enthusiasm. Charity wasn't just accommodating him; she was devouring him.

George watched the mechanics of it. At home, their sex life was good. It was loving. It was passionate. But this? This was different. This was sloppy. This was the kind of hunger that usually got edited out of romantic comedies.

She used her hands. She pumped him while she sucked, her tongue working the underside. Saliva coated him, glistening in the lamplight.

Bo moved his hand to the back of her head. He didn't ask for permission. He tangled his fingers in her hair, right at the base of that severe bun, and established a rhythm. He thrust his hips forward, meeting her mouth.

"Fuck," Bo muttered. "You're greedy."

Charity made a noise around him. It sounded like agreement.

George shifted in the chair. His erection was straining against his pants, painful and insistent. His hand twitched. He wanted to unzip. He wanted to wrap his hand around himself and stroke in time with the movement of his girlfriend’s head.

He stopped himself.

No.

If he touched himself, he was just a guy jerking off in a corner. If he kept his hands on his drink, he was the audience. He was the one allowing this to happen. The restraint was the only thing keeping him in charge.

He forced himself to watch the details. The way Bo’s hips snapped forward. The way a string of spit connected Charity’s lip to Bo’s skin when she pulled back for air. The way her eyes were squeezed shut, lost in the sensation of having her throat filled by a stranger.

It was degrading. It was exhilarating.

Bo looked up. He locked eyes with George.

He didn't smile this time. His face was slack with pleasure. He was getting lost in it too. For a second, the two men connected over the shared reality of Charity’s mouth.

She's good, Bo’s eyes seemed to say.

I know, George thought. I taught her.

But that wasn't entirely true. George had taught her intimacy. He had taught her rhythm. He hadn't taught her this animalistic desperation. She had brought that with her, a dormant gene that Bo had just switched on.

Bo’s grip on her head tightened. He started to fuck her face properly now. He pulled her hair, guiding her down, forcing her to take every inch.

Charity gagged. It was a wet, guttural sound.

George felt a spike of panic mixed with arousal. Usually, if she gagged, he backed off. He soothed her.

Bo didn't back off. He pushed deeper.

And Charity didn't pull away. She leaned into it. She hummed, a vibration of pleasure against his cock. She wanted the roughness. She wanted to be choked a little.

George filed that away. She didn't just want this. She needed it rougher than he'd ever let himself go. She liked the disrespect. She liked being treated like a receptacle.

"Jesus," Bo hissed. "I'm gonna blow."

George sat forward. "Not yet."

The command came out sharper than he intended.

Bo froze. He looked at George, his chest heaving. He was on the edge. He could have ignored George. He could have finished right there, painting Charity’s face with the evidence of his vacation.

But the dynamic held. The Stag spoke; the Bull listened.

Bo pulled out.

The sound of the suction breaking was loud and obscene.

Charity fell back on her heels. She coughed, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her chin was wet. Her eyes were watery and red-rimmed. She looked up at Bo with a look of pure, dazed adoration.

"Sorry," she rasped. "I got excited."

"You have a talent," Bo said. His voice was rough. He looked down at himself. He was throbbing, wet with her spit, ready to explode.

"The condom," George said.

He pointed to the foil packet Charity was still clutching in her left hand. She had held onto it through the entire performance, crumpling it in her fist.

Charity looked at the packet. She looked at Bo.

"Right," she whispered.

She tore the packet open with her teeth. She spat the little corner of foil onto the carpet.

She knelt up, rising on her knees to reach him. She placed the ring of latex against the head of his cock. She rolled it down.

Her hands were efficient. She smoothed the rubber over the veins, over the thickness. She checked the fit. It was tight.

"Does that feel okay?" she asked.

"Feels tight," Bo said. "But it'll work."

He reached down. He grabbed her arms. He hauled her to her feet.

Charity stumbled, finding her balance on the heels. She stood toe-to-toe with him. She was naked, bruised, and covered in his saliva. He was clothed in nothing but a layer of latex.

Bo didn't waste time with romance. He didn't kiss her. He didn't tell her she was beautiful.

He spun her around.

"Bed," Bo commanded.

Charity looked at George. One last check-in. One last look to make sure the safety net was still there.

George nodded. He raised his glass in a silent toast.

Go.

She climbed onto the mattress. The white sheets were crisp, pristine. She crawled to the center. She didn't lie down. She got on her hands and knees. She presented herself.

The arch of her back was severe. Her ass was in the air, framed by the dark bruises George had left on her cheeks. The view was pornography come to life.

Bo climbed up behind her. The mattress dipped under his weight. He positioned himself between her legs.

He placed a hand on the small of her back, pressing her down. He spat into his palm and rubbed it against her entrance, slicking her up.

George held his breath.

This was the moment. The penetration. The violation. The point where she stopped being just his girlfriend and became something shared.

Bo lined himself up. He pushed.

Charity cried out.

It wasn't pain. It was the shock of the stretch. He was big, and he wasn't taking his time. He slid inside her, inch by thick inch, stretching her open.

George watched the skin of her ass cheeks ripple. He watched her knuckles turn white as she gripped the sheets.

Bo grunted, driving his hips forward until he was flush against her. Balls slapping against her thighs.

"You fit," Bo groaned. "Barely."

He pulled back and slammed home.

Charity screamed. A true, loud scream of pleasure that echoed off the hotel walls.

George watched his girlfriend get fucked by a stranger. And for the first time in his life, he felt completely, terrifyingly awake.

The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sound of skin slapping against skin. George had heard it before, but never like this.

Bo didn’t have a rhythm George recognized. Bo's rhythm had no interest in building. It started at the ceiling and stayed there. The headboard kept time against the wall. Thud. Thud. Thud.

Charity’s head whipped back and forth with every thrust. Her hair had come loose from the severe bun, damp strands clinging to her face and neck. She wasn’t making pretty noises anymore. She was grunting, guttural sounds punched out of her lungs by the force of the intrusion.

"You take it deep," Bo growled. He leaned forward, his chest pressing into her back, sweat slickening the contact points. "You like getting stretched out, don't you?"

"Yes," Charity gasped. "Yes, God, stretch me!"

George watched from the chair, his drink forgotten in his hand. He watched Bo’s hand reach around her ribcage. Bo didn’t cup her breast; he claimed it. His fingers dug into the soft flesh, squeezing hard enough to turn the skin white, then red.

George winced sympathetically, but his dick twitched hard against his zipper. That was going to leave a mark. A fingerprint bruise in the shape of a stranger’s hand. He would see it tomorrow at breakfast. He would see it when they got home. A souvenir.

"Look at those tits," Bo said. He slapped the side of her breast. The sound was sharp. "Bouncing for me."

Charity cried out, but she pushed her chest out further. She was offering herself up for the abuse. This was the woman who spent hundreds of dollars on skincare, who slept on silk pillowcases to prevent wrinkles, now begging a guy she met three hours ago to treat her like a piece of meat.

"You're a whore for this," Bo said. He grabbed her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to look at the ceiling, exposing her throat. "Aren't you?"

"I'm a whore," Charity sobbed. "I'm a slut for you."

George felt a strange, cold fire in his chest. Hearing her say it was different than thinking it. It shattered the illusion of the "good girlfriend" once and for all. She wasn't doing this for George. She was doing this because some part of her, the part that lived in the lizard brain beneath the PR executive, needed to be wrecked.

Bo released her hair and brought his hand down on her ass.

Smack.

The flesh rippled. Charity’s hips bucked, pushing back against him, chasing the pain.

"Harder," she begged.

Smack.

"Please," she whined. "Please, Bo."

Bo obliged. He kept up the punishing rhythm with his hips while his hand worked her glutes, turning the pale skin a mottled pink. He was using her. He was emptying himself into her. It was transactionally simple.

But Charity needed more.

George saw her hand move. She reached down between her legs, finding the slick, swollen pearl of her clitoris where it rubbed against Bo’s balls with every thrust.

She had been denied all day. The quickie in the room. The shower. The massage. She was a taut wire waiting to snap.

She started to rub herself. Frantic, messy strokes.

Bo noticed. He didn't stop. He leaned back, pulling on her hips to grind her harder against him.

"Yeah," Bo grunted. "Get yours. Show your husband how you cum on a big dick."

That broke her. The permission, the audience, the fullness inside her.

Charity screamed. It wasn't a word. It was just sound. Her body went rigid, her back arching so severely George thought she might snap. Her hand moved faster, a blur of motion.

"George!" she screamed his name. Not Bo’s. His. "George, look! I'm cumming!"

George leaned forward. "I see you, baby. I see you."

She convulsed around Bo. She clamped down on him, milking him with her internal muscles, shaking violently in orgasm.

The sensation tipped Bo over the edge.

He roared. It was a primal, conquering sound. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, biting down on the tender skin as he drove his hips forward one last time and held it there.

George watched the cords in Bo’s neck strain. He watched the way Bo’s toes curled into the carpet. He watched his girlfriend collapse onto her elbows, her forehead resting on the mattress, trembling in the aftershocks while the stranger pumped his seed into the latex barrier inside her.

Silence rushed back into the room as the movement stopped. It was heavy, smelling of sweat and sex and latex.

Bo stayed inside her for a long moment, breathing hard. Then, without a word, he pulled out.

The sound was wet. Final.

Charity made a small, bereft noise as he left her emptiness behind. She collapsed fully onto her stomach, limbs sprawled, face buried in the white sheets. She looked like a car crash victim who had enjoyed the impact.

Bo stood up. He looked down at himself. The condom was full, heavy with the evidence of his success.

He didn't offer any aftercare. He didn't stroke Charity’s hair or ask if she was okay. He just stood up and looked around for his shirt, the way a man does after a workout, already thinking about dinner.

He walked to the bathroom. George heard the toilet flush. The water ran.

Charity didn't move. She just lay there, breathing, existing in the puddle of her own endorphins.

Bo came back out. He was buttoning his pants. He looked refreshed. Lighter. He picked up his shirt from the floor and shrugged it on, leaving it unbuttoned. He slipped his feet into his loafers.

He looked around the room, checking for his phone, his wallet. He found them on the dresser.

Only then did he look at George.

George was still sitting in the armchair. He hadn't moved. He was still fully dressed, though his erection was straining painfully against his pants.

Bo walked over to the door. He paused, hand on the handle.

He looked at George. The adrenaline had faded, leaving behind a calm, masculine understanding. There was no mockery in his eyes. There was no judgment.

It was the look a valet gives the owner of a high-end sports car when he hands back the keys. Nice ride. Handles beautifully. Thanks for letting me take it to the red line.

"She's wild," Bo said. A simple statement of fact.

"I know," George said.

"You guys have a good vacation," Bo said.

He opened the door. The hallway light spilled in, cutting a rectangle across the dim room.

And then he was gone.

The door clicked shut. The lock engaged.

They were alone.

George looked at the closed door, then at the bed. Charity was still face down. Her back was rising and falling in slow, deep rhythms. The red handprint on her ass was already darkening.

George set his glass down. His hands were shaking slightly. Not from fear. From the sheer, overwhelming reality of what he had just orchestrated.

He stood up. He unbuckled his belt. The sound was loud in the quiet room.

"Charity," he said.

She lifted her head. She looked at him through a curtain of messy hair. Her eyes were unfocused, drunk on serotonin. She smiled, a sleepy, satisfied, ruinous smile.

"He's gone," she whispered.

"He's gone," George agreed. He stepped out of his pants. "Now it's my turn."

George stood by the bed in his boxers, the cotton straining against an erection that felt less like arousal and more like a demand.

Charity rolled onto her side. She winced. The movement pulled at skin that had been slapped, squeezed, and stretched. She looked up at him with eyes that were glassy and affectionate. She looked like she had just survived a natural disaster and enjoyed the adrenaline.

"You're sore," George said. He sat on the edge of the mattress. He ran a hand down her arm. His touch was light, a stark contrast to the heavy, bruising grip Bo had used minutes ago.

"A little," she admitted. Her voice was raspy. "He was... a lot."

"He was big," George said. He didn't say it with insecurity. He said it like he was reading a spec sheet.

Charity reached out. Her fingers brushed the waistband of his boxers. "I can't take you inside," she whispered. "I'm too tender. I think I'm swollen."

"I know," George said. "I don't want to hurt you."

"But I want you," she said. She tugged at the elastic. "I want to taste you. I need to get the taste of him out of my mouth."

That line hit George in the solar plexus. It was possessive. It was corrective.

He stood up and pushed his boxers down. He freed himself.

Charity didn't wait. She shuffled to the edge of the bed. She didn't kneel this time. She lay on her stomach, head hanging off the side of the mattress, and pulled him toward her.

She took him into her mouth.

It was different than the show she had put on for Bo. With Bo, it had been a performance. It had been messy, loud, violent. A pornographic audition.

This was different. This was devotional.

She used her tongue to soothe him. She hummed against him. Her hands came up to cup his balls, gentle and familiar. She worshipped him. She was thanking him. She was apologizing. She was telling him that while the other guy was a fun ride, George was home.

George wove his fingers into her messy hair. He looked down at the top of her head. He watched her cheeks hollow as she worked him.

"That's it," he whispered. "Clean me off."

She moaned softly. She took him deeper, swallowing him whole. There was no gagging this time. Just acceptance.

The climax hit him fast. He had been edging for two hours, watching another man handle his business. The release was explosive.

He groaned, his knees buckling slightly. He drove into her mouth, pulsing hard. Charity drank him down. She didn't spill a drop. She swallowed him like it was communion wine, then licked her lips, looking up at him with half-lidded eyes.

"Better," she whispered.

George collapsed onto the bed beside her. He pulled the duvet up, covering their nakedness, covering the bruises that were starting to bloom like dark flowers on her skin.

He pulled her into his chest. She curled into him, small and warm. She smelled like sex and expensive hotel soap.

"You were amazing," George said into her hair.

"I felt like a slut," she mumbled against his chest. "Is that bad?"

"No," George said. "It was perfect."

They lay in the dark, the air conditioning humming its low, steady note. The adrenaline faded, replaced by a heavy, narcotic exhaustion.

"George?"

"Yeah?"

"I love you."

"I love you too."

"He didn't care about me," she said quietly. "He just wanted to use me."

"I know," George said. He kissed the top of her head. "That was the point."

She sighed, a sound of pure contentment, and fell asleep within seconds. George lay awake for a while longer, staring at the ceiling, replaying the tape in his head, editing the highlights, saving the file to a folder marked Do Not Delete.

* * *

Morning light hit the room with the subtlety of a flashbang grenade.

George woke up first. He blinked against the glare coming through the sheer curtains. His head felt heavy, a hangover from the dopamine rather than the bourbon.

He looked at Charity.

She was still asleep, sprawled on her stomach. The sheet had slipped down to her waist.

The evidence was undeniable.

There was a bruise on her left shoulder blade, the size of a thumb. There were red marks on her ass that were turning a deep, angry purple. Her hair was a bird's nest.

She looked wrecked.

George felt a surge of affection so strong it almost hurt. And then, right behind it, a surge of lust that was sharp and immediate.

He moved behind her. He pressed his chest against her back.

Charity stirred. She made a low noise of protest.

"Morning," George murmured against her neck.

She shifted. "Ouch."

"Sore?"

"Everywhere," she said. She turned her head, blinking one eye open. "What time is it?"

"Time to remind you who you belong to," George said.

Charity smiled. It was a lazy, cat-like smile. "Is that so?"

George didn't answer. He reached between her legs. She was wet. She was probably still wet from last night, or maybe her body was just permanently rewired now.

He rolled her onto her back.

She hissed as her bruised skin hit the mattress, but she opened her legs. She welcomed him.

George positioned himself between her thighs. He didn't do foreplay. He didn't need to. The foreplay had been the last twelve hours.

He pushed into her.

He expected resistance. He expected her to be tight.

She wasn't.

He slid in with unnerving ease. The path had been cleared. The heavy machinery had come through and widened the road.

"God," George grunted. "You're loose."

It was the wrong thing to say. It was the right thing to say.

Charity’s eyes snapped open. Shame flushed her cheeks. "I'm not... it's just..."

"It feels good," George interrupted. He withdrew and thrust back in. "It feels easy. Like you were made for this."

He picked up the pace. Missionary position. Vanilla. But he didn't fuck her like a husband making love on a Sunday morning. He fucked her like he was trying to erase a mistake.

He grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head. He looked down at her.

"Who did this to you?" he asked, looking at the bruise on her breast.

"Bo," she gasped.

"Who's fucking you now?"

"You are," she cried. "You are."

"Say it," George commanded. He drove deep, hitting her cervix. "Say my name."

"George," she screamed. "George!"

He let go of her wrists. He grabbed her hips, his fingers digging into the marks Bo had left. He was reclaiming the territory. He was signing his name over the graffiti.

Charity reached down. She found her clitoris. She rubbed herself furiously, her hips snapping up to meet his thrusts.

"That's it," George growled. "You liked it when he used you, didn't you? You liked being his little slut."

"Yes," she sobbed. "Yes, I liked it."

"You're my slut," George said. "Mine."

The words shattered her.

She arched off the mattress. Her scream was raw, cracking the air. She clamped down on him, her inner muscles spasming, trying to hold him there.

George poured himself into her. He came with a force that left him seeing stars. He collapsed on top of her, their sweat mingling, their breathing syncing up in the quiet room.

He stayed inside her until he softened. He wanted to plug the leak. He wanted to make sure that if anyone checked, they would find him there, not the ghost of the other man.

He rolled off. He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling fan.

Charity curled into his side. She rested her head on his shoulder.

"Wow," she whispered.

"Yeah," George said.

"That was..." She trailed off.

"Different," George finished.

"Yeah. Different."

She ran a hand across his chest. The room felt normal again. The luggage was in the corner. The room service menu was on the table. The madness of the night before felt like a fever dream.

"So," Charity said, tracing a circle on his skin. "That was fun. The vacation thing."

"It was," George said. He turned his head to look at her. "Checking a box."

"Right," she said quickly. "Checked the box. Crazy vacation adventure."

"Exactly," George lied. "One time thing."

"One time thing," she repeated.

She snuggled closer. George closed his eyes.

He could still see the image of Bo standing over her. He could still hear the sound of her screaming another man’s name in ecstasy.

He knew it wasn't a one-time thing.

The box hadn't been checked. It had been torn off the list entirely. He needed a new list.

A Note from Zoya Lane

Hey there, gorgeous,

Thanks for coming to Cabo with George and Charity, and for staying through checkout.

If this one made you bite your lip or flip back to reread a scene (no judgment, I did it too while writing it), do me a favor and leave a review. Reviews are how readers like you find stories like this, and they're basically the reason I get to keep writing them.

Charity's journey is just getting started. Part 2 is coming in April 2026, and let's just say that one vacation changes everything, but one change of address changes the rest.

While you wait, I have other wicked little experiments on the shelf:

Sweating with Her Gym Crushes: A high-intensity study on elevated heart rates, heavy lifting, and the "cardio" benefits of two very buff gym buddies.

My First Threesome Experiment: A college party, two hot guys, and a freshman woman about to learn what college is really about.

Exploring Away From Home: A triad of stories about women finding themselves between two men in a bed that is not their own.

Stay curious, stay hydrated, and come back in April.

Love, Zoya Lane
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