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    Massage (n.): the rubbing and kneading of muscles of the body with the hands, especially to relieve tension 
 
    (see also, erotic massage) 
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   V icky tossed and turned. Despite the bedroom air conditioner blowing over her body on its highest setting, she was on fire. Sleep was pointless. She glanced across the empty bed and sat up. Peeling off her flimsy t-shirt and her white cotton shorts, Vicky reached into her drawer and removed her special toy, then lay back against the pillows. 
 
    Vicky spread her legs apart and let her vibrating rubber wand play over her body. The wand was thick, and long, and shaped like a phallus. She could easily slide it inside her, if she chose. But she didn’t want that—not yet. Even with her body bathed in sweat, she wished to savor the moment. Extending her pleasure and awakening the hidden pleasures of her femininity had become natural to her… something she had discovered in the past several months at the talented hands of her new young friend, Savannah. Yet tonight, she was all alone. 
 
    That was fine. 
 
    Vicky slowly slid her toy over her full, round breasts, then over her flat stomach. She brought it to rest on top of her pubic mound, just above her clit. Vicky exhaled slowly, then clicked the wand up one setting higher. 
 
    She gasped. She raised her knees and arched her back, pushing her head back into the pillows, as if her lover were there, on top of her. She teased the wand lower, rubbing it gently over her labia. Another gasp escaped her lips. She struggled to keep her breathing steady. Her toes curled as she dipped the wand lower, positioning it over her slick inner folds. Vicky moaned. She was already wet with arousal. 
 
    In the darkness of her bedroom Vicky closed her eyes, and began to drift. An image floated in front of her eyelids. She let it come to her… slowly. She was resting somewhere, comfortably. She was not on a beach, or in the luxurious confines of a spa, as she had so often fantasized about. She was lying on a bed, completely naked. Vicky tried to shift her body, but found she couldn’t. Her arms were pinned above her head, crossed at the wrists and secured with some sort of soft rope. Her legs, too, were tied down. She could feel a restraint of some kind around both of her ankles. 
 
    Vicky twisted her head, trying to take in her surroundings. She was naked on the middle of a large bed in a luxurious hotel room. The walls of the room were a deep red color, with dark curtains and thick linens. It felt like a room she had been in before, although she couldn’t quite place it. 
 
    Vicky turned her head as another image came into view. A man entered the room, followed by a young redheaded girl. The girl she recognized instantly. It was Savannah, her new friend. 
 
    Vicky couldn’t help but feel a warm puddle between her legs seeing the young girl’s familiar sweet face. Her husband Saunder had first hired the female massage therapist for a special weekend for both of them nearly a year ago. Since that time, Vicky and Saunder had spent several occasions with Savannah, each more enjoyable than the last. 
 
    Savannah approached the bed. She was wearing a white tank top and tiny white shorts that resembled a uniform one might wear in a spa, except in Vicky’s dream-like state the shirt on Savannah’s tight young body was see-through, and her cotton shorts were so thin Vicky could see her pink lace thong beneath them. Vicky’s eyes focused on Savannah’s tiny perfect bottom, and the outline of her lips straining against the fabric of her shorts. 
 
    On Vicky’s left, the man also approached the bed. He was wearing a white polo shirt and white cotton pants that would be typical of a spa, except they, too, were made of a see-through material. Vicky could clearly see the outline of his enormous erect cock through his pants. He was thick, and well-hung. Vicky felt her arousal deepen. Slowly, Savannah and the stranger made their way closer to the bed. Vicky opened her mouth to speak, but found she couldn’t. 
 
    Savannah leaned down and kissed Vicky on the lips. Her kiss was soft, and sensual. Savannah tasted like sweet taffy and smelled like lilacs. The young girl pulled back and gently stroked Vicky’s long blond hair. 
 
    “I’m so proud of you, honey. You’ve come so far… you’re going to love what we have planned for you next.” 
 
    Vicky’s eyes shifted to the figure of the man standing just behind Savannah. He was tall, with the slim waist and broad shoulders of a swimmer. His eyes were dark and narrow. Specs of gray flecked his neatly trimmed beard—he looked devilish, almost. He grinned at Vicky. Her insides recoiled in fear, mixed with a deepening arousal. 
 
    Vicky tugged against the ropes binding her arms and legs, but couldn’t move. The stranger continued to stare at her. Despite her nerves, Vicky felt the heat between her legs growing. There was something Vicky didn’t immediately recognize in the stranger’s look. It came to her: possession. 
 
    He wanted to possess her. She could feel it with every ounce of her body. 
 
    The man’s eyes remained focused on Vicky as he stripped off his clothes. His muscled abs rippled as he pulled his shirt over his head. His torso was perfectly smooth, his broad shoulders a work of art. Vicky sucked in a breath. 
 
    “Who are you?” she tried to ask, but knew the words never left her mouth. 
 
    Vicky’s eyes lowered to the bulge under the stranger’s pants. He hooked his fingers into the cotton fabric of his waistband and slowly pulled his pants down, revealing the cut V-shape of his lower abs. Vicky struggled against the bonds that held her. She was naked, completely exposed in front of this strong, silent stranger who continued to stare at her. The aching need between her legs grew unbearable. She had never felt so helpless… so vulnerable… and so deeply turned on. 
 
    “Just relax, honey—you’re going to enjoy this.” 
 
    Hearing Savannah’s soft, reassuring voice Vicky turned. The young girl reached down and caressed Vicky’s naked body. Vicky gasped as Savannah ran her hands over her breasts and pinched her nipples. 
 
    “Just relax, honey,” Savannah coaxed her again. Vicky had no intention of relaxing. None whatsoever. 
 
    She had to be touched. 
 
    She so desperately needed to be touched. 
 
    Vicky turned back to the stranger. He had removed his pants and was now completely naked. Vicky’s eyes fixated on his erect cock directly in front of her. His pubic hair was shaved clean. He was thicker and longer than she first believed. Despite being tied up she felt an uncontrollable urge to get down on her knees and suck the stranger’s cock between her lips. There was something in his primal silent stare that made Vicky want to please him in any manner he wished. She wanted to feel his hands pulling her hair, forcing her head down on top of him. She could practically taste his cock between her lips, the tiny drops of precum on her tongue. 
 
    The throbbing between Vicky’s legs intensified. She cried out. Her body twisted back and forth on the bed, straining against the ropes. Her breath grew ragged. She had to be touched—she couldn’t take it a moment longer. She turned back toward Savannah to beg her for some mercy, but the young girl had disappeared. 
 
    Vicky turned back at the stranger. He had moved closer to the bed. Vicky cowered as he slipped something from behind his back and reached toward her. A blindfold. The stranger placed the blindfold over her eyes, and the room went dark. 
 
    Vicky’s chest tightened. She strained against the soft ropes. The fabric dug into the sensitive skin of her bare wrists and ankles. She clenched and unclenched her fingers. She twisted her head beneath the blindfold, trying to follow the stranger’s movements. 
 
    “Are you going to fuck me?” she whispered, her voice filled with a mixture of arousal and fear. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Please… I need to be touched…” she begged. 
 
    For a moment there was nothing. Then, Vicky felt a pair of lips against her mouth. The lips were soft, and tender. She felt a tongue, prodding against her own tongue. Vicky returned the kiss, with no idea who was on the other side of her blindfold. 
 
    “Savannah?” she whispered as the lips pulled away. “Is that you?” 
 
    No response. 
 
    Vicky gasped. Something hard prodded her between her legs. A hand… a tongue? It was gone before she could tell. 
 
    “Savannah?” she whimpered. “Is that you?” 
 
    Vicky waited. The arousal between her legs grew unbearable. Her body was shaking. She needed to come. She couldn’t wait any longer. 
 
    “Please, please… someone touch me…” she begged again. “Please don’t leave me like this...” 
 
    Vicky twisted and turned, struggling against her bonds. It was no use. She was trapped. 
 
    Vicky waited, then called out again. 
 
    No one answered. 
 
    Slowly, the darkness disappeared. The dreamlike trance began to disperse. Vicky blinked and opened her eyes. She was back in her bedroom.  
 
    Vicky reached down between her legs. Her pulsing wand was right where she left it, but it had stopped vibrating. She pressed the button. Nothing happened. 
 
    The rechargeable battery had run out of power. 
 
    Vicky stared up at the ceiling in her empty bedroom. This was the fourth time she’d had this same dream in the past month. Each time it had become more real, until she could practically smell, hear, and taste every detail… until she could practically feel the stranger climbing between her legs and crushing down on her body. 
 
    She slid her fingers inside her and closed her eyes. 
 
    “Who are you?” she moaned in the dark. “Who are you?” 
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    ot again—Vic, you’ve got to be kidding me!” 
 
    “It’s not like before.” 
 
    “You’re unbelievable.” 
 
    “I swear, it’s not my fault,” she laughed. 
 
    Vicky’s best friend Alex shook her head at Vicky’s recap of her lurid dreams. The pair of middle school teachers were stretched out on towels sunning themselves at the local beach, making good use of the unusually warm spring day by calling in sick from their teaching jobs. 
 
    “So, your husband has been gone for what, one day now?” 
 
    “Two days, if you must know.” 
 
    Alex shook her head again. “You know, I think I liked you better when you were sexually repressed—this new Vicky is a lot to handle.” 
 
    Vicky stuck her tongue out and flipped her long blond hair over her shoulder. “Hey, you created this monster. You have to deal with her.” 
 
    “Me? I didn’t ask my best friend to have a sexual mid-life crisis and call me up at all hours of the day asking me for advice about her sex life.” 
 
    “Oh, please—you love hearing about this now that you’re with Jared.” 
 
    Alex paused, then smiled. “Actually, you’re right. I do love it. In fact, it’s kinda funny how the tables have turned.” 
 
    Vicky grinned “I know. And I can’t believe you guys are already talking about tying the knot—this is so exciting!” 
 
    The smile on Alex’s face widened. She sat up on her towel and crossed her legs under her. “I know. I’ve never felt so happy in my life. Jared is everything I’ve ever wanted in a guy.” 
 
    “Eeek—this is so exciting!” Vicky grabbed her friend’s arm and shook it like a teenager. “Do you know how long I’ve waited to plan your bridal shower?” 
 
    “Hey, easy girl.” Alex raised her hand. “Ring finger is still vacant.” 
 
    “I know, I know. But I have a good feeling about this. Jared is so good for you.” 
 
    Alex grinned. “I know. I do, too.” 
 
    Vicky returned to staring up at the cloudless blue sky. They had the beach nearly to themselves. It was still too early in the season for the water to be warm, but the thermometer was in the high seventies, with a light breeze blowing over Vicky’s bikini-clad figure. She was a little pale for her liking, but it had been a long winter—nothing a couple of carefree hours in the sun couldn’t fix. 
 
    “Another hard seltzer?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “You bet.” 
 
    Alex handed Vicky a cold can from their cooler. Vicky noticed Alex’s drink tucked inside her favorite koozie that read, Teachers Rock, Kids Suck. Vicky took a long sip of her drink then adjusted the straps on her white bikini so they were off her shoulders to avoid any tan lines. She glanced at her friend. 
 
    “What’s with the one-piece anyway? You turning modest all of a sudden?” 
 
    Alex shrugged. “Just trying something new.” 
 
    Vicky settled back on her blanket and let out a huge sigh. 
 
    “This was such a good idea, Al. I just wish we could do this every day.” 
 
    “Well, if you spent your money on a pool instead of your outrageously expensive upcoming anniversary trip, we could be out sunbathing every day in your backyard.” 
 
    “Hah. Wouldn’t Saunder love to see that when he comes home—two hot women in skimpy bikinis.” 
 
    “Well, from what I understand, Saunder has seen a lot more than that recently.” 
 
    Vicky felt her cheeks blush. Her thoughts briefly drifted to their last encounter with Savannah. It was just a few weeks ago, but it already seemed like ages. She and Saunder had booked a hotel room in the city and invited Savannah to dinner with them. Afterward they returned to their room and Savannah and Vicky had taken turns massaging and pleasuring each other, with Saunder watching, then finally joining them. Most of their times together had gone in a similar manner. It was all still so new to Vicky, but enjoying the company of another woman with her husband felt like the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    “Now, tell me again what this dream of yours was all about? Something about being tied up?” 
 
    Vicky reluctantly brought herself back to the present moment. “Guess I wasn’t getting off that easily, was I?” 
 
    Alex chuckled. “Not a chance.” 
 
    Vicky took another sip of her hard seltzer and stared out at the water. “Well, like I started saying, this dream was much different than any dream I’ve had before. It was almost as if he was really there with me, in my bed.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    Vicky shrugged. “I told you—I don’t know. It wasn’t anyone I’ve ever seen before.” 
 
    “You sure it wasn’t good ol’ Brad again, your hunky young massage therapist from your vacation last year?” 
 
    Vicky shook her head. “No, I’m sure. This was much different… he was older, and really intense.” 
 
    “Okay. So, are we going to unpack this? Or are you just going to repeat what happened last time?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, correct me if I’m wrong, my dear, but the last time you started fantasizing about some stranger, you and Saunder stopped talking to each other for a month. You thought you’d be making an appearance on Divorce Court.” 
 
    Vicky laughed. “Oh, no this is completely different—I already told Saunder all about the dream.” 
 
    Alex turned in surprise. “Wait, you told him about it?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Oh sure. Actually, the first time I had this dream I woke Saunder up in the middle of the night with a blowjob and told him all the details while I gave him head.” 
 
    Alex continued to stare at her friend. “Unbelievable. A few months ago you would have called me from the bathroom, crying that your marriage was over because you fantasized about someone else. You really have come a long way, my friend. I’m so proud of you, Vic.” 
 
    Vicky paused, remembering the dream version of Savannah telling her the same thing in the hotel room. Vicky smiled. 
 
    “Honestly, I’m proud, too. Saunder and I have never been happier. And hey—now instead of calling you with relationship troubles, we’re calling in sick and drinking all day at the beach!” 
 
    The pair of sunbathing school teachers laughed. Vicky chugged the rest of her drink and reached for another. 
 
    “You ready?” 
 
    Alex shook her head. “I’m good.” 
 
    “Geez, slowpoke. Try to keep up, or I’ll be the only one wasted before noon.” 
 
    Vicky cracked open another seltzer and stretched her long legs out in front of her. The sun felt incredible. She was slightly buzzed, warm, happy, and— 
 
    She grabbed Alex’s arm. 
 
    “Oh my God—Alex, that’s him!” 
 
    “What? Who?” 
 
    “That’s the guy I was dreaming about.” 
 
    Alex turned to where Vicky was pointing. A tall, shirtless, well-tanned older male in a pair of dark blue swim trunks and aviator sunglasses was jogging across the beach about twenty feet in front of them. 
 
    “That was the guy in the hotel room last night.” 
 
    “What hotel room?” 
 
    “In my dream. There was this big, huge bed, with long dark curtains, and silk ropes tied around my—” 
 
    “Whoa, Vic, honey—I’m gonna stop you right there. I’m really happy your hormones have been kicking into overdrive, but I don’t want to hear a single word more about this fantasy of yours.” 
 
    “What? But why? You just said—” 
 
    “I know what I just said, but I also know who that guy is, and I don’t want to hear another word from your lips.” 
 
    “Wait, you know him? Who is he?” 
 
    “That’s Steve Casey—the sports anchor on Channel Seven.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yup. And I prefer to keep free from thoughts of you and the local news team getting it on every time the news comes on in the teacher’s breakroom.” 
 
    Alex hooted to herself as Vicky grabbed her phone and quickly googled the name. 
 
    “Oh my God—you’re right. That is Steve Casey.” 
 
    “Told you. So much for your mystery fantasy man. You’ve been dreaming of Sports Bloopers with Steve.” Alex cackled again with laughter. 
 
    “But I don’t even watch the news. Why on earth…” Vicky’s voice trailed off. “Oh, god damn it—Saunder and his freaking baseball…” 
 
    “Baseball? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Saunder falls asleep every night to his foolish sports show in the bedroom. Steve Casey must’ve been playing in the background while we were, uh… you know…” 
 
    Alex threw her head back and burst out in another torrent of laughter. 
 
    “Well, Sports Center Steve does have some great abs, I’ll give you that.” 
 
    Vicky shook her head as the local news celebrity jogged past. “I can’t fucking believe it.” 
 
    “Hey, don’t be too hard on yourself, honey. At least it wasn’t Jim Zaney, the channel five weatherman who squeaks his rubber duck every time it rains—and tonight’s forecast is partially cloudy with a chance of orgasm!” 
 
    “Good lord, what have I got myself into?” Vicky lamented as Alex nearly doubled over in laughter at her own joke. 
 
    “Honey, I have no idea, but it sounds like you and Saunder are going to have a lot to talk about when he gets back from his trip.” 
 
    Vicky stared after the slowly disappearing form of Steve Casey as he jogged away. “Yes… I guess we will.” 
 
    “Speaking of which, have you told him yet?” 
 
    “Told him…” 
 
    “About your anniversary surprise?” 
 
    “Oh, um, not exactly…” 
 
    Alex whistled. “Oh boy. First Steve Casey, and now this bombshell… you sure you guys are doing as well as you thought?” 
 
    Vicky pushed her pink painted toes deeper into the sand, suddenly wishing she could bury her entire body. She stared out at the ocean waves as they continued to crash along the shore. The sense of calm she had been enjoying just a few minutes ago vanished out to sea. 
 
    Blasted Alex… why was she always right? 
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    hoa there, cowboy!” Vicky’s attempts to straight-arm her husband as he burst through their front door were no match for his gusto. Saunder grabbed her and swooped her up for a huge kiss. 
 
    “Damn, I missed you babe.”  
 
    Vicky giggled as she returned her husband’s passionate kiss. “I missed you too, darling, but it’s only been three days.” 
 
    Saunder chuckled and set her down. “Well, it felt like three months. I can’t wait to get you into that bed and have my way with you.” 
 
    Vicky struggled to push Saunder away as he set to work on her vulnerable spots, leaving a trail of kisses down her neck and the tops of her exposed shoulders. “Yes, well, you’ll have to wait, my dear—did you forget we have dinner reservations with Alex and Jared?” 
 
    Saunder continued kissing her neck, moving across the tops of her breasts. “I only need five minutes—plenty of time.” 
 
    Vicky felt her knees growing weak. She mustered up a hand to hold her husband at bay. “Did you also forget our anniversary trip is in two days? I promise, when we get to Costa Rica you can ravish me as much as you like.” 
 
    Saunder looked up. “Promise?” 
 
    Vicky smiled. “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Okay, okay. But I’m holding you to it.” 
 
    “I won’t let you forget.” 
 
    Saunder stepped away from Vicky and settled his large frame onto the couch. “So, why the dinner invite? Do you think Jared is going to propose tonight?” 
 
    Vicky glanced over her shoulder as she smoothed out the top of her blouse and adjusted her skirt in their hallway mirror. “No, I don’t think so, at least not yet. But Alex does think it will be soon.” 
 
    “Makes sense. They’ve been dating for what—almost a year now? In the past she would’ve gone through at least twenty guys in this time. She must be quite smitten.” 
 
    “She is, most definitely. I think Jared is really good for her.” 
 
    “Does that mean I should put on a suit and tie just in case this is the night he pops the question?” 
 
    “When have you ever worn a suit and tie to dinner?” Vicky laughed. 
 
    “I always wore one when we were dating.” 
 
    “That’s because your dad made you.” 
 
    “True. Well, can I at least change my shirt? I don’t want to go to dinner smelling like an airplane.” 
 
    “Fine, but hurry up. I don’t want to be late.” 
 
    Saunder bounded down the hallway with the energy of a freight train. A minute later Vicky heard her husband calling from the bedroom. 
 
    “Hey babe, can you come in here? I don’t know what shirt matches these pants.” 
 
    Vicky rolled her eyes. Men. She strode into the bedroom. “You can just wear one of your—" 
 
    Vicky stopped short at the door. Saunder was propped against their oversized mahogany headboard, completely naked in the middle of their bed except for a large white pillow covering his crotch. Vicky’s eyes roamed over her husband’s nude form. Saunder had discovered a renewed enthusiasm for the gym, no doubt a product of their recent adventures with Savannah. Vicky smiled in appreciation of his hard work. With Saunder’s short sandy brown hair, muscular shoulders, smooth chest, and nicely defined abs, he looked ten years younger than most of her friends’ husbands who were sporting beer guts. Vicky had clocked in a lot of extra time on her Peloton this winter herself, and was secretly pleased when their new young friend mentioned how firm her sexy toned calves felt. Nothing wrong with being admired, Vicky felt… just another little benefit of their new highly sexed life. 
 
    “Five minutes of your time, my lady?” Saunder patted the mattress beside him. 
 
    Vicky wanted to be angry, but her body was defying her. She shifted her gaze to Saunder’s eyes. “What am I going to find under that pillow?” 
 
    Saunder smirked. “Why don’t you come over here and find out?” 
 
    Vicky glanced at her watch. A tingle rushed between her legs. Keeping her eyes on Saunder, she kicked off her heels and unbuttoned the top of her blouse. 
 
    “Five minutes—not one minute more. I swear to God, if you’re not finished when I’m done I’m leaving you with blue balls the entire night.” 
 
    Saunder chuckled. “Oh, I’m not worried about me. You’re the one we have to worry about. I know once you get started you’ll never want to stop.” 
 
    Vicky wanted to argue the point, but Saunder was right. Her sexual needs were insatiable these days. She made quick haste of the remaining buttons on her blouse then hiked her skirt up and crawled on the bed. She straddled Saunder’s legs and reached for the pillow. 
 
    “What about your panties?” 
 
    Vicky grinned. “I’m not wearing any. I was going to surprise you later. Now you’ve ruined it.” 
 
    Saunder chuckled. “I don’t think anything could ruin that surprise. Now come here.” He grabbed her and pulled her down for a passionate kiss. Vicky tossed the pillow from Saunder’s lap and wrapped her hand around her husband’s erect cock. 
 
    “Fuck, I missed this,” Vicky moaned as she lowered her head onto his shaft. 
 
    “I missed you, too,” Saunder chuckled. He gathered her hair and pushed his hips higher toward her face. Vicky relaxed her jaw and easily took his full length inside her mouth. For the first several years of their marriage Vicky never spent much time giving her husband head, but after watching their new young friend suck on her husband’s cock, she couldn’t seem to get enough of giving him head. Feeling his cock between her lips and watching the look of pleasure on his face drove her wild in ways it never had before. 
 
    Vicky pushed herself up and guided Saunder’s cock between her legs. She moved her hips in small sensual circles as she rubbed the tip of his shaft over her wet lips. They locked eyes as Saunder slowly thrust himself into her. 
 
    The first push was tight. 
 
    The second was pure pleasure. 
 
    The third she saw stars. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, that’s so good,” she moaned and threw her head back. “You feel so fucking big inside me.” 
 
    Saunder leaned forward and yanked her bra down and sucked her nipples feverishly in his mouth. Vicky wrapped her arms around Saunder’s shoulders and pulled him to her. 
 
    “Oh, God yes—that’s it, baby! Suck on my tits. Just like that. That makes me so fucking wet!” 
 
    Vicky cried out as Saunder’s thrusts grew more rapid. She could tell he was already nearing his climax. She had threatened to leave him with blue balls, but certainly didn’t want to risk the opposite to happen. Vicky reached for her nightstand to retrieve her wand, but remembered she hadn’t charged the battery yet. She would have to improvise. 
 
    Vicky grabbed Saunder’s hand and sucked two of his fingers in her mouth to wet them, then moved his hand behind her. Vicky hiked her skirt up higher. 
 
    “Finger me,” she commanded. 
 
    Vicky moaned and ground her hips back as Saunder’s wet finger slid into her anus. 
 
    “Mmmm, that’s it… finger my ass, baby—finger my ass like I’m your dirty fucking slut!” 
 
    She closed her eyes. The image of her hot young female friend floated in front of her eyelids. She could practically feel Savannah behind her, licking her ass as Saunder worked his cock deeper and deeper in her pussy. It had been one of her favorite experiences the last couple of times they got together. She had never imagined the deeply erotic experience of having two people pleasuring her at the same time… now, she couldn’t imagine life without it. 
 
    Vicky cried out as Saunder pushed his fingers into her more deeply. 
 
    That did it. 
 
    Vicky’s first orgasm rushed to the surface as they rode each other faster and faster. Her makeup was likely getting smeared, her long blond hair wild across her face. She didn’t care. All she cared about was releasing the deep aching need burning between her legs. A need that had kept her awake every night since her husband left for his business trip. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m close—don’t stop, baby, don’t stop!” 
 
    Vicky’s body rocked up and down as her climax overtook her. She dug her nails into Saunder’s back and rode him as hard as she could, screaming into the quiet of the early evening. 
 
    “Oh, fuck oh fuck oh fuck—I’m coming! I’m fucking coming, baby!” 
 
    Vicky exploded. Saunder grunted and unloaded deep inside her, triggering another wave of orgasm. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Don’t stop—don’t stop! I’m coming again, baby! Keep fucking me!” 
 
    Vicky silently cursed the fact that her husband had been right—now that the floodgates had been opened, she couldn’t stop. She was no longer satisfied with just a single orgasm. Savannah had taught her to become multi-orgasmic, and sometimes she came for nearly an hour straight as Saunder and Savannah took turns pleasuring her, driving her to the absolute edge and back. 
 
    Vicky cried out one more time as a final deep, rolling wave of ecstasy rushed through her body. She collapsed on top of Saunder’s chest. It would be enough to last her until after dinner, at least. She pushed herself up and glanced at her watch, still on her wrist. 
 
    “Four minutes and thirty seconds—impressive.” Vicky smiled. 
 
    Saunder chuckled. “Great. That leaves thirty seconds to jump in the shower. You’re welcome to join me.” 
 
    Saunder swatted her ass playfully and slipped out from under her. Vicky shook her head as she watched his nude form dash into the bathroom like a teenager hitting the showers after baseball practice. If anyone had told her a few years ago this would be her life as she and her husband approached their ten-year anniversary, she would’ve told them to go fly a kite. A few years ago, she wasn’t even sure if they would make it to ten years of marriage. Now, Vicky and Saunder couldn’t keep their hands off each other. It was as if some magic switch had been flipped… a switch Vicky never wanted to turn off again. 
 
    Vicky bent down to pick up her blouse and glanced at the partially closed bathroom door. Despite just coming several times, she could still feel a deep well of arousal stirring between her legs. 
 
    “Oh, what the hell?” she shrugged. Alex was never on time anyway. 
 
    Vicky peeled off her remaining clothes then slipped off the bed. She glanced to her nightstand where she had stashed her toy after her intense dream the night before. The image of the stranger from the hotel room floated back to the surface of her mind. Yes, things had certainly changed between her and her husband… but could they stay this good indefinitely? 
 
    Was what she and Saunder shared enough to satisfy her new desires? 
 
    Vicky stepped toward the bathroom and looked at her packed suitcase by the closet. They were leaving for their anniversary trip in two days. She hadn’t yet told her husband the real reason she suggested they plan this trip, but once they landed, it was going to be impossible to keep the truth hidden any longer. 
 
    One way or another, she would have her answer to her question. 
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    hat was a fun dinner last night. I’m sorry I had to leave early. I just wasn’t feeling well.” 
 
    “Oh, it was no problem at all. And sorry again we were late. I really tried to get Saunder out the door on time, but I swear, it was impossible. He pounced on me the minute he got home from the airport.” 
 
    “You’re complaining?” 
 
    “No, not at all. I guess I’m still getting used to this new Saunder.” 
 
    “And this new Vicky, you mean.” 
 
    “Yes, well… her too.” Vicky smiled as she picked up a flowered sundress in a little boutique at the mall. Alex had agreed to join her for a last-minute shopping spree to pick up a few items for her trip. 
 
    “I don’t know, Alex… it’s still so strange. I just keep thinking about how a few months ago Saunder would barely look at me. Now I can’t even get ready for bed without him pawing at me like I’m his little plaything.” 
 
    Alex grinned. “Yes, Jared kept asking me on the way home last night what your secret was.” 
 
    “Oh God—what did you tell him?” 
 
    “Ha, nothing! You think I want to tell him my best friend and her husband hire a call girl once a month to keep their marriage alive? I’m trying to get a damn ring on this finger, not to terrify him about the horrors of getting hitched.” 
 
    “Alex, my God—our marriage is fine. And Savannah’s not a call girl. She’s our friend.” 
 
    “Uh-huh. A friend who apparently has quite the influence on you—do you really think you can get away with that dress?” 
 
    Vicky frowned at the ultra-skimpy sheer black dress she had plucked from the rack. There was barely enough fabric to cover her top, or bottom… definitely not both. She set it back down. Was Savannah wearing something similar the last time she saw her?  
 
    “Listen Alex, I know you still think it’s strange, but Savannah has been really good for us. We hardly fight anymore. Saunder didn’t even blink when I told him how expensive this trip was going to be—and last night? We were making out on the car ride home like we were in high school. I just don’t see the harm if everything about our marriage has gotten so much better.” 
 
    “Relax, hon—I’m just teasing you.” Alex eased her voice. “I’m just pointing out that Jared hasn’t even proposed yet—I don’t want the boy getting any ideas that if we get married our sex life will come to a screeching halt.” 
 
    Vicky turned to her friend. “Are you afraid of that?” 
 
    Alex twirled her finger through her mousy brown hair. 
 
    “Honestly? No, not at all. I mean, I should be, right? I’ve been terrified of commitment my whole life. Heck, a year ago it would be you telling me to put that whorish dress back because it was too slutty, and lecturing me about not hooking up with some new guy every night. But if Jared proposed to me tomorrow and told me he wanted to have ten babies then never wanted to look at my stretched-out cooter again, I’d still say yes.” 
 
    “Christ, Alex!” 
 
    Alex threw her head back laughing. “Relax, honey—I would never let my cooter get out of shape. A hundred Kegels a day keeps the hallway tight and ready for play.” 
 
    Vicky shot a glance at the poor sales girl who had approached. The young girl lowered her head and quickly walked away. 
 
    Vicky shook her head at her friend. “You’re insane, you know that?” 
 
    Alex laughed. “Hey, I’m not the one who’s hooking up with another girl on a regular basis and fantasizing about a local sports TV personality.” 
 
    Vicky stuck out her tongue to blow a raspberry at Alex then paused. Was that something she had picked up from Savannah, too? 
 
    “Well, regardless, I really like Jared. I hope things work out between you.” 
 
    Alex smiled. “I like him too. He was really admiring you guys. He said he hoped our relationship would be as great as yours after being together for ten years.” 
 
    Vicky smiled at the compliment. “See? He is thinking about popping the question. So, what did you really tell him was our secret?” 
 
    Alex grinned. “I said Saunder spends all his money buying you expensive jewelry.” 
 
    Vicky laughed. “Smart girl!” 
 
    “Speaking of which, what do you think Saunder is getting you for your anniversary? Madame Alex sees some sparkly diamonds in your future.” 
 
    “Oh, I doubt he will get me anything. We both agreed this trip was enough. It’s the most expensive vacation we’ve ever been on.” 
 
    “Ah yes… and I assume you still haven’t told him why you booked this trip?” 
 
    Vicky ignored the question for a moment and selected another dress off the rack and held it up in front of her. It was daringly short, but still classy. Maybe she could pull it off. 
 
    “I, uh, decided to wait until we get there. We thought it might be better to just surprise him.” 
 
    “We?” 
 
    “Yes, Savannah.” Vicky set the dress back down. “She has been really great in helping me plan this whole thing. In fact, I don’t know how I could’ve planned all this without her. She’s really the best.” 
 
    “God—you do have a thing for her, don’t you?” 
 
    “No, I don’t have a thing for her. We’re just friends. She’s just so… I don’t know, easy to be around.” 
 
    “What does that make me, for fuck’s sake? Just because I’m not sticking my fingers in your cooter, I’m suddenly a cold-hearted bitch?” 
 
    Vicky turned to the horrified sales girl who had returned once again to try and help them. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” Vicky apologized. “My friend can’t seem to contain her potty mouth this morning.” 
 
    The young girl hurried away. Vicky turned back to Alex. “Jesus, Alex—what is wrong with you?” 
 
    “Nothing is wrong with me. I just think you’re getting way too comfortable with this new little friend of yours. She’s literally all you’ve been talking about for months—and now this secret trip? It’s all a bit much.” 
 
    Vicky moved to another dress rack. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know I was offending you. I told you, I was trying to figure out how to keep what Saunder and I have going, and Savannah was just so…” 
 
    Vicky glanced up, realizing Alex had walked away. She quickly followed after her and grabbed on her shoulder. 
 
    “Alex, wait. Why are you upset with me? I thought you liked hearing about our weekends with Savannah?” 
 
    “I’m not upset.” 
 
    “Alex?” 
 
    Alex turned around. “Fine. I didn’t want to say it, but I think you are acting way out of line.” 
 
    “Out of line? What do you mean?” 
 
    “This anniversary present—it’s just not you.” 
 
    Vicky crossed her arms defensively. “What? Why didn’t you say something before I started planning everything?” 
 
    Alex shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess I didn’t want to upset you. I know this whole finding-your-sexuality thing has been exciting for you, Vic, but to be honest, it’s hard to hear about it all the time.” 
 
    “Wait, hold on—where is this coming from? You said pretty much the same thing on the beach yesterday. One minute you told me my sexy dream sounded hot, the next you gave me the cold shoulder. What’s going on?” 
 
    Alex picked up a couple of shirts then jammed them back on the rack. “Ugh. You’re right—I’m sorry. I’m happy for you and Saunder. I’m happy your marriage is finally back on track, really, I am… but I’m just not sure I want to be part of any of this.” 
 
    “Part of what? Alex, what are you talking about?” 
 
    “It’s just not healthy for me right now.” Alex shook her head. “I need to focus on my relationship with Jared. I just think it’s best if you keep what you and Saunder do in your private lives private. I’m done hearing about it.” 
 
    Vicky’s insides flipped back and forth as she stared at her best friend. This was exactly the fear that had held her back when she started down this path with Saunder. It was the reason she had kept all of her secret desires hidden for so long. Nothing good could ever come of it. 
 
    Now everything had finally come back to bite her in the ass, just as she feared. 
 
     Vicky straightened her back. “Alex, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. Saunder and I are really happy now. I didn’t really think it was hurting anyone, but I promise—if it’s bothering you, I won’t say another word.” 
 
    Alex nodded. “Thank you. I think that’s best, at least for now.” 
 
    Vicky watched her friend intently as she selected a dress two sizes too big for her petite frame and held it up in front of her long sweater she had cinched around her waist. 
 
    “Oh my God.” 
 
    Alex looked back. “What?” 
 
    “You—you’re what’s the matter. You’re pregnant!” 
 
    Alex’s face slowly changed. The agony of annoyance gave way to one of joy. She set the dress back down and turned to Vicky. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” she beamed. 
 
    “I knew it! There was no way you didn’t want to hear any of those stories I was telling you.” 
 
    Alex shook her head. “I’m so sorry. It’s these damn hormones. I’m all over the fucking place.” 
 
    Vicky rushed to embrace her friend. “I’m sure they are.” She pulled open the long sweater Alex was wearing and stared down at her belly. “Oh my God—how far along are you?” 
 
    “Six weeks.” 
 
    “Wait, weren’t you drinking seltzers at the beach, and margaritas last night at dinner?” 
 
    Alex laughed. “No, you were drinking hard seltzers. I was drinking ginger ale, hidden in my koozie. And you two were so busy groping each other last night you didn’t notice I dumped my margarita in Jared’s glass.” 
 
    “Is that why you left dinner early?” 
 
    “Yup. The fucking waves of nausea are insane. They need to pass soon or this baby is getting yanked out and stuck into some surrogate to finish the job.” 
 
    Vicky laughed. “I should’ve known you never would’ve worn a one-piece at the beach.” She stared at her friend. “Alex—I just can’t believe this. What does Jared say about all this?” 
 
    Alex paused and glanced down. “Jared doesn’t know.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re the first one I’ve told. Well, I mean, the first one who has guessed. I think he has some suspicions since I keep getting sick all the time, but I just haven’t had the courage to tell him yet. I was just so happy the minute I found out I’m going to be a mother, but I’m terrified he won’t feel the same.” 
 
    “Oh.” Vicky paused. “Is he the… I mean—” 
 
    “Is he the father? Yes, of course he’s the fucking father. I’m not off banging some new fuck buddy every weekend like you and your husband, for fuck’s sake.” 
 
    Vicky took a step back and glanced at the sales girl who had approached again. 
 
    “Fuck,” Alex sighed. “I’m sorry, honey, I didn’t mean that—I swear it’s the hormones.” Alex turned to the poor young sales girl. “Never have sex sweetie, you’re better off a virgin!” 
 
    The horrified girl turned and ran away, probably to quit her job and join a convent, Vicky thought to herself. 
 
    “Ugh, I didn’t mean to snap at you. I’ve just been dealing with this all by myself. I’m really happy I can finally talk about this with you.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Of course. I can’t imagine what you’ve been going through. And here I was boring you with my foolish dreams about strange men—you’re going to be a mother! We need to celebrate.” 
 
    Alex leaned heavily on a rack. “Can we take a raincheck on the celebration? I think I’m gonna be sick again… ugh, when does this friggin’ stop?” 
 
    Vicky grimaced and tentatively rubbed her friend’s back. “I’d say in about seven more months.” 
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   “I  can’t believe we haven’t done this before.” 
 
    “You mean take two full weeks off and celebrate our marriage with a second honeymoon?” 
 
    “No,” Saunder laughed. “I mean book an all-inclusive resort. This place is incredible. Six pools, a golf course, buffets every night, all you can drink, and you never have to worry about the bill… my kinda place.” 
 
    Vicky smiled warmly seeing Saunder’s happy grin as they looked out over their private balcony from their hotel room at their Costa Rican resort. Their room overlooked one of the resort’s numerous pools surrounded by palm trees and lush gardens. The soft waters of the gem-blue Atlantic Ocean were just beyond. Vicky couldn’t have painted a more beautiful picture if she tried. 
 
    She reached for her drink and took a leisurely sip. They were both handed Miguelitos when they checked in, a coconut water drink infused with Costa Rica’s most popular alcohol, Guaro. She was quickly becoming a fan. 
 
    “How did you find out about this place again?” Saunder continued. “It really is incredible.” 
 
    “I, um, heard about it from one of the teachers at school. She said it was the best resort she ever stayed at.” 
 
    “Well, so far, I’d have to agree.” 
 
    Vicky set her drink down and quickly changed the subject. “So, did you have anything in mind for the first couple of days? I thought you might like to hit the golfing range, and maybe I could check out the spa?” 
 
    Saunder wrapped his arm around Vicky’s waist and pulled her close. “Oh, I think the golf course can wait. I have something much better in mind.” 
 
    Saunder leaned in and kissed Vicky on the lips. She was wearing only a thin open-back sundress and could feel his aroused cock pushing against her thigh. Their kiss deepened. Saunder ran his hands down Vicky’s exposed back, sending shivers down her spine. Vicky felt her defenses slipping away. The tranquil waves crashing in the distance… the humid balmy air.. the warm sun. They had only just arrived but their old world felt so far away. 
 
    Saunder scooped Vicky up. She wrapped her long legs around him and he started carrying her back to the bedroom. 
 
     “Oh my God—wait, put me down.” 
 
    Saunder slowly set her down and turned to where Vicky was staring past his shoulder over the balcony. A tall, dark-haired guy was walking along the other side of the pool. He was wearing shorts and sandals with a crisp white button-down shirt open in the front with a pair of aviator sunglasses hooked on the front pocket. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I can’t believe it. That’s Steve—Steve Casey. What on earth is he doing here?” 
 
    “Steve Casey… huh. That name sounds familiar. Isn’t he the principal at your school, or something?” 
 
    Vicky grabbed her phone off the balcony railing. “How on earth could he possibly be at a place like this?” 
 
    “Steve Casey… oh wait.” Saunder snapped his fingers. “He’s our state congressman, right?” 
 
    “What? No. He’s the sports anchor on Channel 7.” 
 
    “Ah, that’s right. I didn’t recognize him without his baseball cap. Damn—this really must be some resort if TV personalities stay here. Nice work, babe.” 
 
    Vicky ignored Saunder’s congratulatory swat on her bottom as she tapped away on her phone. 
 
    “I’m sorry, will you excuse me for a moment? Alex is texting me—I think she really needs to talk to me.” 
 
    Saunder nodded. “Of course. Probably something about the baby… you should take that.” 
 
    In the excitement of arriving in Costa Rica and wondering what to expect when they arrived at their resort, Vicky had nearly forgotten they’d spent the entire plane ride discussing Alex’s pregnancy. Baby or not, Alex could still answer her phone when she needed advice. 
 
    Vicky dashed into the hotel room and closed the balcony door. 
 
    “Alex—thank God you answered. You’re not going to believe who just walked by the pool.” 
 
    “Well, by the sound of your voice I’m gonna have to guess it was your celebrity crush, Mr. Bradley Cooper? And lemme guess—you’re calling to see if I think acting on a celebrity pass is a good idea?” 
 
    “No, worse—Steve Casey.” 
 
    “What? Sports Center Steve? You’ve got to be kidding me.” 
 
    “I’m not. He walked by our balcony no more than twenty feet away. It was definitely him.” 
 
    “I’ll be damned.” Alex whistled. “Steve Casey is a swinger. What is this world coming to?” 
 
    Vicky let the words sink in a bit. She still hadn’t fully accepted the idea that she had tricked her husband into booking an adults-only swinger resort for their anniversary trip… a fact Saunder had yet to discover. 
 
    “So, what are you going to do?” Alex prodded. “Clearly this is a sign.” 
 
    “A sign?” 
 
    “Duh, Vic. You’ve been dreaming about this stranger for weeks, and now he’s at the same resort as you and your husband? Doesn’t that tell you something?” 
 
    Vicky shook her head even though Alex was on the phone and couldn’t see her. “No… I mean, it doesn’t even make sense. I wasn’t dreaming about Steve. It was some stranger that just looked like him.” 
 
    “Close enough in my book.” 
 
    “But Steve Casey isn’t even married… why would he be at a place like this?” 
 
    “How do you know he’s not married?” 
 
    Vicky bit her lip. “I, um, looked him up online. There was no mention of a wife, or family.” 
 
    “You’ve been cyberstalking Sports Center Steve? You’re unbelievable, Vic.” Vicky grimaced as Alex’s cackling laugh echoed through her phone. 
 
    “What did you tell Saunder about all this? Do you think he will be okay with you meeting your new fantasy sports boy?” 
 
    “I, um, haven’t exactly told Saunder yet…” 
 
    “Hold on—I thought you said you told him about your new dreams as soon as you started having them?” 
 
    “I did. I just didn’t, uh, tell him exactly what type of resort this is yet.” 
 
    There was silence on the line. Vicky’s insides twisted like a wet towel. 
 
    “Alex… are you still there?” 
 
    Finally, Alex responded. “Yes, I’m here. I’m just looking out the window wondering what color is the sky in your world.” 
 
    “Alex, please. I need some advice here.” 
 
    “No, you don’t. You’ve dug your hole. It’s time you figure this out on your own.” 
 
    “Alex, wait—please don’t be angry with me. This wasn’t my fault.” 
 
    Alex laughed. “Oh, I’m not angry. I just want to see how long it takes for Saunder to realize you’ve been plotting this all along before he packs his bags and leaves you in Costa Rica for good.” 
 
    “Plotting this all along—what do you mean?” 
 
    “You know exactly what I mean. These constant dreams. Your vivid fantasies. Planning this trip with the help of your little friend Savannah… now this crazy coincidence of Steve Casey showing up at your resort… don’t you see? It’s all come down to one thing.” 
 
    Vicky glanced at the closed balcony door and lowered her voice. 
 
    “Alex, I’m not sure I’m following you.” 
 
    “Think about it. Our worlds have completely flipped, and now you’re one step away from having everything you always wanted…” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “My old life.” 
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    “Is the baby okay?” 
 
    “What baby?” 
 
    “Alex’s baby—or did Jared finally pop the question?” 
 
    It took Vicky a minute to figure out what Saunder was talking about. He had his shoes off and legs propped up on the balcony, sipping his drink, not a care in the world. She took a seat back next to him on the balcony. 
 
    “No, Jared didn’t propose. And Alex is fine. She was just uh, checking to make sure we got the anniversary gift she sent us when we checked in.” 
 
    “I don’t remember them saying we have a gift waiting for us?” 
 
    “Right. They didn’t. I’m going down to check on it now.” 
 
    “Great, I’ll come with you.” 
 
    Saunder lowered his bare feet to the ground to stand up. Vicky leaned over and gave him a quick kiss and gently squeezed his arm. 
 
    “How about you stay here and rest up—we’ve got a long two weeks ahead of us. I want my husband to be full of energy.” 
 
    Saunder grinned and raised his drink back to his lips. “Okay, but don’t be gone too long. I want to check out that cocktail welcome reception. If the drinks down at the bar are half as good as this one, we’re going to have an amazing week.” 
 
    Vicky gave Saunder another peck on the cheek and slipped out the door before he could ask any more questions about the cocktail party or the resort or Steve Casey. She wandered through the enormous lobby looking for somewhere to collect her thoughts. She found a secluded seat at a bar near the main pool and ordered a margarita with an extra shot of tequila. The friendly Costa Rican bartender tried to talk her into another miguelito, but she needed something familiar, and strong. 
 
    Vicky downed half her drink then pulled out her phone and shot off a flurry of texts. A moment later she had her answer. 
 
    Hey V!!! So glad you landed safe and are enjoying the view! I’m not supposed to say this, but yes, Steve and I know each other. I didn’t realize you knew who he was. I will have to introduce you. I think you’d really hit it off. 
 
    Vicky’s fingers tensed around her phone. 
 
    No, that’s fine. I was just surprised, that’s all. I didn’t think he was married. 
 
    She set her phone down. That settled it. Savannah confirmed her suspicions. Steve Casey was a client of the same massage girl that she and Saunder had been spending time with for the past year… which meant Steve Casey just so happened to be here for the same reason she and Saunder were here. 
 
    Steve Casey was a swinger. 
 
    Vicky sucked down her drink, then ordered another. She wondered what she might do if Steve Casey walked up to her. She knew he wasn’t the same guy in her dreams, but he was definitely someone she was attracted to… and knowing he was here at the adults-only resort… maybe Alex was right. Could it be a sign? 
 
    No, Vicky was certain it was just some bizarre coincidence. Vicky’s phone buzzed again. 
 
    He’s not married. I think you’ll be surprised at the types of people you’re going to meet this week. Keep an open mind, honey. The world is your oyster. Let me know if you need anything, I’m always happy to help! Xoxo 
 
    Vicky set her phone down. When Savannah first mentioned the resort to her, Vicky thought it would be the perfect spot for her and Saunder to explore their newfound sexuality. Vicky guessed she probably told all of her clients about this place—just her luck they picked the same week to come here as the local sports anchor. 
 
    Vicky picked up a small placard on the bar advertising the cocktail reception that was to start shortly. Nearby, a group of hotel workers were setting out trays of shrimp cocktails and making last-minute preparations for the party. Her body was a little jetlagged, but her mind was still sharp… sharp enough to realize she was running out of time to explain to Saunder exactly what type of resort this was, or their two-week trip to paradise was going to turn into a two-week nightmare. 
 
    “Actions speak louder than words, my dear.” 
 
    Vicky glanced up at the friendly female Costa Rican bartender. She was slightly older and strikingly beautiful, with perfectly smooth dark skin and a warm friendly smile. 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    The woman shook her head. “I’m sorry, miss—my English isn’t so good.” 
 
    “No, I think I heard you correctly. It’s just that saying is something I always tell my students. It means a lot to me.” 
 
    The bartender smiled. “First time here?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Am I that obvious?” 
 
    “Yes, you looked a bit nervous. You should go to the party. It’s a lot of fun. The drinks are very good.” 
 
    Vicky nodded and re-read the small text at the bottom then set the sign down. 
 
    Party until the sun goes down. Provocative attire encouraged—nothing off limits. 
 
    Vicky sighed. She should’ve been thrilled. She should’ve been on cloud nine. She was anything but. 
 
    Vicky glanced down as her phone buzzed. She assumed it was Savannah. It was her husband. 
 
    You ready? I’m dying to check out that cocktail party and keep this buzz going. 
 
    Vicky dug down to that place in herself she didn’t quite understand, but knew would guide her to what she truly desired, for better or worse. She replied back with a smiley face and a heart emoji. 
 
    Actions speak louder than words. 
 
    She hadn’t traveled thousands of miles and spent thousands of dollars to sit in her hotel room for two weeks, that was for sure. She finished her drink and stood up. “Okay, Vic, let’s do this.” 
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   N  onsense. All of it was pure nonsense. 
 
    As Vicky and Saunder strolled arm-in-arm through the lush garden entrance toward the cocktail reception, nonsense was the one word that kept coming back to her. She’d felt nothing had made sense in her life since her husband first surprised her with an erotic encounter with a young female massage therapist nearly a year ago. Their new, secret kinky sexual adventures with Savannah had undoubtedly brought them closer together, and Vicky wouldn’t change things for the world. Yet, despite their improved communication and happiness, there was still a part of her relationship that eluded her. 
 
    Like just now—Vicky was knowingly leading her husband into a swinger party that he had no idea about because she couldn’t bring herself to tell him what she truly wanted. 
 
    She couldn’t bring herself to tell her husband she couldn’t stop thinking about the face of the stranger who had been appearing in her dreams—which had now become the very real, handsome face of a local TV celebrity, who just happened to be at the same resort she and Saunder booked for their anniversary vacation. 
 
    Pure nonsense. 
 
    In fact, all of it was such nonsense that when Vicky and Saunder were greeted by a stunning young blond hostess in a sheer white cocktail dress that was so thin her pierced nipples were fully visible, Vicky didn’t even blink. She didn’t stop to consider the provocatively dressed waitstaff, or the fit, bare-chested male bartenders, or the scantily-dressed couples mingling poolside all around them—all of it seemed as natural as the puffy pink clouds floating leisurely by in the evening sky above. 
 
    Vicky kept a wary eye out as the hostess brought them over to a standing table covered in a white tablecloth and orchid centerpiece on the opposite side of the pool. Vicky wasn’t sure what she was looking for. Would there be a sign saying, Swingers Only? Would they be asked to sign some kind of waiver? The girl merely smiled and turned away. 
 
    So far, the resort and the party were absolutely nothing like Vicky expected. The decorations felt as though they were at a wedding. The ice sculptures… the trays of hors d’oeuvres… the relaxing island vibes... 
 
    Hedonism was not a word Vicky was intimately familiar with, but she felt it was one that had been unfairly used to describe the adult resort. The term had popped up when she had researched their vacation online. Vicky always prided herself in encouraging her students to choose adjectives carefully. If she were writing an essay on her experience so far, it would not be hedonistic that she would choose… it would be decadent. 
 
    Sheer, utter decadence. 
 
    Vicky lifted a glass of champagne from a tray carried by another stunning cocktail waitress in a barely-there bikini and skintight skirt. This time, Vicky caught Saunder’s eyes lingering on the young girl. 
 
    “She’s quite pretty, isn’t she?” 
 
    Saunder grinned. “Not anywhere near as gorgeous as my wife. You look absolutely stunning tonight.” 
 
    Vicky smiled at Saunder’s compliment. She was wearing a wrap-around blue floral dress with no bra and spiked Valentino heels. The top of her dress exposed a good deal of her cleavage while the bottom flowed open, revealing her long, shapely legs. From the right angle, you could practically see all the way up to her tiny white lace thong. How Saunder hadn’t yet commented on her dress, or any of the other scantily clad partygoers, was still a bit of shock. 
 
    Vicky took a sip of her drink and forced herself to relax. The champagne helped, as did the balmy island air and simply gorgeous early evening sunset. Despite the awkwardness of being at a party for swingers that her husband knew nothing about, Vicky felt an odd sense of calm, and of belonging. She thought back again to when Savannah had first suggested this resort for their anniversary. Initially Vicky had laughed at the young girl’s suggestion to check out a week-long lifestyle party. 
 
    “Saunder would never go for it,” Vicky remembered saying. “We’re really not like that at all.” 
 
    Yet the more time they spent with Savannah, the more Vicky realized that they might very well be more like the couples attending this party than she first thought… she just wasn’t sure if Saunder felt the same way. 
 
    Vicky pushed aside her champagne and turned to her husband. It was time to find out. 
 
    Vicky opened her mouth to broach the subject of explaining to Saunder just what type of party they had walked into when another gorgeous young female cocktail waitress in a mini skirt approached their table. 
 
    “I’m glad you made it to our welcome reception,” she smiled warmly. “Here are a couple of drinks made from our Costa Rican Cacique Guaro. Our bartender sent these over special for you both. I hope you enjoy them.” 
 
    Vicky glanced over to the bar area and saw the friendly female bartender she met earlier giving her a nod. Vicky smiled back. 
 
    “Thank you, I’m sure we will love them,” Saunder winked at the young waitress. 
 
     “If there is anything else you need, just ask.” 
 
    Vicky held her breath, hoping the girl wouldn’t get too chatty. She merely walked away. 
 
    They clinked their glasses and Vicky downed the delicious cocktail. Before she could say another word, Saunder set his drink down and grabbed her arm. 
 
    “Come on.” Saunder urged. “Let’s go dance.” 
 
    Vicky protested modestly as her husband dragged her out in front of the pool where several couples were already dancing close together. The DJ gave them a wink as Saunder wrapped his arms around Vicky’s waist and they began swaying in sync to the pulsing rhythm of a Post Malone song. 
 
    The pulsing beat from the DJ booth soon enraptured Vicky’s senses, and filled her with renewed energy. She couldn’t help but sway her hips to the music. The air was humid. The sky was just the right shade of pink headed toward purple. The ambiance was enough to make Vicky forget any worldly cares. She knew she needed to tell Saunder the truth, but surely it could wait a few more minutes. 
 
    Above the music, the loud giggles from some daring young women jumping in the pool could be heard. Vicky’s head was buzzing. Her entire soul was alive with the electric atmosphere. She felt like she was back in college, at her first frat party freshman year before she met Saunder… where a drinking game among friends found her truly exploring her sexuality for the first time. 
 
    Except this wasn’t a game. 
 
    This was real. 
 
    And it was all happening around her. 
 
    As they danced, Vicky watched the other couples who had joined them by the pool. Everyone around them was attractive, and well-dressed. The women wore flowing poolside cocktail dresses like hers, and the men were all dressed similar to Saunder in smart button-down shirts and cotton pants with casual loafers. The sweet scent of perfume and cologne met Vicky’s nostrils. She swayed closer to Saunder. The drinks were really sinking in. The heavy beat from the DJ’s pulsing music was keeping her in a trance-like state. She was on a natural high… a feeling of pure bliss. 
 
    She could already feel herself floating away. 
 
    Vicky couldn’t help feeling like being here was more than just being on a vacation… there was a sense of freedom she saw on the party revelers’ faces that could never simply be achieved by a trip to Disney World. The struggle of daily life was not allowed in this island paradise, nor was the struggle of societal norms, and conventional ways of life. The rules were forgotten. The gates to the playground left wide open. 
 
    This was paradise. 
 
    Vicky’s arousal overtook her senses. She leaned up and kissed Saunder. She kissed him hard, her tongue slipping into his mouth, meeting his tongue. She felt his strong hands on her lower back, pulling her toward him. They continued swaying to the pulsing music, making out like teenagers at a high school dance. 
 
    Finally, Vicky pulled away. 
 
    “I’m sorry—I’m not sure what came over me,” she smiled bashfully. 
 
    “Why are you apologizing? We’re married. We’re allowed to kiss.” 
 
    Vicky laughed. “Yes, but I know you don’t like those public displays of affection.” 
 
    Saunder chuckled. “I think we can make an exception, every now and then.” 
 
    Vicky leaned back into Saunder. Things were so different from their vacations in the past, where Saunder would barely speak to her as he raced off to the golf course, leaving her alone for hours at a time. Their renewed connection was better than she ever could have dreamed it could be. 
 
    Still, she knew something wasn’t right. They weren’t yet on the same page, and it was tearing her insides apart. 
 
    The DJ’s mash-up shifted into a new song. Vicky recognized the soulful rap voice of Drake and his song Child’s Play, with his lyrics about getting married in your twenties, asking, where’s the fun in that? 
 
    Was it a sign? 
 
    Vicky stopped dancing. She let out a breath and looked up at Saunder. 
 
    “I have something to confess. I really hope you’re not going to be angry with me when you hear it.” 
 
    Saunder smiled as he continued to sway his hips. “I’m not sure I could be angry about anything right now. What’s up?” 
 
    “Well, earlier, when I was talking with Alex… she didn’t send us an anniversary gift.” 
 
    “She didn’t? The nerve of her. You’d think she was too worried thinking about having a baby out of wedlock, or something.” 
 
    Vicky grinned meekly. “Well, I’m sure she has a gift for us, but that’s not what we were talking about. I made up the excuse to leave the room because I wasn’t sure how to tell you something…” 
 
    Saunder finally stopped dancing. “Tell me what?” 
 
    Vicky exhaled deeply. “Something about this trip, and this party. It’s… it’s not what you think it is.” 
 
    Saunder’s face remained impassive. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I didn’t hear about this place from a teacher at school… I heard about it from Savannah,” she finally blurted out. 
 
    Vicky waited for Saunder’s reaction. Her insides pitched and turned. 
 
    “I see,” he stated simply.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she continued. “I meant to explain earlier… I just thought maybe when we got here it would be easier to tell you…” 
 
    “Tell me what?” 
 
    Vicky bit her lip. Was their perfect trip about to end abruptly? 
 
    “This resort isn’t just an adult resort with no children—it’s, um, a resort for couples. You know, couples, who are, you know, like us… looking to, um, explore a little bit…” 
 
    Saunder’s eyes drifted over Vicky’s shoulders toward the pool behind her. For a moment Vicky thought he might turn and walk away. His face broke into a wide grin. He smiled back down at her. 
 
    “Do you mean the naked women making out in the pool aren’t here to try and sell us a timeshare condo?” 
 
    Vicky turned. The young women who had jumped in the pool earlier were all completely topless, their drinks splashing from their hands. They were hugging each other and kissing and giggling as several guys circled them like lions. She turned back to Saunder. 
 
    “Wait—do you mean to tell me you know what this place is?” 
 
    Saunder continued to scan the crowd around them. “You mean an adults-only resort that caters to married couples looking to explore their sexual horizons?” He smiled and kissed Vicky on the forehead. “Yes, I’m fully aware what type of resort we booked for our anniversary.” 
 
    Vicky’s face dropped. “Wait, what? You—” 
 
    “Knew all along? Of course.” He broke into a wide grin. “Did you really think I would ever book the most expensive trip of our lives without doing my research?” 
 
    Vicky’s jaw finally closed. 
 
    “You mean I was scared to death about offending you this entire time for no reason?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not sure about offending me…” Saunder shrugged. “I’m just not sure why you didn’t come out and ask me if I wanted to go to a place like this in the first place.” 
 
    Vicky grimaced. “I’m sorry. I meant to. It’s just…” Vicky sighed. “I didn’t want to upset you.” 
 
    Saunder shook his head. “I don’t understand—why would I be upset?” 
 
    “I just thought being with Savannah was something you were comfortable with. But this… this is something much different.” 
 
    “And you were worried I was going to be upset if you said it was something you wanted?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. 
 
    Saunder smiled. “Do I look upset?” 
 
    Vicky shook her head. “No.” 
 
    “Then why would you be scared to ask me if I wanted to come here?” 
 
    Vicky sighed. “I’m sorry. I just… I mean… are you okay with this? Really?” 
 
    They both took a moment to glance around. The topless women in the pool had moved closer to each other into a small group circle. They continued to kiss, and push their breasts together, showing off for the men who were cheering them on. Other couples had moved closer to the edge of the pool, drinks in hand, watching intently. 
 
    Saunder looked at Vicky. “I’m okay with being here, are you?” 
 
    Vicky hesitated. A big weight had fallen off her chest knowing Saunder had been fully aware of the party and the resort all along… but was he fully aware of her true intentions? 
 
    Was she, for that matter? 
 
    “Come on. Let’s go sit down for a bit.” 
 
    Vicky led Saunder back to the bar. They found a seat in the corner where they could watch the party from a distance. They ordered another round of cocktails. Vicky sipped her drink slowly, running her fingers up and down the sides of her glass. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” 
 
    Saunder nodded. “Of course.” 
 
    “When you first asked Savannah to join us, were you doing it for you, or for me?” 
 
    Saunder paused for a moment. “Honestly, I think I did it for you, but the moment we met her, I realized it was for both of us. I’ve really enjoyed spending time with her, haven’t you?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. 
 
    “Of course. It’s been a lot of fun. I was just…” 
 
    “Just what?” 
 
    Vicky sighed again. She looked around. More couples had jumped in the pool. Guys were playfully groping the naked breasts of some of the women. More girls were kissing each other. Other couples remained fully dressed outside the pool, gathered in small groups smiling and talking. On the other side of the dance floor a conga line was getting underway. The men were holding the women in front of them, a little more closely than a friendly wedding dance. 
 
    Had all these couples just met? Would they all pair off and swap partners? Would everyone at the resort be participating in some giant orgy in a matter of minutes? 
 
    Vicky turned back to Saunder. “I know we just said we’re both okay with this, but be honest—is this making you horny?” 
 
    Saunder’s eyes drifted to the crowd, then back to Vicky. “Truthfully? Not as much as I’d thought.” 
 
    “Not as much as being with Savannah, right?” 
 
    Saunder shook his head. “No. I mean, the women here are definitely hot, but—” 
 
    “But if a couple came over to us and asked us to go back to their hotel room with them… would you?” 
 
    The question lingered for a moment. Vicky already knew Saunder’s answer. 
 
    “I’m not sure I’d be into that.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Me neither.” 
 
    She took hold of Saunder’s hand. “I’m glad you agree. It’s fun to be here, but it’s just—” 
 
    “Not us.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “I’m really sorry. I really wanted to tell you all about this earlier—I just really wanted to surprise you with something daring and fun for our anniversary. I hope this doesn’t put a damper on the rest of our trip.” 
 
    Saunder sat back and grinned. “Well, it was certainly a surprise when I googled the resort online. I just assumed you didn’t want to talk about it, just like you didn’t want to talk about your desire to be with another woman until we finally met Savannah.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. Her husband really did know her better than anyone else in the world. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she apologized again. “I was being selfish. I hope you’re not upset with me for wasting all this money on our vacation.” 
 
    Saunder shook his head and smiled. “I don’t think we’ve wasted anything. We have two weeks alone on a beautiful island resort—so what if we don’t participate in the pool parties with these large-breasted naked women?” 
 
    Vicky relieved herself with laughter. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes… why?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    Vicky bit her lip. She eyed her drink. Gone. She reached out and squeezed Saunder’s hand. She didn’t need a drink for courage. She had her best friend by her side. 
 
    “Well, the thing is… Savannah also mentioned there is more to this resort than just the parties for couples.” 
 
    Saunder held her gaze. “Oh?” 
 
    Vicky moved her hand slowly up Saunder’s arm. “Yes. She said there were also special services you could order… if you wanted…” 
 
    Saunder’s gaze flicked to Vicky’s fingers making their way under the buttons on his shirt. 
 
    “You mean like room service?” 
 
    Vicky smiled. “Yes… something like that.” 
 
    Saunder leaned forward. He moved his hand over Vicky’s thigh and slipped it underneath her dress. 
 
    “Are you suggesting there are women here like Savannah we could hire for a little more private experience?” 
 
    Vicky stared at her husband. Her insides were frozen in time. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. “I believe there are… but there is also something else here we could hire for a private experience… if we wanted.” 
 
    “Oh? What would that be?” 
 
    “Men.”
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   “I s everything okay? You haven’t moved in nearly twenty minutes.” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    Vicky was lounging in her white string bikini, staring out at another perfectly blue sky from their private cabana by one of their hotel’s enormous pools, just as she had done the last few days. She crossed her long legs in front of her and looked down at her pink painted toes. They did not reflect the true temperature of her cold feet. She had such grand visions of doing all sorts of naughty things the moment they arrived at the resort. The past few days had been a complete one-eighty. So far, the only thing she’d accomplished on her trip was turning her skin into a pleasant shade of brown. 
 
    Admitting to her husband that she had booked a secret swinger’s resort for their anniversary then telling him she wanted to experience what it would be like to be with another man had proved infinitely more difficult than she first believed. The idea that she might offend Saunder, or cause him to think he wasn’t satisfying her in any way was something Vicky couldn’t live with. 
 
    Yet, the moment the words tumbled out, she knew there was no turning back. 
 
    To her surprise, Saunder admitted he wasn’t shocked by the idea. 
 
    “It’s only fair,” he confessed. “I’ve had the chance to be with two beautiful women, you should get the same opportunity with a guy, if you want it.” 
 
    Vicky almost asked him what beautiful women he had been with, then realized he was referring to herself and Savannah. 
 
    “Yes, but it’s different,” Vicky argued. “This is me… and another man.” 
 
    “Why is it different? It’s a massage. You said you can easily get one here. It’s pretty much the same thing we did when we first hired Savannah—I told you I’m perfectly fine with that.” 
 
    “Yes, I know it’s just a massage… but what if maybe it isn’t? What if it leads to something more…?” 
 
    “You’re asking if I would be okay with the possibility of you and another guy—you know…” 
 
    Vicky couldn’t help but be amused at Saunder’s attempts to discuss sex in any manner. Even after their new experiences with Savannah, his religious upbringing still kept him from coming right out and saying what he wanted to say—not that she was doing much better. 
 
    “Yes—what if it is more?” Vicky repeated, trying her best not to beleaguer the point. 
 
    “I told you, I’m fine with that, too.” 
 
    Back and forth they went, for a couple of days. Each time Vicky asked, Saunder replied the exact same: he had no problem with any of it. 
 
    That was what Vicky kept coming back to. 
 
    She finally turned back from her blue-sky thoughts to face Saunder. “I want to do this.” 
 
    “I know you do.” 
 
    “You want me to do this, too, right?” 
 
    Saunder nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    Vicky sighed. “Then what’s stopping me?” 
 
    Saunder leaned over and started rubbing more suntan oil onto her bronze shoulders. “If you knew that, I think you’d already be inside our hotel room, getting ready for our next adventure.” 
 
    “You’re right.” Vicky sighed again. “I’m sorry. I’m not sure what has gotten into me. I thought since we’d become so comfortable with Savannah that being here would make me want to, I don’t know…” 
 
    “Jump into bed with another guy?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” Vicky agreed. 
 
    “Doesn’t really sound like you, does it?” 
 
    Vicky shook her head. “Not really.” 
 
    “Then why do you keep apologizing?” 
 
    Vicky shrugged. “I don’t know. I just feel like I’m letting you down.” 
 
    Saunder set the bottle of oil down and wrapped his arms around her. “Hey, there’s no need to apologize. I told you. We can take it as slow as you like. We’re already having fun. We’ve both said it countless times.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Exactly—do you think we’re actually having fun if we have to keep reminding each other we’re having fun?” 
 
    Saunder settled back on the lounger and stared up at the cloudless sky. 
 
    “I see what you mean.” 
 
    They stayed silent for a while. Saunder finally spoke. “How about we ditch this place for a bit, and see what else the island has to offer?” 
 
    Vicky paused. “You mean leave the resort? Can we do that?” 
 
    Saunder chuckled. “Why not? We’re not trapped here. The more we sit here and dwell on this, the more you’re going to get all caught up in your head. Heck, if you keep overthinking everything, by the time we leave you might not even want to be with me anymore.” 
 
    Vicky slapped Saunder lightheartedly. “Never say that.” 
 
    “Well, I just know how that brain of yours works. Right now, you’re doing everything in your power to talk yourself out of taking a chance on what you know could be an amazing time.” 
 
    “You really think that’s the case?” 
 
    Saunder nodded. “I know it. Come on. Let’s go ask the concierge where we could rent some mopeds or something.” 
 
    “You think a high-speed ride on some sandy dunes is going to make me want to sleep with another guy?” 
 
    Saunder chuckled. “No, but I think staring at you in that sexy little bikini all afternoon is going to make me want you so badly you’re going to pray another guy comes your way just to help pry your husband’s hand off of you.” 
 
    The thought of two men’s hands on her body sent Vicky’s mind in a completely new direction. Maybe a little afternoon adventure would be the perfect cure for a little case of the nerves… if that was what they truly were? 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    The wind whipping through her hair as they raced ATVs across the white sandy beaches found Vicky back at ease. They spent the afternoon climbing on rocks along the ocean cliff, and diving into the shady pools under overhangs to cool off. The Costa Rican landscape was breathtaking, and just what she needed. 
 
    “Are you feeling better?” Saunder asked her as they took a break along a deserted stretch of beach to dry off. 
 
    Vicky spread her towel across the sand and plunked her body face down on top of it. “Yes, I am. Thank you, this is wonderful.” 
 
    “Told you,” Saunder replied. 
 
    “If I’m being honest, this afternoon was the best one since we’ve been here. I really wish we didn’t even have to go back to the resort.” 
 
    Saunder glanced around. “Well, we could camp out on this deserted beach for the rest of the week. We’d be giving up that great buffet, though.” 
 
    Vicky propped herself up on her elbows and dragged her hand idly across the sand. “You know what I mean. I feel like I made a huge mistake, and I’m letting you down.” 
 
    Saunder sighed. “Vic, come on. I told you—you’re not letting me down.” 
 
    “I feel like I am,” Vicky sighed. “Or I’m letting myself down—I don’t know. I just feel like we still don’t belong here. And yes—I know this was my idea, and I know I’m the one who brought up the idea of using our anniversary trip to live out a fantasy… I’m well aware of all of this.” She flopped her head down and mumbled into the towel. “God, I really am a piece of work, aren’t I?” 
 
    Saunder laughed and stretched out next to her. “My piece of work.” 
 
    Vicky pushed herself up and smiled. “Never forget it.” 
 
    They stared out at the crashing waves. Vicky shifted over and rested her head against Saunder’s chest. “I really wish we could stay here forever,” she sighed. 
 
    Saunder kissed her forehead. “Me too.” 
 
    “Can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “How come you’re the most accepting husband in the entire world?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Of me. Of our situation. Of being with Savannah, and now all this… I just don’t know what I would do if I ever married someone who didn’t want me to be free to explore all these crazy new desires popping up in me.” 
 
    Saunder grinned. “Good thing you’ll never have to worry about that.” 
 
    “Yes, it is a good thing. But seriously—why are you being so calm about all of this? I couldn’t even tell you the truth about this resort, and now when we started talking about possibly involving another guy in our adventures, you barely blinked.” 
 
    “Should I be upset?” 
 
    Vicky pushed herself back up. “No, not upset, exactly… but aren’t you well… angry with me for having thoughts about another guy?” 
 
    Saunder shrugged. “I don’t really see what being angry would accomplish. I told you, I’m fine with it.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Yes, I know. I’m just trying to figure out why you’re so fine with everything.” 
 
    Saunder sighed. “Look, I don’t want to wreck the afternoon by arguing about something we both agreed we already want.” 
 
    “I don’t either—and I don’t mean to argue. I just don’t get why you’re so willing to let me explore all these desires. I mean, what if I really enjoy this, and we decide to make it a regular thing?” 
 
    “Like we did with Savannah? I don’t see that being a bad decision. We certainly both seem pretty pleased by spending time with her.” 
 
    Vicky stared out at the water. She wasn’t getting across what she felt, and she knew it. 
 
    “I guess what I’m trying to say is, it seems like you’re hiding something.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. 
 
    “Yes. I feel like you’re being so cool with all this because, I don’t know… you feel guilty, or something.” 
 
    Saunder’s face darkened in a shadow, even though the sun was shining brightly. 
 
    “What are you suggesting?” 
 
    “Suggesting? Nothing. I was just trying to figure out why you are totally okay with the idea of me possibly being with another guy. It just seems strange, that’s all.” 
 
    “You’re the one who brought it up.” 
 
    “Yes, I know, but I was expecting you to be angry, or have some kind of reaction. Instead, all you’ve done for the past few days is tell me you’re totally fine with it.” 
 
    “So now you want me to be angry with you?” 
 
    Vicky groaned in exasperation. “I don’t know what I want. I just think it’s odd that my husband is okay with letting me do whatever I want with some stranger.” 
 
    “Who said anything about a stranger? We agreed we would hire a guy for an erotic massage, just like we hired Savannah.” 
 
    “It’s the same thing.” 
 
    “Listen, if you’re suggesting that I’m okay with this because I was unfaithful to you on some business trip or something and am feeling guilty, I think we better end this trip right now.” 
 
    “No, not at all—I would never accuse you of being unfaithful. That’s not what I meant—I know you would never even dream of something like that.” 
 
    Saunder nodded. “You got that right.” 
 
    They both stared out at the water. Vicky’s mind was shooting off in at least a dozen different directions. Their pleasant afternoon had vanished in the blink of an eye. 
 
    “Well, I guess there is something I didn’t tell you…,” Saunder continued. “At least, not everything.” 
 
    Vicky turned. “Tell me everything about what?” 
 
    “Sarah.” 
 
    “Sarah?” Vicky’s mind raced. “Your primary care physician?” 
 
    Saunder sat back and laughed. “Uh, no. I don’t think Dr. Fleishman would be into this kind of conversation.” 
 
    “Then who is Sarah?” 
 
    “My high school girlfriend, Sarah.” 
 
    Vicky paused. “Oh, Sarah. What on earth does she have to do with any of this?” 
 
    “Well, if you recall, we broke up the summer before we met.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Yes, I remember. You broke up at the start of freshman year, just like nearly every other high school couple going away to separate colleges.” 
 
    “Well, do you remember me telling you about Brian, the guy she ended up dating after me?” 
 
    “Kind of…  it was a pretty long time ago.” 
 
    “Sarah and I kept in contact throughout the start of the year. She admitted she still had feelings for me, and even though she started dating another guy she still wanted to hang out.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “I remember you telling me that. I always thought that was a bit unfair of her, but I’m still not following—how does your high school girlfriend factor into any of this?” 
 
    “Homecoming weekend freshman year Sarah came for a visit… with Brian.” 
 
    “You met her new boyfriend?” 
 
    “Yes. And we all went out.” 
 
    “So, you both dated her at the same time?” 
 
    Saunder shook his head. “No. Not dated, exactly… we both slept with her. Together. At the same time. We had a threesome.” 
 
    Vicky paused, certain that the crashing waves in front of them had frozen in time. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry… I never told you the entire story.” 
 
    “Never told me—are you fucking kidding me? You mean to tell me you had a threesome and never told me about it?” 
 
    Saunder shrugged. “Does it change anything?” 
 
    “What? Of course—it changes everything!” Vicky stood up and wrapped her arms around her, suddenly shivering in the afternoon sun. 
 
    “Come on, Vic—it was college. We all did some crazy stuff. I mean, wasn’t that around the same time you had your fling with your freshman roommate, Amanda?” 
 
    “Don’t you bring her into this.” 
 
    Saunder shrugged, but remained seated. “Well, I’m just saying we all have a past we don’t talk about. I mean, wasn’t it your experience with Amanda that had you thinking about being with another woman like Savannah in the first place?” 
 
    Vicky stared out at the water. The truth hit her hard, as it always did. The waves slowly resumed crashing on the shore. She took a seat back down next to her husband on their towel and dug her toes into the sand. 
 
    “So, what’s your point?” 
 
    “My point is that maybe you’re not the only one who has some new desires cropping up. I think, well… I’ve been thinking of that night back in college with Sarah and Brian, and well, I think it would be hot to watch you… you know… with another guy.” 
 
    Vicky stared at her husband. “Let me get this straight. You’ve kept this giant secret from me our entire marriage, and you didn’t think to mention it at all—even when we’ve been talking about this very thing all week—and now you think I should just jump into bed with another guy because you want to recreate some high school threesome you never told me about?” 
 
    “It was college.” 
 
    “Whatever.” Vicky wrapped her arms around her knees and squeezed them to her chest. She was acutely aware this trip was all her idea, yet she couldn’t help shake the feeling that she had somehow been manipulated… as if Saunder had been secretly planning this all along. 
 
    “Honestly, Vic, I hadn’t really thought about any of this until we started hanging out with Savannah. But to answer your earlier question, yeah—I guess I’ve been so open to your idea because I did something like this once before, a long time ago, and it was a lot of fun. And yes, I guess some part of me wants to experience that again.” 
 
    “So, you’ve been dreaming of this little fantasy of yours since freshman year?” 
 
    Saunder shook his head. “Not at all. I don’t think about the past anymore, and haven’t since the day I laid eyes on the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    Corny as hell, but Vicky’s insides began to melt. Saunder reached over and wrapped his arms around her shoulders. 
 
    “After you mentioned the idea of hiring a guy the other day, I started thinking about everything. I don’t know—it just feels right. And if it makes us both happy, what’s the harm?” 
 
    Vicky nodded slowly. “I suppose I can forgive you. After all, an aging man like you is bound to suffer some memory loss—makes sense you couldn’t remember to tell your wife one of the most important details of your life.” 
 
    “Ouch! I think I prefer you slapping me to your verbal abuse.” 
 
    “Oh, you haven’t seen anything,” Vicky laughed. She reached over to deliver just such a playful slap to Saunder but he grabbed her and pinned her arms to her sides. He leaned in and kissed her hard. She returned his kiss, pressing her body into his before finally pulling back. 
 
    “So, you really had a threesome freshman year, before we met?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you really watched your high school girlfriend with another guy?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Was it hot?” 
 
    Saunder paused with a grin. “Do you really want to know?” 
 
    Vicky stared at her husband. A tingling sensation was growing between her legs. She nodded. “Yes, I want to know.” 
 
    Saunder moved his hand over Vicky’s bare thigh and slid it over her tiny white bikini bottom. “Yeah… it was sexy as hell.” 
 
    Vicky let out a soft moan as Saunder’s fingers found their way under her bikini and brushed over her pubic mound. She could feel she was already wet, and not from their dip in the ocean. 
 
    “Do you think that geriatric mind of yours can remember any more details of your sexy college encounter?” 
 
    Saunder grinned. “Are you suggesting I describe to you what my sexy high school girlfriend and I did with another guy one crazy night back in college while I pleasure you?” 
 
    “Oh, she’s sexy now?” Vicky teased playfully. 
 
    “Nothing compared to you, my dear.” 
 
    Saunder worked her bikini to the side and pushed his fingers inside her. Vicky gasped.  
 
    “Oh fuck… that feels really good…” 
 
    “Does that mean you want me to continue the story?” 
 
    Vicky glanced back toward the shore. “Think we can pause until we get back to our hotel room?” 
 
    Saunder flicked his thumb over her clit. Vicky moaned again and ground her heels into the sand. 
 
     “You don’t seem like you’re in any hurry to leave…” 
 
    “But… someone might see us...” 
 
    “We’re on a completely deserted beach next to a swinger’s resort. The locals would be offended if we didn’t use this beautiful place to fuck each other.” 
 
    “Is that what’s happening here?” 
 
    “That depends… do you want to hear this story, or not?” 
 
    Saunder reached down and unbuttoned his shorts. Vicky followed his movements, taking in his bulge about to burst through his zipper. She reached behind her and untied her bikini top and tossed it on the sand. They kissed hard as their bodies pressed together. Saunder crawled on top of her and they collapsed down onto the blanket. Vicky wrapped her arms around him and pulled him to her. 
 
    “Fuck, yes…” she moaned as she felt Saunder’s cock pushing between her legs. “I want to hear all the details of your dirty little college threesome as you fuck me… and you’d better not leave anything out.”
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   “H e had a threesome.” 
 
    “Uh-huh… and?” 
 
    “What do you mean, uh-huh? I just said Saunder had a friggin’ threesome.” 
 
    “Yes, I know.” 
 
    “What?” Vicky’s jaw dropped as she was on her phone with her best friend. “You knew about it?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. You’ve been screwing around with Savannah for almost a year now. I assumed at some point you would’ve done something that would qualify as a threesome.” 
 
    “No, not with Savannah—with Sarah.” 
 
    “Oh. You met someone at the resort? I thought you said you weren’t into any of the couples there.” 
 
    “No, not here. Sarah—Saunder’s high school girlfriend.” 
 
    “Saunder’s high school girlfriend is at your resort?” 
 
    Vicky almost threw her phone in the pool. “Alex, are you for real? Saunder told me that he and Sarah had a threesome back in college after they broke up, before we met.” 
 
    “Oh, for fuck’s sake. I’m sorry, honey. I guess pregnancy brain is a real thing.” Alex snorted with laughter. “I’m having a hard time focusing on anything other than reality TV this week.” 
 
    Vicky frowned. “You’re not shocked by this news?” 
 
    “What? That Saunder and some guy Eiffel-towered his ex-girlfriend in college? Not at all. Actually, it all makes perfect sense.” 
 
    “What makes perfect sense?” 
 
    “To be honest, I was always wondering why Saunder was so accepting of all your little escapades, especially since we both know he’s so tight-lipped when it comes to sex. But I get it now—he’s a closet cuckold.” 
 
    “A closet… what?” 
 
    “A closet cuckold.” 
 
    Vicky shook her head. Was it possible to catch pregnancy brain through the phone? 
 
    “Al, I’m really not sure I’m following you.” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? Saunder has been so cool with all this because deep down he’s been looking to watch you with another guy, and never knew how to tell you.” 
 
    Vicky stared out at the pool through her dark sunglasses. All morning she had been watching other couples mingling and getting chummy in the pool… many, she presumed, now intimate friends after meeting earlier in the week and doing God-knew-what behind the closed doors of their hotel rooms. So far, she and Saunder had done nothing more than enjoy the buffets and free drinks, and learn a heck of a lot of secrets about each other. Now, was there even one more secret to uncover about their relationship? 
 
    Vicky flipped her phone to her other ear and reached for her drink. “Let’s say you’re right about Saunder, for a moment. But what, um, is the exact definition of that word you used?” 
 
    “A closet? It’s where you put your fucking clothes. Did you get pregnant this week, too?” Alex guffawed. 
 
    “Er, no, the other word… a chock…” 
 
    “Oh my God!” Vicky yanked the phone away as Alex’s cackling echoed through the line. “Don’t tell me you don’t know what a cuckold is?” 
 
    Vicky grimaced. “Okay. I won’t tell you. Should I just Google it?” 
 
    “Ha! Not unless you want your phone filled with images of guys like Saunder watching their wives get jack-hammered by young, muscled hunks.” 
 
    “Is that what—” 
 
    “Yes, my dear. A cuckold is a guy who derives pleasure from watching his wife get fucked by other dudes. They come in all varieties—and you, my dear, have a closet version.” 
 
    “A closet version—what does that even mean? Saunder wants to hide in the closet and watch me with another guy? Is that even a thing?” Vicky’s head was swimming. 
 
    “Huh—I wouldn’t put it past him, but I just meant he was too scared to tell you the truth about what he really wanted all this time.” 
 
    Vicky shook her head. “You think Saunder waited ten years to tell me he had a threesome in college because all along he wanted to watch me with another guy and was worried what I might say?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “And he did this after he hired Savannah, because I mentioned I wanted to try being with another woman?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “And he only decided to tell me about his college experience after—let me remind you—I conned him into coming to a swinger’s resort?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Alex, there’s no way Saunder could’ve planned any of this.” 
 
    “Just calling ‘em as I see ‘em, honey.” 
 
    Vicky stared across the pool as a good-looking guy in red swim trunks dove into the water then swam up behind a topless brunette standing next to a slightly older guy in the shallow water. The younger guy wrapped his arms around the woman and gave her buxom breasts a playful squeeze. She laughed then turned and kissed him. The guy she was with watched them with a giant smile on his face. 
 
    Vicky couldn’t tear her eyes away. Was the guy watching them the woman’s husband? Was the younger guy someone they had just met? Was that what it was like? Was that what Saunder truly wanted? 
 
    “Hey—in other news, I got the sonogram back. Guess what?” 
 
    “What?” Vicky replied absently. 
 
    “This silly little acorn in my belly is gonna be a girl—you’re gonna be an auntie!” 
 
    Vicky could practically hear Alex beaming through the phone. She shook herself away from the scene at the pool and congratulated her best friend. 
 
    “And you know the best part?” Alex continued. 
 
    “What?” Vicky replied, trying to maintain her focus. 
 
    “After seeing her picture, I’ve finally mustered up the courage to tell Jared. I mean, she looks like an x-ray of a molar, but she’s my little molar. I can’t wait to have this baby, with or without Jared. I certainly hope it’s with, but I’m prepared either way. I’m going to tell him tonight—wish me luck, Vic.” 
 
    Vicky did just that, then hung up the phone. She wanted to be happy for her best friend, but all she could think about was what if that baby girl grew up to be just like her… spending her anniversary vacation uncovering secrets about her husband… secrets about her marriage…. and about herself. 
 
    Vicky raised her empty glass toward her waiter, then returned her attention to the pool. The guy she presumed to be the busty brunette’s husband had moved closer. He had his arm around her shoulder while the younger guy remained by her other side. The woman was talking to both men as if they were sharing a couple of coffees in a café. 
 
    Vicky watched the interaction intently. Her drink arrived and she barely noticed. 
 
    Yes, she could see herself as that woman in the pool. 
 
    She could see Saunder standing next to her, laughing as she casually flirted with another guy. 
 
    She could see herself getting out of the pool and toweling off, the three of them returning to their hotel room, together. 
 
    She could see all of it. 
 
    Vicky quickly gathered her things and returned to her hotel room. Saunder was out golfing, something Vicky had insisted he do this afternoon, even though he promised he wanted to be with her. 
 
    She had the hotel room to herself.  
 
    Vicky took a quick shower then stepped into their bedroom in just a white cotton robe. She stared at their crisp white king-sized bed. It was freshly made by the housekeeping staff. The pillows were fluffed perfectly. The sheets were tucked crisply into the corners of the bed’s four bamboo posts. She sat down on the edge of the bed and ran her hands over the sheets. 
 
    Suppose she went along with all of this. 
 
    Suppose she overlooked whatever reason her husband had for going along with her suggestions to invite a man to their hotel room. 
 
    Suppose she just made a leap, and went for it… because it was, after all, still her idea. 
 
    Vicky slipped off her robe and crawled onto the middle of the bed. She laid back against the pillows completely naked and closed her eyes. 
 
    The ocean waves weren’t loud outside their window, but in Vicky’s mind they were crashing hard, as they always were when she drifted into her fantasy world. She exhaled slowly and slowed her breathing. She raised her hand and brought it over her breasts, lightly grazing her nipples. They instantly hardened. 
 
    Vicky drifted back to her dreams from the past few weeks… the dark room, the red curtains, the stranger appearing from nowhere. She moved her hands over her stomach and spread her legs. She hadn’t brought her favorite toy with her on their trip, but she could improvise. She slipped her fingers between her lips. 
 
    She was already wet. 
 
    Vicky pushed one finger inside her while cupping her breasts with her other hand. She exhaled deeply. The scene in her mind shifted again. This time she was in another hotel room… a room she knew well. It was the hotel room they had spent their last weekend together with Savannah. She and their young female friend were both on the bed with Saunder, all three of them fully naked. Saunder was behind Vicky, massaging her breasts while Savannah was between her legs, working her magical tongue over Vicky’s clit. 
 
    Vicky gasped, and slid her finger deeper inside her, imagining her finger was the hot tongue of her young friend… teasing her, tasting her… penetrating her. 
 
    Vicky spread her legs wider, enjoying the feeling of the fresh cool cotton linens on her warm bronzed skin. She reached her arm behind her leg and teased her anal opening. Once again she imagined the butterfly sensation of her young friend’s tongue licking her anus… pleasuring her… showing her the most erotic experiences of her life. 
 
    Vicky arched her back and squeezed her breasts. Her breath was shallow. Her body shuddered. She could come so easily… 
 
    Would another man be able to provide her such pleasure? 
 
    Would a man’s hands ever compare to Savannah’s? 
 
    Would she want more? 
 
    Vicky twisted her body around. She pushed her fingers into her as she lowered her face into the pillows. She imagined the stranger from her dreams behind her, taking hold of her hips, and moving between her legs. 
 
    “Just like that,” she heard herself whisper. “Take me… take me while my husband watches…” 
 
    Vicky gasped. She pushed her fingers into her pussy as deep as possible. She bucked her hips back… desperate to be penetrated… desperate to be taken. 
 
    Desperate to be fucked by a stranger’s cock. 
 
    “That’s it,” she moaned. “Fuck me… fuck me so deep! Make me your dirty little slut… fuck my pussy until it’s yours… make me come all over your thick hard cock!” 
 
    Vicky cried out. Her muscles clenched, her toes curled. She rode her climax hard, rocking her hips back and forth as she thrust her fingers inside her pussy faster and faster while furiously rubbing her clit. She came hard. She slowed her breathing to prolong her pleasure, catching the wave of another orgasm as it rushed through her, just as Savannah had taught her. 
 
    Vicky stared out the window, the sheer white curtains billowing peacefully from the slight breeze off their balcony. Their young friend had taught them so much… could another stranger teach her even more? 
 
    Vicky knew there was only one way to find out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~ NINE ~ 
 
      
 
   “Y don’t want to gawk at the sexy couples tonight? Looks like another killer party out here.” 
 
     “I think I’d like to read for a bit, if that’s okay with you.” 
 
    Saunder nodded. “Sure.” 
 
    Vicky watched her husband return to their balcony. She returned to staring at her book where she had been stuck on the same page for the last half hour. Her afternoon conversation with Alex kept running through her head. Vicky knew her husband better than anyone… or thought she did. 
 
    Growing up, Saunder had been subject to a strict religious upbringing. His view of marriage when they first met had been black and white. People got married, people lived together, worked, and that was life. His precious golf and baseball could be added to that mix, but that was pretty much it. 
 
    Vicky was patient with Saunder for many years. He often frustrated her by bottling up his emotions whenever they had an argument, and it took a long time for her to understand why he couldn’t express himself. It just wasn’t in his nature. His dad had been in the military, and had ruled their house as if they were still in the 1950s. That much she could understand, but she’d hoped that when they started their own lives together he would let all of that go. 
 
    Their vacation over a year ago had been the wake-up call they both needed. Before taking that trip, the romance between them had all but disappeared. They had both agreed they needed to spend some time working on the romantic part of their marriage. Yet, the moment they arrived at their hotel in the Caribbean, Vicky found herself spending days alone by the pool while Saunder went off golfing by himself. It was the only time in their marriage when Vicky thought they actually might not make it. 
 
    Even now, after things between them had improved, tears filled her eyes whenever she thought about what might’ve happened if she hadn’t been so bold as to take matters upon herself and surprise Saunder with a sexual encounter that renewed their connection for each other. It was the hottest thing they had ever done up to that point. 
 
    Their renewed connection didn’t immediately solve their problems, but it was a start, and eventually led Saunder to surprising Vicky with hiring their young friend, Savannah as a surprise for her. It was something Vicky had never dreamed her husband would do, but sharing their erotic experiences with the young girl had brought them closer together than she ever dreamed possible. 
 
    Now, Vicky knew she needed more. Deep down, she knew she wanted to experience what it would be like to be with another man. She had agonized over the decision to reveal her deepest fantasy to Saunder, and after she did, she couldn’t grasp why he was so accepting of the idea. Now, it finally made sense… he had done this before. 
 
    It was something that should’ve made Vicky feel more comfortable, but instead it made her on edge… she just couldn’t pinpoint why. She wasn’t sure Alex was correct in thinking her husband had been keeping some secret desire hidden for so long. Maybe he had, maybe he hadn’t. The truth was, it didn’t really bother her. She knew he only wanted what was best for both of them. 
 
    What bothered her was that now that everything was out in the open, there was nothing more to do or say to keep her from acting on her deepest fantasy. Saunder had prodded all afternoon if she wanted him to go ahead and gather some information on just what kind of services were available at the resort. 
 
    Vicky had declined. 
 
    He was only doing exactly what she asked… that was the worst part. 
 
    Vicky glanced up as Saunder walked back into the room on his phone. 
 
    “Hey, I thought we agreed no work calls during this trip?” 
 
    Saunder smiled. “It’s not a work call.” 
 
    “Oh? Who are you texting, then? Your mistress?” 
 
    Saunder chuckled. “Actually, yes. Well, sort of.” 
 
    He held up his phone. 
 
    “Savannah? Why are you texting her?” 
 
    “I had an idea about how we can get you in the mood.” 
 
    “In the mood for what?” 
 
    “Anything. It’s only eight o’clock and you’re already in your pajamas.” 
 
    “I’m not…” Vicky’s voice trailed off. There was no point in hiding the obvious. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I had a really nice time today. Honestly, I’m just tired.” 
 
    “No, you’re not tired. You’re avoiding me, and I think I know just how to fix it.” 
 
    Saunder went over to his luggage and pulled out his laptop then set it on the bed. A moment later a familiar smiling face burst onto the screen. 
 
    “Hiya guys! Hey V!! How’s the resort?” 
 
    Vicky shot a glance at Saunder and instinctively pulled the covers around her. 
 
    “Oh, wow. Savannah. It’s so good to see you. I’m sorry—Saunder didn’t tell me he was planning a video chat with you tonight. I would’ve um, done my hair, or something.” 
 
    Savannah giggled. Her silly little laugh reminded Vicky how much she missed her adorable friend. 
 
    “Yes, Saunder filled me in on everything. Sounds like my adult lifestyle resort recommendation might’ve been a bit off the mark.” 
 
    “No, no, don’t apologize. It’s wonderful—really.” Vicky pushed herself closer to the screen. “I think maybe we were, I mean—I was just a bit shocked by everything once we got here.” 
 
    Savannah nodded “It’s a lot to take in the first time. I should’ve given you a bit more warning. But, that’s why I’m here.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    Savannah sat back a bit and adjusted her camera. Vicky could see she was wearing a soft, silky floral robe and lounging on a small sofa in what Vicky assumed to be her apartment. Vicky’s eyes widened as Savannah pushed up onto her knees and undid the tie on her robe while swaying her hips in a little dance. She winked, then slipped the robe from her shoulders and tossed it away. 
 
    “There,” Savannah sat back with a grin. “That feels a bit more comfortable.” 
 
    Savannah was wearing nothing under her robe except for a tiny pair of light blue panties, and black high heels with straps around the ankles. Vicky’s eyes fell upon her redheaded friend’s young, firm breasts and tiny pink nipples. She felt an immediate stirring between her legs. She glanced to Saunder whose only reply was a smile. 
 
    Vicky turned back to the screen. 
 
    “How do you like the view?” Savannah giggled. She ran her hands through her curly red hair, teasing the long strands over her bare breasts. Vicky felt a sudden longing to feel those breasts rubbing against her skin. 
 
    “Your husband thought maybe a little private session this evening might help get you over your little case of stage fright.” 
 
    “Stage fright?” Vicky sat back in mock offense. “I don’t have stage fright.” 
 
    Savannah laughed. “We don’t have to label it, but I think you are getting yourself all worked up about nothing. When we talked about booking this trip you were all excited, now Saunder said you’re dying to come home.” 
 
    Vicky glanced to Saunder. “No, it’s not that. I’m just not sure this place is for me… for us.” 
 
    Vicky’s eyes followed Savannah as she reached just out of view of the camera then brought a long pink dildo in front of her. She brushed her hair aside and slowly dragged the toy over her breasts, making small sensual circles over her nipples. Vicky could practically taste her tiny pink buds between her lips. 
 
    “See, that’s just the thing, Vic,” Savannah continued as she teased the toy over her body. “I think that place is for you. I think it’s for both of you. I think you just aren’t allowing yourself to relax… I mean, imagine what fun you could be having right now instead of being stuck in your hotel room…” 
 
    Savannah lowered the dildo between her thighs and spread her legs apart. She slid her panties aside and pushed the tip of the toy over her glistening pink lips. Vicky could practically taste her. 
 
    “Mmmm, I don’t think I should be the only one naked here. How about you both take those clothes off so we can get down to business?” 
 
    Vicky turned to Saunder. He smiled and stripped off his shirt. “I don’t need to be told twice.” 
 
    Vicky was confused, aroused, and still trying to process all of the new information from earlier in the afternoon. Yet all she could do was stare at Savannah on the screen. She had no idea how she could be held so captive by the young female. They were friends, sure, but in reality wasn’t she also a prostitute? Weren’t they paying her for sexual experiences? 
 
    She didn’t care. 
 
    Vicky peeled her tank top off, and tugged her pajama bottoms down and tossed them off the bed. She loosened the bun on her head and tried to straighten out her hair. 
 
    “Mmmm, that’s better,” Savannah smiled. “Now, how about you two touch each other while I watch?” 
 
    Saunder moved closer to her on the bed and gently moved his hands over her breasts. Vicky sat back and stared at the screen. She longed to feel the young girl’s hands on her body. She longed to feel her caressing her skin, her hands between her legs… teasing her until her insides were ready to explode. 
 
    “I wish you were here…” Vicky confessed as Saunder lightly pinched her nipples. 
 
    “Mmmm, I wish I were there, too, honey. But we can still have a little fun. Go on. Kiss that hunk of a husband of yours for me.” 
 
    Vicky leaned toward Saunder. He wrapped his hands around her body and they kissed. 
 
    “Mmmm, that’s so hot,” Savannah whispered on the screen. “Touch her for me, Saunder.” 
 
    Saunder’s hand moved between Vicky’s legs, pushing against her panties. She reached down and helped him slip them off. Saunder pushed her back against the pillows and moved between her legs. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Savannah moaned. “My pussy is so wet guys… oh fuck, you both look so hot…” 
 
    Vicky looked to the screen over Saunder’s shoulders. Savannah had her legs spread open, one high-heel pressed into the top of her sofa, the other lowered to the floor as she worked her dildo inside her. Their eyes met. Vicky reached down and ran her hand through Saunder’s thick hair as he pleasured her. Savannah smiled at her. 
 
    “He’s pretty good at that, isn’t he?” 
 
    In answer, Vicky arched her back and squeezed her thighs around Saunder’s head. His tongue was driving at her clit, nearly making her come already. 
 
    “Fuck, I forgot how sexy you guys are,” Savannah giggled. “I’m so wet just watching you both…” 
 
    Vicky stared at Savannah. All her earlier worries vanished. All she could think about was how badly she wished Savannah could join them right now… she wanted to feel her young friend’s hands on her breasts… her stomach… between her legs. Vicky closed her eyes, imagining the pure pleasure of four hands on her body… her favorite part of being with her husband and their young companion. 
 
    “That’s it. Keep touching each other. You know how hot that makes me…” 
 
    Saunder pushed his fingers into her. Vicky cried out and rocked her hips back and forth as Saunder spread her open. She was wet from Saunder… she was wet from watching Savannah… she was wet from Savannah watching them. 
 
    Vicky kicked the laptop back and pulled Saunder to her. She moaned, her body desperate for more. 
 
    “Take me now… fuck me while she watches us.” 
 
    Saunder shifted his body between her legs. Vicky reached down and wrapped her fingers around his thick cock and rubbed it over her wet slit, then guided him into her. He pushed her legs back, thrusting into her hard. Vicky cried out. 
 
    “Keep fucking her,” Savannah moaned. “Fuck her like she needs to be fucked…” 
 
    Vicky cried out again as Saunder plunged his cock into her. She moved her hands up and pulled his face toward hers, kissing him hard. 
 
    “I want you to close your eyes. Let your desire for Saunder consume you.” 
 
    Vicky wrapped her arms around Saunder and closed her eyes. The feeling of his cock filling her was driving her to complete ecstasy. Knowing they were being watched by their sexy friend was driving her to the point of no return. 
 
    “Now, imagine I’m there, touching you…” Savannah continued. 
 
    Vicky imagined Saunder’s hands were the soft young hands of her friend. She imagined they were both pleasuring her body… touching her… tasting her… licking her… 
 
    “Now, imagine I’m just watching you, and someone else is touching you. Someone new…” 
 
    Vicky’s mind slowly released the image of Savannah. Behind her eyelids a new image took shape. A figure rose from behind her husband, and moved next to her on the bed. 
 
    “Imagine another pair of hands on your body… imagine a pair of hands touching your breasts… that sexy little stomach… your hot little pussy.” 
 
    Vicky gasped. She could feel Saunder’s cock buried inside her, and his hands wrapped around her. But she could feel something else… a masculine force rubbing her… touching her… moving between her legs. 
 
    “That’s it, honey,” Savannah moaned. “That’s so hot. You’re doing so well… just relax, and enjoy the pleasure…” 
 
    Vicky was dimly aware that the Savannah on the screen was somehow saying the exact same thing as the Savannah from her repeated dreams. 
 
    “That’s it… touch yourself as he touches you. Let your body just relax…” 
 
    Saunder rolled over and pulled Vicky on top of him. She reached forward and grabbed the bamboo headboard, arching back as he thrust into her. 
 
    “Yes, oh yes! Fuck that cock hard, baby.” Savannah cried out. “Grind your hot little ass up and down on that cock and fuck him until you come!” 
 
    Vicky bounced up and down on Saunder’s cock faster and faster. Her screams grew louder. Then she felt it… the other pair of hands. They were on her shoulders, her back, her breasts, her hips. They were touching her legs, her ass… they were touching her everywhere. 
 
    Vicky cried out and came hard. She was unable to stop the rush of orgasm as her body rocked up and down. She focused on her breathing and moved easily into another wave of pleasure, just as Savannah had taught her. 
 
    The young girl had taught them both so much, and was still teaching them. 
 
    Savannah climaxed on the screen. The two women moaned together, coming multiple times, just as they had in their times together. Saunder exploded inside her. Vicky was in perfect sync with her young friend, and her husband. Their trio had not lost any of their union even with Savannah being thousands of miles away. 
 
    Vicky finally caught her breath and slowly opened her eyes. She smiled at Saunder. “I love you so much.” 
 
    “I love you, too,” he replied. 
 
    “Let’s do it,” Vicky whispered. 
 
    Saunder raised his eyebrow. “Are you sure?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes. This was just what I needed. I’m ready. Let’s book a massage.” 
 
    Inside her, she felt Saunder’s cock twitch. She smiled. She was ready to accept another man into their bedroom… and Vicky knew her husband was just as excited.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~ TEN ~ 
 
      
 
   “W hat’s this?” 
 
    “Something to take the edge off. Thought I’d try my hand at making one of these Miguelitos.” 
 
    Vicky smiled and took a sip of the drink Saunder had made for her on their balcony. “No, I mean, what is this box?” 
 
    “Oh,” Saunder smiled. “That. It’s part of your anniversary present.” 
 
    Vicky set her drink down and picked up the small box from the table. “I thought we said this trip was our gift to each other?” 
 
    “Yes, well, I thought you might like a little token of my appreciation for you putting up with me all these years—after all, it is our actual anniversary tonight.” 
 
    Vicky paused, not realizing the date. Time seemed to have little meaning on the island. She opened the box and pulled out a stunning gold necklace. She recognized it immediately. It was the necklace she had pointed out on their last vacation, where Saunder scoffed and said it was far too pricey. 
 
    “Oh my gosh! It’s gorgeous! When did you get this?” 
 
    Saunder smiled. “I ordered several months ago. I was hoping you wouldn’t forget about it.” 
 
    Vicky put it on. “It’s perfect.” 
 
    “As are you.” 
 
    They kissed and Vicky sat down next to Saunder. He reached out and took her hand. “Just thought you could use one more thing to complete your outfit. You look really nice tonight, by the way.” 
 
    Vicky laughed. “Yes, you’ve mentioned that all during dinner.” 
 
    Vicky couldn’t help but wonder if the repeated compliments and now the gift were last-minute attempts by Saunder to remind her how much he loved her, maybe fearing that what they were about to do would change things. She wanted to reassure her husband that nothing was about to change, but was she sure that she could make that promise? 
 
    Vicky took a sip of her drink. She was barefoot and wearing a simple floral cocktail dress with a low neckline, along with a new pair of black lace panties and matching bra. Her hair and makeup were done perfectly. With her sun-bronzed skin and relaxed island vibes she felt radiant, reflected in Saunder’s smile when she had emerged from the bathroom earlier. 
 
    She watched as Saunder glanced at his phone then stuffed it back into his pocket. He was nicely dressed in a button-down shirt and cotton pants and a casual pair of loafers… looking perfectly relaxed. Her mind kept returning to her conversation with Alex. Was her husband really the kind of guy that Alex said he was? 
 
    Was he really hiding some hidden desire to watch her with another guy all these years? 
 
    Vicky had decided she didn’t care to know… at least not yet. If her husband had kept a little secret from her about something he did way back in college, and had even decided to hire Savannah to prepare Vicky to one day possibly involve another guy in their relationship, what did it really matter? 
 
    It wasn’t important. Vicky had come too far to not go through with things now. 
 
    Beyond their balcony another cocktail party was just getting underway. Vicky could hear the sounds of music bumping, promising another evening of sexual delights for those who had the courage to participate. Soon, the whole area would be packed with well-dressed men and women. The pool would be lit by underwater lights, inviting the daring ladies to jump in and get the party started. The dance floor would be packed, and the bodies would be grinding together… then, at some point, the party would dissipate. 
 
    Vicky and Saunder had watched it happen every night. The couples inevitably went off to their respective rooms, some holding hands, some just walking together in groups of four, and the occasional group of six. She had imagined doing just that from the moment Savannah told her about this place—joining the party, dancing, flirting, and letting fate guide them to wherever it may. 
 
    Yet, none of that had happened. 
 
    Instead, Vicky and her husband had spent several days by themselves, learning things about each other that even after ten years of being together were surprising. And now, Vicky was ready to finally take the plunge and see what other erotic treats the resort might offer. 
 
    She was ready for her massage with a stranger. 
 
    They had talked to Savannah, who promised to get them in touch with the resort’s most talented male massage therapist. 
 
    “I guarantee you’ll have a good time with Daniel,” Savannah had told Vicky when she called earlier to confirm that all the arrangements had been made. 
 
    “Is there anything special I should wear, or do?” 
 
    Savannah giggled. “Just let your sexy little body guide you. I’m pretty sure Daniel can handle the rest.” 
 
    Vicky wished their friend could be there, but she knew this was something she and Saunder had to do on their own. 
 
    Vicky turned, hearing a soft bing indicating someone was at their door. 
 
    Saunder stood. “Well, are you ready?” 
 
    Vicky glanced into the room, as if she could see all the way to the entryway and through their solid oak door. Vicky smiled. She was grateful to be right where she was with her husband. Happy, in love, and ready for wherever the evening might take them. Fate was still guiding them, Vicky was certain. She just had no idea where it was all going to lead. 
 
    “Yes,” she nodded. “I am.” 
 
    Saunder pushed his phone back in his pocket and went to answer the door. Vicky ran her hands over her new necklace, then took one final sip of her drink and set it down. She no longer needed it.  
 
    “Happy anniversary,” she whispered to herself, then followed Saunder into the room. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~ ELEVEN ~ 
 
      
 
      
 
   H er old life was fully behind her now, she could feel it. Vicky tried to remain perfectly still, keeping her breathing as slow as possible to make sure she remained relaxed. Vicky willed her mind to recall the picture of the masseur she had in her head. She had only seen it briefly when Savannah had texted her earlier. His name was Daniel, and Savannah said he was Costa Rica’s best kept secret. 
 
    “You have no idea how many women have asked Daniel to marry them after spending time with him,” Savannah laughed when she called to confirm the details. “He receives an average of three wedding proposals a week.” 
 
    Vicky had no intention of falling for anyone, but knowing he came recommended—and was someone Savannah trusted—set her at ease. Vicky tried to recall his Spanish-looking features, his dark eyebrows, his piercing blue eyes—and very handsome—face from the small headshot Savannah had provided. 
 
    “Soon enough,” she told herself. “He’s right outside the door, you’ll see him soon enough.” 
 
    Vicky’s body tingled with nervous energy, but she remained confident, and at ease. She checked her makeup in the mirror one last time. The room was quiet. All of the hotel guests were out at the party. All she could hear was the constant crashing of the waves outside their balcony window, mixed with the pounding of her heart. A moment later, Vicky looked up as Saunder led their male masseur into their room. 
 
    “And this is Victoria, my lovely wife.” 
 
    Vicky’s eyes bulged. Standing before her was the largest dark-skinned man she had ever seen. 
 
    Daniel strode over to her, his six-foot-enormous frame moving with the agility of a basketball player. He was wearing dark cotton pants and a skin-tight black t-shirt which outlined his v-shape muscular build in a way that made Vicky want to run her hands over his chest the moment she met him. Several gold chains hung from his neck, and his bald head was shaved smooth. At first glance, he reminded Vicky of the singer Seal, combined with a body built like The Rock.  
 
    Daniel removed the small duffel bag he was carrying from his shoulder and held out his hand. 
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Victoria. Savannah has told me a lot about you… about you both, actually.” 
 
    His voice was deep, with a slight island accent, making her name sound like Viiktoriah. Vicky remained silent as Daniel lifted her hand and raised it to his beautiful dark lips. He placed a kiss on the back of her hand and released it back down. 
 
    Vicky stared at him for a moment, then quickly regained her composure. 
 
    “Oh, it’s, um so nice to meet you too, Daniel. Savannah told us… well, actually she told us very little about you.” 
 
    “Please, call me Dan Z,” he chuckled. “All of my friends do.” 
 
    “Oh, okay, Danny,” Vicky misspoke. 
 
    “No, no—Dan Z, like the Costa Rican actor, Daniel Zovatto. Vicky glanced at Saunder who was making a drink at the bar. 
 
    “I’m not sure I’m familiar with him,” Vicky confessed. 
 
    “No? City of Angels? He’s very good,” Daniel smiled. His teeth were perfectly white, two large rows of pearls set against the dark skin of his handsome face. 
 
    “Well, no matter. Dan Z. is my name, and you are Viiktoriah, and your husband is Mr. Saunder—that’s all we really need to know, right? After all, personal details tend to get in the way of things like this, wouldn’t you agree?” 
 
    He smiled again. Vicky couldn’t help but return his friendly grin. “Of course.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    Saunder brought Daniel a drink. “Care to try one of my Miguelitos? I confess, I haven’t quite mastered the Costa Rican bartending skills just yet.” 
 
    Vicky followed Daniel’s large hands as he raised the glass to his lips and took a sip. 
 
    “Mmmm, don’t kid yourself my friend—this is very good. Very good indeed.” 
 
    Daniel took another sip, then set the drink down. 
 
    “Now then, are we ready to have some fun tonight, my friends?” 
 
    Vicky smiled. “Um, yes. I believe we are.” 
 
    “Excellent. Before we begin, I’d like to wish you both a Happy Anniversary. Savannah tells me you two have been together for ten years?” 
 
    Saunder came over to Vicky’s side and took her hand. “Yup, that’s correct. For ten year’s she’s put up with me, and I’m finally repaying her with an anniversary gift she deserves.” 
 
    Daniel smiled. Vicky wondered how many times he’d been offered as a gift to another man’s wife. She didn’t particularly care. Tonight, he was her gift. 
 
    “Well, that’s very good. Ten years is a long time, but not that long, you know what I mean, my friends?” 
 
    Vicky looked at Saunder. She caught the look in his eye that she remembered from all those years ago, when they first met in college. It was the same look he had on their wedding day, and pretty much any time they took time to enjoy each other. 
 
    She leaned up and kissed him, then turned to Daniel. “Yes, we know exactly what you mean.” 
 
    Daniel picked up his bag and glanced around the room. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to make this room a bit more… romantic, shall we say? And you, my lady, if you would be so kind as to make yourself more comfortable, that would be wonderful. We will begin soon.” 
 
    Vicky glanced at Saunder. “Oh, I see. Should I, um…” her hand tentatively drifted to the top button on her dress. 
 
    Daniel smiled. “Ah yes, Savannah told me this is your first time.” He chuckled. “My apologies. Your dress is quite lovely, but if you don’t mind, I suggest you go into the bathroom and change into a robe. When you return, Dan. Z. will have your humble hotel room transformed into the palace fit for a beautiful island queen such as yourself. Then, we shall begin.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Yes, of course. That sounds lovely.” She turned to Saunder. “Well… shall I?” 
 
    She looked at her husband carefully. She could see the happiness in his eyes. There was no question—he was fine with what was about to happen. Still, she wanted to make one hundred percent sure. 
 
    Saunder leaned in and gave her another kiss. “Go on and get changed. I’ll be out here if you need anything.” 
 
    She smiled back, and whispered, “I love you.” He winked. “You too.” 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    As she stepped into the bathroom Vicky heard Daniel ask Saunder to put some music on, and a moment later she heard the unmistakable reggae rhythm of Bob Marley’s “Is This Love?” Vicky couldn’t help but smile at her husband’s choice for a playlist. She moved to the mirror and put her hands on the counter. She looked up, pleased to discover the smile was still on her face. Vicky slowly slipped off her dress and let it fall to the floor then unclasped her bra and removed it. She reached out for the soft white terrycloth robe hanging behind her, then paused. She leaned down and slipped off her panties, then pulled the robe on and sat down on the side of the tub. 
 
    Vicky let out a deep breath. She had expected more nerves. More trembling, or shaking. There was nothing. 
 
    She looked around the small bathroom. It was spotless, a product of the incredible housekeeping staff, not her own devices. There wasn’t an item out of place, not even a cotton ball… nothing to straighten up. 
 
    She shifted her gaze to the counter, where she normally left her phone when she was in the bathroom. She had forgotten to bring it into the bathroom with her, but was surprised to discover she wasn’t upset. She could’ve texted Savannah a little joke about how it might’ve been nice if she’d sent a little better picture of Daniel than just his face, and might’ve warned her he was one enormous black specimen of a man. 
 
    She could’ve texted her best friend, and carried on their life-long conversation, giving her details of what was about to happen… but she didn’t feel the need to do that, either. 
 
    Vicky stood up. Her bare feet on the cool porcelain tile felt calming. The warm robe around her body was cozy. The soft hum of the hotel room’s air conditioner was pleasant. She caught herself humming as she fixed her hair one last time and reached for the doorknob. 
 
    There was nothing wrong, and nothing to do. 
 
    Vicky couldn’t recall a time in her life she’d felt this content. It was nothing like she’d imagined… yet she knew it was about to be everything she’d imagined. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~ TWELVE ~ 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he warm sensation of oil being poured on her skin instantly set any remaining qualms at ease. The warm oil puddled in the middle of Vicky’s soft, smooth back, then dripped lower, down toward the towel covering her hips. The oil was followed by a pair of smooth, powerful hands moving over her skin, and across the length of her body. She let out a quiet sigh. The hands moved slowly, traveling all the way up her spine, circling her shoulders and neck, followed by her neck and clavicle, then back down over her hips, and her slender, shapely legs. Savannah had certainly not steered her wrong—Daniel’s hands were heavenly. 
 
    Soon no part of Vicky’s body was left untouched… her shoulder blades, her sides, the sensitive skin on the backs of her arms, her knees, her toes. Daniel did a remarkable job of working every inch of her body in a way that was much different than Savannah. With Savannah, there was a sense of purpose… like her touch was ultimately leading to a final destination. With Daniel, Vicky sensed that whatever part of her body he was focused on was the only part of her he would ever touch again. 
 
    “Too much pressure?” she heard him ask in his deep accent from some distant island. 
 
    Vicky shook her head. 
 
    “No, it’s perfect,” she replied. 
 
    She was floating already, lost in the clouds and sea. 
 
    More oil was poured on the back of her thighs and down her calves. Daniel had set out several large towels across the bed and guided Vicky onto the edge of it so he could walk around easily. He raised one of her legs and began working the oils into the arch of her foot. Her feet were extra supple from walking along the sandy beaches all week, and the pressure felt divine. Daniel hit all of her pressure points with exquisite accuracy, sending a direct line of energy from the soles of her feet to right between her legs. The energy only continued to grow as Daniel worked his oiled fingers between each of her pink manicured toes. He gently pulled and stretched each toe, then worked her entire foot over again. 
 
    Daniel poured more oil over the backs of her legs, slowly moving his focus from her feet to her calves, then to the backs of her thighs. His commanding hands traveled in long, powerful strokes from her heels all the way up to her buttocks, pausing just below her towel. Vicky let out a little moan as his fingers pressed into her inner thighs, releasing pools of pressure she didn’t even know she had. Her loins—did women have loins? –she could never remember, were slowly becoming charged with the same electric energy as her entire pelvic region. She curled her toes, pushing the tops of her feet into the bed, trying to ground herself. It was no use. 
 
    Vicky could hear the ocean waves crashing. She knew she was drifting away. She could practically feel herself floating above the beach, the blue sky above her, not a care in the earthly realm. 
 
    The towel slowly being removed from her hips brought her immediately back. The ocean waves seemed to pause in their journey to the shore, the world coming to a stop on its axis. Vicky realized her naked self was on full display in front of another man. She had never been nude in front of any man other than her husband since they got married. Even her normal massages on her previous vacations had been done with a towel over her body. 
 
    And just exactly who do you think you are, dear Vicky? She could almost hear her best friend Alex scolding her. 
 
    Vicky’s brain fired the signal to raise her arms and push herself up, but her body never got the message. The moment she felt Daniel’s hands on the soft skin of her bottom, she was rendered powerless. The ocean wave that had been suspended in her mind crashed violently to the shore. The panic retreated, replaced by a deep pool of arousal spreading out from between her legs, until it reached every part of her body. She let out a deep breath, giving in fully to the sensations beginning to overcome her. 
 
    Vicky felt a little more oil tickling between her cheeks as Daniel began massaging her buttocks in a circular rhythm. He moved across the sides of her hips, then over her bottom, building up an intense warming sensation between her legs. Vicky could practically feel the heat now emanating from her body, and practically smell the musky scent of her arousal. 
 
    She was deeply wet, she knew it. 
 
    Her breathing grew shallower. Vicky became aware of her entire body… of her hands squeezed tightly together… of her eyes closed… of her nipples pressed into the bed under her. Every ounce of her body was tingling, begging to be touched. Her senses were slowly becoming overloaded. 
 
    Outside the balcony, she could hear the pulsing beat of the DJ’s music begin to overtake the quiet music Saunder had put on in their room. The rhythms somehow combined, making it sound like Vicky was walking through a dark club, with a different party in each room. She let out another breath, trying to remain focused on Daniel’s hands, but it was no use. He was moving everywhere now. His speed increased. She could feel his hands on the backs of her legs, then her spine, then back to her feet, then between her legs… long, graceful motions that left her entire body in tingles. 
 
    Briefly, Vicky’s mind flicked to Saunder, watching from nearby. She wondered how he was handling all of this… watching another man touching her for the first time. She tried to picture him sitting quietly off to the side in the corner of the room. Was he touching himself? Was he jealous? Was he as completely turned on as she was? 
 
    She opened her eyes, and caught Saunder smiling at her. No, there was no jealousy. It was the same smile he shared with her every time they were with Savannah. She mouthed I love you, and he did the same. 
 
    She closed her eyes again and let out a deep breath, then gasped. Daniel stopped his long, energetic strokes and moved his hands directly on top of her bottom. Vicky felt a surge of energy like nothing she had ever felt before. Her body shuddered, as if hit by lightning, even though she was certain Daniel’s hands were motionless. 
 
    Daniel moved his hands slightly lower, now pressed directly between her legs. She could feel his fingers pushing against her upper thighs, and tracing the edges of her smooth outer lips. She pushed her hips back, and spread her legs. All she wanted now was to be touched… to be touched between her legs, right where her body ached to be stimulated. She could feel her clit practically throbbing. Her inside walls clenched in anticipation of what was to come. 
 
    “That’s it,” Daniel coached. “Just relax…” 
 
    She felt it. 
 
    His fingers. They were inside her. 
 
    Vicky gasped, surprised by the intensity of sensation that rushed through her body. She dug her hands into the soft white sheets beneath her, balling them in her fists. Her breath lodged in her throat. 
 
    “Don’t forget to take in nice, deep breaths…. in and out, in and out…” 
 
    Vicky spread her legs wider. “Oh God,” she heard herself whisper. “That feels… oh… that’s so…” 
 
    She was wordless. Her senses were immediately sent into overdrive. The ocean waves pounded relentlessly in the distance. She knew she was slipping away. 
 
    “Don’t forget to breathe. In and out… in and out.” 
 
    Vicky sucked in a ragged breath, filling her chest with a lifeline of oxygen. She tried to count to ten before exhaling. She made it to four. 
 
    Daniel gently pulled her up until she was on all fours, her hips thrust back. He moved his hands over her back and reached around the front of her body. He began massaging her breasts, taking each one in his warm, oiled hands. He rubbed them slowly, letting them fall gently into his large hands, back and forth, back and forth. He eased over her nipples, sending a shockwave down Vicky’s spine. Slowly he began to tug on each nipple, pulling each one until they were hard little stones. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Vicky gasped. She spread her legs wider and arched her back. Her body was aflame with arousal. She tried to keep her breathing steady, but it was impossible. Her breasts were engorged, her lips parted, her breathing growing faster and faster. Was he going to make her come just from touching her breasts? 
 
    Slowly Daniel removed his hands from her breasts and slid them down her back, then over the backs of her thighs. He resumed rubbing her inner thighs, and raised her pelvis up a little higher, sliding a pillow underneath her. Her hips were now in the air, her pussy fully exposed to her masseur, and her husband. 
 
    Daniel cupped her cheeks and spread her buttocks. His hands moved slowly, caressing her flesh, working closer and closer toward her outer lips. His fingers finally grazed her clit and Vicky gasped. Gently he spread her lips apart, his oiled fingers sliding up and down over her pubic mound. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Vicky gasped again. 
 
    She arched her back and pushed her forearms into the bed. She was dimly aware of how exposed she was, her ass on full display. She didn’t care. 
 
    She gasped as Daniel’s long fingers slowly entered her. She could feel them turning, and pushing against her inner walls… 
 
    “Oh, God… that feels so good…” she moaned. 
 
    Vicky squeezed her hands into fists, forcing blood through her arms. She fought to maintain her concentration. She didn’t want to drift away. 
 
    She wanted to remain present. 
 
    She pushed her hips up higher as Daniel began to work his fingers more deeply inside her. The pressure building inside her was too much. Her hips rocked slowly back and forth. Daniel moved to her side and reached around her hips. With one hand he spread her lips and lightly rubbed her clit as he thrust the fingers of his other hand in and out of her with greater speed. 
 
    “Oh God—you’re going to make me explode,” Vicky cried in a hoarse whisper. 
 
    “Keep breathing,” he instructed. 
 
    Vicky’s elbows were shaking. Her skin was slick with sweat. She sucked in gasps of the warm balmy air. Her entire body quivered. She thrust her hips back as Daniel drove into her faster and faster. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” she gasped. “I can’t—I can’t take it any longer. I’m going to come… I’m coming—please let me come!” 
 
    Daniel held her firmly. He removed his fingers and reached around and brought them to her mouth. Instinctively Vicky licked them, her tongue darting between the large pads of his fingers, sucking her juices from them. He returned his fingers to her pussy and plunged them back inside her. Vicky cried out as her body lurched forward. His other hand moved to her breasts, cupping them and holding her firmly in place. 
 
    Daniel removed his fingers and raised them to her lips again. Once again she licked her juices from them. This time he inserted another finger inside her. Three? Four? Vicky had no idea. She spread her legs, opening herself to him, giving herself fully to this complete stranger. 
 
    Daniel shifted back between her legs. He pushed his fingers as far inside her as they could go while simultaneously reaching around and stroking her clit with an enormous pressure. Her eyes widened in shock. 
 
    “Now. Come. Come for us… let it all go...” 
 
    Time completely stopped. Vicky’s insides exploded. Her juices rushed to the surface and seemed to jettison behind her as Daniel raised her hips off the bed and thrust his fingers in and out of her, faster and faster.  
 
    “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I’m fucking coming!” 
 
    Stars raced in front of her eyes. She was spread open, her entire body convulsing. She cried out, over and over again, but her voice was gone. It was an orgasm unlike any she’d ever experienced. There was no sense of climbing a mountain, or a building up of energy… the burst of energy seemed to come from within, and shoot out from her pores. A ball of lava flowed through her, around her, out of her… she had no idea. 
 
    She was completely gone. 
 
    Vicky cried out as another shockwave of energy surged forth from her body. Her insides felt like they exploded out from between her legs. She collapsed forward and grabbed her breasts and squeezed them as hard as she could. Her body shook and shuddered, her hips rocking up and down. A stream of her juices shot onto the bed, followed by another. 
 
    She was squirting like her cooter was a fire hydrant spraying the city streets on a hot summer day.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~ tHIRTEEN ~ 
 
      
 
      
 
   S lowly her senses came back to her. She rolled over. Daniel’s dark, handsome face was staring over her. 
 
    “That was amazing,” she gasped, her chest still heaving up and down. 
 
    “Your body is quite responsive, Victoria,” he smiled. 
 
    Vicky glanced at Saunder. He was seated in the chair across the room, his clothes still on. He smiled at her. 
 
    “Are we okay to proceed?” 
 
    Victoria looked back to Daniel. “You mean, there’s more?” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Oh yes, we’re just getting your body warmed up.” 
 
    Daniel moved to the side of the bed and poured more oil onto his hands. This time he began with her breasts. He lifted each one slowly, massaging her full round breasts, gently working the oil into her skin. Daniel moved his hands over her stomach, then down over her pubic mound, then to her inner thighs. Even though she had already experienced an incredible soaking wet orgasm that left her breathless, Vicky felt as though she could come again at the slightest touch. 
 
    As if reading her thoughts, Daniel instructed her again. “I’m going to work a little more deeply, now. You won’t feel the same urge to climax. I will let you know when you should release your orgasmic energy, do you understand?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. She had no idea what he was going to do, but realized she didn’t care. 
 
    Daniel spread her thighs apart and placed the soles of her feet together. Holding her ankles in place he began to once again stimulate her entire pelvis with large, circular strokes. 
 
    Vicky closed her eyes and tried to focus on her breath. The energy building up between her legs was nearly unbearable, but Daniel was correct. She didn’t feel the immediate urge to come. She felt something much different… an erotic energy that seemed to emanate from beneath her body, and wrap all around her. She stretched her arms out and arched her back, reaching for something, anything. 
 
    She desperately needed to feel something, somebody. 
 
    Her hand moved tentatively toward the back of Daniel’s leg. Slowly she gripped his thigh. Her fingers dug into his muscular legs. Daniel continued to rub his hand over her pelvis, making faster and faster circles. He pushed her legs down into the bed, holding her down. Her clit was on fire. Her nipples were hard as stones, desperate to be sucked. She tightened her grip on Daniel’s thigh. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she gasped. 
 
    Daniel raised one of her legs and placed his whole hand over her pubic mound. His fingers slid back and forth over her glistening lips. 
 
    “Your body has a beautiful energy,” Daniel stated. “We are going to work on releasing some of that energy now.” 
 
    Vicky’s eyes widened as Daniel pushed his fingers inside her while simultaneously pushing down on her abdomen. 
 
    “Oh fuck—" 
 
    Her breath stopped. 
 
    His fingers penetrated her, moving deeply inside her. She reached forward and grabbed his crotch. She wrapped her fingers around the enormous bulge at the front of his cotton pants. 
 
    “I can’t… oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck…” 
 
    She turned her body toward Daniel. His fingers were inside her, twisting, turning, moving against her inner walls. 
 
    “Please… I need to come…” she begged. 
 
    Daniel smiled. “The object here is simply to allow… don’t think of an orgasm as the end goal. Just think of the energy we are releasing, and allow your body to respond.” 
 
    Vicky tightened her grip on Daniel’s thick cock. Her fingers were wrapped around his shaft now. She could barely get them closed. A wave of energy rushed through her. She thought she was coming, but was she? It felt like she had to pee, but that wasn’t quite it. 
 
    Daniel shifted slightly and released her leg. 
 
    “I’m going to manipulate your energy now, please continue to breathe like I told you.” 
 
    Vicky was aware of a slight buzzing, but it wasn’t anything more than a tiny vibration. Then, she felt it. 
 
    Daniel had a massage wand pressed between her legs. 
 
    “Oh, no, that’s not fair,” Vicky moaned to herself, her body twisting and turning under the wand’s tortuous vibrations. 
 
    “That’s good. Just keep breathing. I’m going to use the wand on different parts of your body now.” 
 
    Vicky kept her eyes closed as Daniel moved the wand to her stomach, her thighs, then her breasts. He held it on her nipples, stimulating them so delicately that she felt as though a thousand hummingbirds were on her chest. She twisted back and forth, trying to move her body away from the constant stimulation. Every time she did, the wand found her. 
 
    “Don’t focus on the vibration,” Daniel suggested softly. “Focus on your breath, and your oneness with the energy around you.” 
 
    Vicky was nearly too aroused to consider anything at that point, but something in his instructions made sense. The next time she felt the wand press against her skin, she let out a deep breath, and imagined she was floating, and the bed was part of the ocean. 
 
    “That’s it, very good,” Daniel complimented. “Keep doing exactly that. This is going to allow you to experience far greater pleasure than if you just let the wand provide your orgasm. You are now in control.” 
 
    Vicky didn’t feel in control, but followed Daniel’s instructions. He lowered the wand back between her legs, and his hands moved to her breasts. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to try something. I don’t do this with all my clients, but I think you will enjoy it. Please let me know if you feel uncomfortable at any time.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. 
 
    Daniel’s hands continued moving in long, slow caressing circles over her breasts. He pulled her nipples firmly, but Vicky got the sense that her breasts were not his objective. His hands slowly moved down her abdomen. He began to push on her stomach. 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    Vicky exhaled slowly and deeply. 
 
    Daniel’s hands moved back to her breasts, then once again to her stomach. This time he pushed her belly so hard she felt as though he were pushing straight through her. The pain was intense, but dissipated quickly. 
 
    Once again his hands returned to her breasts, then back to her stomach. She tried to prepare herself but it was too late. She felt like she was punched in the gut. At the same time, he brought the wand directly onto her clit. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Vicky screamed. 
 
    “That’s it. Let it go… let everything go… just relax and let your body react naturally…” 
 
    Vicky thought she had blacked out from the intensity of the stimulation between her legs and Daniel’s hand on her stomach, but it was the opposite. She was present. She was aware of everything. She could feel every part of her body. Her toes pressed against the bed. Her arms wrapped around the edges of the sheets. The wand pulsing between her legs. Her head on the pillow, then another pair of hands on her breasts. 
 
    Saunder. 
 
    He had joined her on the bed. 
 
    Vicky moved her hands to her husband’s arms. He massaged her breasts softly. The wand shifted to just below her clit. Daniel’s hands moved to her lips, spreading her open. 
 
    At that moment, Vicky knew for certain. 
 
    She knew without a doubt there was only one thing she wanted… one thing she desperately needed, beyond everything. 
 
    She had to be fucked. 
 
    Vicky’s hand was still wrapped around Daniel’s thick cock. She squeezed it firmly through his pants, stroking his shaft up and down. She moved her other hand to Saunder’s belt. She squeezed his cock through his pants, trying to communicate her desire to him. She stroked his shaft, nearly tearing it from his pants. She held both cocks at the same time, tugging, stroking, and pulling each toward her, while her body was being pleasured in the middle of the two men. 
 
    Daniel continued to manipulate her clit with the wand, driving her body to the edge and back. He pushed his fingers inside her, driving them inside her so deeply her hips rose off the bed. 
 
    “Now, Victoria… let it out. Let everything out you’ve been holding onto,” Daniel instructed. “Now is the time.” 
 
    Daniel pushed her legs up toward her head and rapidly thrust his fingers deep inside her. He brought the wand directly on top of her clit. Vicky cried out. Saunder’s hands continue to squeeze her breasts, tugging hard on her nipples. 
 
    “Holy fuck holy fuck holy fuck!” she screamed. 
 
    Her insides were exploding, again. 
 
    She could feel her juices squirting. A stream of liquid shot out as Daniel removed his fingers. She cried out as her body jerked back and forth. The moment she was done squirting, he pushed his fingers inside her again, rapidly thrusting them inside her then pulling them out just as she felt herself squirting again. 
 
    “Oh my God!” she squealed. “I can’t—” 
 
    Again, Daniel’s fingers plunged into her. She couldn’t fathom how wet she was. She could feel her body coming again as he brought her to another orgasm. Her eyes were still squeezed closed. Her body was defying her, pushing beyond all her previous concepts of what was possible. 
 
    Finally, she felt Daniel lift the wand from her body. Saunder released her breasts, and gently caressed her arms, her stomach, her face. They kissed, and Vicky clung to him desperately as her breathing slowly returned to normal. 
 
    She opened her eyes. Daniel was gently wiping her body with a warm towel. He finished then draped it over her hips. 
 
    “There,” he grinned. “Take a few minutes to reacquaint yourself. I’m going to use the bathroom and then get you some water.” 
 
    Daniel slid from the bed and made his way to the bathroom. Vicky slowly found her breath and looked up at Saunder. 
 
    “That was absolutely unbelievable,” she whispered. 
 
    Saunder smiled. “Happy anniversary?” 
 
    She leaned up and kissed him. “Absolutely.” 
 
    Vicky glanced down, realizing she was still holding Saunder’s cock. He was still hard as a rock. Their evening was not quite complete. 
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Vicky stared up at her husband. She could see the love in his eyes. She could feel his appreciation for her, and his desire for her in a way she knew they would talk about for days and weeks to come. But she didn’t want to talk… not yet. She wanted to simply know one thing. 
 
    She took Saunder’s hand. “That was incredible, and I’m perfectly happy if you want the evening to end right now… but if you didn’t want it to end, I’d be okay with that, too… more than okay, actually.” 
 
    Saunder stared at her for a moment. His eyes flicked back and forth between hers. He looked up toward the closed bathroom door where Daniel was still inside, then back to her. 
 
    “Are you asking my permission to invite Daniel to stay here a little longer?” 
 
    Vicky nodded slowly. “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “So, you’re comfortable with him?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Yes, very.” 
 
    “Does that mean…” 
 
    Vicky knew Saunder was never going to say it. Perhaps under normal circumstances, she might not either. But given where they were, in a beautiful resort… being naked in her bed with another man only a few feet away in their bathroom… a man who opened her in a way she had never experienced… she allowed the words to come out. 
 
    “I want Daniel to fuck me,” Vicky stated quietly. “And I want you to watch.” 
 
    Saunder stared at her for a moment longer, then turned. The bathroom door was opening. He leaned down and kissed her. 
 
    “Promise me you’ll put on a good show?” 
 
    Vicky’s insides ignited. She kissed her husband deeply. “You have no idea the show you’re about to see.” 
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    There was no awkwardness, no confusion in Vicky’s mind. For once, she allowed her body to simply take control, and let her mind enjoy the ride. The minute Daniel stepped out from the bathroom she knew he would not be leaving their room until she had felt his cock inside her. 
 
    Vicky pushed herself up on the bed in a semi-seated position and beckoned Daniel over to her. He came and stood by the bed, then stopped. She pushed herself up on her knees and wrapped her arms around his thick neck. Her fingers grazed over his gold chains as her naked chest pressed against his. A tingle raced down her spine. 
 
    “That was incredible,” Vicky smiled. “I can understand why Savannah said you’re the best.” 
 
    Daniel grinned. “Well, I hope you and your husband enjoyed the evening. I’m always available if you would like to book another session sometime.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Perhaps. But I—my husband and I, that is, were wondering if this session needed to end so early?” 
 
    Daniel cocked his head. “You’re sure you could handle another massage? I’d be happy to continue, but I often find the body has to allow time to recharge.” 
 
    “Actually, I wasn’t talking about a massage…” 
 
    Vicky slowly lowered her hand down the front of Daniel’s body. She moved her hand over the bulge in his shorts, her fingers wrapping around his shaft as she had done earlier. She stroked him, feeling his thick cock standing at attention. Daniel didn’t budge. 
 
    Vicky slowly leaned forward and undid the string on his shorts. She pushed his soft cotton shorts slowly down until the bulging head of his cock appeared. She leaned forward and sucked just the tip of it in her mouth. Her lips swirled around Daniel’s thick head as she pushed his shorts down and they dropped to his ankles. 
 
    Vicky moved her head lower, licking tentatively down his shaft, then running her tongue back up over his tip. She opened her mouth and sucked him between her lips. She pushed her head down, taking only half his length in her mouth before she had to stop. She pulled back up and resumed stroking his shaft. 
 
    “So, what do you think?” Vicky stared at Daniel. “Could you stay a bit longer?” 
 
    Daniel glanced to Saunder who had returned to his seat across the room, then looked back to Vicky. He moved his arms around her waist and pulled her up to him. They kissed slowly. His hands moved down around her waist, then to her buttocks, pulling her to him until Vicky’s naked body was pressed against his cock. 
 
    Vicky paused, and stared at Daniel. “So, is that a yes?” 
 
    He smiled. “If it’s okay with your husband, it’s okay with Dan Z.” 
 
    Vicky laughed. “Oh, it’s more than okay with my husband, I promise.” 
 
    They kissed again. Vicky continued to stroke him as Daniel picked her up and placed her in the middle of the bed. He kicked off his shorts and removed his shirt, then climbed on the bed. 
 
    Even though Vicky had just spent an hour being touched by Daniel, he immediately felt different. Having him lying beside her, naked, was both intimidating and arousing. She felt a slight apprehension as his hand moved up her thigh and slid between her legs. The moment his fingers found the lips of her still very wet pussy, the apprehension vanished. 
 
    She leaned over and wrapped her arms around him, kissing him hard as he pushed his fingers inside her. She spread her legs and moved her body on top of his. 
 
    “Oh fuck… I’m still so turned on,” she moaned. 
 
    Daniel leaned forward and slithered his long tongue around her nipples. Vicky pulled his shiny bald head toward her chest, dragging her nails over his shoulders and back. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she gasped, her breath already heavy. “Suck my tits… just like that…” 
 
    Vicky was beyond floating. She spread her legs wider and wrapped her hands more tightly around Daniel’s cock as he pushed it against her thigh. She could feel how thick he was as Daniel’s fingers continued to penetrate her. He moved his body against hers, rubbing his cock into her. She moaned. 
 
    “That feels so good,” she gasped. “I want to feel that thick hard cock inside me…” 
 
    Daniel slowly moved his body over hers. He pushed himself up on his arms, his gold chains hanging down from his neck. Vicky spread her legs and wrapped her calves around his as he pushed his cock slowly against her pubic mound. He moved his hips in slow circles, stimulating her with his cock, but not entering her. 
 
    Vicky stared at Daniel. His eyes were kind, and deep. She could sense a happy soul. She might’ve thought he would’ve seemed possessive, or somehow eager to take advantage of her, yet it was only a sense of happiness that she received from him. Much like their massage, he was still only there to provide her with pleasure… nothing more. 
 
    Vicky ran her hands over Daniel’s smooth black chest and gently placed her hands behind his neck. 
 
    “Will you fuck me now?” she whispered. 
 
    Daniel pushed his large body back and reached for his bag by the bed and pulled out a condom. He slowly slipped it on his shaft and unrolled it. Vicky stared at his massive hand stroking his cock. It was about to happen. 
 
    Vicky glanced to her husband. As turned on as she was, she was prepared to stop if he was distraught in any way. Saunder’s hand was on his cock, stroking it for her with his shorts pushed down. She smiled. 
 
    Vicky turned back to Daniel. He leaned forward and gently pushed her thighs apart with his hands. He moved his hands up and down her body, massaging her softly as he pushed his cock between her lips. She leaned forward and pulled him to her. He bent down and pushed his body on top of hers, moving his head over her shoulders. 
 
    In that manner, Vicky was able to stare at Saunder as Daniel’s cock slid inside her… as another man fucked her for the first time in their marriage. 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    He entered her slowly. Vicky gasped as his cock pushed into her. She could feel her inner walls expanding, opening to take his girth. She grabbed his arms, her body already shaking. 
 
    She was fucking another man. 
 
    The thought nearly brought on her climax, but Daniel began moving inside her, his cock now manipulating her as his hands had earlier. He pushed into her, and pulled back out, then thrust into her until nearly his full length was inside her… teasing her slowly. 
 
    “Oh fuck! You’re so fucking big!” Vicky cried out. “Please, please fuck me…” she begged. The words were spewing from her mouth. Her hips bucked against Daniel’s body. He remained rigid, continuing his agonizingly slow thrusts. 
 
    “I can’t… oh my God… give me that cock… give it to me!” 
 
    Daniel hoisted her legs onto his shoulders and pushed her back. He drove into her and she saw stars. 
 
    “Oh-my-fucking-God!” Vicky screamed. Maybe they heard her out at the party, those lewd swingers. She could care less. 
 
    “You’re in me so fucking deep!” 
 
    Daniel thrust into her faster and faster. Vicky clung to his massive frame. Her breath was lost in a wave of gasps. The bed was shaking hard. Their bodies slammed together. Everything was shaking. Her insides felt like they were split open and she was about to erupt in a ball of lava. 
 
    Daniel lowered her legs and pulled her up onto him so she was seated in his lap. She rocked up and down against him as he thrust into her. His hands cupped her bottom, easily pushing her up and down. She felt like a little toy in his arms. She knew he would have no problem lifting her and fucking her in any position she wanted, in any manner he chose. She was willing. 
 
    Daniel turned her around so she was on all fours. Instead of facing the headboard, she faced the foot of the bed, where her husband was seated a few feet away. Daniel leaned down onto her and wrapped his hands around her body and held her breasts. He continued to thrust into her, pushing her forward toward Saunder with every thrust. 
 
    Vicky stared at her husband, stroking his cock. 
 
    “Oh, fuck baby,” Vicky moaned. “He feels so good. His cock feels so fucking good in my pussy…” 
 
    Vicky locked eyes with Saunder, watching him as he watched her. She felt like they were the only two in the room, even as Daniel continued to thrust into her harder and harder. She cried out and pushed her body back… driving her pelvis back into the massive black cock behind her. She took every inch of Daniel… every inch of the stranger she had just met. Saunder watched it all. 
 
    They shifted one more time. This time Vicky was on top of Daniel, her arms stretched to the headboard, her body slowly riding up and down on Daniel’s cock. She knew this was how she wanted to climax. She was in charge. She was in control. 
 
    Daniel’s hands held her hips. She rode him faster and faster. She grabbed the headboard, digging her fingers into the bamboo wood until she thought she would carve her marks in the ornate frame. 
 
    She gasped. 
 
    She could feel it. A river of juices surged through her. She cried out, her body shaking as a wave of orgasm rushed over her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Vicky screamed. “Don’t stop, don’t stop!” 
 
    Another orgasm hit her, then another. She continued riding Daniel’s cock, using his thick black shaft as she had her wand… as she had her fingers… as she had used Savannah’s toys and tongue. All of her many playthings had their purpose… Daniel’s cock was no different. 
 
    As her body shuddered and shook, Vicky felt another pair of hands on her. She leaned over and kissed Saunder hard. She wrapped her arms around him, desperate for him to feel everything she was feeling. She reached down and grabbed his cock, stroking him hard as she came. 
 
    Finally, she stopped coming. She slipped off of Daniel and moved beside him. He slipped the condom off and she stroked his shaft hard until he exploded. She rubbed his cock slowly against his abdomen as his breathing quieted. They remained silent for a moment, then Vicky leaned over and kissed him. 
 
    “I’m so glad you stayed,” she smiled. 
 
    Daniel grinned. “Me too. Savannah warned me about you two, and she was right.” 
 
    Vicky glanced to Saunder and wondered exactly what their young redheaded friend had said as Daniel got up and went to clean up. She made a mental note to ask her, but for now, there was only one thing left to do: Vicky couldn’t wait to feel her husband inside her the moment Daniel left. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~ FOURteen ~ 
 
      
 
      
 
   “I was going to surprise you with this later, but I think this seems like as good a time as any.” 
 
    Vicky handed her husband a small box. He glanced at her uncertainly. They were seated out on their balcony, enjoying a late-morning room service breakfast, complete with champagne mimosas. Saunder was shirtless in his shorts while Vicky was wearing a light white cotton robe, with nothing underneath. Her new uniform for the week, she decided. 
 
    “Go on. Open it.” 
 
    Vicky watched as Saunder’s look of confusion turned to one of complete shock. She couldn’t help but smile. 
 
    “Whoa. Where on earth did you get this?” 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    Saunder stared at his new chronograph watch. “I absolutely love it.” 
 
    “Read the inscription.” 
 
    Saunder flipped the watch over. “Never too late to try something new.” He smiled. “That’s perfect.” 
 
    “I just thought, you know, it’s been a wonderful ten years, and well, who knows what the next ten might bring?” 
 
    Saunder admired the watch a moment longer. Vicky was glad she took the time to get something special for her husband before they left for their trip. He leaned over and kissed her. 
 
    “I thought this vacation was our present for each other?” 
 
    She laughed. “Didn’t you also give me a very expensive present yesterday?” 
 
    Saunder’s eyes lowered to the necklace around Vicky’s neck. “Yes, but I really wasn’t expecting you to get me anything at all.” 
 
    “Well, I was trying to show you how much I’ve appreciated all the fun times you’ve given me.” 
 
    “Does that include last night?” 
 
    Vicky smiled. “Especially last night. I really don’t know too many husbands who would ever allow their wives to do something like that. I can see why Savannah said Daniel gets all those wedding proposals from the ladies.” 
 
    “That good, huh?” 
 
    “Um, you were there, my love. He made me squirt like a dozen times.” 
 
    “Yes, Saunder laughed. “It was definitely hot.” 
 
    “And you really weren’t jealous watching another man touch me?” 
 
    Saunder shook his head. “Not at all.” 
 
    “Not even when he made me climax like that?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “And not when he finally… you know…” 
 
    Saunder smiled. “No, not even then. It was really sexy seeing you with such a look of joy on your face. There was no denying you were having the time of your life last night.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Well, the fact that you were there, watching the whole thing—I could never have done that without you.” 
 
    Saunder laughed. “I’m glad I’m useful for something.” 
 
    Vicky ran her hand down Saunder’s bare arm. “No, I mean, I could never have allowed myself to be so free, and so open without you. I was able to let go like that because I knew you were there, protecting me the whole time.” 
 
    Saunder smiled. They ate breakfast in silence for a while. The birds in the palm trees were chirping, the sun was already warm overhead. It promised to be another amazing day in paradise. 
 
    Vicky turned to Saunder. “Did you have anything in mind to do today?” 
 
    Saunder shrugged. “Not really, you?” 
 
    “Well, I was thinking… last night was obviously incredible, but maybe we could both have a little fun today...” 
 
    Saunder raised his eyebrow. “Meaning?” 
 
    “What if we booked a couples massage?” 
 
    “Huh. That could be relaxing.” 
 
    Vicky shook her head. “I didn’t mean a relaxing kind of massage. I was thinking maybe Daniel had a female friend he could bring to our room tonight…” 
 
    Saunder caught her eye. “Oh, I see.” 
 
    Vicky smiled and ran her hand up his arm. “You know, we could both get spoiled at the same time…” 
 
    Saunder took a sip of his coffee and looked out over the balcony. “That could be fun,” he finally stated. 
 
    Vicky frowned. “Could be fun… that doesn’t sound like you’re all that excited by the idea.” 
 
    Saunder turned to her. “Well, I’m not saying that wouldn’t be fun, but I realized the part about last night I liked the most was watching you the whole time. Even with Savannah, sometimes it’s hard to focus… there’s so much going on.” 
 
    “But, didn’t you feel left out last night? I kept wanting to reach out to you the whole time. I felt bad.” 
 
    Saunder shook his head. “No. On the contrary—it felt like everything was happening for me. Like you were putting on this secret show, just for my benefit.” 
 
    Vicky sat back and ran her hand over her necklace. Her mind returned to her conversation the day before with Alex, and Saunder’s willingness to let her continue to explore her desires last night, and take things much further than she ever dreamed she would. 
 
    Was this her husband’s attempt at admitting his true desires? Was he really the kind of person Alex had described? Was he really a closet cuckold? 
 
    “I’ll admit, last night was incredible.” Saunder continued. “I was thinking that maybe we could try something like that again, and see where else things might lead…” 
 
    Vicky watched her husband’s eyes intently. “Where else things might lead?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Vicky crossed her legs. “Just to be clear, are you suggesting that you want something more to happen than what happened last night?” 
 
    Saunder shrugged. “Well, that is what we’re here for, isn’t it?” 
 
    Vicky stared at her husband. An unmistakable desire rushed between her thighs. 
 
    “But, I thought we said we weren’t like those couples at the cocktail reception the other night—we’re not swingers.” 
 
    Saunder nodded. “Who said anything about swinging? I was talking about doing more of what we did last night.” 
 
    “So, you’d want to watch me… and another guy… again?” 
 
    Vicky’s mind traveled back to the night they just experienced. She hadn’t admitted it to Saunder, but Vicky knew deep down the most aroused she had been the entire evening was the moment she held both her husband’s cock and Daniel’s cock in her hands at the same time. If had only been brief, but she had held them nonetheless. Two hard cocks, standing erect… hers to command, and do with as she pleased. 
 
    She could certainly see some other opportunities she’d like to explore. 
 
    “I don’t know about you, Vic, but I’m not really in love with the idea of meeting a couple of strangers and trying to find some contrived way of inviting them back to our room, and then what? We all just tumble into bed?” 
 
    “But, you’re comfortable with what we did last night?” Vicky’s mind was racing, her heart beating a mile a minute. 
 
    “Yes. I’m quite comfortable with what we did last night.” 
 
    “And you want to do it again.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you’d like to do… more?” 
 
    Saunder reached out and took her hand and kissed the top of it. “Look, we have an entire week left on this trip. It took us a bit to find our groove, but I think we have an opportunity to see where this takes us.” 
 
    Vicky nodded. “Okay, sure.” 
 
    “There’s more.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    Saunder hesitated. “This is a bit hard to say, but I’m just going to say it. I think this is actually something you’ve wanted for a long time.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    Saunder nodded. “Yes. Remember when you first saw Savannah enter that hotel room, and how shocked you were that I had hired a girl to join us?” 
 
    Vicky nodded. 
 
    “Well, I’ve been thinking about that a lot, and I think you were right. It was a crazy thing to have done, and had we done it differently, I don’t think you would have wanted me to hire a girl… I think what you really wanted was to be with another guy.” 
 
    “No, Saunder,” Vicky shook her head emphatically. “I don’t want—” 
 
    “You didn’t have fun with Daniel last night? You just said you loved it.” 
 
    “No, I mean, yes—I enjoyed last night… a lot.” 
 
    “And you just said you’d want to do it again.” 
 
    “Yes, I guess I did.” Vicky hesitated. “But only if that’s what you really want?” 
 
    Saunder hesitated. “I have a confession. I heard you the other day, when I came back from golfing.” 
 
    “You heard me?” Vicky thought for a moment, then remembered her self-pleasuring session when she thought she was alone. Her eyes widened in embarrassment. “Oh, God… was that why you were so willing to let me keep going with Daniel last night? I was just saying all that stuff… you know… in the heat of the moment. I didn’t mean any of it, really.” 
 
    Saunder shook his head with a grin. “You know, we’ve come so far, but why is it still so hard to tell each other what we truly want sometimes?” 
 
    Vicky looked out over the balcony. Beyond the pool and the palm trees she could see the crystal blue ocean. It was the same ocean that crashed in her mind every time she floated away… every time she lost herself in a moment of pure bliss. It was comforting to know that no matter how much her life had changed, the ocean was always there. So was everything that mattered to her the most. 
 
    She turned back to Saunder. 
 
    “You’re right. It’s difficult to tell you what I want, because deep down I think I’m always scared of losing you.” 
 
    Saunder smiled. “I know. Me too.” 
 
    She reached out and took his hand. “You’re never going to lose me, no matter what we choose to do.” 
 
    Saunder smiled. “Me neither.” 
 
    Vicky continued holding Saunder’s hand. She wanted to ask him if he had been secretly thinking about this as long as she had. She wanted to ask him if he was really what Alex had suggested, and if he truly derived pleasure from watching her with another man. She wanted to ask him if he could ever understand how much she loved him, and always would. 
 
    “So, let’s say we decide to do what we did last night, and maybe see where else things might go… how would we go about doing that? Should we ask Savannah if Daniel might be available again tonight?” 
 
    Vicky watched as Saunder’s eyes flicked to his phone. 
 
    “Actually, if it’s okay with you, I had someone else in mind.” 
 
    Vicky’s eyebrow arched. “Oh? Who?” 
 
    Saunder smiled and stood up. “How about you take a little time to relax today, and maybe do a little shopping? I wouldn’t mind getting in a bit of golfing this afternoon.” 
 
    Vicky stared at her husband as he finished his coffee and turned back toward the room. 
 
    “Saunder, are you serious? We’re not done discussing this.” 
 
    Saunder leaned down and kissed Vicky on the forehead. “You had a big night last night. How about you just relax, and let me handle things from here?” 
 
    Vicky opened her mouth, but was speechless. She watched Saunder disappear back into their room. She turned back to the balcony and stared at the pool. The first few signs of daily life at the resort were happening below her. Couples were making their way to the cabanas. Sexy cocktail waitresses and bartenders were setting up drinks. The DJ was checking his equipment. 
 
    It was just another day in paradise. 
 
    Vicky crossed her legs again. A tingle deep in her cooter was keeping her mind from accepting that the day that lay before her was going to be just another day. 
 
    Who on earth was Saunder planning on inviting to their room? 
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    Sample from The Massage Book 4: It All Comes Down to This  
 
      
 
   V icky could hardly sit still. Saunder was off golfing and not answering his texts. Her best friend Alex was thousands of miles away, dealing with a crisis of her own, telling her boyfriend that she was pregnant. That left Vicky’s new young friend Savannah as really the only person left she could talk to. 
 
    “It was incredible,” Vicky repeated to the young redhead on her video chat. “Daniel was just amazing.” 
 
    Savannah nodded. “Told you he would be.” 
 
    “How did you meet him?” 
 
    “We tend to run in the same circles, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Vicky grinned. She had no real idea of how these things worked, but assumed if her massage friend spent much of her life networking and finding new clients—if that’s what they were called, then it made sense she would know others like her. 
 
    “So, did he make you come?” Savannah continued. 
 
    Vicky laughed. “Oh, that’s an understatement. He was just… incredible,” she repeated again. Flashes from the previous night floated before Vicky’s eyes. Her sexy, black massage therapist had brought her to more orgasms than she could count while her husband watched. It was the first time she had ever allowed another man to touch her, a fact that was still taking some time to register in her mind. 
 
    “Well, that’s good to hear. Maybe I should see if he’s available tonight for you guys?” 
 
    Vicky shook her head. “No, actually, Saunder and I talked about that. I mentioned the possibility and he said he was going to take care of it.” 
 
    “Take care of what?” 
 
    Vicky shrugged. “I’m not sure, exactly. We talked about him watching me with another guy again and he seemed very into the idea.” 
 
    “Wait, with another guy—you mean you fucked Daniel?” 
 
    Vicky paused. “Um, yes. I did—is that not okay? Did we break some rules?” 
 
    Savannah giggled. “Honey, there’s no rules to break, I’m just surprised by you. I never would’ve thought you would do that.” 
 
    Vicky felt herself blushing. “Honestly, me neither. I was just so into it. I’m not sure what came over me.” 
 
    Savannah nodded. “That’s Daniel. I wasn’t lying about all those wedding proposals. The women love him.” 
 
    Vicky laughed. “I’m sure they do. Although, can I tell you something, girl to girl?” 
 
    Savannah nodded. “Of course.” 
 
    “Daniel is hot, of course. And his hands are just amazing, but I didn’t really feel what I thought I would feel after we slept together.” 
 
    Savannah cocked her head. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I just thought I’d want to, I don’t know… be in a relationship with him, or something. If truth be told, as soon as we were done I really wanted him to leave so Saunder and I could reconnect.” 
 
    Savannah nodded. “I’m not surprised to hear that.” 
 
    “You’re not?” 
 
    “No. You and Saunder have such a great connection. I’ve noticed it every time we’ve been together. You two really are meant for each other.” 
 
    Vicky smiled. “We are, aren’t we?” 
 
    Savannah glanced at her watch. “Oh shit, I’m going to be late for a session. I’ve got to run honey, but text me later and fill me in on tonight. I’m dying to hear about the rest of your trip.” 
 
    Vicky promised to do just that. She closed her laptop and sat back on the balcony. She picked up her phone and saw there was finally a message from Saunder. 
 
      
 
    Get showered and dressed. We’re going to an early dinner. And wear something sexy. 
 
      
 
    There were no other instructions. Vicky smiled and set her phone down. She could get used to this new take-charge Saunder, that was for sure. 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Vicky took her time getting ready. She did her hair in makeup in her hotel robe, then put on a sheer white cocktail dress she bought while shopping at the resort earlier in the afternoon. Her best friend Alex wasn’t there to tell her she couldn’t wear such a scandalous outfit. It was the most daring article of clothing she had ever purchased. 
 
    The neck of the dress was open at the top and the front had several rows of ties that crossed over her bare breasts. The arms were long and flowing and the back was open. It stopped mid-thigh, showing off her bronze, tanned legs. She completed the outfit with a pair of spiked fuck-me heels that tied partway up her calves. Her toes were painted a silvery white along with her fingernails. She slipped on a pair of dangling gold earnings, her new gold necklace Saunder gave her for their anniversary, and a new raffia island handbag she had picked up shopping as well. 
 
    Vicky turned back and forth in the mirror, feeling like a Kardashian. She applied a deep red lipstick and blotted her lips, then picked up her phone and took several selfies. She sent one to Savannah, and was about to send one to Saunder when she heard the sound of two male voices approaching the room. One was Saunder, the other was deep, cheerful, and sounded somewhat familiar. 
 
    Vicky took a last look in the mirror then turned toward the door as it opened. She was curious who was accompanying Saunder. Maybe it was room service Saunder ordered, or someone coming to deliver more linens. 
 
    Saunder entered the room still dressed for golf, followed by a slightly taller guy in a pair of dark sunglasses wearing a freshly starched button-down shirt, white pants and expensive-looking loafers with no socks. He paused when he entered the room and removed his glasses. 
 
    Vicky’s heart stopped. 
 
    Standing behind her husband was none other than Steve Casey…the local news celebrity she had seen on the beach with her best friend Alex. 
 
    The very same man who she spotted earlier in the week at their resort… and the very same face she had been fantasizing about for weeks. 
 
    Vicky couldn’t do anything but stare. Steve Casey was standing in her hotel room. 
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    I really appreciate you reading my book all the way to the end! I’d love to connect with you. 
 
    Follow me on Twitter:  http://twitter.com/sidneywriter 
 
    More titles on Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/author/sidneysitravon 
 
    Subscribe to my blog:  http://sidneysitravon.com 
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