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      I sank into the plush seats of First Class, threw my hands behind my head, and sighed. This was the perfect way to start my vacation to paradise. I stretched my legs out, amazed that they didn’t come close to touching the seat in front of me. A guy could get used to this!

      “Pre-flight drink, sir?” a familiar voice asked me.

      I looked up at the flight attendant, my gaze carving a way first through her tanned cleavage before settling on her smiling face. She batted her long lashes at me, and I was smitten.

      Just as I was smitten every time I looked at her, even after six years of marriage. Sofía had a way of making me feel like I was the only one that mattered.

      “Are you on the menu?” I asked.

      My wife let out a throaty laugh at the cheesy line and shook her head, her dark, perky ponytail flapping behind her. “I’m working, Joe.”

      “I see that.” I glanced back down at her tawny breasts through the opening of her blouse, seeing the lacy edge of her black bra. “And do you always leave that many buttons undone when you’re working?”

      A mischievous smile formed on her full lips. “Only for our VIP guests.” She straightened back up. “So, a drink, sir?”

      “I’ll take a bourbon on the rocks, miss.”

      “Coming right up.”

      I watched her sashay down the wider-than-normal aisle. Her navy pencil skirt stretched tightly across her wide hips and round buttocks. She’d worked hard to maintain that ass—something that she complained about now that she was in her thirties. I thought it was still her best feature. Especially in heels.

      Now those were definitely for my benefit. She never wore them when working. After a five-hour flight spent mostly on her feet, flats were the sensible route, yet there she was, standing in the refreshment alcove in a pair of matching navy pumps.

      She must have felt me staring, because she suddenly looked up and flashed me a quick smile. “I love you,” I mouthed to her. She looked around before returning the whisper. For the moment, we were the only two in first class. She turned back to her work.

      “Um, I think you may be in my seat,” a man apologized, breaking me from my revelry.

      “Oh?”

      The man was maybe ten years older than me, his salt-and-pepper hair cropped short against his scalp. It went along with his beard, a cultivated stubble that I was pretty sure was intentional.

      “I’m 2A,” he said with the slightest of accents. He glanced at his phone, then up at the seat markers.

      I pulled out my own phone, bringing up the eTicket, and saw my mistake. I was assigned 2B, along the aisle, and I was currently seated next to the window. “You’re right,” I started to get up, to let him take his assigned seat, when he waved me off.

      “No, no. Don’t worry about it. This is fine.” He settled his bag in the overhead container before taking the empty seat beside me. Smoothing out his tailored suit, he added, “The aisle has a better view, anyway.”

      The man shared one of those grins men used when being unapologetically sexist. I followed his eyes to my wife, who was currently crouching down to reach for a fresh bottle of water. Her skirt was pulled tight enough across her ass that it would have shown panty lines had she not been wearing discreet underwear.

      “I see what you mean,” I grinned back—the appropriate male response. Inside, though, my chest tightened as I watched this other man drink in my wife. Being married to such a beautiful woman, I was used to other men admiring her. Most of the time, though, they weren’t so open around me.

      She looked in our direction, as if sensing our attention, and for a second, I saw that familiar, loving wife radiance before she saw that I’d been joined by a new companion. The smile was still there, but it was muted—filtered behind a screen of professionalism.

      She approached us, but when she spoke, it wasn’t to me. “It’s nice to see you again, Mr. Alito.” She spoke in rapid Spanish, almost too fast for me to keep up. “Would you like your usual?”

      “It’s so nice to see you too, Sofía. But why so formal? Should I start calling you ‘Ms. Ortiz?’” His Spanish was just as rapid, and his accent made it harder to follow. I did catch the gist though. These two definitely knew each other.

      My wife looked over to me, so fast I could have imagined it. Ice and fire filled my veins as I watched the two. “Sorry, force of habit. You’ll have a Dos Lunas, no ice?”

      “It’s still one of my favorites.” As she started to turn away, he caught her wrist and held her eyes. “But today, I’m in the mood for something more refined. Bring me a glass of the Herradura Seleccion Supreme?”

      Sofía looked a little surprised. I’d never heard of either tequila, although the last sounded expensive. “Special occasion?”

      His eyes actually dropped into the opening of her shirt. “I’m suddenly in the mood to drink something with a delicate, black label.”

      I watched him watch her go, devouring the subtle roll of her hips. His eyes went soft for a moment, imagining—fantasizing—about my Sofía. It was like someone had reached into my chest and physically squeezed my heart. Sofía had been a flight attendant since before we’d met, and I’d always imagined these little interactions—her flirting with other men, the way they checked her out.

      When she was out of earshot, the guy turned to me and said, “Yeah, the view is definitely better over here than out that window.” He winked at me. “I’ve flown every airline that stops in St. Thomas, and you know why I keep using this one?” It was a rhetorical question. “It has the hottest stewardesses.”

      I cringed at the antiquated word—Sofía hated being called that. “I think they’re called flight attendants now.”

      “Liberal bullshit,” the man said with a laugh. He nodded towards the front of the cabin, where Sofía was talking with another flight attendant—a statuesque blonde with her hair in a bun and a sassy smile stretched across her face. “They can call themselves whatever they want, but at the end of the night, they still scream for more.”

      “Spoken from experience?” I could barely get the words out.

      “You have no idea,” he said in Spanish, thinking I didn’t understand. “I have some, yes.”

      Sofía and the blonde looked our way before laughing. The blonde cupped her hands to her mouth and whispered something to Sofía. My wife laughed, rolling her eyes, and bumped her flight attendant friend with her hip. They were probably talking about me, but even pretending that they were gossiping about Mr. Alito beside me had my dick hardening.

      Sofía returned with the tequila, bending down enough as she handed it to him to flash her deep cleavage. “Muchas gracias, Sofía,” he said. “You look as lovely as ever.”

      Sofía glanced at me, and I swear I saw a burst of anxiety there before she hid it. To me, she spoke in English. “Sir? Can I get you anything before takeoff?”

      Sir? So that’s the game we were playing. Maybe it wasn’t anxiety, but playfulness. “I’m good for now. But thanks.”

      “Just press the call button if you need anything. We’ll be taking off shortly.”

      “Thanks.”

      My neighbor grinned at me as she left, but this time didn’t make a misogynistic comment. He just sat there, sipping his drink in thought. I took out the in-flight magazine and flipped through it, pretending to read as I tried to calm myself.

      Maybe it was a way to deal with her constant travel, but even from the beginning, when we started dating, I started fantasizing about my wife sleeping with other men. Especially men she met while on the road. It had taken over a year of marriage to actually confess, but I did eventually share it with her. At first, she thought I was telling her that I didn’t trust her and got defensive.

      “I would never cheat on you,” she’d said, angry at the mere suggestion. “It’s just a job.”

      It was. But I also knew that before she met me, she’d taken advantage of the jetset lifestyle. She’d hinted at being invited to parties between flights to Mexico and the Virgin Islands, and while she didn’t fill in many details, my imagination took care of that.

      Now, as the plane lurched into the sky, so did my stomach. We’d come a long way since that confession. Five more years and all the comfort that came with that time had taken the edge off of it—for both of us. Now, when Sofía left for a trip, she’d sometimes leave her bag open for me to see the lingerie she was packing, or she would leave me text messages while away, late for her time, teasing me about some man that she’d met. It was all a game, of course, but she’d learned to play it—and me—like a professional.

      Or, at least I thought it was a game. Since taking this particular route, the stories kept coming back to some rich passenger who threw parties at his beachfront home in St. Thomas. She’d teased me about how he kept inviting her. At first, she’d turned him down, telling him that she was married. Apparently that didn’t bother him.

      “It doesn’t bother me, either, you know,” I’d told her. I can still remember how nervous I was to admit that. Even though it was all just play, revealing my true feelings wasn’t.

      “Theo says they get pretty wild.” She’d been so serious. I’d been on the cusp of believing that there really was a guy who threw wild parties, at the very least—and may have even invited her—when she’d laughed and pinched my nose. “You were not about to tell me that wouldn’t bother you…”

      “I mean, it wouldn’t...” I replied with a nervous laugh that could have been interpreted as joking or serious. But it did kind of bother me... just not in an entirely bad way. It “bothered” me for weeks. I couldn’t stop thinking about her shifts. There were only a few flights a day to the small island, and every Thursday, she spent the night down there before coming back the next day. Those nights got so much more intense after that.

      Now I was sitting next to a man who was probably the guy at the center of this fantasy. How many other rich, handsome frequent fliers who knew Sofía could there be? That realization opened an interesting avenue for me.

      I studied him, trying to not be too obvious. He was a good-looking guy. Probably in his fifties, but in the kind of shape that made it hard to gauge beyond the gray in his cropped hair and neat beard. He wore his wrinkles with distinction, a product of his years on this earth, or years in the sun, I couldn’t say.

      What I could do was imagine him bringing home some of the flight crew. He exuded an old-world confidence. Even the way he sipped his tequila had an air of entitlement to it.

      At cruising altitude, he turned and asked me, “Traveling on business or pleasure?”

      “Pleasure. Vacation. You?”

      “Little of both. It’s hard to consider traveling to the Virgin Islands anything but a vacation, you know?” I nodded at that. He said, “I’m Hector, by the way.”

      “I’m Joe.” We shook hands.

      “Which island are you going to?”

      “St. Thomas,” I said.

      “Alone?” He looked at my ring. There wasn’t judgement in the way he looked at me, although I could tell where his mind was going—a married man traveling alone for pleasure without his wife held certain implications.

      I briefly considered telling him that Sofía was my wife, but that didn’t seem right. We’d already pretended to be strangers in front of him, after all, and the little deception was too thrilling to let go.

      “My wife’s meeting me there.” It wasn’t exactly a lie.

      “Very nice. St. Thomas is a great destination for a romantic getaway.” He smiled to himself, a man with experience in that department. “How long have you two been married?”

      “About six years.”

      “Very good. Children?”

      I shook my head. “I have a son from my first marriage, but I don’t really want to go through that again now that I’m in my forties.”

      “And your wife is okay with that excuse?”

      “Yeah. She doesn’t want them either.”

      I resisted the urge to look over at Sofía. We’d had that discussion, too, early on. We were in the car, driving back from one of her friend’s baby showers. She was looking out the window, deep in thought, and I remember thinking that she was about to tell me that she wanted one, too. And I would have said yes. I would give her anything she wanted. Instead, she surprised me.

      “I… don’t want children.”

      “Oh.”

      “I know some guys see it as a red flag, but I thought you should know. Before it becomes a thing.”

      I appreciated her straightforward honesty at the time. Even better that we were on the same page.

      In the present, Hector just said, “Career-driven woman, huh?”

      “Yeah. Her job would make it hard to raise a family.”

      “Well, children do change everything. Or so I’ve heard. I don’t have any.” He chuckled. “Not any that I’m aware of, anyway.”

      We cruised quietly, but Hector picked back up after a couple minutes. “What do you do, Joe?”

      “I’m a dentist.” Next to this man and his accent, I may as well have announced that I collected Star Wars Lego sets—which coincidentally I did.

      He just said, “Lot of money in that.”

      “And you?”

      “Real estate. I own and operate a bunch of beachfront properties across the islands, as well as in Miami. VRBO has been good for business.”

      Real estate. Beach front. Good for business. Each point of data was just another confirmation that this was the man that Sofía had been teasing me with.

      It was amazing to see her work. She was beautiful, confident, and sexy, and men like this guy beside me took notice.

      “You’re not worried about hurricanes?”

      Hector shrugged. “Of course I am. They’ve destroyed more than a few properties. But they’re also an opportunity.”

      I followed. “You buy up homes cheap and rebuild.”

      “Exactly.”

      That kind of vulture mentality just wasn’t in my DNA.

      “There’s opportunity all around us,” he went on. “I pulled myself out of the slums of Mexico City by seizing it.”

      He glanced down the aisle, and I didn’t need to look to know that he was ogling my wife again. I looked anyway.

      Thinking of seizing that? I wanted to say. It’s the kind of comment that Hector probably would have made. I just sat there, mustering up the courage when Hector moved on.

      “So any plans while you’re in St. Thomas, Joe?”

      “Not really. Mostly beach time.” Down the aisle, Sofía started walking towards us. “I mostly just want to see my wife in a bikini.”

      “You should book some scuba sessions. Good excuse to wear a bikini.” Hector laughed. “If I had a drink, I’d raise a glass to bikinis. In fact…”

      Sofía arrived just as he trailed off.

      “¿Sí?”

      To me, Hector said, “You like tequila?”

      “It’s not my favorite thing to drink.” In truth, I didn’t like it at all. My experiences with it usually ended with a lot of vomit. But Hector didn’t seem like the kind of man you said no to.

      “You ever had sipping tequila?”

      I shook my head.

      “Then you haven’t had tequila! Could you bring me and my friend a couple glasses of Dos Lunas?”

      Sofía looked at me, expecting me to negate the order. When I nodded, she raised her dark eyebrows. “Of course,” she said at last.

      “Put it on my tab,” Hector offered.

      “Of course,” she replied in Spanish.

      Once again, he watched her move down the aisle before we returned to our conversation. “That one loves tequila,” he confided.

      I blinked. “How…?” I began, my voice quickly losing steam. How did he know that? While I didn’t like to drink it, it was Sofía’s drink of choice, and I definitely liked the effect it had on her.

      Misinterpreting my question, he gave his reasoning. “When she does shots of it, she doesn’t do the salt portion. Says it dulls the taste. Now that, my friend, is a true connoisseur.”

      Okay, that was absolutely true. “So you know her?” I couldn’t stop the question from coming out.

      “Oh yeah…”

      Sofía returned with our glasses of liquor before I could ask him to expand on that suggestive answer. As she set the tequila in front of me, I swear that I detected nervousness in her kohl-lined eyes.

      “Anything else I can get for you?” she asked Hector in Spanish, not me.

      “Not right now,” he replied with a wink.

      And Sofía, my strong-willed, fiery tempered wife, actually giggled and blushed. She didn’t bother asking me the same question.

      Hector watched her return to the prep area at the front of the plane and exchange a few words with the blonde attendant. Whatever they were talking about, Sofía was trying to brush it off. I recognized the way she rolled her eyes and made more pronounced flourishes with her hands.

      “I think she likes you,” I said.

      “She’s been a lot of work, that’s for sure.”

      I tried unpacking that. Did that mean that he was still working on her, or that it had been a lot of work but it was worth it because the sex was phenomenal. I didn’t ask for clarification. I liked existing in that space of uncertainty.

      I raised my glass. “To bikinis on beautiful women.”

      Hector clinked his glass to mine. “To bikinis.”

      On instinct, I went to shoot the tequila, remembering only at the last second that this was liquor meant to be savored. I ended up choking on it, sputtering and coughing as Hector patted my back.

      “Slow down there, amigo.” He laughed. “You young guys are always in such a rush.” He took a small sip of his drink and smacked his lips. “Es delicioso.”

      It actually was surprisingly smooth, after I got past the burning that came with my coughs.

      “You know who wears a bikini well?” he asked before I calmed my diaphragm down. He pointed towards Sofía and her colleague with his glass.

      Again, I wasn’t sure who he was talking about. Probably the blonde, but it was more thrilling to think he was talking about my wife.

      “I can imagine.”

      “You don’t have to just imagine.” He pulled out his phone, and my stomach dropped as he unlocked it. “One of the perks of managing beachfront property is that I usually have some nice places to stay when I visit.” He navigated to his photos. “And usually, I’ll throw a party.”

      Almost exactly the same setup as Sofía’s stories. So they weren’t made up, after all.

      “And these houses, despite being next to the beach, always have the nicest pools.” He found the photo he was looking for, turning it to me. My whole body coiled until I could barely breathe, my scalp doing that prickly, overheated thing that raw anxiety bred. “Everyone’s invited to bring their swimsuits.”

      The first thing I noted was the cascade of lush, golden hair over pale skin. Not Sofía then. I felt the rush of relief, but with it came a hint of disappointment. The thought was momentary as I actually registered what I was seeing.

      The blonde wore a black bikini, if it could be called that. Flossy and minimal, the top barely covered her small, perky tits, and the thong bottom plunged between her ripe asscheeks. It was the kind of bikini I saw in porn. In fact, this photo looked like it was out of a porn shoot. If I hadn’t seen this same woman pass up and down the aisle, I would have assumed that Hector was trying to trick me.

      As fate would have it, the blonde happened to pass right by us, smiling at Hector as he took his phone back. They didn’t exchange words, but the way she looked at him was...filthy. She looked at me like she knew what Hector had just shared with me, and there wasn’t a trace of embarrassment. I wondered if she knew I was Sofía’s husband.

      “Yeah, that’s Emma. Amazing, yes?”

      I could only nod.

      “Know what’s even more amazing? What she looks like out of the bikini.” I thought this was merely a rhetorical statement until he drew his phone up again.

      On the screen, in glorious high-definition, stretched Emma and her long torso—her very naked torso. But she wasn’t alone. Behind her, cradling one of her breasts with one hand and covering her sex with the other, was another woman. A woman that I knew—Theo, with long, silky dark hair and a runway model’s body like Emma’s. Theo was one of the few flight attendant friends of Sofía’s that I’d actually met. We’d invited her and her husband, Toby, over to dinner many times.

      Hector tapped the screen, and what I thought was a photo began to play as a video. Emma turned her head to look back at Theo over her shoulder. Theo leaned down and kissed the other woman, their tongues tangling.

      Until this moment, I always thought that Theo and Toby were a normal couple, like me and Sofía. Theo was sexy, for sure. I checked her out, but didn’t fantasize about her. Now, that was probably going to change.

      The two broke the kiss and turned to look right into the camera. Theo slipped her fingers out of Emma’s pussy, which I now saw was cleanly shaven, and fed them into the blonde’s mouth.

      “Those two were dirty,” Hector said, darkening the phone. “That brunette is Theodora. Another ‘flight attendant,’ actually. And she loved getting her pussy eaten by this one.”

      “Wow, that’s… intense.”

      Hector laughed. “Got to go use the restroom, amigo. And to make sure those two up there know about my party tonight.”

      I watched him rise, straighten out his shirt, and saunter towards the front of the plane. Both Emma and Sofía greeted him with friendly smiles. They exchanged words, to which Emma enthusiastically nodded—Yes, I will see you at your sex party—or whatever. It was my wife whom I was more curious. She didn’t appear to give an outright no, although that could have been because he was a regular customer on this flight. He seemed to press though, and when he did, she did glance my way curiously.

      Emma seemed to try to convince her, too. Even after Hector disappeared into the First Class bathroom, the two women continued to talk, with Sofía looking reluctant as Emma laid out her case.

      Sofía just laughed, and I think she said, I’ll think about it. And she said it looking right at me.

      Emma nodded, turned, then entered the same small bathroom that Hector went into. Only someone watching it all would have known that they were in there together, but they were definitely in there together.

      Sofía covered her mouth and laughed quietly to herself. I reached up and pressed the call button. I needed to talk to her.

      “May I help you, sir?”

      “I swear I just saw the other flight attendant go into the same bathroom that my seatmate went into.”

      Sofía’s smile was broad. “Are you concerned?”

      “Just confirming that that’s what I saw.”

      My wife slipped into the vacated seat. “That’s Emma being Emma. She… loves sex.”

      “I’ve heard that about a few of the flight crew.” I watched my wife for a reaction—surprise, guilt, something. She didn’t show any.

      “Hector telling stories?”

      “He’s showing pictures actually.” Now I got something. A flicker of curiosity, maybe. “A picture of your crewmate kissing Theo.”

      Her brows went up. Finally. “He has a photo of that?”

      Not the question I was expecting. Not, “You sure it was Theo?” or, “My friend Theo?” or even just, “I’m sorry, what?”

      “You know about that?”

      “I knew the two had hooked up before.”

      “Does Toby?”

      “Of course. They have an understanding when it comes to Theo and other women.” She touched my shoulder. “Kind of like you and me with other men, right?”

      I felt torn in so many directions. I wanted to ask so many things. Instead, I blurted a dumb, “We do?”

      Sofía shot me her most sultry look, but didn’t answer my question. Instead, she stood, leaning down to address me in a way that practically forced my eyes into her cleavage. “You know what’s interesting? You’ve been sitting next to this guy for the last hour, and apparently you’ve been talking about me, and apparently you haven’t told him that I’m your wife. A girl could read so many things into that.”

      She turned and walked away before I had a chance to recover.

      Hector emerged from the bathroom by the time she got back to her station. He wore an enormous grin, and he was still stuffing his shirt tails back into his trousers. He said something to Sofía as he passed, which earned him a smiley eye roll.

      “Did that really happen?” It was meant to be an internal question, but the tequila had given it a voice.

      Hector laughed. “That girl is fun.” He half-reclined his seat and shut his eyes. “Now excuse me. I need to get some rest before the real party starts.”
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      Hector slept. I must have dozed, too, left with hazy dreams of Sofía and Theo and Emma and the impression that they had all done something very naughty. The dream that startled me awake was inspired by Hector’s video, only instead of Theo behind the blonde, it was my wife.

      “She loves sex,” Sofía said to me as they broke their kiss.

      “So do you.” It was Hector’s voice—the older man approaching the two from behind. “Let’s show your husband just how much.”

      And there I was, holding the camera as the two women turned and got on their knees in front of a naked Hector. Emma wrapped her hand around his cock as Sofía looked back at me, arching a brow as if to say, This is what you really want, right?

      I woke with a start as Theo fed Hector’s cock into my wife’s soft, willing mouth.

      Hector wasn’t at my side. His seat was empty. My stomach tumbled as I looked towards the flight attendant station and only saw Emma. Sofía was also nowhere to be seen. And one of the bathroom lights read occupied.

      I still felt the cobwebs of sleep as I unbuckled myself and shifted into the aisle. The jets roared all around me, and the floor shifted. I almost felt hungover as I stumbled towards the bathrooms.

      Emma looked up at me as I approached, taking her eyes off her phone. “Can I help you, sir?”

      “Is my wife in there with Hector Alito?” Even just thinking the question got my cock up. “Um, no. Just…” I pointed to the unoccupied bathroom.

      She just nodded and went back to her phone.

      I passed the locked doors of the first bathroom like a bomb ticked behind it. I tried to hear something happening—some panting, some moaning, some rhythmic bumping. I didn’t hear anything, but by the time I locked myself into my own bathroom, I was hard enough that it was difficult to pee.

      I heard the flush of the other bathroom as I was trying to get my cock down. Immediately, I pressed my ear back up against the door, trying to listen over the roar of the engine.

      “Oh, hello there.” That was Hector’s voice, for sure, talking to Emma.

      “Hello, Hector. Can I get you anything?” Emma sounded a lot more friendly to him than she’d been with me.

      “You know what you can get for me.”

      Emma giggled. “Working on her.”

      “Good.”

      That was it. No more words were exchanged. None that I could hear, anyway. So Sofía wasn’t actually in that bathroom. Small comfort there. Also, small disappointment.

      I was just about to flush when I heard my wife through the door. “Okay, they had some tonic water back there. We should be good.”

      “Great, because 5C can’t live without her G&Ts.” The two laughed as I heard the crack and hiss of the soda can being opened. “So you coming to Hector’s?”

      Sofía snorted. “He put you up to this, didn’t he?”

      “What? No⁠—”

      “It’s fine. I’m still thinking about it.”

      “You’ve already been to his parties before,” Emma said. I staggered. I knew that, of course, but that was before I saw that video. Before I really knew what went down there. “And I know you think he’s hot.”

      “Emma,” Sofía said with a warning. “He’s full of himself is what he is. Thinks money and a big dick entitles himself to anything.”

      This made Emma bark a laugh. Me, I just wondered how she knew he had a big dick.

      “Give me that gin and tonic,” Sofía said. She didn’t sound upset though. “I’ll deliver it to 5C for you.”

      “Thank you. And say hello to Hector for me...”

      I waited until neither spoke for a good thirty seconds before squeezing my erection back into my pants in a way that I hoped wasn’t obvious, and opening the door. Emma didn’t even look up at me this time.

      Sofía was talking with Hector. She had one hand on the back of his seat and the other on her hip, and was laughing at whatever he’d just said. Seeing me, though, her eyes definitely darted to the bathroom that I just emerged from. I could see her quickly working out what I may have heard. I couldn’t read her expression, and Hector didn’t give me much time to dwell.

      He rose out of his seat to let me pass through, and as he did, he stepped even closer to Sofía. “There are plenty of rooms to stay,” he said in Spanish. “It’s my largest property. Amazing views of the sunset there, too.”

      “I feel like you’ve said that about every property you own.” Sofía’s response was in rapid Spanish again, like she was trying to make it hard for me to follow. She glanced at me as I squeezed past them into my window seat, switching to English for my benefit. “Do I need to remind you that I’m married?”

      “And do I need to remind you that it’s just a party? It’s not like I’m asking you to come to my bedroom.”

      Hector took his seat, and Sofía flashed her eyes in my direction, quick as lightning. “No, that comes later.”

      “I only offer those who are interested.”

      “I’m sorry that you were mistaken then.”

      “Was I?” He actually reached up and touched her hip. Sofía did not immediately wiggle away, or do anything to remove it. “Would you come to my party if I promise not to invite you to my bedroom?”

      My palms were sweaty. My pulse raced as my chest squeezed and squeezed until it was hard to breathe. Hector didn’t know that I could understand Spanish, but Sofía certainly did.

      “Don’t make promises that you can’t keep, Mr. Alito,” she teased.

      “Then how about this? I won’t invite you to my bedroom unless you ask me to.”

      She rolled her eyes and looked at me. “Can you believe this guy?”

      I was startled to be addressed, like a character from a television show had just addressed me. “Hm?”

      “He would like me to go to a party at his place. What do you think?” She leveled her dark, long-lashed eyes right at me. Everything turned on this next question, and how I answered. “Should I go with him?”

      If I could stop time and live in any moment, this is that moment. Sublime and heavy and conflicted, it was the essence of my fantasy. Here, two realities existed—one where Sofía was my faithful, sexy wife, and another where she went to parties with men like Hector Alito and did things that married women should not do.

      After this moment, though, she would be one or the other. She wasn’t just asking if she should go to his party. She was asking me if I really wanted my fantasy to come true.

      Maintaining eye contact the whole time and not wavering, I said, “He’s been talking about these parties all flight.” I grinned. “You should definitely go.”

      Somehow, my voice didn’t crack or catch or stutter despite the enormity of this moment. I wanted this, and judging from the way Sofía’s breath caught and her eyes went soft, she wanted it, too.

      “There you go then. This random stranger has decided for me,” she said to Hector.

      Hector laughed, missing Sofía’s ironic joke. “Excellent. I think this calls for another round in celebration. Pour one for yourself, my dear.”

      "How about you just pour me one at your fancy house.”

      Hector ignored the sarcasm. “Hope you packed a bikini, because this one’s got an infinity pool.”

      Now she definitely glanced at me. “Oh, I definitely brought a bikini. You’re going to love it.”

      With a last wink at Hector, she moved back down the aisle, where she said something to Emma that made the blonde laugh.

      “This evening just got so much more exciting, my friend.”

      “Happy I could help out.”

      “You should come. Bring your wife. It’ll be a good time. Think of it as another excuse to get her into a bikini.”

      “I’m not sure she’d be into the kind of party it sounds like you’re throwing.”

      He laughed. “I probably gave you the wrong impression of these parties then. They’re nothing special. A gathering of people. Drinks, some music, some socializing. It’s a beach party, so most come dressed for the beach, yes? But what happens behind closed doors is private.”

      “Unless you record it on your phone and share it with some stranger.”

      Hector laughed. “True, true.”

      I finally figured out a way to ask if there was video of my wife when she returned with our drinks. I wondered how much of the conversation she caught. “Last call. We’ll be landing shortly.”

      “Just the end of the beginning then.” He raised his glass. “To closed doors.”

      Sofía rolled her eyes, smiling and shaking her head as she left us.

      This time, when I sipped the tequila, I was prepared to savor it. No coughing. No embarrassment. It went down smooth and warm, and after drinking about half of it, left my brain even fuzzier. Fuzzy enough to finally ask Hector about my wife.

      “So will this be the first party you convinced her to go to?” I heard myself asking the question. I felt my lips and tongue making the sounds. But it sure seemed like I was watching someone else doing the talking.

      “Oh, no. She’s gone before.” The way he smiled was unsettling.

      “Hope you have a picture of that.” I did hope that, I realized with a flush so fierce I wondered if I was going to pass out. “I bet she’d be amazing in a photo.”

      Hector fingered his phone, and for a moment, I wondered if he did have some evidence of my wife being really naughty on there. The walls of the plane began to tighten even more. The pounding of my pulse in my ears almost drowned out the engines.

      “No, no photos of that one. Sofía is married.”

      “Ah. I heard.” For one short moment, I felt relief. I could breathe. I could hear. I knew that this was probably the right thing anyway. The game was just a game. And then Hector kept on talking.

      “She told me in no uncertain terms that I couldn’t take any photos of her at my parties.”

      Like that, all the pressure and tightness and crushing anxiety was back—and I welcomed it with all my heart.

      “No evidence,” I said. “Smart. But what about witnesses? Like Emma or… Theo.” I pretended to struggle with our mutual friend’s name.

      “Witness to what? Like I said, what happens behind closed doors is all private.”

      I tried to gulp, but my mouth was completely dry. I wet it by taking a generous swallow of the tequila, which only kind of helped. “So something happened behind closed doors with her?”

      Hector leaned back into his seat and shut his eyes, losing himself in a memory. “When that one started taking flights, she was so standoffish. It was all business. ‘Mr. Alito’ and ‘sir’. Our relationship started and ended on the plane.”

      I thought back to when she took this route. It had been close to four months now. Theo had gotten her on. That was also when her fantasy teasing started to revolve around the rich passenger—around this man beside me.

      “Like I said, she’s been a lot of work. I did enlist some help from her colleagues. They all seemed so eager to help, too, that lot. Like I said, this airline has some amazing stewardesses. Best service around.”

      “I’ll say.”

      “I got her to come to a party last month...”

      Last month… that would have been around the same time that she’d told me that she’d heard the parties were wild.

      Hector continued talking as I worked out the timeline. “...dressed down and out of her uniform, she’s even more amazing, amigo, but she didn’t bring a swimsuit. I didn’t push her or anything, but I think she felt out of place being the only one clothed there. So next flight, she turned down my offer again.”

      “You spooked her.” I said the words, but I was trying to think back on those trips. Had she been extra horny after that trip, a month ago? How had she teased me?

      “Then, I think it was two weeks ago, she surprised me by showing up.” He had my full and undivided attention again. “And this time, she came prepared.”

      “Bikini?”

      “A small, leopard-print bikini. And on someone with her body, it was… how do you Americans say it? ‘Filthy’”

      I knew the bikini. I’d been there, encouraging her to buy it when we were on a vacation to Puerto Vallarta for our second anniversary. She’d been so self-conscious, but Hector was right, on her body, it was filthy. It didn’t have a thong back or anything. It wasn’t a micro-bikini like what Emma wore in that photo, but the string bikini was small enough that her large tits spilled around the edges, and she ended up needing to shave more than she normally did.

      “I hope she brought it again.” I said, knowing that she had.

      “Me too, amigo. Me too.” He finished his tequila with a far-away, happy smile. “That other flight attendant, Theodora, brought her, and after some tequila, she really loosened up.”

      “How so?” I couldn’t help it. This was a glimpse into a side of Sofía that I could never have.

      “I’ve watched her work for a few months. She’s confident and friendly with everyone. Flirts even, but always professional, you know? But outside of the work space, she really opened up. In that bikini, she was quite popular, yes? Plenty of attention, and she seemed to come alive under it. Theodora actually told me that this was the way it had been, before she got married. I could see it.”

      And I wanted to see it.

      “One of the reasons that I love throwing parties is because I love watching other people. Are you a voyeur, Joe?”

      “I… I guess so.”

      “You are. You wouldn’t be asking all these questions if you weren’t. It’s okay, my friend. So am I.”

      “So you just like watching?”

      He laughed. “I said that was one of the reasons. But yes, I do like watching, and watching that Mexican flower bloom was muy sexy.”

      I had so many questions, but just then, the captain came on the intercom to announce that we were landing. Emma came by, collecting our empty glasses and remaining trash as Sofía watched us from the galley. The blonde leaned down and whispered something to Hector that made him chuckle.

      “So dirty, that one,” he said when she returned to my wife’s side.

      I would have asked what she said, but I was focused on what my wife may have done.

      “So you watched Sofía flirt in a bikini at the party. That all?”

      The plane shuddered as the landing gear lowered into place. Outside, the ground grew closer.

      “You are wanting to know if I slept with her?”

      “Yes?” There was a frog in my throat.

      Hector turned, looking at me curiously. He didn’t know I was her husband. He couldn’t know. But maybe I should have been a little more careful.

      “Not yet.” He winked. The plane hit the runway, and I let out a yelp. Hector laughed. “Not a big flyer, are you? We’re on the ground, safe and sound.”

      “Welcome to St. Thomas in the U.S. Virgin Islands. The time is 4:47 local time.”

      As we taxied for the terminal, Hector pulled out a business card and wrote down the address to his place. “In case you can convince your wife to come. Party starts around 8. Goes as late as people want.”

      “Should I bring anything?”

      “Just yourself. And some condoms if you want to participate.” When I blanched at that, he laughed and slapped me on the back. “I’m just messing with you, amigo. Relax. Come out and have a drink if you’re free. Enjoy the views. Bring a swimsuit.”

      He winked and unbuckled his seatbelt as the cabin door opened. “Maybe I’ll get to see your wife in her bikini.”

      “Maybe you will.”

      I stayed seated as he pulled his carryon down and rolled towards the exit. I stayed seated as Sofía and Emma smiled and thanked him for flying with them. I stayed seated as they did the same for the gin and tonic drinker in 5C. I sat because my erection wouldn’t go down, no matter how much I tried to take my mind off of things.

      Every time I thought I’d be able to get up, that my hardon had died down enough that I could stand and get my bag down from the overhead compartment, I imagined Sofía walking into that party wearing the leopard print bikini, swarmed by men, and my cock was back up again.

      Coach class filed out. The cleaning crew came on, standing in the seats and waiting for the whole plane to deboard. Sofía stood by the cockpit, thanking people and wishing them a good trip as she shot me curious looks.

      At last, I took a chance, slipping free as an overweight man lugged a screaming child down the aisle. Grabbing my carryon, I held it in front of me as I exited.

      “Thank you for flying. Hope you had a pleasant trip,” she said with a wink. Did she know what Hector had shared with me? For one paranoid moment, I wondered if this was all some elaborate extension of our game—that maybe she had… hired Hector or something to make me think her “rich passenger” story was real.

      “Thanks. It was very interesting,” I said.

      “Who knows. Maybe the rest of your trip will be just as…interesting.”

      Emma glanced from Sofía to me, then back at Sofía, suspecting that something was up between us. I left the plane before she could figure it out, hearing, “You know him?” behind me as I stepped onto the runway.

      St. Thomas’s airport was small, although the walk to the terminal across the tarmac was short. The weather here was amazing—high 80s with a sky of blue that stretched on endlessly. I pulled my sunglasses on and walked with the rest of the tourists, wondering what the hell was about to happen. She wasn’t actually going to this party. I wasn’t, either, right?

      I went to baggage claim, lost in a cloud of my own thoughts. I had so many questions. I still wasn’t sure what the hell was real—what to believe. The parties that Sofía had teased me with were real. When she’d texted me two weeks ago saying that Theo wanted her to go to the party, it wasn’t a hypothetical.

      I watched each new piece of luggage move along the belt, my memories as sluggish as they were. I told her that she should go. I told her to have fun. Then I hadn’t heard from her again. That was usual. That was the way our game worked.

      She’d been home when I got back from work, of course. That was normal since she just had the morning flight back from the Virgin Islands and was off until the next day. I hadn’t slept well the night before, the empty spot in our bed acting like a teasing reminder that Sofía was not here.

      I left work early the next day, unable to concentrate. Sofía was sunning in our backyard when I arrived, on her back and completely nude.

      “Did you go?” I asked, pulling off my tie as I joined her under the hot sun. Her tanned body glittered with sweat and sunscreen, and the lines of her bikini bottoms were already fading.

      “Go where?” She pushed herself up onto her elbows and looked at me over her sunglasses. My eyes went to her tits, capped with hard, dark nipples. “I didn’t actually make it to the grocery store yet. Too tired from last night.”

      We’d made love right out there on her lounger, in broad daylight. That was unusual. So was the state of her bush, which was trimmed into a narrower landing strip than normal. Did she feel looser as I entered her from behind? Did those plush asscheeks look spanked?

      After, when I was satiated and wanting to crawl back into the safe zone of reasonable doubt, I didn’t try to investigate further although… although now that I was remembering it, I did see her leopard-print bikini hanging to dry in the bathroom. At the time, I’d connected it with her sunning outside. Now, I wasn’t so sure.

      I snapped out of my memories as I saw my luggage emerge from the baggage claim and roll toward me. My phone buzzed.

      [Sofía]: Come to the family bathroom on the second floor. Right now.

      I grabbed my bag and made a beeline back towards the stairs, my heart beating up my throat and my head tingling like I wore a crown of fire. I was hard enough that I practically walked with a limp, but I no longer cared. I needed to get there. I needed to see my wife. Alone.

      The door was locked when I arrived. “It’s me,” I said, and the latch clicked open. Sofía peered out, and I pushed in without bothering to look around, taking her into my arms and kissing her hard.

      She laughed, reaching behind her to relock the door as I filled my hands with her tits, going for the buttons of her blouse.

      “There’s no time for that,” she said, reaching down and pulling her skirt up around her hips. “We only have a few minutes.”

      “A few minutes?”

      She smiled at me, leaning onto the sink and fumbling with my belt. “Before my ride leaves.”

      “We’re not going to the resort together?”

      “No, Joe. Don’t you remember? You told me to go with Hector.” She had my cock out, long and stiff and growing harder. “He invited me and Emma to ride with him.”

      Beneath the pencil skirt of her uniform, she wore nude-colored thigh highs and an unfamiliar, black thong so sheer that I could see her pussy lips and her bush—which was now nothing more than a narrow brush of hair.

      “Did you…?”

      “Shave most of it? Surprise!” She pulled her thong to the side, baring her smooth mound and cropped landing strip. “I kind of had to for the bikini I bought for this trip.”

      I lifted her onto the sink, pushing her thigh open and spreading her more. Her stocking was silky beneath my palm. Her pussy was even silkier.

      “So…” She met my eyes as I pushed the tip inside of her. “Learn anything fun from Hector?”

      We groaned together. “He’s the rich passenger.”

      “Mmm hmm…”

      “He’s real.”

      “Oh, yes.” She grabbed me by the shoulders as I drove my cock deep. “Very real.”

      “And you’ve been to his parties before.”

      “That gets you hot, doesn’t it?”

      “You didn’t tell me…”

      “I did when you asked.”

      “I thought… I thought…” I didn’t think I’d be able to last much longer.

      “You thought that I was making it up.” She pulled me close, nipping my ear. “And you didn’t want me to tell you that I was.”

      How did she know me so well?

      “I wasn’t making it up, Joe.”

      “Did you fuck him?” I thrust harder, my balls tightening and my come boiling.

      “Do you want me to?”

      “Yes.” I pulled back so that I could look her in the eyes. “Did you?”

      “Not yet.” She was no longer playing with me. This was no longer a game.

      “But you will. Tonight.”

      “If you’re okay with it.”

      I couldn’t hold my orgasm back any longer. With one last push, I emptied my balls deep into her, flooding her with all the pent-up sexual energy that had been building since I sat down in First Class.

      Pain lanced through me as she dug her nails into the back of my neck and joined me in my climax. She clenched her jaw, gritting her teeth and flaring her nostrils as she fought to keep herself as quiet as possible.

      She sighed happily when we came back to earth, leaning back on the sink and staring up at me. “That mean you’re okay with it?”

      “I…” I was still hard, although the orgasm had certainly taken the edge off.

      “And so we’re clear what we’re talking about, ‘it’ is me actually fucking another man. Tonight. After the party.”

      “Yes, I’m okay with it.”

      She bit her lower lip and nodded. “I love you, you know that, right?”

      “But you’re not just doing this for me,” I said.

      She kissed me, softer than before. More loving. “No, not just for you.”

      I let her off the sink, where she turned and made sure her dark hair was tucked into place, and her makeup wasn’t too messy. I looked at her in the reflection. “You’re so sexy.”

      “Thanks. This all makes me feel so sexy.” She turned and kissed me one last time. “I better get back out there. Emma and Hector are probably getting impatient.”

      “I love you, Sofía. Have fun.”

      “I plan on it.”
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      I kept my phone in hand, waiting for Sofía’s texts to start coming in. I tapped it nervously on my leg as the taxi drove me out to the resort that we’d booked for the weekend. I didn’t put it down as I checked in. I forgot to tip the bellboy, too distracted by the texts—or lack thereof.

      The resort was beautiful. Pools. The beach. Bars. Palm trees. It lived up to the photos we’d seen online, and I was sure that it would live up to the reviews as well.

      Not that I really saw any of it. I was inside of my head, wondering if and when I would hear from my hot wife.

      About an hour later, I received the first text. And it was a scorcher.

      [Sofía]: Think I should wear this? It’s pretty risque.

      At first, I thought the photo she’d attached was from the catalogue where she’d purchased it. Surely that couldn’t be my wife wearing that tiny, little bikini. The halter top barely contained her full breasts, and her nipples pierced the floral patterned material.

      The pic was a selfie, taken in what looked like the bathroom mirror wherever she was. Her hair was wet, and the mirror still held some steam around the edges from the shower she must have just taken.

      [Sofía]: Doesn’t cover much.

      The follow-up photo was one from over her shoulder, and I was shocked to see that the matching bottoms plunged between her ass cheeks. My wife was wearing a thong bikini.

      [Sofía]: It was never intended to be seen by anyone but you.

      I wasn’t sure if I bought that.

      [Me]: You sure that a part of you wasn’t thinking of another man when you packed that?

      And that’s when something occurred to me—something that I’d overheard through the door of the lavatory. My wife had described Hector Alito as a man with money and a big dick. How would she have known that?

      [Sofía]: Well… maybe...

      I started to ask her through text, then stopped myself. No. That was a conversation that needed to happen face-to-face.

      [Me]: I think the suit will be a big hit. You have fun.

      This felt so surreal.

      [Sofía]: Party starts in an hour. Hector ordered us some food. You should eat, too.

      [Me]: OK

      [Sofía]: And then… come? Okay?

      [Me]: Wouldn’t miss it.
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      The house was nestled in a resort community amidst other very expensive looking homes. Palm trees lined the drive, and the single story home sprawled out to the beach. It was exactly how I imagined it would be—like I was in a movie that I had no business being in.

      The sun hung swollen on the horizon, hesitating. Hesitating like me. I could hear the murmur of the party even as I climbed out of the cab. I paid the driver and turned to the home, my nerves on overdrive.

      Hector answered the door, shirtless and tanned and good looking. The hairs on his sculpted chest were salt-and-pepper, like his hair, but he was in better shape than most guys ten years his junior, including myself.

      “Joe, you made it!” He looked past me. “Where’s your wife?”

      “Her flight got delayed until tomorrow. Just me tonight.”

      “Well, that’s too bad.” He grinned. “For her, anyway. Come. Let’s get you a drink.”

      The other guests ran the gamut of ages and ethnicities. Many were attractive, but it didn’t seem to be a requirement. Hector flowed through them, the clear nucleus of this group, exchanging quick banter as he gave me the whirlwind tour—the kitchen was that way, the drinks were there, but also outside in the coolers. “Bedrooms are up that half-flight of stairs,” he said with a wink. “I’ve got plenty of guest rooms if you want to crash here tonight.”

      The highlight, though, was the patio and its infinity pool, set against the waning sun. Out here, in the imminent dusk, people moved about, silhouettes against a million-dollar view. Unlike the guests inside, who were mostly clothed, out here the party had shifted to its beach theme and the bathing suits were out.

      I searched for Sofía and her thong bikini, and while I saw plenty of women in suits just as revealing, none were my wife. So I asked: “Are those two… flight attendants coming?” Why did I feel silly calling them that?

      Hector smirked, and for a second, I worried that I was being too obvious. “They’re here, and you’re not going to want to miss them. Those two know how to wear a bikini.”

      Sofía’s floral bikini flashed through my brain and my heart leapt. “I’m surprised that you’re not with them right now.”

      “Oh, do not fear, my friend,” he said, patting my back before adding suggestively, “We had plenty of time before the first guests arrived.”

      I felt myself gulp like it was in slow motion. My brain fumbled with the obvious follow-up question—And what happened? Only I couldn’t get it out. Not before a group of guys came over and started a quick conversation with Hector in Spanish.

      I pointed to the house, as if to say, I’m going in there. I wasn’t even sure if Hector saw me. I left anyway.

      This wasn’t a debauched affair. No one was walking around topless. No one was making out in darkened corners. The party was completely above board, other than a few scantily clad women—and Hector with his shirt open. Even still, it held the promise that, with enough booze, enough flirting, and enough time, things could tip that way.

      I found Sofía in the den, off of the main living space, where a couple of guys were shooting pool. She wore a pair of tight, denim cutoffs and a gauzy white blouse. I could just see the bikini top, white with little flowers, and the loopy ties behind her neck.

      She was being chatted up by a guy who seemed to enjoy the view offered down the open collar of her blouse. Far from looking annoyed or put off, she laughed at his jokes and welcomed the male gaze.

      She seemed to sense that I was there, glancing up from her drink as I entered. The smile that she shared with me was radiant. The setting sun cutting through the windows at that moment, catching her eyes and turning her irises to caramel.

      Then she went right back to flirting with the guy. My cock swelled.

      “Want a game?” one of the pool players asked. He may have asked a couple times based on the way he was looking at me.

      “Uh… yeah. Sure.” Because I didn’t know what else to say at the time, and I didn’t want to just stand there looking like a creeper.

      I’m not great at pool, but I’m not bad either. The guy I was shooting with was drunk, so it was competitive enough that I could keep up. Better, I’d catch snippets of conversation with Sofía and her guy.

      “...flight attendant? Nice. You part of the Mile High⁠—”

      “Really?” Sofía said, cutting him off. She was blunt but playfully so. “Can’t think of anything more original?”

      The guy held his own, saying, “You may get it all the time, but this is the first time I’ve met a flight attendant outside of business class.”

      Sofía glanced at me as she answered. “No, I’m not a part of that club. Honestly seems a little gross.” She chewed on her finger, adding, “But I have slept with a passenger…”

      I shanked my next shot, sending the cue ball skittering into the side pocket. The drunk guy I was playing with laughed too loudly. We shifted around, and I lost track of the conversation.

      Time moved fast and then slow. And then fast again. One minute, I was listening to my wife flirt with a stranger. The next, I was elsewhere at the party, trying to hold up my end of a conversation with a girl who looked too young to be drinking the beer she was holding.

      The sun set at some point. I blinked, and the party transitioned to something closer to what I’d been expecting in the first place. Bikinis and bathing suits were out. The pool opened. People started to move to the private beach beyond the patio, in pairs, holding hands and getting close.

      I stood, watching the sky turn purple and orange and wondering how the hell I got here, when I felt a hand on my elbow.

      I turned at the touch, and there was Sofía in all her glory, right beside me.

      Her coverup and cutoff shorts were gone, and in the dramatic light around us, the white of her floral bikini practically glowed against her tawny skin. Her hair was down, and when she tucked a strand over her ear and smiled at me shyly, I was as smitten as the first day that I met her.

      “Hey,” she said quietly.

      “Hey.”

      It felt like that first day we’d met, too, all over again.

      “Can we talk?” she asked. “Alone?”

      I nodded, following her into the house. She led me up the half-flight of stairs and down a short hallway. We entered a guest bedroom that had her suitcase open and her clothing spread out. This was where she’d been invited to stay. That thought alone had my heart quivering.

      I glanced at her. She was studying me quietly. She closed the door and stepped close. I could hear the muffled sounds of the party outside, but we were alone.

      “You okay?” she asked.

      Snippets of past conversations returned.

      ‘He’s full of himself is what he is. Thinks money and a big dick entitles himself to anything.’

      ‘Plenty of attention, and she seemed to come alive under it… this was the way it had been, before she got married. I could see it.’

      ‘Oh, do not fear, my friend… We had plenty of time before the first guests arrived.’

      I had so many questions. I didn’t know where to start. She saw me struggling, moving closer to me. “I saw you,” she said. “Watching me with that guy. You looked…” Her turn to search for the words. “...kind of like you do now.” She squeezed my hand. “We don’t have to do this. Any of it. I’ve got all my things right here.” She gestured to the bed, the suitcase. “We can leave right now, go back to the resort, pretend this was just a regular party.”

      “Is that what you want?”

      I could see the stubbornness set in. She said, “I asked you first.”

      It made me want to laugh. Instead, I pulled her close, close enough to smell the tequila on her breath and the chlorine in her damp hair. “I… don’t want that,” I said. “But Sofía? I need to know something.”

      She looked up at me with wide eyes. “Yes?”

      “Has anything happened with you and Hector?”

      “No.” She held my gaze. “Not… exactly.”

      Something shifted inside of me. “Interesting way of answering that.”

      “Tell me.” I prompted her as I ran a hand over her exposed skin, tracing the curve of her waist into the swell of her hip. “Tell me what you didn’t ‘exactly’ do.”

      She bit her lip, her eyes on mine as she searched her memory, constructing her story. “I told you about the party I went to, with Theo.”

      “The leopard print bikini.”

      “Yes. Well, at that party…”

      I held my breath.

      “I watched Hector and Theo. Having sex.”

      My stomach dropped. “Where?”

      I slipped my hand beneath the thong back of her bikini and slid it along the seam of her ass. I could feel her heat before my fingers found her pussy. She was so slippery.

      She gasped at my touch. “The party had ended. Everyone had gone home.” She spoke, stilted, in short bursts. “I’d gone up to my room. To sleep.”

      “So you’ve stayed at one of Hector’s places before?”

      “Sort of. I checked in at the hotel, then we’d come to the party.” She glanced up at me. “Do you really want to hear about the logistics—ahh!”

      I ran my finger along her slit and pressed inside of her, drawing a sharp moan. “Sorry. So you were in your room, going to sleep…”

      “And I heard them outside. I shouldn’t have looked. But I couldn’t help it.”

      “You little voyeur.” I kissed her neck, continuing to slowly finger her from behind. “What did you see?”

      “At first, she was just… sucking him.”

      “Where?” I pressed a second finger inside her, feeling her clench around me. “Where were they?”

      “By the pool. He was just… standing there, naked.” Her breathing was getting ragged. “And she was on her knees with his cock… in her mouth.”

      “And you watched?”

      “Yes.” She gripped my arm, steadying herself as I worked my fingers deeper. “I went out onto the balcony. There’s this little balcony off the bedroom. And I… and I stood there, in the dark… watching them.”

      “Just watching?”

      “No. I… I touched myself. I was still wearing that bikini, so it was easy…”

      I felt her hand slip between us and into my own swim trunks. She wrapped her hand around my very erect cock and squeezed.

      “At some point, he guided her to her feet. And bent her over one of the loungers. And… and he fucked her.” The words came out in a rush. “And I could see everything.”

      “You saw that he had a big cock,” I said. So that’s how she knew.

      “Yes. It was… really big. And Theo… Theo kept moaning for it.”

      I fingered her faster.

      “Then what?”

      “Then he… then he looked up and saw me.” Her voice trembled.

      My dick throbbed in her hand. I needed to fuck her, but knew that if I did, I’d lose my nerve. “He saw you?”

      “Yes,” she gasped. “And Theo, too. He said something to her, and suddenly they were both looking up at me as I played with myself.” She ran her hand along my length, squeezing in time with my driving fingers.

      “Oh, Sofía.”

      “I came with them.”

      She felt so close now, ready to come again at the memory.

      “And after… after he looked up at me and… and he asked if I liked what I saw.” Her breath hitched as I curled my fingers inside of her faster and faster. “Asked if I… wanted to come down there. To join…”

      “And what did you say?” My mouth was dry.

      “I said no. Not… not yet.” She stiffened in my arms. I pulled the cup of her bikini down and latched my mouth onto her swollen nipple. “But I wanted to, Joe. I’ve been thinking about it ever since.”

      “And that’s what you want to do tonight,” I said, pulled back. “You want him to fuck you like he fucked Theo.”

      “Yes!” she gasped. “Yes, but only if—oh God, Joe, I'm going to⁠—”

      She came on my fingers, her whole body shaking, her hand clamped over her mouth to muffle her cries. I held her through it, feeling her pulse around my fingers, feeling the wet heat of her.

      Once she finally stilled, breathing hard against my chest, I slowly withdrew my hand. She looked up at me, her eyes glazed and satisfied, yet still hungry for more. We could have fucked. It would have been so good. But I wanted something more. We both did.

      I smiled down at her. “Only if what?”

      “Only if you really want me to.”

      As if in answer, my cock throbbed in her hand. “Uh, I mean, is that really a question?”

      Sofía giggled. “It is. Because I need you to say it, not imply it.”

      “Okay then. Yes, I want you to fuck him. I want you to ride his big dick and scream his name.” I pulled her right up against me, kissing her neck. “I want you to go back to that wilder time, before you met me, just for tonight.”

      “How did you know…?”

      “From my new bestie, Hector.”

      “He can’t know that you’re my husband,” she said. “He’s still a regular. It could get… weird.”

      “And sleeping with him won’t?”

      Sofía laughed. “Well, I’d just be another conquest for him. Another of the flight crew who couldn’t resist him. He enjoys the power trip. But finding out that you were my husband and also into it? He might lean into that. Make it about you watching.”

      “And that’s a bad thing?”

      “Could be. Like I said, it’s a power trip for him, and this… he’d see this as him being the better man. Treating you a certain way. Saying things to you…”

      “And why do you like this guy, again?” It was actually an honest question.

      “You know? I… I don’t really like him. But… when he looks at me, when he touches my wrist or stands too close, I get… excited. And I hate that about myself.” She paused, biting her lip. “Before I met you, these were the kinds of guys I was drawn to. Confident, aggressive, arrogant. I was young and stupid, and I remember telling myself that I was using them, but…” She trailed off. “I don’t know. Maybe they were using me. Or we were using each other. Not healthy, but it was… intoxicating.”

      I looked at my wife, my sweet Sofia, and saw this new side of her that was so exciting.

      She looked up at me. “Terrible? Horrified?”

      “Not at all. Just surprised you ended up with me. A totally boring… dentist.”

      We laughed. “You’re not boring, Joe. And when we got together, when I met you, I realized just how much I wanted someone like you. Something real and safe and good.”

      “But a part of you still craves a little Hector.”

      She giggled. “Yeah, maybe a little Hector. He… he reminds me of who I used to be, and sometimes, I miss her. I guess.”

      “You want to be her tonight?”

      “Just tonight.”

      “Then you have my permission. And don’t worry about my identity. I kind of like being just another stranger.”

      She looked towards the door, then back at me. “I should get back to the party. Before they wonder where I went.”

      She kissed me, deep and thorough. It almost felt like a goodbye, or maybe a thank you. Definitely an “I love you.”

      When she pulled back, her eyes bright, she said it explicitly. “I love you. You know that, right? No matter what happens next, that doesn’t change.”

      “I love you, too.”

      “Good.” She fixed her bikini top, making sure it covered everything, and adjusted the bottoms on her hips. “Wish me luck tonight.”

      “If there’s one thing I’m certain of, it’s that you don’t need any luck to get lucky.”

      She giggled, kissed me one last time, and slipped out of the room and back into the party. Back into the role of available flight attendant.

      I stayed in the empty bedroom for a long moment, my reflection staring back at me from the mirror. My wife had just confessed to masturbating while watching another man fuck our friend. More, she’d confessed to wanting to fuck another man.

      And I’d given her permission.

      I’d actually said yes.

      I took a deep breath, tried to get my dick to calm down, and rejoined the party.
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      After that moment in the bedroom, I floated. It felt like I was in a dream—a very good, very erotic one. The venue didn’t help fight the surreal sensation.

      The sun had fully set and the bonfire was in full blaze on the beach. There were still a few people lounging around the pool, but most had moved to the beach. Someone had a guitar, its strains mixing with the murmur of laughter and the crash of the waves.

      I found myself wandering out onto the beach drawn by the flame. At first I ignored the gathering around the fire, though, taking my shoes off to walk in the surf.

      I’d agreed to let Sofía fuck another man. I’d given her permission. And she wanted to do it. But she still loved me. She wasn’t trying to get rid of me. This was just fun.

      The kind of fun that she’d had before we met? Was this the kind of girl she was, going to parties with the flight crew, sleeping with passengers…

      I was hard again, and thankful for the darkness. When I turned, I realized how far down the beach I’d wandered, lost in thought, the bonfire now so small in the distance.

      I started to make my way back, glancing at the house. Were they there now, in one of the bedrooms, getting all sweaty?

      I went to the fire first, standing at the edge of the light, scanning the gathering. Many were coupled up, but neither Sofía nor Hector were among them. My gut squirmed.

      I turned to head for the house, scanning the fire one last time, when I ran into Emma—literally. I collided with the slim blonde, who was coming down the path with a bottle of Carib.

      “Oh, hey there!” She smiled when she looked at me, recognizing me. “How’s it going?”

      I knew this look. She recognized me, but couldn’t place me. I got it all the time—patients from my dentistry seeing me at the grocery store or the gym without my mask on.

      I decided to go with it. “It’s going great!” I said, mirroring her enthusiasm. “Hector knows how to throw a party.”

      She latched onto Hector and his party—a mutual topic of conversation, her blue eyes lighting up.

      “Yes! I like all of his homes, but this one’s definitely my favorite.” She glanced at the fire. “Can’t beat that, right?”

      “Hey, have you seen Hector?” My temperature spiked, and I rubbed the back of my neck nervously before I could stop myself. I wasn’t sure what I was doing, or where this conversation was headed. The words just fell out of my mouth.

      “Pretty sure I last saw him go inside,” she said, pointing back toward the house. “Also pretty sure he’s got his sights set on something a bit more tempting than you, although...” She gave me a once over and smirked. “You are pretty tempting…”

      Emma was hot, especially in her little black bikini. She was a bit on the skinny side, built like a volleyball player—and in all of the best ways. I was a guy. I saw the way she eyed me up. I felt the temptation, heard the offer, got the vibes. But my mind was on the house, where Hector was… where Sofía could be.

      I felt feverish, licking my lips because they felt parched. I wished that I had a drink in my hand. I glanced towards the house, then back at her, watching the way she coiled a strand of golden hair around her finger.

      Emma read me all wrong. She read the lust as something directed at her, and my glance in the house as an offer. Before I could set her right, though, she grabbed me by the hand and guided me back along the path. I should have stopped it. I would have had we not been headed towards the house, towards my wife.

      Very few people remained around the pool now. I remembered Sofía’s story about watching Hector fucking Theo by the pool, but he wasn’t among the stragglers.

      “Where are we going?” I asked as Emma guided me into the house.

      “Somewhere to have fun.”

      Inside, Emma led me through the home like she knew it. It wasn’t a long walk. We crossed the large living room and through a set of closed double doors. This room, like the whole house, was positioned to look out on the ocean.

      There was only one person sitting in the living room: Hector. He was reclined into one of the brown leather sofas, one arm behind his back, relaxed, looking out the window. He turned when he saw us walk in, smiling. “I saw you two out by the fire,” he said with a sleepy grin. “I see you, Joe.” He tipped his head back, like he was on drugs or something.

      “What…?”

      Stepping a little further into the room, that’s when I realized that he wasn’t actually alone. Someone was kneeling on the floor between his legs, her head bobbing rhythmically in his lap. Someone who wore a floral-print thong bikini. Her top was nowhere to be seen.

      My heart stopped.

      Emma spotted her, too. She squeezed my hand and turned to me. “Well this is exciting.”

      Hector’s eyes lazily noted the way Emma was holding my hand. “So excited,” he agreed. His own hand moved, and I realized it had been resting on the back of the woman's head, guiding her rhythm.

      That’s when she lifted her head and looked over at me.

      Sofía.

      There, on her knees, with another man’s cock in her hands, glistening with her spit, was my wife.

      Time seemed to stop.

      Her dark eyes locked onto mine, Hector’s thick shaft still in her grip, her lips parted and swollen. I could see everything—my shock mirrored in her face, my anxiety reflected back. But most of all, my lust was there too, multiplied a hundredfold.

      “Don’t stop on my account,” I heard myself say.

      The words came out steadier than I felt. Sofía’s eyes registered surprise, then relief, then arousal, one after the other. She rose from between his legs and climbed onto the sofa beside him. “You remember Sofía from the plane.”

      “I…” I couldn’t think. Not as I watched my wife stroke Hector’s dick, which was definitely as big as reported.

      That’s when Emma seemed to realize who I was. She glanced quickly at me, seeing me not as a familiar stranger, but as the guy on the plane. But her calculations didn’t seem to stop there. She glanced at Sofía, then back at me. “Joe,” she mouthed to herself, putting it together. “You’re⁠—”

      “From First Class, yeah.”

      Emma quickly picked up on the game, looking delighted. “Kinky,” she mouthed, just for me.

      “It’s okay, you two,” Hector said. “No need to be coy. I figured it out.”

      My insides froze up. I felt the blood drain from my face. “Figured… what out?”

      “That your wife made her flight after all. She was working your flight. Am I right?” His eyes shifted to Emma.

      “You figured it out,” Emma said for me. She released my hand and sauntered around the sofa, her hips swinging, drawing my eyes to the plunging black thong bikini. “Hope you’re not too upset.”

      “I was hoping I’d get to meet your husband one day,” he said. To Emma. Not to Sofía.

      “Liar,” Emma said. “You’ve definitely never said anything like that.”

      I was so confused. Good thing the women were quicker than I was. Sofía said, “So this is your husband…”

      Sofía looked at me, amused.

      Emma crawled onto the sofa on the opposite side of Hector and said, “Yes, and he likes to watch. Don’t you, Joe?”

      I stumbled backwards, right into an armchair, and nodded.

      “Then give him a show, Emma,” my wife said, reaching out to guide the blonde down into Hector’s lap.

      Emma didn’t need to be told twice. She leaned down as Sofía pointed Hector’s cock in her direction. “You’ve got him all warmed up for me,” she purred before taking him into her mouth.

      Hector groaned, his head falling back against the leather. “Fuck, you two are going to kill me.”

      Sofía rubbed her hand along his bare chest, through his salt-and-pepper curls. “Hope not until you’ve fucked me.”

      With that, she put a hand behind Hector’s head and pulled him in for a deep kiss. Hector’s own hand sought the back of Sofía’s neck and they held one another there, tongues tangled. I could see and hear everything—the way her mouth opened for him, the way she melted into it, the small sounds she made in her throat.

      My cock strained painfully against my pants. My hands gripped the armrests of the chair so hard my knuckles went white.

      Sofía’s hand slid down Hector’s stomach, joining Emma’s at the base of his cock. The two women worked together—Emma’s mouth on him, Sofía’s hand stroking what Emma couldn’t take, all while Sofía kissed Hector like she was trying to devour him.

      When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard.

      “Your wife is incredible,” Hector said to me. To me.

      I had to take a beat and remind myself that he was talking about Emma, who was currently deep-throating him.

      “I know,” I managed, glancing at Sofía.

      Sofía smiled. “You haven’t seen anything yet.” She looked down at Emma. “Would you like to see what we do for our VIP flyers, Hector?”

      Hector grinned. “Such service.”

      Sofía slid off the sofa, resuming her place on the floor between Hector's legs. She looked up at him through her lashes. “It gets messy,” she warned.

      “Good,” Hector breathed.

      Emma was right there, sharing a conspiratorial smile with my wife. Then both women leaned in. Sofía swallowed his shaft as Emma went lower, lapping along the base. Then lower still to suck on his balls.

      “Fuck,” Hector groaned, sliding his hands through their hair as they worked him. From my angle, I could just see it, see Sofía taking him deep, gagging slightly before pulling back, spit connecting her lips to his shaft. Emma dove in, as if on cue, doing the same.

      They took turns—one sucking hard at the tip while the other licked up and down his length, their faces so close. At one point, Emma dragged her tongue from base to tip, then Sofía did the same on the other side, their tongues meeting at the head, swirling together for a brief moment.

      “So dirty.”

      Emma took him deep into her throat again, holding there until she gagged and pulled off coughing, leaving him even wetter. Sofía immediately replaced her, taking him just as deep, then pulling back slowly, her lips sealed tight around him, creating suction that made Hector’s hips jerk.

      I watched it all, rubbing my cock through my swimming trunks, amazed at what I was seeing. My wife was giving another man a double fucking blowjob with another woman?!

      With Sofía working Hector’s dick, Emma shifted slightly behind her and whispered, “You know what would really drive him wild?” The blonde ran her hands up Sofía’s body and cupped her tits. “These.”

      Sofía pulled off Hector’s cock, a knowing smile spreading across her face. “Well, he has been looking at them all night.”

      “They’re amazing,” Hector said.

      “Would you like that?” I swear she wanted to look at me, but she didn’t. She kept her eyes on Hector. “Would you like to feel these wrapped around your cock?”

      “Very much,” Hector said solemnly.

      Sofía almost laughed. Emma did.

      Sitting up higher on her knees, Sofía pushed her full breasts together around Hector's shaft and let saliva drip from her lips onto his cock. “Like this?” she asked as she slowly started to move, letting him feel every inch of her cleavage, the wet head of his cock emerging and disappearing with each undulation.

      “Santa madre,” Hector breathed, watching her tits work his shaft.

      “That's it,” Emma said, moving into place behind Sofía. “Fuck him with those titties.”

      Sofía picked up the pace, her breasts sliding along him, creating obscene wet sounds. She looked up at Hector through her lashes, then leaned down and licked the tip each time it emerged.

      She’d done this to me a few times, but it had been years. Why had it been so long?

      “You’re doing so well, sexy,” Emma said. She pressed herself against Sofía’s back and slid her hand down my wife’s stomach, fingers slipping beneath her bikini bottoms.

      Sofía stiffened at the other woman’s touch, but didn’t stop working Hector’s dick between her breasts even as Emma's fingers found her wetness.

      “Relax,” Emma whispered. “You’re so… wet.”

      Sofía’s breath caught, and then it was like her moan was torn from her. “Ohhh!”

      “That’s it,” Emma encouraged, her fingers working. “Keep fucking him with those perfect tits.”

      Sofía’s movements became more erratic, her focus splitting between the cock between her breasts and the fingers between her legs. She squeezed her tits tighter around Hector, moving faster, desperate now.

      Emma’s free hand came up to pinch one of Sofía’s nipples, rolling it between her fingers.

      I watched my wife get lost in it—the dual sensations, the attention, the pure hedonism of it all, and it was inspirational.

      “I’m close,” Hector warned. “Fuck, I’m going to⁠—”

      Sofía latched her mouth around his dick before he burst, bobbing her head rapidly to get him over the edge. Emma never stopped fingering. If anything, she seemed to double down, moving faster. “Come with him,” she said.

      Sofía’s whole body tensed. And then she screamed around Hector’s cock, her words lost against the glans that filled her throat, but one thing was clear.

      My wife was coming.

      Hector groaned, his hips jerking, and I watched him join her in orgasm—watched it fill Sophia's mouth. She swallowed, nearly choking as another orgasm hit her a moment later, Emma’s fingers working her through it all the way.

      Both of them shaking, both of them coming, while I sat across the room with my cock straining against my swim trunks.

      Hector flopped back into the sofa, muttering something in Spanish that I couldn’t understand. Emma pulled her fingers free at last, licking them. “Yummy.”

      Sofía let out a shaky laugh. “You’re trouble.”

      “But you don’t regret coming to this party, do you?”

      Sofía shook her head.

      “And you, hubby?” Emma asked.

      “No regrets,” I said.

      “Good.”

      Hector, finally recovering, said, “Only thing that could make this better is if you were dressed in your uniforms.”

      Emma giggled. “That could be arranged.” She offered Sofía her hand. “Give us ten minutes, then meet us up in the master suite.”

      Hector’s eyes lit up. “Take all the time you need. I do require some recovery time.”

      Both women were topless as they headed for the stairs—Emma in just her black bikini bottoms, Sofía in her floral ones, still damp with her own arousal.

      Just before they disappeared, Sofía glanced back at me, checking in. Her hair was mussed, her lips swollen, her chest still heaving. She’d just been fingered by another woman while sucking another man's cock, and now she was going upstairs to put on her flight attendant uniform.

      This was really happening.

      I gave her a short nod.

      Then they were gone, and I was alone with Hector.

      He reached for his drink on the side table, took a long sip, his cock still hard and glistening with spit. “Your wife is something else, Joe. You’re a lucky man.”

      “I know,” I said automatically.

      “Not every woman is comfortable with that. But Emma—” He shook his head appreciatively. “She knows how to make everyone feel good. That’s her gift.”

      I just nodded, not trusting myself to speak more.

      “And Sofía…” He smiled to himself, almost dreamy. “Been working on her for months. Watching her finally let go like that…” He looked at me. “You saw it too, right? When Emma touched her? That moment where she almost pulled away, but then just... surrendered?”

      My throat was too dry to respond.

      “That’s what I love about these parties,” Hector continued. “Watching people discover new things about themselves. New pleasures. Sofía’s been so cautious, so controlled. But tonight—” He gestured vaguely toward where the women had gone. “Tonight she’s finally ready to really let go. It’s like a switch was finally flipped. I wonder why…”

      “Who really knows with women,” I said, and immediately hated myself for using that trope. But I also didn’t want him to piece too much of it together.

      “You’re right.” He stood, pulling his pants back into place. “Come, it’s been enough time.”

      “You want me to join?”

      “But of course, my friend. Isn’t this what you’re here for? To watch your wife fuck?”

      I nodded. “Yes. I suppose it is.”
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      Hector led the way up the half-flight of stairs and along the hallway to the master suite. My heart hammered with each step. The door was closed, warm light seeping from beneath it.

      Hector knocked twice. “Ready for us?”

      “Oh, yes,” came Emma’s voice, playful and inviting.

      He opened the door, and I nearly stumbled.

      The master bedroom was stunning—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the moonlit ocean, a massive bed with crisp white linens, warm lighting that made everything glow golden. But I barely registered any of it.

      Sofía and Emma stood side by side at the foot of the bed, arms around each other's waists, posed like they were greeting passengers boarding an after-dark version of First Class.

      They were in their flight attendant uniforms—the navy vests over white blouses, the pencil skirts, the heels. But their blouses were unbuttoned nearly down to their vests, and judging from the cleavage I saw, I was pretty sure they hadn’t bothered with bras.

      The skirts seemed shorter than ever, and I swear I could see the darkened tops of their stockings hovering at the hemline.

      “Welcome to First Class, gentlemen,” Emma said, nuzzling Sofía’s forehead with her own.

      “We’re here to ensure you have the most... pleasurable flight possible,” Sofía added, her eyes finding mine.

      Hector let out a low whistle. “Dios mío. This is even better than I imagined.”

      “Please," Emma gestured to two chairs that had been positioned facing the bed. “Make yourselves comfortable.”

      I moved like I was in a dream, sinking into one of the chairs. Hector took the other, his eyes never leaving the women.

      “Now,” Sofía said, her voice taking on that professional flight attendant tone I’d heard a thousand times. “Before we begin our service, we need to review some safety procedures.”

      Emma giggled, playing along. “In the event of turbulence, please remain seated and keep your hands to yourselves unless instructed otherwise.”

      “When the seatbelt sign is off," Sofía continued, "you're free to move about the cabin.”

      “Though we recommend you stay seated for the best view,” Emma added. She reached between them and unbuttoned Sofía’s vest. Rather than look put off, my wife just glanced at her before shifting back to us. They’d planned this.

      Hector was grinning. He turned his head toward me, although his eyes remained on the women. “Best safety demonstration I’ve ever seen.”

      “Now it’s time for a safety check,” Emma said. She finished unfastening Sofía’s vest and blouse. Just as I’d suspected, she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath, and her full, ripe breasts fell into view. Emma finished the process, pushing the uniform off Sofía’s shoulders. “We need to ensure all personal items are properly stowed.”

      Sofía’s hands shook only a little as she did the same thing for Emma, removing the blonde’s vest and blouse and freeing her smaller tits. “And that all tray tables…” Her voice came a little shaky, “...are in their upright and locked position.”

      “Speaking of upright…” Emma said, glancing meaningfully at Hector’s lap. She giggled.

      “We’d also like to remind you,” Sofía continued, barely keeping a straight face, “that this is a non-smoking flight. Though things may get… heated.”

      With that, she wiggled and pushed her navy uniform over her hips, completely stepping out of it. Just as I’d suspected, she was wearing nude-colored thigh-high stockings and a navy blue thong. Beside her, Emma was dressed the same.

      “Our crew is here to attend to your every need,” Emma said, stepping close to Sofía again and putting an arm around her bare waist. “Don’t hesitate to press our call button.”

      “Consider it pressed,” Hector said.

      I finally spoke up, finding my voice. “I’d like to know more about your in-flight entertainment options.”

      Now Sofía did laugh. The women shared a playful look.

      “So would I,” Hector said. To me, “You know your wife’s been dying to get her hands on Sofía’s tits, right?”

      My breath caught, and once again, my voice was gone.

      “She’s very naughty, that one.”

      Before us, Emma leaned in and kissed Sofía’s neck. My real wife stiffened slightly at the touch, still uncertain about all of this. Her lips parted in a gasp when Emma cupped one of her breasts, thumb tweaking her nipple.

      But she didn’t pull away, and those nipples were hard and extended.

      I caught movement out of the corner of my eye: Hector pulling out his phone to record this. I thought of the plane, of how openly he’d shared the video of Emma and Theo. I didn’t love the idea of him doing the same with Sofía.

      “Maybe don’t…” I started to say.

      It was enough to get Sofía’s attention, too. She blinked away her trance and saw what was about to happen. “Ah, ah ah,” she said, wagging a finger at Hector. She crossed over to him before he could open the camera app and plucked it out of his hand. “No pictures. I have a husband.”

      “So does Theo. And so does Emma.” He gestured toward me with his chin.

      Sofía raised Hector’s phone and took a pic of him. “My husband isn’t like either of those guys.” She leveled a wicked grin in my direction. “No offense.”

      I shrugged and grinned. “None taken.”

      “Can’t have this kind of evidence floating around.” She set the phone onto the desk behind Hector and lowered herself to her knees between his legs, once again. “Now, sir, let me make sure that your seatbelt…” She unclasped his real belt. “...is properly unfastened.”

      I’d walked in on my wife sucking Hector’s dick. I’d watched her service him. Yet it still came as such a rush, watching her fish him back out, holding it upright in her hand, and lower her mouth to him—all the while keeping her eyes locked onto his.

      I was so focused on them that I didn’t notice Emma saunter up to me until she was dropping to her knees between my legs. “Can’t let my husband feel left out, can I?”

      My heart stopped. She was going to⁠—

      Her hand tugged at my swim trunks. My internals tightened up. I couldn’t… this wasn’t part of the game, but… I shot a look over at Sofía. She was bobbing her head up and down on Hector’s length, jerking him off with her right hand.

      But she seemed to sense me looking. She glanced over at us, quickly assessed the situation, and pulled off. “Your husband’s got a nice one, Em,” she said. “Can’t wait for my turn.”

      And that was all the permission that I needed.

      “My turn first,” Emma said, quickly swallowing my cock.

      I groaned, arching back. This was the first woman to blow me other than my wife in many years, and more than anything, it was the difference, the new technique, that had me gripping the armrests of my chair. Emma was a lot more aggressive than I was used to. As soon as her lips were around me, the suction came on quickly, and I had to brace myself so that I didn’t come too quickly.

      With me occupied, Sofía rose up over Hector and held out her hand. “I think it’s time we moved somewhere more comfortable.” She took his hand in hers. “Don’t you agree, Mr. Alito?”

      “Absolutely,” Hector said.

      Sofía glanced back at me and winked. “Enjoy the… entertainment.”

      I swallowed hard, watching my wife leading another man to bed. To fuck him.

      This was it. This was happening. It was really happening.

      Sofía climbed onto the crisp white linens, still wearing just her thong, stockings, and heels. She looked back at Hector, then at me. Her expression was a mix of nervousness, excitement, and love.

      “Come here,” she said to Hector, her voice quiet but commanding.

      Hector climbed onto the bed with her, his cock jutting out proudly, and crawled over Sofía. They started to make out hungrily, Hector pawing at her big breasts as she held him by the back of the neck.

      “You’re so hard,” Emma said from between my legs. “Enjoying yourself?”

      I never took my eyes off of the bed. “Yes.”

      “Good. It’s going to get even better.”

      Her mouth returned to my dick. On the bed, Sofía hooked her fingers into her thong and slid them down her shapely legs. She was completely naked now except for her stockings and heels.

      “Condom?” she asked.

      My cock swelled inside Emma’s mouth at the simple question.

      “Bedside drawer,” Hector said.

      Sofía reached in and pulled out a wrapper, tearing it open with her teeth and handing it to him. “Put it on. We practice safety on this flight.”

      “Naturally,” Hector chuckled, sitting back on his knees as he rolled it on. “You know how long I’ve been waiting for this moment?”

      “I’m worth the effort.”

      “Oh, you definitely are.”

      She opened her legs before the older man, her pussy spread, smooth and glistening other than a pencil-thin strip of dark hair. “I like your runway,” he said, his voice rough.

      “Come on in for your landing,” she said, eyes dark with desire, chest rising and falling rapidly.

      I watched, transfixed, as he placed his condom-sheathed dick against her. Their eyes were locked. Hector pushed inside.

      Sofía’s mouth opened in a silent gasp. Her back arched off the bed. Her hands gripped his shoulders as he slowly filled her—inch by inch, stretching her, claiming her.

      “Fuck,” Hector groaned. “You feel incredible.”

      I throbbed in Emma’s mouth. I must have grown a full inch. Emma’s eyes went wide as she redoubled her efforts, taking me into her throat.

      That’s when Hector started to move—slow at first, letting Sofía adjust to him. Then faster. Harder. The bed rocked with their rhythm. Sofía’s moans filled the room, mixing with Hector’s grunts and the slap of skin on skin.

      “Look at them,” Emma said, her voice breathy. “So hot together.” She took me back in her mouth, working me faster now.

      I watched my wife get fucked by another man. Watched her wrap her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. Watched her tits bounce with each thrust. Watched her lose herself in the sensation.

      “Yes,” Sofía gasped. “God, yes, just like that.”

      Hector’s pace only ramped up at her cries. His hips drove forward with force. The headboard thumped against the wall, a rhythmic beat that matched Sofía’s escalating moans.

      “Harder,” she gasped, her nails digging into his back. “Fuck me… harder!”

      Hector obliged, pounding into her with an intensity that made her whole body jolt. Her breasts bounced wildly. The stockings on her legs caught the light with each thrust. Her head tilted back, exposing the long line of her throat.

      “That’s it,” Hector grunted. “Take it. Take all of it.”

      Sofía’s response was a cry—half pleasure, half desperation. She grabbed at him, at the sheets, at anything she could reach. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, matching his aggression with her own hunger.

      This wasn’t gentle. This wasn’t lovemaking. This was raw, animalistic fucking.

      Emma’s mouth worked faster on my cock, her hand cupping my balls. “You like watching her get fucked?” she whispered between licks.

      “Yes,” I groaned. It was the truth.

      On the bed, Hector pulled out suddenly. Sofía whimpered at the loss, but he was already flipping her over, positioning her on her hands and knees.

      “Like this,” he commanded, his hand pressing between her shoulder blades, forcing her chest down to the mattress. Her ass stayed high in the air, presented to him.

      He grabbed her hips and slammed back inside her.

      “Oh fuck!” Sofía cried out, her fingers clutching the white sheets. “Oh god, yes!”

      I could see everything from this angle—could see Hector's cock disappearing into my wife's pussy with each brutal thrust. Could see the way her body shook. Could see her face pressed into the mattress, mouth open, eyes squeezed shut in ecstasy.

      “You’re so fucking tight,” Hector groaned, spanking her ass hard enough to leave a red mark. Sofía moaned louder. He did it again. “You like that? Like it rough?”

      “Yes!” my wife gasped. “Don't stop!”

      I gasped along with her. I had no idea.

      Emma pulled off me, her hand replacing her mouth. “I think she’s close,” she said, watching the bed with obvious arousal. “Look at her. She’s about to come all over his cock.”

      She was right. I could see it in the tension of Sofía's body coiled like a spring, in the way her moans were getting higher, more desperate. Her hand slipped underneath, down, down between her legs, fingers working her clit while Hector fucked her from behind.

      “That's it,” Hector encouraged. “Touch yourself. Make yourself come on my dick.”

      “I’m—I’m going to—” Sofía couldn’t finish the sentence.

      Her orgasm hit like a wave. Her whole body went rigid, then shook violently. She screamed into the mattress—a raw, primal sound I'd never heard from her before. Her pussy clenched around Hector's cock, trying to pull him deeper.

      “Fuck yes,” Hector groaned, not slowing down. He fucked her through it, prolonging it, making her come again before the first orgasm had even fully subsided.

      Emma’s mouth was back on me, taking me deep, and I was close—so close. Watching my wife fall apart like that, seeing her completely lose control...

      “Emma,” I warned.

      She pulled back just in time, her hand stroking me fast. “Come for me,” she urged. “Come for me, husband.”

      I did. My orgasm crashed through me as I watched Sofía collapse onto the bed, still trembling, still moaning, while Hector continued to pound into her. My release shot across Emma’s hand, onto my stomach, while my wife got fucked by another man just feet away.

      Emma milked every last drop from me, then licked her hand clean, watching the bed with satisfaction.

      Hector's rhythm was getting erratic now. “Fuck, I’m close,” he grunted. “Where do you want it?”

      “Inside,” Sofía gasped. “Come inside me.”

      The order was shocking to hear, until I remembered the condom. But had she remembered?

      Hector thrust deep one last time and held there, groaning as he pumped his come into his latex sheath. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. Sofía whimpered, her body accepting everything he gave her.

      For a long moment, everyone was still—just heavy breathing and the sound of blood pumping in my ears.

      Then Hector slowly pulled out. Sofía collapsed fully onto the bed, her body limp and satisfied. He disposed of the condom and lay down beside her, his hand trailing lazily over her back.

      “Increíble,” he murmured. “You were incredible.”

      Sofía turned her head to look at me. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smudged, her body flushed and covered in a sheen of sweat. She looked thoroughly, completely fucked.

      And she smiled at me—soft and loving and a little bit dazed.

      Emma released my softening cock and stood, stretching. Her eyes moved between me and Hector—both of us spent and catching their breath.

      “Well, that was hot,” she said, hands on her hips. “But what about me?” She pouted playfully. “I haven’t gotten properly fucked yet.”

      Hector laughed, still lying beside Sofía. “Give me a few minutes, querida. I’m not twenty anymore.”

      Emma’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She climbed onto the bed, crawling toward Sofía. I didn’t want to get greedy and hope for anything, but my cock started to stiffen all over again, even before she said, “Then I guess we’ll just have to give you boys some… motivation.”

      And just like that my heart started to hammer again.

      Sofía lifted her head, still recovering. “Emma, I don’t know if I can⁠—”

      “Shh,” Emma soothed, running her hand down Sofía’s back. “Just relax. Let me take care of you.”

      Breathe, I reminded myself. Breathe…

      Not as easy a task as I watched another woman position herself beside Sofía, her hand trailing up my wife’s body to her nipple as she leaned in and kissed her. It wasn’t a performative kiss, either. This was slower, deeper, more real.

      Sofía made a soft sound, melting into it despite her exhaustion, pressing her breast into Emma’s hand.

      “That’s it,” Emma murmured against her lips. “You’re so beautiful like this. All fucked out and sensitive.”

      Her hand traveled lower, over Sofía’s stomach, between her legs. Sofía gasped and tensed.

      “Too much?” Emma asked.

      “I’m... really sensitive right now,” Sofía admitted.

      “I’ll be gentle.” Emma’s fingers found Sofía’s clit, circling it lightly. “I just want to make you feel good.”

      Sofía's eyes fluttered closed, a moan escaping her lips. Emma kissed her neck, her shoulder, working her way down her body. She positioned herself between Sofía’s legs, spreading them gently.

      “Emma,” Sofía said.

      “Let them watch,” Emma said, looking up at her. “Let Joe watch his wife with another woman. He loves that. Don’t you, Joe?”

      I could only gulp as Emma lowered her head and put her mouth on my wife’s pussy.

      Sofía’s back arched off the bed. Her hand shot down to tangle in Emma’s blonde hair. “Oh fuck,” she gasped.

      Emma worked her slowly, deliberately, her tongue lapping at Sofía’s clit while her fingers spread her open. The wet sounds filled the room, filled my ears, obscene and intimate.

      Hector turned to me with a grin. “Your wife is insatiable, amigo. Look at her.”

      He was staring at Emma. I was staring at my wife. I nodded, not trusting my voice. My cock was already back to full length. So was Hector’s.

      “You taste so good,” Emma murmured between licks. “I can taste him on you. Can taste his condom.”

      Sofía was writhing now, her hips rocking against Emma’s face. “Don't stop,” she begged. “Please don’t stop.”

      Hector glanced over at me, stroking himself lazily. “Look at her go. Your wife’s tongue is on a pussy I just finished fucking. She’s cleaning up my mess. Does that bother you, watching her worship another man’s work?”

      I didn’t say anything, just watched my wife arch her back and come with another woman’s mouth on her. The angle gave us a perfect view—Emma’s fingers pumping in and out of my wife’s pussy as she clawed at the bedsheets around her.

      “I can feel how you stretched her out,” Emma said, looking at Hector.

      Hector groaned, stroking himself faster. “And she took every inch like a good girl.”

      “Can’t wait for my turn.”

      Emma went back to Sofía, intent now on finishing her off. Sofía’s moans grew louder, more desperate. Her thighs trembled on either side of Emma’s head.

      “She’s going to come again,” Hector observed. “Watch her. Watch how your slut wife makes her come.”

      My jaw tightened at his comment, but I held my tongue, especially as I watched Sofía crest.

      “I’m—oh god, Emma, I’m going to⁠—”

      Sofía came with a sharp cry, her body convulsing. Emma held her through it, tongue still working, fingers still pumping, until Sofía had to push her away, too overwhelmed.

      Emma sat back on her heels, her face wet with my wife’s arousal, grinning triumphantly. She looked over at us, glancing at our hard dicks. “Well? Did that do the trick?”

      Hector laughed. “Your wife knows exactly what she’s doing, Joe.”

      “She does,” Emma said slyly.

      He stood and crossed over to the bed. “Come here, querida. Time to give you what you’ve been waiting for.”

      Emma crawled to meet him eagerly. “Finally.”

      She positioned herself on her back, legs spread, as Hector climbed over her. He was still hard—most likely due to some ED help as much as the girl-on-girl show. Emma reached between them to guide him to her entrance.

      "No condom?" I asked before I could stop myself.

      Emma grinned up at Hector. “Oh, honey, you know I'm on the pill. He’s tested.  And I hate barriers.”

      Hector pushed inside her, and Emma's head tilted back with a satisfied moan. He started moving immediately—no warm-up needed.

      "That's it," Emma gasped. "Fuck me like you fucked her."

      Hector obliged, his hips driving forward with the same intensity he'd shown with Sofía. The bed rocked. Emma wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper.

      I sat in my chair, dick hard, body tense, as Hector glanced my way. “Your wife is incredible, Joe,” he said, slightly breathless. “So eager. So very eager.” He grinned. “And you get to come home to that every night.”

      I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

      “Well, not every night, no? Not on nights when she’s fucking someone else, eh? Not on nights when she’s flying. When she’s right…” He thrust into Emma hard. “…here.”

      “Hector,” Emma warned, but she was smiling. She didn’t really care.

      “What? I’m just curious.” He looked at me again. “A wife like this—so submissive, so eager to please—that’s rare. You must have trained her well.”

      My jaw clenched. Emma wasn’t actually my wife, of course, but that didn’t mean I liked being talked down to like this, every word a barb.

      “Or maybe,” Hector continued, “she just needs a real man to bring it out in her. Some women are like that, you know? They need someone who knows how to take control⁠—”

      “Hector,” Sofía said, her voice sharp.

      He ignored her, his attention on me as he fucked Emma harder. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of, amigo. Not every man has what it takes to truly satisfy a woman. That’s why we have parties like this—so everyone gets what they need.”

      I felt my face flush, anger mixing with arousal and humiliation. This was what Sofía had warned me about. This was Hector in full asshole mode.

      “And you wonder why I don’t want my husband involved in this sort of thing.” Sofía’s voice cut through the room like a knife.

      Hector left off lobbing barbs in my direction, but even when he turned his attention to Sofia, his hips never stopped churning, steadily driving his cock into the still moaning Emma. He patted his bare chest with his hand, as if in apology. “¡Ay, paloma…¿Qué quieres decir?”

      I knew enough Spanish to translate. “Hey my dove… what do you mean?”

      Sofia’s knowing smirk was back again. “What do I mean? I guess I mean you’re cute, Hector, and dios mío can you be fun. But if you talked to my man like that, you would likely have a fight on your hands.”

      And then my wife, love of my life, leaned over, ran an appreciative palm up one of Hector’s arms, along his shoulder, all the way to the nape of his neck, her fingers running through the close-cropped salt-and-pepper hair there.

      Hector beamed, eyes closed, hips moving, grinding his cock deeper and deeper into the blonde writhing beneath him.

      And then Sofia moved even closer, pressing her breasts into his side, pinching the back of his head and mouth to draw a hiss from the man.

      She licked along the edge of his ear, leaned her forehead against the side of his head, and purred quietly enough that I had to strain to hear: “And that’s nothing compared to what I would do to you.”

      And with that Sofia released him and slapped his ass, hard enough to leave a mark. Hector, caught completely by surprise, squawked and nearly toppled over backward. Before he could recover my wife let loose with a wicked laugh and stepped deftly back, out of the sweep of the older man’s arm.

      Hector straightened up, eyes wide. For the first time since I’d met him the man actually seemed unsure of himself.

      Before he could say a word, Emma reversed her position on the bed and swallowed his still rampant cock to the root. Sofia moved forward again, running a palm along Hector’s cheek, a surprisingly intimate gesture in light of the vicious swing she had just landed on the man’s backside.

      “If you disrespect mi hombre, you disrespect my marriage, and you disrespect me, Guapo.”

      Hector blinked, struggling to hold focus even as his fingers tangled deep in Emma’s blonde locks. “¿Pero follarte está bien? Sex with me does not disrespect your matrimonio tedioso?”

      “I decide what disrespects my marriage, not you, Guapo.” Sofia smiled widely at the older man, even as she once again stepped out of reach. “And trust me, my marriage is the furthest thing from ‘tedious.’”

      Then she turned toward me, placed her hands on her hips, looked me up and down, and said, “Hey Emma. Since you are so clearly ocupado, may I borrow your man?”

      Without waiting for an answer, Sofía moved toward me, hips swaying, still wearing nothing but those stockings and heels. Behind her, Emma had pulled Hector down for a kiss, continuing to distract him, giving us this moment.

      “May I?” Sofía asked, her voice soft but her eyes fierce.

      “Please,” I breathed.

      She straddled me in the chair, her hands framing my face. “I love you, mi corazón,” she murmured. “Only you.”

      Then she sank down onto my cock.

      I groaned. She was so wet—from Emma's tongue, from her own arousal, from everything. She felt different. Used. Claimed by another man and now claiming me back.

      “Feel that?” she whispered against my ear. “Feel how he stretched me?”

      “Yes.”

      “And yet you’re still the one I come home to.” She started moving, riding me slowly, deliberately. “Still the one I love.”

      Her rhythm picked up. I gripped her hips, pulling her down harder. This wasn't performative. This wasn’t for show. This was us—Sofía and Joe—reconnecting after everything.

      “I’m close,” I gasped.

      Beside us, Hector was fucking Emma hard, closing in on his own orgasm. I looked back at Sofia, who was staring at me with hard, dark eyes. Come inside me, those eyes said. Remind me who I belong to.

      I’d read about reclamation sex. I never thought that I’d experience it. And I sure as hell never thought that I’d experience it right in front of the other man, with him not having a clue.

      Yet here I was, holding her hips, pounding into her with everything I had. Reclaiming her.

      “Ah, yes!” a woman moaned—Sofia or Emma, I could barely tell in the fever of my own mania.

      I was right there a moment later, coming hard, my fingers digging into Sofia’s flesh, my face buried in her neck. She held me through it, stroking my hair, whispering more endearments in Spanish and English.

      When I finally looked up, Hector was watching us from the bed having finished inside Emma. He grinned at me.

      “Best watch out, amigo,” he said. “That one has the kind of husband to steer clear of.”

      “Then hopefully this will be our little secret,” I said.

      Emma laughed out loud. Hector looked confused. Sofia said, “I won’t tell if you won’t.”
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      Things got a little awkward after that. Hector pulled off of Emma, his dick swinging before him, and stretched, looking pleased with himself. “Well,” he said, “that was fun.”

      Emma sat up, running her hands through her damp blonde hair. She glanced from me to Sofía, then back to me. “So much. Aren’t you glad you joined us?”

      It was a question for the both of us. Only I answered, though, squeezing Sofía one last time. “Very.”

      Sofía climbed off my lap, separating from me with a groan. Watching her, vulnerable in her post-coital comedown, I wanted to keep holding her, to stroke her hair and take her somewhere private. But we had a charade to maintain. At least a little longer.

      “Joe, you and Emma can take the guest room at the end of the hall,” he said. “Sofía, join me next door? The bed’s even bigger there.”

      Sofía laughed and shook her head. In Spanish, she said, “I’m going to stay here. I need my sleep, and something tells me I won’t get much of that if I enjoyed your bigger… bed.”

      Hector chuckled, a yawn escaping. “Fair enough. You know where I’ll be. Come, lovebirds, I’m sure you need to reclaim, yes?”

      I glanced one last time at Sofía as Emma slipped her hand into mine. Checking to see that Hector wasn’t looking, she mouthed, “I love you.”

      I responded in kind before Emma took my hand and led me out of the room. It was a strange thing, being completely naked with another very naked woman. After what we’d just done, though, I went with it.

      In the room—her guest room, I supposed—she led me to her bed. I wasn’t sure whether to pull away and run back to Sofia, or stay and… and what?

      Emma climbed into bed and held the sheet open for me to join her. I stole over her naked body, her tanned and smooth skin, her perky little tits, her bare pussy. “Come on, I just want to cuddle.”

      I didn’t believe her, but went anyway. I didn’t know what else to do.

      It was warm in the bed beside her, and even warmer when she snuggled up beside me, her soft body against my side. “That was fun,” she said.

      “Yeah.” I didn’t know what else to say.

      “Are you upset? With what you saw?”

      I shook my head. “No. It was… it was the hottest thing I’ve ever watched.”

      “You’re not talking about me going down on your wife, are you?”

      “Well, that was hot, too, but no.”

      “You and Sofia have something really special. You know that?”

      I did.

      Emma went on. “The way you two looked at each other… the way she defended you to Hector.” She sighed. “And the way you watched her. Fuck, I’m getting all horny again just thinking about it.”

      “That’s not what you have with your husband?”

      Emma laughed. “Oh, I’m not married.” She lifted her left hand, where her wedding ring glimmered. “I just wear this to keep men away. Although sometimes, it has the opposite effect.” She ran her thumb over the band. “But as far as Hector is concerned, you’re now my man.”

      “Don’t you think this could get… messy? Complicated?”

      “Oh, definitely complicated. But don’t worry, I’m not going to say anything to Hector. I like keeping him in the dark.”

      “You’re an interesting one, for sure.”

      “Mmm…” She ran her hand over my chest. “I could get a lot more interesting…”

      My phone buzzed before I could decide whether to stop her or not. Only one person would be texting at this time.

      [Sofía]: You okay?

      [Me]: I am. Are you?

      [Sofía]: Yeah. I really liked that we got to reconnect.

      [Me]: Me too.

      [Sofía]: Are you with Emma?

      I wished that I could hear her tone and read her face, but all I had were those words.

      [Me]: She’s here.

      There was a pause, then:

      [Sofía]: I’m okay if you two want to keep fooling around.

      My stomach fluttered. Was she really okay with that? Or was she just saying it? Or⁠—

      “You two really do have a fucking kickass relationship,” Emma said. She’d moved closer, reading over my shoulder. My face went red.

      My first instinct was to tell Sofía that I didn’t want to fool around, but that wasn’t true. Not with the blonde’s hot body pressed to mine, new and unfamiliar and exciting.

      Emma helped me decide, taking my phone, typing something, and handing it back.

      [Emma (from Joe's phone)]: He's being a gentleman. But I'm not opposed if he's not.

      A moment later:

      [Sofía]: Stop being a gentleman, Joe, and show her how amazing a man I married.

      Emma read it, looking at me expectantly. “Permission granted.”

      “This is insane.”

      “I’ve been called that before.” Emma lifted the sheet and started to move under. “And yes, I take it as a compliment.”

      Before I could stop her, she was under the covers, my rapidly hardening cock in her hands, her long, soft hair against my thighs.

      “Uhh,” I groaned.

      I knew where this was going. Before I did, I needed to know if it really was okay. I didn’t want any miscommunication between me and Sofia.

      [Me]: Are you really okay if I have sex with her?

      In response, she sent a photo. It was a selfie of Sofia in bed, the covers cast off, her naked body cast in the moonlight. She didn’t show her entire face, just her lips and chin, but the rest of her was on full display. Including her hand between her legs.

      [Sofía]: I’m definitely okay.

      Just as I read it, I felt Emma’s mouth close around my cock. I groaned, nearly dropping the phone onto my face.

      [Sofía]: Your turn to have some fun.

      I responded, my hands shaking, my concentration coming hard at Emma’s skilled mouth.

      [Me]: It’s not about turns. It’s about trust and honesty and allowing each other to have fun.

      If I’d tried to say all those words together at once, it would have come out sputtering and filled with groans. Just typing it took several minutes. When I hit send, she responded with a heart emoji.

      I set the phone aside and gave myself over to the sensation. Emma’s mouth was incredible—warm, wet, eager. She worked me with a skill that came from experience, her tongue doing things that made my toes curl.

      “Fuck,” I breathed, my hands finding her hair under the covers.

      She pulled off with a wet sound, emerging from beneath the sheets with a wicked grin. “Ready for more?”

      “Yeah,” I managed.

      Emma produced a condom seemingly out of nowhere. “Always prepared,” she said with a wink, tearing it open.

      She rolled it down my length with practiced ease, then straddled me, her small breasts level with my face as she positioned herself above my cock.

      She sank down onto me in one smooth motion, and we both groaned. She was tight and compact and different in all the subtle ways that made this exciting. I loved Sofia with her hips and her tits, but I couldn’t deny that it was fun to experience something so new.

      She starting to move. Her hips rolled in a practiced rhythm, taking me deep with each stroke.

      I gripped her hips, guiding her, watching her small tits bounce as she rode me. This was pure, uncomplicated pleasure. No emotional weight, no reclaiming, no performance. Just fucking.

      Even when she kissed me, it wasn’t for affection or tenderness. She was more aggressive, more hungry. She was feeding on me, and as I began to fuck up into her, I was feeding into her.

      “Fuck,” she gasped, grinding her hips against mine.

      “That’s the idea,” I said, proud of my quip.

      “God, you feel good,” she moaned. Her hands braced on my chest, nails digging in slightly. “Bigger than I expected.” She picked up speed. “And you hit me just… right…”

      I thrust up to meet her, harder, wanting to give her something to remember. She threw her head back, her blonde hair cascading down her back, lost in sensation.

      “Yes,” she hissed. “Just like that. Don’t… don’t stop.”

      The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard tapping the wall in rhythm. I wondered if Sofía could hear it from her room next door. Wondered if she was still touching herself, imagining this.

      That thought drove me harder. I sat up, wrapping my arms around Emma, changing the angle. She cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders.

      “Fuck me,” she demanded. “Show me what Sofía gets.”

      I flipped her onto her back, taking control. Her legs wrapped around my waist as I pounded into her, all the pent-up energy from watching Sofía all night pouring out.

      “Yes, yes, yes,” Emma chanted, meeting me thrust for thrust. “Harder. Give it to me.”

      I obliged, driving into her with everything I had. The rational part of my brain knew this was insane—fucking another woman while my wife was next door, fresh from another man’s bed. But the rest of me didn’t care. This was what we’d opened up. This was the new territory we were exploring.

      “I’m close,” Emma gasped. “Don’t stop, don’t—oh fuck!”

      She came with a sharp cry, her pussy clenching around me. The sensation pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep and held there, filling the condom with a groan.

      We stayed locked together, both breathing hard, sweat cooling on our skin.

      “Holy shit,” Emma finally said. “That was…”

      “Yeah.”

      She laughed, pushing her hair out of her face. “Sofía is one lucky woman.”

      I carefully pulled out and disposed of the condom, then collapsed back onto the bed beside her. My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

      [Sofía]: Hope you're having fun.

      [Me]: Did you hear?

      [Sofía]: I thought maybe I did. But in this house, it could be anyone. Hope you showed her a good time.

      I looked over at Emma, curled against my side.

      [Me]: She didn’t complain.

      That was answered with a heart emoji.

      [Sofía]: See you in the morning. I love you.

      [Me]: I love you too.

      “You really do have something special,” Emma murmured into my shoulder, already half asleep. “Don’t fuck it up.”

      “You have so little faith in me,” I said, also feeling the tug of exhaustion.

      Emma felt good at my side, soft and new and warm. Faith was a funny word for me to use. I heard the irony, and as I drifted off to sleep, I thought Emma would call me out on it. But she was asleep. Shortly after, so was I.
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      I woke to sunlight streaming through the windows and Emma's arm draped across my chest. For a moment, I couldn't remember where I was. Then it all came flooding back.

      The party. The bedroom. Sofía and Emma. Sofía and Hector, Emma and Hector. All of it, all the combinations. I’d fucked Emma!

      My head didn’t hurt, although as I considered the night, I hadn’t had that much to drink. I was tired. I was sore in ways that I hadn’t usually been—particularly my abs.

      I carefully extricated myself from Emma and checked my phone. 9:47 AM. There was a text from Sofía waiting for me, timestamped an hour ago.

      [Sofía]: Good morning. Hope you slept well. I'm heading back to the resort soon. Meet me there.

      So she was already gone. Made sense to leave separately since we weren’t together. I rooted around for my clothing, found my swim trunks by the edge of the bed. The rest of my clothing was in the room where all the action had taken place back in the wee hours.

      Emma stirred, blinking awake just as I crept out. “Morning,” she said, voice groggy, smile sleepy. “No goodbye kiss?”

      In the light of the morning it was hard to process what I’d done the night before. My fantasy had always been about watching Sofía with others, not me getting some strange. On the one hand I couldn’t deny how much fun that had been.

      Emma saw my hesitation, growing a little more serious. “You okay?”

      “Yeah, just… processing.”

      “Understandable.” She stretched. “Lot happened last night… husband.”

      “God, right. Hector. What do we tell him?”

      “The truth,” Emma said, winking. “As far as he knows it, anyway.”

      I looked at my phone. “I need to go back to the resort. Sof, she’s waiting.”

      “Go get her. I’ll cover with Hector.” She rose from the bed, the sheet pulling away from her lithe body. The blonde seemed very comfortable with being naked. “I’ll tell him that you went ahead to our resort, but wanted me to give him one last ride.”

      “And you’re okay with that?”

      Emma giggled. “Hector’s a cocky SOB, but he got that way for a reason. Your wife now knows…”

      With one teasing kiss across my lips, she turned and headed for the bathroom. “I’ll see you around, Joe. Hopefully a lot more of you.”

      I watched the door shut, blinked, and walked out.

      The bedroom, Sofía’s bedroom, wasn’t as much of a wreck as I’d expected. Sofía had pulled the bedsheets tight before leaving. Emma’s uniform was still on the floor, but Sofía’s was gone. I gathered my shoes and shirt and dressed quickly, then shot a text.

      [Me]: Headed to you now.

      [Sofía]: Take your time. Love you.

      Downstairs, the house was a wreck, albeit a quiet one. A couple was sleeping on the sofa, spooning, completely naked. There were others out on the patio, crashed on loungers. Beyond, on the beach, the bonfire still smoldered.

      I found a taxi number on the fridge and called for a ride.

      Twenty minutes later, I was in the back of a cab heading to the resort, replaying everything in my head. The hottest thing, the thing that I kept playing over and over, was watching Hector’s condom-sheathed cock slowly sink into my wife—and the way her lips parted, brow furrowed, the pleasure washing over her.

      The cab driver spoke to me in Spanish, but I was too tired to translate. Something about a fun night last night. I just smiled and nodded. “Sí, sí.”

      The resort looked exactly as I’d left it—beautiful, pristine, seemingly from another world. I made my way to our room, my heart pounding.

      The door was unlocked. I stepped inside.

      I thought of that first moment, walking in to find Hector… and Sofía on her knees between his legs. The flash of memory took my breath away, and for one fleeting moment, I wondered how I’d feel if Hector was in there, too.

      But no, it was just Sofía, alone and fresh from the shower. She was still wrapped in her white hotel robe. Her hair was damp, her face clean, no makeup. She looked like… Sofía. My Sofía, not the fantasy one of Hector’s world—or of my own dark fantasies, I supposed. She stood there, vulnerable, daring to smile.

      “Hi,” she said softly.

      “Hey.”

      We stared at each other for a long moment. She fidgeted with the robe, suddenly shy. It didn’t last. Pulling it open, she shrugged it off her shoulders, revealing her lush, naked body—the body that another man had claimed last night.

      Then we moved at the same time, crashing together. Our kiss was desperate, hungry, full of everything we couldn’t say. I picked her up and she wrapped her legs around my waist.

      “Bed,” she gasped. “Now.”

      I carried her over, laying her down on the white sheets. Her damp hair spread out around her.

      “I need you,” she said. “Need to feel you inside me.”

      “I… I haven’t showered yet. I should⁠—”

      “Te necesito ya,” she said, repeating her ‘I need you now’ command in Spanish.

      No more hesitation. I stripped quickly, my cock already hard. She pulled me down to her, kissing me as her hands roamed my body—possessive, claiming.

      “Mine,” she whispered against my lips. “Tú eres mía.”

      And that’s when I realized what was happening: she was reclaiming me.

      “Always,” I said.

      She pushed me onto my back, straddling me. Her wet pussy pressed against my cock, teasing. “Emma was good?”

      “Yes, but not… not better than you.”

      She gave me a wry smile, wicked, knowing, and reached down to guide me into her. “Good answer.”

      She sank down onto me in one smooth motion, taking me completely. We both groaned at the contact. She was so warm, so wet, so familiar yet somehow different after everything.

      “Feel that?” she asked, starting to move. “Feel how I fit you? How we fit together?”

      “Yes.”

      She rode me slowly at first, deliberately, her hands on my chest. “Hector was big. Felt good. But this—” She circled her hips, taking me deeper. “This is what I really want.”

      I gripped her hips, guiding her rhythm. “You sure? You seemed to enjoy him quite a bit.”

      “I did.” There was no shame in her voice, just honesty. “Emma and Theo weren’t wrong, he was muy duro, and he knew how to make me feel bien rica.” She leaned down, her face inches from mine. “But you’re my husband. My partner. My home.”

      She kissed me as she picked up speed, riding me harder now. Her breasts bounced with each movement, and I reached up to cup them, feeling their weight.

      “Did you get jealous? Last night?” I asked.

      “Yes,” she gasped. “But also… so turned on.”

      “That’s how I get,” I said. I tweaked her nipples. “Every time you’re away.”

      She rode me faster, chasing her pleasure. Her hand moved between her legs, touching herself while I filled her. Like she must have last night. “Ngh… I’m close…”

      I pulled her down to me, kissing her soft breast, teasing her nipple exactly the way she liked.

      “Come, baby,” she gasped. “Fill me up.”

      “Are we done with Hector?” I asked, gasping for breath. “Was last night it?”

      “No,” she said. “Not unless you… you want it to be.”

      If I wanted it to be over, it would be over. But Sofia didn’t want it to be over. That realization ended me. Or would have, had I not come so many times last night.

      Sofia had no such problem. She arched forward, squeezing my hips with her powerful thighs, her pussy clenching around my cock. “Uhhnn… uhhnn!”

      She collapsed forward over me, breath ragged, and I held her, pulling the sheet over the two of us. All around us sunshine streamed in, bright and clear. It was a new day. There was no hiding anymore. There were no more secrets.

      “So you’re really okay with me and Emma?” I asked.

      “Yeah. It really was hot. And… I really did… touch myself, thinking about it.”

      “You could have come in and joined.”

      “Yeah, but there was something sexy about not being there. I don’t know, I can’t explain it.”

      I got it. I felt the same way sometimes. “I understand. You… you could have gone to Hector’s room. He would have helped you out.”

      Sofia snorted. “No. He needs to understand that there are boundaries.” We shifted in the bed until we were side by side, facing one another. She bit her lip. “There’s something else.”

      My stomach clenched. “You’re going back to him today?”

      “What? Oh, no. He thinks I’m on the flight out. Emma and I worked that out already.”

      “Okay. What, then?”

      “Nothing bad.” She laughed. “Just… unexpected. I got offered a new job. Last time I visited.”

      “After you watched Theo and Hector?”

      I could still see the color touch her cheeks, but she was less bashful about it. “Yeah, after that. The next morning. Hector and one of his investors are buying a Citation X. They want to hire me, Emma, and Theo to be on their flight crew.”

      I lifted my brows. This was unexpected.

      “It wouldn’t be as demanding as the airline, but the trips might be longer. A week on, then a few weeks off. It would actually give you and me more time together, not less.” She paused, watching my reaction. “They’re going to double our salaries and match the airline’s benefit package.”

      “Wow.” I felt both excitement and anxiety all at once. “That’s a lot of money…”

      “I know what you’re thinking, but no, it’s not like that. At least that’s not how Hector put it. It’s not… it’s not sex work.”

      My gut fluttered as she said it, and I could tell that the word had a similar effect on Sofia. Interesting.

      “Again, there would be boundaries. I checked them out. The investors are legitimate businessmen. They have reputations. No one wants to become the next Harvey Weinstein.”

      “Okay.” I still didn’t fully believe that. I’d now met Hector. I knew the man.

      “That said,” she went on, “last night was kind of an audition.”

      “Seems like it went pretty well then. His offer still there?”

      Sofía’s eyes danced with mischief. She shook her head. “You’ve got it backwards, Joe. I wasn’t auditioning for him.” She grinned, wicked and knowing. “I was auditioning him.”

      I blinked. “For what?”

      “For whether I could handle being around him professionally after… all that. Whether he’d respect boundaries or make things weird.” She ran her fingers through my hair. “And whether the sex was good enough to make the complications worthwhile.”

      “And?”

      “That partially depends on you,” she said. “I’ll only take this job if you’re going to be okay with me taking it.”

      “Because while it’s mostly going to be professional…”

      “It won’t always be,” she finished.

      My cock, still buried inside of her, had never fully grown soft. It surged now as I thought about her on those flights, wearing a uniform. Maybe it was a private trip home, just the crew and Hector. Or maybe there were some special VIP guests that she found… agreeable.

      Sofia felt it, too, squeezing my dick with her pussy. “Some part of you seems okay with it. But seriously, we only do this if we both want it. This only works if we’re together in it.”

      I pulled her close, breathing in the scent of her shampoo. “I need time. To process all of this. To figure out how I really feel.”

      “Of course. Take all the time you need.” She kissed my neck. “I’m not in a rush. The job doesn’t start for two months anyway.”

      “He thinks I’m married to Emma,” I pointed out.

      “I know. Which is kind of perfect, actually. Keeps everything separate. He doesn’t know about us, so he can’t make things weird.”

      I laughed despite myself. “You’ve really thought this through.”

      “I had a lot of time to think this morning. While you were sleeping in with Emma.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. Before I could get embarrassed or try to apologize again, she went on. “I love that you got to do that, actually. I love that we’re both exploring and experiencing new things.”

      “Like you and Emma?” I couldn’t help myself from asking.

      This time, it was me who felt her tighten around my cock. That alone was hot as hell.

      “Yeah, like that,” she said breathily.

      “That was a first?”

      “Mmm hmm.”

      “Hopefully not a last.”

      She smiled down at me, opening her eyes to meet mine. “I really hope not. That was… increíble.” The rest of her statement was breathy and fast Spanish that I couldn’t quite follow other than in snippets—‘soft’ and ‘different’ and ‘amazing.’

      “So you liked it.”

      “I loved it. And I loved that you were there, with me, when I did it.”

      “And that we’re back together now,” I added. “And can talk about it.”

      “It’s like our own little secret.”

      “Yes. Our little secret.”

      

      THE END

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            READ THE EPIC HOTWIFE SERIES, WHILE WE WERE APART

          

        

      

    

    
      While We Were Apart has been my most ambitious project. I’ve written hotwife origin stories before (see The Blonde in 3C or Training to Love It) but this is the first time I’ve gone back to the very beginning and taken the time to explore what an origin story really means. We watch the evolution of a younger couple as they grow and explore together, through ups and downs. I’m biased, but this is one of my favorite couples that I’ve written.

      And their story will continue.

      WHILE WE WERE APART: THE EARLY YEARS
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      She came back changed, but could he handle it?

      When Morgan returns from her year abroad, Nathan expects to pick up where they left off. But the woman who comes back isn’t the girl he remembers. She’s bolder. More confident. And she has stories to tell—stories Nathan isn’t sure he wants to hear.

      Part hotpast novel, part hotwife origin story, While We Were Apart: The Early Years is a slow-burn romantic erotica series tracing three pivotal moments in Morgan and Nathan’s relationship. It begins with a year of secrets and separation—and unspools into a sensual journey of jealousy, longing, and the raw ache of love strained by time, distance, and desire.

      They were meant to be—just not the way they expected.

      WHILE WE WERE APART: THE ENGAGEMENT
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      He used to be jealous of men flirting with his fiancée, then she teased a story. Now he can't stop fantasizing about their time apart.

      Nathan and Morgan’s relationship was always complicated, so it was inevitable their engagement would be, too. They survived years of jealousy and years apart, they survived med school, and came out stronger as a couple. But as their wedding approaches, the ghosts of Morgan's wild time abroad refuse to stay buried.

      Three vignettes chart their time from engagement to matrimony—the bachelorette party in New Orleans, a holiday party in their new home town of Portland, and finally the wedding itself, where all worlds collide. Through it all, Nathan discovers that the images that once tortured him now turn him on. The stories that once broke them serve to bring them closer together. His journey from jealous boyfriend to willing hotwife husband has only just begun.

      The Engagement is the second book in the While We Were Apart series, a provocative exploration of modern relationships, where sometimes you need to dive back into the past to forge a path into the future.

      WHILE WE WERE APART: HOTWIFE
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      He was not ready before. He is ready now.

      Life is good for Nathan and Morgan. Married now, building careers in Portland, they’ve found their rhythm—work, hikes, lazy Sundays in bed. But under the surface, all the old fantasies continue to stir.

      When a night out with friends introduces them to a word—“hotwife”—the idea lingers. For Nathan, it’s an echo of the fantasies he’s quietly lived with for years, a mix of curiosity, jealousy, and thrill. For Morgan, it’s a reminder of a time when she was abroad and the freedom that came when she followed desire wherever it led.

      Morgan's past had been too much for Nathan, but over the years, his feelings had shifted from insecurity to something more. Was it time to finally explore it... together?

      Find out in the third book in the While We Were Apart series, Hotwife.
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      Like what you just read? Check out these other books by Kenny Wright (or browse my catalog at http://www.kennywriter.com/books/).

      The Blonde in 3C
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      This one’s the closest to an “origin story” as I’ve written. If you liked While We Were Apart, I’m pretty sure you’ll like this one. It’s self-contained and isn’t quite the same level of slow burn, but it should hit all the right notes.

      From neighbor to friend to wife to… hotwife?

      Cooper always had a crush on Annika, the blonde in apartment 3C. She was friendly. She was pretty. Best of all, she had loud sex with her boyfriend, Brett, that Cooper could hear through the floorboards. He never thought that one day, he would marry that sexy blonde.

      But first impressions are hard to shake, and Cooper's first impression of his future bride was of an insatiable woman he could never fully satisfy. He was always waiting for the other shoe to drop, for a new man to take his place, for him to lose it all. A hotwife fantasy was born and it grew with their marriage.

      The things that Annika did for love always surprised her, but that was just who she was. She gave all of her energy to a relationship. She'd done some wild things for her hedonistic former boyfriend, Brett. She was still trying to figure out Cooper.

      When they attend Brett’s wedding, Annika and Cooper are put to the test. Will Annika be tempted by the past? Will Cooper’s repressed fantasy explode into the open?

      Find The Blonde in 3C online!

      

      Bull’s Eye Series (5 books)
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      Paul Sharpe, self-avowed bachelor, works hard and plays harder—always looking for a new conquest. Blondes, brunettes, redheads, he enjoys them all as long as the pursuit is fun and they’re up for a good time. He’s fine being disposable. Life is simpler that way.

      Until he meets a woman who opens his eyes to a whole new world—the world of hotwives and cuckolds and the games that they play. After that, he sees it everywhere. At bars, at clubs, at his company’s gala, he sees men furtively watching other men hit on their wives.

      Can he be the other man? Can he be the bull?

      Follow Paul’s epic journey over five books as he evolves from the bull to so much more.

      Bull's Eye 1: Discovering the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 2: Exploring the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 3: Enjoying the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 4: Consequences of a Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 5: Beyond the Hotwife Fantasy

      

      These next two books are in another new and burgeoning sub-genre of hotwife erotica that’s, I guess, hotwife thriller? I don’t know, but I’m into it, and so I’ve written a few books (with more in the works).

      In Too Deep
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      David hasn’t seen his wife, Amanda, in two months—not since she went undercover on a dangerous, highly secretive case. He doesn’t know where she is, what she’s doing, or who she’s pretending to be. He only knows he misses her—her laugh, her touch, her kiss.

      Then one night, David finds himself in a strip club... and finds her on stage.

      Seeing Amanda like this—seductive, confident, and far more uninhibited than he ever imagined—awakens a cocktail of emotions: confusion, desire, jealousy... and a craving for more. And then suddenly he's dragged into Amanda’s dark and thrilling new world, where every move could shatter her cover—and their marriage.

      Can they survive the lies, the danger, and the temptation? Or has Amanda already crossed a line that neither of them can undo?

      Packed with explicit, pulse-pounding passion, intrigue, and a unique take on not just the hotwife genre, but the mystery-thriller genre, this is one story you won’t forget.

      In Too Deep is a two-part book series available everywhere that you purchase your ebooks.

      

      Caught in the Act
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      Married seducers-for-hire, Logan and Abigail have built a lucrative business exposing cheating husbands—using charm, temptation, and each other. But their latest honey trap assignment takes them to the sun-soaked decadence of Valencia, Spain, where the line between roleplay and reality begins to blur.

      Their client, the elegant and enigmatic Kristiana Vanderkamp, wants proof that her husband Elias is unfaithful. It should be routine. But as Abigail slips deeper into the game—and into Elias’s charms—Logan is forced to confront just how far he’s willing to go… and what it means to watch his wife become someone else’s fantasy.

      In a world of lies, lust, and layered agendas, everyone has something to hide—and no one wants to get caught in the act...

      Buy it online

      

      Training to Love It Series (3 books)
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      Can a wife-watching fantasy be trained?

      When Erin comes home from the gym and lets slip that her new personal trainer is a man, Tom doesn’t know how to react. When he overhears Erin admitting that she’s attracted to AJ, her trainer, he becomes even more confused. He wants to be supportive, but he feels jealous. He wants to be understanding, but he doesn’t even understand his own feelings. Every time he thinks of Erin with AJ, his heart begins to race. Every time she says his name, his breath catches in his chest.

      AJ ends up pushing more than just his wife’s physical limits. As Tom watches this newer, stronger, more assertive woman emerge with each training session, he realizes that this other man is pushing the limits of their marriage and their happy life. How far would they go for a fantasy? And whose fantasy is it? And what happens when things go too far?

      Training to Love It series

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT KENNY WRIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      Kenny has been publishing hotwife erotica for over ten years (and writing for much longer than that). He writes what he likes to read: steamy, explicit erotica that’s just crazy enough to be true. He believes in a world where men read and appreciate erotica, and hope to contribute to it word by word.

      More recently, he’s started a community over on Patreon, testing out new story ideas and gathering feedback for upcoming releases. Come join the community and support more works like this one.

      Find him online at www.kennywriter.com, on Patreon as KennyWriter, or follow him on Twitter at @kennywriter, Bluesky, and Medium.
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