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CHAPTER ONE

The neat rows of palm trees drew closer outside my window, and the runway wobbled toward us through waves of heat. Kim squeezed my hand.

“You ready?” she whispered, as the wheels thumped down.

I nodded, but I was lying to both of us. It felt like my heart was trying to claw out of my chest. I’d spent years weaving this complicated fantasy—edging it from humiliation into worship, then looping back again, all through the lens of watching her—and now it was about to become real, with customs and baggage claim the only obstacles separating us from the Stray Resort and its infamous, well-curated selection of local men.

The only obstacles left to keep my wife’s fidelity in check.

The plane taxied forever. Kim gazed past me, out the window, her sundress a little wrinkled from the flight and her hair staticky from the seatback. She was lost in her thoughts now, eyes wide in a trance; she looked wild, almost animal, and I instantly had visions of her looking like that while sprawled out on a bedspread.

The fantasy might have been mine all this time, but suddenly she had become the one who would daydream. Eventually she had hinted at making it a reality, then talked it out, and finally, shockingly, planned it, all without any of the anxiety or second-guessing that I had feared. That had scared me a little more than I had expected it to, but the way she looked right now—that look in her eyes, the way she held herself as she silently anticipated what was to come—was just about the hottest I had ever seen her.

So far.

We waited for the aisle to clear, then shuffled down it, smirking at each other like idiots, and eventually found ourselves blinking in the onslaught of Caribbean sunlight. The air hit us thick—a syrup of salt, sunscreen, and the possibility of bad, irresistible decisions. Simply being there was a shock to my system. I had dreamed for years of Kim sampling the life of a married woman free to explore, but never like this. Not to the extent of flying to a tropical island, staying at a resort tailor-made for these insane desires.

The passport line was a zigzag of under-dressed tourists and weary locals. Kim shot me a furtive look and then, after checking one more time that no one was looking, she undid the top of her button-front dress like it was nothing.

It was an act so small but so brazen, something she would never have dreamed of doing back home. It was intimidating just how confident, how certain she seemed in that moment—but it also reassured me.

This was happening.

I let her stand in front so I could see the way she moved, the bounce and sway, and the line inched forward as if the whole system of border security had slowed down to accommodate her.

At the kiosk, the customs officer—a massive guy with skin the color of coffee and a badge reading “Marcus”—barely glanced at my forms. But Kim? He studied her and her photo like he was comparing a lost masterpiece to the original, then looked up with a smile that was all teeth.

“First time on the island?” he asked, addressing her as if I were invisible.

She nodded, smiling back. “We heard the beaches are amazing.”

“They are.” He handed her passport back, his fingers brushing over hers, lingering. “But there’s more than beaches here.” He didn’t wink, but he didn’t have to.

It was no small secret that a large proportion of the couples coming to this island were heading to the same place. And I figured that, by now, a customs officer knew all the tells.

“So I hear,” she smiled, after what felt like a whole minute of physical contact as she took her passport back. “I’m looking forward to discovering some of it.”

He held her gaze and smirked. “Then maybe I’ll run into you again.”

I felt a weird shudder crack through me. It was that clash of envy and arousal that I had craved, but it was laced with something new and almost holy—like I was watching my own private religion happening in front of me, and the priest had just blessed the sacrament.

“Maybe you will,” Kim smiled.

And then she let out a no-big-deal laugh and took my hand. I could tell she felt it too—the charge, the sense of reckless abandon.

In baggage claim, our suitcase was the last out. She perched on a bench beside the carousel, legs crossed, eyes scanning the locals like she was already window-shopping for new experiences. I tried to think of something witty to say, something that might make me seem like I was the one in control, but my mind was a blank. I was running purely on a heady cocktail of hormones at this point, struggling to function as I saw my wife seemingly embrace the potential of a lifestyle I had barely dared to imagine her trying.

When we walked outside, we found a guy in a white resort polo shirt and shorts, waiting for us with a sign bearing our names. He was younger than I expected, with a perfect fade and arms that looked carved out of mahogany. He reached out to take our suitcases, his eyes flicking over Kim for a half-second longer than was strictly polite.

And she returned the favor.

“Welcome,” he said, voice low and even. “I’m Warren. I’ll be taking care of you today.”

I bet you will, I thought.

Kim’s hand, still sticky with mine, found my thigh as we slid onto the backseat. A moment later Warren brought us out of the parking lot.

“You sure you aren’t going to back out on me when the time comes?” she whispered.

I tried for a joke, but it dissolved on my tongue. “I’m sure. But are you?”

“Are you kidding?” She rolled her head back, savoring the air conditioning. “Every time I think about it now, I get all…” She stopped. Her eyes did that thing—they went glassy, sly. And then she shuddered. “I get why you like this so much, Rick.”

I wanted to kiss her right there, but after that look she had just shared with the driver I didn’t want to get in her way. So I just smiled and squeezed her knee. “Tell me again,” I whispered. “What do you get?”

She leaned in, lips at my ear. “I get to do what I want. And you have to watch.”

Those two simple rules weren’t news to me, but her words still set my nerves jangling all over again. I’d always assumed the thrill would be in the danger, in the way she might be swept away entirely by the first man who flirted hard enough. But now, with her half pressed into me and a whole weekend ahead of us, I was surprised to find that thrill was fueled in part by a sense of safety, security—trust.

She was as much mine as she ever was. But, if all went well, she would briefly belong to one of these local men.

Or hopefully more.

———

The driver pulled through the resort gates at the foot of a hill, the glassy blue ocean in the background. We headed up the winding driveway, taking in the sights of the hotel grounds. With ornate topiary, immaculate lawns and villas that looked more like they were made for honeymoons, Kim had certainly picked out a resort at the higher end of the ‘lifestyle’, and I had paid a pretty price for it.

I couldn’t wait to pay an even greater price.

“Here you are,” Warren said, climbing out and opening up the trunk once we had reached the reception.

I pulled out my wallet and dug around for a tip. When I looked up again I found Kim staring at him unabashedly, while he breezily pulled out our suitcases as though they weighed nothing and delicately dropped them onto the back of what resembled a stretch golf cart.

“Jeez, you aren’t even trying to be subtle about this,” I whispered.

“We only have two nights here. Gotta make it all count,” she said, never taking her eyes off him.

At the entrance, she thanked Warren and—fuck me—kissed him on the cheek. He smiled, big and slow, then looked over to me. “I’ll be driving you both to your villa once you’ve checked in,” he said, and then turning back to her: “So I’m not done with you yet.”

As we entered the main building I clocked some of the other guests. All were couples, and the deliberate imbalance was there for all to see—the women arriving for their vacations a little more fit, a little more tan—though husbands and wives alike wore versions of the same knowing smile. Kim hooked her arm through mine as we walked up to the front desk, where a young woman with flawless skin greeted us by name.

“You’re in Villa 19,” she said, passing me a key card. “There’s a welcome party starting at six, but you’re free to explore until then. Just so you’re aware, the pool is swimwear-optional. Oh, and Mr. and Mrs. Fields, your preferences have been noted for the weekend.”

Kim snorted and gave me a look. “They asked you for those too?” she asked, as we headed back outside.

“Yeah, standard stuff,” I lied. Truth was, I’d spent hours agonizing over that guest questionnaire, trying to predict what she’d want—what I’d want for her, if watching was all I was allowed.

The cart’s seats were upholstered in white leather. Kim slid in right next to Warren instead of joining me in the back, turning and flashing the most mischievous smile she’d ever given me. My heart went berserk. This was no longer just a case of flirting—she looked ready to do this.

She didn’t look at me as he pointed out the sights—the golf course, the pool, the spa where “all your needs will be met.” I watched the two of them talk, laughing at some inside joke already, her hand sometimes resting on his shoulder ostensibly to steady herself as the cart bounced along the path, lingering a little more each time.

Did I feel emasculated? Maybe. But also more awake than I’d been in years.

We stopped in front of a little adobe villa shaded by a single palm with a bent neck, cartoonishly perfect. Inside: tile floors, white walls, big glass doors overlooking a plunge pool and the blue infinity of the ocean below. There was a king bed, and an enormous shower fitted with more jets than a carwash. Kim wandered through it all while Warren fetched our cases, running her fingers over the towels and the minibar and the welcome basket (condoms, lube, a handwritten card: “Enjoy your stay!”).

As his footsteps sounded on the path outside she turned to me, and I realized she was waiting for me to say something, do something, take the first step. I opened my mouth, then closed it again. I was supposed to be the one with the plan now that we were here, but instead I felt like a tourist in my own fantasy, waiting for her to decide how far she’d go.

When Warren reappeared in the doorway I was still distracted by the conundrum of whether to tip him more or simply shake his hand, but Kim was already standing nearby and waiting for him, bouncing very slightly on her toes. He set the cases just inside the threshold, and nodded politely to both of us.

“Anything else you two need?” he asked, looking directly at her.

She grinned. “Um… Is it allowed for you to… socialize… with the guests?”


CHAPTER TWO

My mind reeled. We had been here for a matter of minutes, and my wife was actually propositioning the first man she’d met.

He shrugged, slow and deliberate, like he was used to this question. “It’s sort of expected,” he said, a smile spreading wide. “If you want it.”

His eyes met hers, and the air in the room suddenly felt so charged up that it was obvious there was only one way this could go. The silence was deafening.

She took one step toward him, and then just like that, the momentum of the entire day pushed her the rest of the way. “I’d like to give you a tip,” she said, and her voice didn’t even shake.

He waited, letting her hang there, until she reached up and touched his cheek. He was so much taller than her, but she didn’t hesitate; she rose up on her tiptoes and kissed him right on the mouth.

I watched it happen from mere feet away, heartbeat losing all sense of regularity. Kim’s hands went to his shoulders, then slid up and around his neck. Warren’s arms stayed at his sides for a moment—he was letting her choose, letting her take the lead—but when she pressed in closer, he gathered her up, pulling her off the ground with ease. She wrapped her legs around his waist and kissed him deeply, their lips parting enough for me to see their tongues clashing together.

She’d gone from zero to a hundred in seconds. I felt like I was going to pass out.

“Honey,” she said, breaking away just barely, her face flushed. “Come closer.”

I stumbled forward, useless, all coherent thought washed away by the adrenaline. Kim let Warren set her down, but didn’t let go; she kept her arms around him as she looked at me, pupils wide, letting me take it all in.

I just stood there and watched in a daze as she draped one leg around his—in doing so, hiking her dress up higher, and then dragging his hand down to her bare thigh. Warren glanced at me, just once, to check if this was still okay. I nodded, dumb, and he caught the cue.

He kissed her again, slow at first, then harder, and I realized that Kim was moaning, quietly but steadily. Her hands were at the hem of his polo, then under it. Then, with a practiced motion—before I was remotely ready for it—she pressed her fingers to his bulging crotch, dragged them up to the button, and popped his shorts open. She reached past his waistband and fished out what she’d no doubt been imagining ever since we met him at the airport.

The thing was fucking enormous. The sight of Kim staring now at his dark, vein-wrapped length, twitching harder and harder in her fist, established the dynamic between the three of us—she was all in, and I couldn’t have stopped her if I tried.

She stroked him once, twice, then pulled back just far enough to look down and laugh. “Oh my god,” she said, then looked at me. There was probably supposed to be a question in her eyes, but it seemed more like a dare.

My lips twitched in the faintest of smiles.

Go.

She nudged Warren toward the sofa, gave him a gentle push, and he sat, spreading out like he owned the place. Kim straddled him, her fingers rushing to unbutton her dress. It slipped off her shoulders, pooling around her waist. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her tits—small, perfect, already flushed—were there for him.

I perched on the arm of a nearby chair, barely breathing, as they kissed again. She ground against his lap, gasping, her hair falling in curtains around their faces. Warren pulled her in, one hand at the back of her neck, the other already up the hem of her bunched dress. I saw her hips jerk at his touch, watched her shudder, then lean back so he could kiss down her neck and across her collarbone.

It was both too much and exactly enough.

She looked at me again, and in that moment I saw her: really saw her, not as my wife or as the woman I’d brought here for a deranged fantasy, but as someone who wanted this for herself. She was alive in a way I hadn’t seen in years.

I unzipped my own shorts and let myself out, not even thinking about it. Kim watched, her expression brightening, and she beckoned me over.

“Come here so you can see it,” she whispered again. This time it sounded less like an offer and more like a command.

I knelt beside the couch. Warren barely acknowledged me. Kim reached out with her free hand and touched my face, stooping and pulling me into a kiss that tasted unlike any other. She stroked my cheek, then Warren’s, like she was making sure we were both real.

I watched—intimately close now—as Warren slid her panties to the side, then pushed that enormous dark cock up between her pale thighs and between her pink folds. Her whole body shivered. She arched, then settled, gasping, eyes closed. He held her by the hips, steady and firm, letting her set the rhythm. She rode him, slow and careful at first, then building, her breath coming out in ragged bursts.

It was impossible to look away, but even more so not to touch her. I kissed her neck as she moved, traced her spine with my hand, felt her pulse hammering beneath her skin.

Warren fucked her like he’d been paid to do it, which I suppose he sort of had. He didn’t say anything; he just gave her what she wanted, never rushing. He palmed her breasts, looking as comfortable as a lover could, admiring her body as she rode and bucked around his cock. At one point I saw his eyes drift to her wedding ring, probably deriving his own extra thrill at the sight of it pressed against his chest, her fingernails digging into his shirt.

Kim was the first to break, her body clenching around that thick shaft, stuttering, a cascade of moans and curses as she came. I had fantasized about seeing her orgasm with another man, and though I always knew it would sting it was a strange kind of heartbreak watching my wife come so quickly, so intensely, around a cock that was incomparable to my own.

Meanwhile, Warren didn’t stop. He didn’t let up or even slow down. He held her there on his lap, her body boneless and trembling around him, and when her spasms ebbed he lifted her off his cock gently, set her on the sofa, and spun her so she was kneeling—shoulders pressed into the cushions and ass arched up and back, a vision of submission I’d never seen from her before.

Kim made a little whimper, a plea for more. And then he was behind her, shoving her dress up around her waist and parting her thighs with both hands. She looked back at me, dazed, hair wild, lips parted, and I think for a moment she’d forgotten I was even there.

Warren stroked himself once, lined up, and drove back inside her. This time, there was no prelude. The sound of their bodies slapping together immediately filled the living room—wet, obscene, almost animal. Kim’s fingers clawed at the sofa, her eyes rolled back, and she moaned, startlingly loud; she didn’t even try to suppress her noises now. The first time, there’d been a layer of carefulness, some performance for my benefit. Now there was only need, raw and simple.

I watched in awe and horror and delight as my wife was lost in it. Despite the dress crudely bunched around her waist she had never looked more naked, even when stripped down to her skin. She groaned in a way I’d never heard; she begged; she urged Warren on with little desperate sounds that didn’t sound like her at all. He pinned her hips and slammed into her, and I could see the marks his fingers were leaving on her skin.

She met my gaze, her mouth slack with pleasure, and for a split second I saw it: the flicker of the girl I knew, the one who would laugh about this with me later, hardly able to believe she had really done this.

“This… this is exactly what we wanted,” she gasped as she was pounded from behind, her voice shredded, and I didn’t know if she was talking to me or Warren or herself.

He fucked her harder, letting out a low grunt that vibrated in my chest. She whimpered again, and I knelt beside her, gripping and kissing her hand as she squeezed back, anything I could do to be with her for what was about to happen.

She stiffened around his cock for a moment and then she convulsed, spasming around him while she held onto me for dear life. This time it didn’t let up. The orgasm kept going, like a wave that wouldn’t break, until finally Warren shuddered and pulled her tight against him, burying himself to the hilt.

He came inside her. I could actually see it—his heavy body pressed flush against her ass, the way he twitched and pulsed, the way her own body responded, milking him for every drop. I realized I’d been holding my breath the whole time, and when I exhaled I felt lightheaded, distant, like the whole scene was happening on a movie screen.

Warren let her go, gently, and Kim collapsed onto the sofa, face buried in a pillow, legs splayed. Her entire body glistened with sweat and her thighs were streaked with slick and come, and when she turned to look back her eyes first found his, then mine.

She laughed so breathlessly that for a moment it almost sounded like she was crying, then she gestured for me to move closer. I shuffled on my knees, right next to her, expecting her to kiss me.

Instead she reached back, took me in her hand, and started to stroke me as Warren climbed off the sofa. The sensation was pure overload. When I came a few moments later, it was all over her hand, her wrist, her shoulder.

No one said anything for a while. The silence wasn’t awkward, though. It was the opposite—satisfied, comfortable.

She looked up at me, her eyes widening. The look said it all: I actually did it.

Warren was wiping his forehead and stuffing himself back into his shorts, gradually returning to the easy professional demeanor of a guy who was supposed to be here as a porter.

“I’d better get back to the reception,” he said, “but that was…” He puffed out his cheeks and smiled. “I’m a lucky man today. You’re a lucky man.”

Given the circumstances it was one of the more bizarre compliments I had ever been given, so I just laughed and nodded, though I still had enough sense to shake his hand. Kim had other ideas though.

She peeled herself off the sofa and pushed up to give him one last tongue kiss, which he eagerly accepted. As if it wasn’t enough that he had just claimed my wife and she was still throwing herself at him, he casually gripped her by the waist with one large hand and palmed her still-exposed chest with the other, like a final show of ownership.

Kim pulled away from him and they exchanged a smile, a smile that only two people who had just fucked could share—a detail that gave me an unexpected pang of longing for her. He said goodbye and then headed for the door, passing me with a relaxed, pointed grin, as if to say: This is what you signed up for, right?

Meanwhile Kim stepped out of her dress and walked to the bathroom, giving me a little wave as I watched her in confusion.

“I need a shower,” she said, gesturing to the come oozing down her arm, then to Warren’s, hidden deep inside her—by now, probably deeper than I had realized. “Don’t go anywhere.”

She had disappeared into the bathroom and he was nearly at the door when I stopped him. “Hey.”

He glanced back.

“Can you come back later?” I whispered.

He smiled. “Sorry, my shift ends soon. But don’t worry. I’m not done with her yet,” he said, then closed the door behind him with a soft, almost reverent click.

I sat down, legs shaking, and counted down the seconds until I could make my wife mine again.

Partly because I couldn’t wait until she next became someone else’s.


CHAPTER THREE

As the muffled sound of the shower filled the silence, I sat alone on the edge of the bed and tried to let this new reality sink in.

We had been here for less than an hour, and Kim had already broken her wedding vows.

With some black colossus.

And let him come inside her.

My hands trembled in my lap. I stared at the carpet, following the patterns of footprints, mine and Kim’s and the bellhop’s, like I could read a story in the matted pile. I wanted to parse what had just happened, to wrap it all in logic or purpose out of self-preservation.

But my mind kept skipping back to the end, to the way Kim had looked at me after she let Warren finish inside her. Not a look of shame, not even a look of guilt. Jarringly, I realized it was the same look she’d given me at the end of our wedding ceremony: chin tucked, eyes full of love, smile crumpled with disbelief that this was real.

I wondered what she was thinking right now, alone in the shower. I was pretty certain she didn’t regret it.

Itching for some kind of distraction, I noticed the laminated events schedule on the side table and retrieved it. Kim hadn’t even left our own villa before cuckolding me, but the possibilities beyond that door seemed endless.

Welcome Mixer with Pool Games, 6pm.

Playroom Event, 9pm.

Secret Lounge, Midnight.

Every three hours, a new way to be seen. And to watch.

I imagined her later that night, hair down, skin wet from the pool, talking to some man who wasn’t me. I tried to picture myself walking away, or standing in the corner—either way, just letting it happen. How would it feel, out there in ‘public’, the irresistible pain of sitting on the sidelines while Kim flirted and danced instead of getting straight to the point as she had just done? Would I be able to handle the reality of it, or would I quietly implode?

Kim was smiling softly when she emerged, hair slicked into a loose ponytail, towel knotted tight under her arms. “Hey,” she said, so natural it was like we’d done this a hundred times before.

I gestured for her to join me and she padded over, water still shining in the hollows of her collarbone. She hovered in front of me, the towel riding high on her thighs, her pale skin dimpled with drops.

“Feeling okay?” I asked, voice rawer than I intended.

She leaned in and pressed the softest of kisses to my lips. “Yeah. I mean, I think so. Are you?”

I nodded. “Just… thinking.”

She watched me, then pulled my hand up under the towel and placed it on her hip. Her skin was warm and soapy, and she seemed to tremble a little under my touch.

“You’re quiet,” she said, her voice almost a whisper. “Was it too much?”

“Not at all. It was…” I had to look away from her, out the window at the row of palms, the shivering blue of the pool. It was so much more than I expected, I wanted to say, but that didn’t begin to capture it. “Was it what you wanted?” I said instead.

She let out a long, slow breath. “I’ve been wondering all this time what it would be like,” she said. “But I didn’t think it would be like that. I thought I’d feel a bit more guilty, or at least take it slower. But I didn’t… not even a little bit. And I think it was because you were there.” She kissed my cheek, a quick peck, as if to reassure me.

I squeezed her hip, digging my fingers into the soft flesh above her thigh. “What did it feel like?”

She closed her eyes. “Huge. And not just him. The whole thing. Knowing you were seeing it made it so much more intense—it made me feel it all twice as much, if that makes any sense. Did you like seeing it?” She opened her eyes, suddenly urgent.

“I couldn’t look away.”

She looked hungry then, almost predatory. She tugged the towel off, completely bare in the daylight streaming in from outside—cleaned up and on display for me as if she hadn’t just been wrecked by another man right in front of me. She climbed onto my lap, her knees straddling my hips, and pressed herself to me.

“Touch me,” she breathed.

I ran my hand along her thigh, feeling her start to quiver, and then up to the heat between her legs, wet again and open. She rocked against my hand, driving my fingers inside her. She felt different, and I realized that despite the shower she still had some of him inside her. My cock pulsed through my pants.

“You like that he’s still in me?” she whispered.

The question should have made me sick. Instead it made everything inside me lurch and harden. I nodded, and she moaned, folding herself against my neck.

I pulled her down onto the bed. We kissed, and her tongue was frantic, almost desperate—to my surprise, I was the one being devoured. I always thought I would be all over her if I ever got to see her with another man, but I didn’t even get the chance.

She tugged my pants down as I caressed her body, wrestling to reconcile its familiar feel and the fact it was supposedly devoted to me with what I had just witnessed. And then she mounted me and swiftly guided me inside her, muscles clenching so tight that I worried I might not last a second.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, kissing the corner of my mouth and beginning to ride me. “You can let go.”

I was on the edge so quickly it embarrassed me, all my jealousy and awe churning up and out of me as I came just moments later. She gasped, the nails of one hand digging into my arm, the other rubbing her clit. “Oh fuck, yes. Yes. That’s it.”

She ground harder against my cock while I spurted up into her. I had barely finished when she shuddered, her whole body tensing, and then she collapsed on my chest, her breath hot and broken.

We lay there, sticky and tangled. The only sounds now were the whir of the AC and a faint rhythmic bass drifting over from the main swimming pool. Kim traced little shapes onto my shoulder with her finger. “Think we can still be married, now that I’m a total slut?”

I squeezed her tighter. “Sounds like the perfect marriage to me.”

She giggled. I felt a weird lightness then, like we were floating together. The old rules hadn’t survived the flight out here, and a part of me hoped they were gone for good.

After a while, she propped herself up on one elbow. “Are you hungry, or is it just me?”

“Starving.”

She wrapped the towel around herself and shuffled over to the phone, ordering two club sandwiches through room service. There wasn’t the slightest hint in her voice that she had just banged a hotel employee within moments of arriving. It would have terrified me how easy it was for her to toggle back to normality like this, if it wasn’t so damn hot.

When she hung up, she came back to the bed and burrowed under the covers. “You know there’s a pool party later,” she said. “We should go. I want to see what happens when you have to watch me look for a hookup.”

My heart jumped. “You sure that wasn’t enough for one day?”

“I want to do everything,” she said, eyes bright and bottomless. “Don’t you want me to?”

I nodded. As ridiculous as the thought seemed, I could scarcely believe my luck.

———

After that late lunch we dozed in the bed for a little while, or at least she did. She’d had plenty of physical activity since the flight; I, on the other hand, was a tinderbox of nerves. I briefly fell into a shallow sleep a couple of times, but my twisted new reality kept snapping me out of it.

She spoke before I even realized she was awake.

“You feel like you can handle that pool thing?”

“If you think you can keep up the ‘total slut’ act, sure.”

“Who said it was an act?” she smirked, kissing me gently and then sliding off the bed.

She opened up her suitcase and plucked out a thong bikini I had never seen before, the color of lemon frosting, then disappeared into the bathroom while I eked out a few more minutes of rest. When she emerged she looked unreal: the suit flashed against her skin, and her body was both more and less familiar, as if each square inch of her was now something I had to re-earn. I stood, suddenly unsure if I was supposed to try and touch her, but unable to resist.

“Ah, ah,” she said, with a teasing wave of her finger. “This is a look-don’t-touch bikini. At least, not until someone else has touched first.”

My heart and my cock pounded as one. Her words frustrated and provoked me all at once; I tried to mask it with a smirk of my own.

“I like the sound of that.”

I focused on getting changed, leaving her to play with her hair and apply a touch of makeup in the mirror. Once I was in my swim trunks and had found us a pair of beach towels, we headed out.

At the pool, I was quickly brought out of my post-nap brain fog by the sound of ice cubes and laughter and the not-so-subtle glances of other guests. I caught a few men staring at Kim as she shed her sarong, and each time, the jealousy and pride and anticipation tangled in my gut.

Was this how it always felt? Would I be as cool with it if she drew attention like this back home?

Some of the men who watched her were guests—the husbands of other women who were seeking attention of their own. It brought a strange energy to the party, though it wasn’t an unpleasant one; it felt like mutual admiration, and I got the sense that, just like those other wives seemed to, Kim actually enjoyed it.

But what mattered more was the attention coming from the lucky local men who had been selected to attend. It wasn’t hard to see why any of them had been chosen, and it certainly wasn’t hard to tell how Kim felt as she approached the pool with two or three pairs of eyes following her closely.

She eased herself into the water, then floated to the far edge, head thrown back. I knew she was doing it on purpose: inviting the gaze, basking in it—seeing if I would squirm, or if I really would enjoy it like I said I would in the days leading up to the trip.

I watched. And I waited. And every time she looked my way, I nodded.

I didn’t know what she was planning as her eyes began to dart toward those admirers by the poolside. But my message to her was clear.

From now on, she had total freedom.


CHAPTER FOUR

The first guy who approached her was unmissable. Mid-thirties, maybe older, with a chest that looked like it spent every spare hour on the bench press. His hair was shaved close to the scalp, his grin casual—somehow both predatory and warm. There was something familiar about that face.

He drifted over to Kim in the deep end, treading water with easy power, never taking his eyes off her. Kim returned his smile, soft and lopsided, then tilted her head to listen as he introduced himself. They chatted for a few moments, and then her laugh floated over the water—a little too loud, a little too free, like she’d had just enough to drink to forget her husband was there.

I noticed another man floating nearby, maybe half a decade younger than the first, and a full foot taller than anyone else in the water. He didn’t try to hide his interest; he leaned against the side, arms crossed, watching, a silent challenge for her attention. Kim’s eyes flicked over to him as she chatted to the first suitor, swapping glances and slow smiles, almost as though she was hoping to see them compete for her.

Until a whistle blew from the pool deck.

“Time for our first pool game!” someone called out, and the surface of the water exploded into movement. A staff member slung a net across the shallow end and announced, “Volleyball: wives, pick your men and pick a side.”

The first man said something to Kim and she nodded, subtly casting the second guy a look that was part apology, part promise for later. The way she slid over to her partner, linking arms, was the closest I’d seen her to giddy since our honeymoon.

She glanced around, briefly looking a little thrown as the format for the game became clear—each wife was invited to climb onto their partner’s shoulders. But she didn’t hesitate when her guy asked, and a moment later I was watching her totter on his broad shoulders, his hands gripping her thighs, her calves squirming eagerly over his pecs. Her entire body language changed—her back was straighter, her chest out, her face flushed and open. She looked at me, just for a second, and grinned.

And that’s when the penny dropped. It was the fucking customs guy.

Had he come here to seek her out?!

The game started quick and sloppy, a mix of slaps, shoves, and half-hearted spikes. Kim and her new friend made a surprisingly lethal pair, breezing through point after point as the two teams cavorted and splashed around, laughter barely masking the sexual tension as it ramped up across the whole pool area. Throughout, Kim’s partner maneuvered her like she was a feather, his hands mid-thigh, sometimes drifting higher.

When the volleyball ended—I could guarantee not one person present knew the final score—the organizer announced the next game. With the net unfurled but the women still on the men’s shoulders, they were invited to play chicken. Kim squealed and clung to her partner’s head, thighs squeezing tight as other women tried to push her over. But the man beneath her never budged. Each time Kim scored, he let out a whoop and held her a little tighter. Once, he whispered something up to her and she let herself fall forwards over him, laughing—an excuse to grip his chest for support, and at the same time he steadied her with a hand at her waist, a little too low, his fingers brushing the edge of her bikini bottom.

A few minutes later, they were the last team standing. Kim raised both arms in victory and dismounted, but then the man spun her in the water, her legs snaking around his hips. For a moment, he held her there—her thighs wrapped around him, the line between play and something else blurring.

The staff handed them a pair of plastic champagne flutes. Kim took a sip from hers, then a long drag from his, locking eyes with him over the rim. He set his hand on the small of her back. She didn’t move it off.

I realized my beer was empty, so I retrieved another, keeping Kim in view the entire time. There was a gathering at the far side of the pool, couples and singles mingling now, though all the wrong combinations were standing just a little too close together after all that ‘team bonding’. Kim was still with her man. As the sun dipped and the light began to fade, the atmosphere shifted from playful to sultry.

After a little while he bent down and muttered something, and she nodded. They got out of the pool together, not bothering with towels, soaked and glistening. She slipped her hand into his and led him toward me.

He stopped a few feet from where I sat, and let Kim step forward. “Rick,” she said, her voice a touch breathless, “this is Marcus.”

Marcus stuck out his other hand. His grip was twice as strong as mine, but he didn’t overdo it. There was a silent understanding between us, or maybe just resignation on my side.

“Hey man,” he said. “You got a good one.” He winked at Kim.

She rolled her eyes but didn’t let go of his hand, pointing over my shoulder with her other. “We’re gonna go hang out for a bit. Is that cool?”

I turned and followed her gaze, quickly realizing what ‘hang out’ meant.

A daybed, tucked away in the corner of the pool area.

My mouth was dry. I nodded, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

They wandered off toward the daybed, half-shaded by palms and away from the lights of the pool. Kim sank into the cushions, Marcus next to her, big and relaxed. They talked for a minute, then he slid a hand onto her thigh. She didn’t stop him. I watched, not even trying to pretend I wasn’t staring, as he massaged her leg, then leaned in to kiss her cheek. Kim turned, met his lips, and kissed him back.

I should have had the urge to look away—or to march over and break it up. Instead, I stayed put, watching as Marcus eased his hand up her side, over the swell of her hip, pulling her into him. Kim let herself melt. His other hand found the strings at her back, and within seconds her bikini top was loose, slipping off to reveal her breasts, tan lines neat against the pale skin. Kim didn’t try to cover herself. She looked straight at me, and for a second I thought she was going to call out and ask if I was okay. Instead, she smiled and said something to Marcus that I couldn’t hear.

He took her nipple between his fingers, rolling it. She shivered, eyes closing. His hand slid down to the waist of her bikini, and I could see her hips start to move, slow and deliberate. I realized that another pair had drifted over to a second daybed not far from them and were now making out, or perhaps more, but neither group paid the other any attention.

This was just a normal backdrop at the Stray Resort, I supposed.

But in those few moments when the other pair had caught my attention, I had missed a lot. I looked back to see Marcus half-sitting, with Kim on all fours between his legs and pulling his swim trunks clear of his crotch.

She took his cock in her hand, and for a second it felt like the world froze. It was so big, I almost doubted she’d even try—until she looked back at me, made direct, unblinking eye contact, and opened her mouth as wide as she could.

She started with the head, glossy and swollen, working her lips around it. Marcus shuddered, sliding both hands through her wet hair, and gently rocked her forward, a question and a command at the same time. Kim obliged, lowering herself, her cheeks hollowing; I saw her gag, just once, before catching her rhythm. She moved slow at first, using both hands for leverage, then faster, like she was hungry and nothing else mattered.

Marcus let out a guttural, grateful “mmm,” his head rolling back. The sound was so unfiltered, so much louder than anything Kim and I had ever dared in the privacy of our own home, that I felt a jolt in my own body. She was beautiful like this—unabashed, hair wild, her tan lines and damp skin sporadically catching the rippling light from the pool area. She kept looking up at him, then glancing back at me, as if checking to see if I was still there and paying attention.

He let her go for a second and she gasped in a lungful of air, stroking him with both hands while licking up and down the length. She reached under, cupping his balls, and he groaned again, hips bucking. He said something to her—too low for me to hear—and she giggled, a sound so girlish it made my heart pound. Then she dove back down, this time taking him deeper, her nose almost brushing the hard plane of his abs.

I couldn’t look away from her. The way she seemed to get lost in what she was doing, the way Marcus let her take over, his hands dropping to the bed and his body going slack as though he’d given himself over entirely. Of course, I was hard despite everything around me, and had to shift in my seat to hide it. But no one looked my way. No one cared.

Kim reached up, fingers digging into his thighs, and bobbed faster. Spit leaked from the corners of her mouth and ran down his shaft. She didn’t slow or flinch. She just kept going, until Marcus tensed, all at once, and pulled her off by the hair.

He looked at her and smiled, and this time I heard what he said.

“Not yet. My turn.”

He stood for a moment, looming over her, and she shuffled back on her knees to make space. He reached down, caught her under the arms, and lifted her higher up the bed as if she weighed nothing. She sprawled across the mattress, legs open and waiting, her eyes flickering in my direction.

It was one thing seeing my wife service another guy, but the tables were about to turn. Bizarrely, this was the moment where I began to feel something closer to fear—what if he was too good at this? What if he was far better than me?

But the thought came and went, quickly overpowered by just how hot it was to see Kim being pleasured.

He knelt between her feet, then pulled her closer and peeled the bikini bottom straight off. She yelped in surprise and then laughed, her voice gone high and breathy. He started kissing the inside of her thighs, slow at first, then licking and sucking spots that made her squirm and whimper. Her hands found his head, gripping tight, but he didn’t need the help. He knew exactly what he was doing.

I watched her lose control, her knees cocked up and her toes flexing, until she went rigid, hands fisted in the cushions. I could see the tension trembling through her calves, her belly heaving. The sounds she made were raw and wild, nothing like the careful, muted moans I sometimes coaxed out of her in the dark. Marcus never let up—if anything, he pressed in deeper, his head buried between her thighs. It was merciless, relentless, and I suddenly realized he wasn’t going to stop until Kim couldn’t take it anymore.

She started to beg, barely able to get the words out. Her thighs clamped around his ears and her hips bucked so violently I could hear the daybed creaking beneath them. When she came, she let out a sob that was almost a shout, and Marcus only slowed after her body sagged back onto the mattress, spent and fluttering.

He lingered, kissing her inner thighs, licking up the last of her tremors, and then eased himself up to kneeling while she caught her breath. Her chest and face were flushed, her hair a sprawl of wet rope. She looked over at me, eyes glazed and shining, and gave a tiny, delirious wave.

Marcus crawled up beside her and traced his fingers along her cheek. I could see him murmuring something, and Kim turned her head and kissed him, soft and grateful. He grinned, then looked right at me, not in challenge, but in something closer to respect. Then he sprawled out, propped up on his elbow, and stroked her body, slowly and attentively, as though claiming every inch of her with his fingertips.

I finished my beer while I watched him stroke her breasts, her thighs, her ass, as though it was all simply his to explore. Kim was dreamlike, looking like she was weightless. Marcus whispered something as he ran his hand over her one last time, slow and possessive, and then she nodded and let him pull her up.

He gently eased her onto her stomach, reaching down to squeeze her ass. He spread her legs and bent over her, kissing up her back, and then I realized what was happening—Kim was going to take a new man again, just a few hours after the last time.

He mounted my wife, that massive cock jutting out crudely over her ass as she eagerly waited for him to enter her. She turned her head to the side, hair spilling over the edge of the daybed, and her eyes were open, locked on mine. She bit her lip as he eased inside her. She clenched the daybed, knuckles white, but she never looked away from me.

Not even as he began to thrust, hard.

I felt everything at once: jealousy, pride, arousal, a strange sort of freedom. I didn’t know what to do with any of it, so I just sat and watched, letting this new arrangement wash over me, as Marcus made my wife moan loud enough that the whole pool heard it. She came hard—twice, in quick succession—and then he began to ramp up his thrusts.

I stared incredulously as my wife was buffeted back and forth, her rump in the air and her head squashed down against the mattress, a look of pure bliss in her eyes. And then, without warning, her lover hoisted her hips up to meet his, her small pale body pinned to that muscular dark frame, and he grunted out loud and tossed his head back.

Once again, I was watching my wife being filled with another man’s come.

And then they collapsed together, her body limp with satisfaction. They both lay there for a while, murmuring things I couldn’t hear, naked and spent and unfazed by the nearby gathering of strangers—or by me.

After a few minutes, Kim untangled herself and wrapped the daybed sheet around her body. Marcus got up to fetch drinks. She walked over to me, barefoot, the sheet barely holding together at her chest and her bikini now bunched uselessly in her hand.

“You okay?” she said, kneeling beside me.

I grabbed her hand. She was trembling slightly, but smiling—a small, genuine smile. “Yeah, I am,” was all I could muster.

“You know, that playroom thing starts soon.” She squeezed my fingers, then leaned in, her lips hot against my ear. “You wanna watch some more?”

I could barely form words.

“Or… do you want to try and take your wife back?” she asked, pulling back and giving me a coy smile.

I laughed, my nerves making me sound a little unhinged. “Your choice,” I said.

She nodded. “That’s what I was hoping for.”

She kissed me, long and slow, tasting like champagne and salt and something brand new. Then she grabbed her bag and slipped away, heading toward her next adventure, and I followed.


CHAPTER FIVE

The playroom at Stray Resort wasn’t a room at all, but a low, sprawling outbuilding at the edge of the property, surrounded by volcanic stones and a minimal hedge—as if the structure itself didn’t want to hide, but only gesture at the idea of privacy. The path to it was lit by little torches, and as Kim and I walked hand-in-hand through the dark, her grip alternated between pulsing with excitement and going slack, as if she were cycling through wildly differing ideas about what to do next.

Inside, we checked in with a woman at a front desk, who asked for our room number and explained the ground rules in a voice that managed to make baring your soul and/or genitals sound as safe as checking out a beach towel. Kim listened, eyes darting around the lounge: she was watching other wives. Some were already paired off with their new men, cuddling, talking, or more. A few had gone straight for it, and through strategically-placed glass further back I could see a man with skin like midnight pressing a guest—mid-forties, bottle-blonde, tanned to orange—against a mirrored wall. She was gasping, one hand splayed against the mirror, the other clamped around his wrist.

Kim watched, and didn’t blink once.

We made a slow lap of the lounge, passing an unattended and almost untouched bar, and a ‘den’ where a large group was noisily socializing while they each felt out their next move. All of it felt like a fever dream of a college party, conducted by people who had spent the intervening decades getting rich, getting beautiful, and getting bored. The difference was that here, half the fun was the watching.

Kim had replaced her bikini with a sundress that she had packed in her bag, with no bra underneath, though the dress was a little damp at the hem from her exploits at the pool. Every person who looked in our direction landed on her chest before looking away, almost apologetic, except for one man: the second man who had tried to approach her in the pool. He had even more of that casual confidence shared by the local men in attendance, almost a sense of entitlement.

He caught Kim’s eye and nodded, just once. A tiny gesture, but it hit her like a shock, and instantly I felt her pull away from me. Not literally, but in the almost magnetic shift in her body language, one that had become all too familiar in the course of one day. The next step was inevitable, and all she wanted was to let it happen.

They started talking. He was lean and tall, with a beard that made him look a little rougher around the edges than the other guys here. His voice was deep, but almost gentle. He complimented her dress and then told her, quite plainly, that he’d been thinking about what he would do if he had her for a night.

Kim laughed, then clamped her hand over her mouth, eyes wide and gleaming. “Is that so?” she said, voice gone soft and breathy.

“It is,” he said, and glanced at me, evaluating. “And is there anything you’d want your husband to see you do? Or… have done to you?”

Kim swallowed, and shot me a look. She was blushing, but not from shame. “Uh, maybe,” she said. “I didn’t really—” She trailed off.

Malcolm smiled at her, matter of factly, and came out with it. “Would you like your husband to see you being completely dominated by another man?”

Kim stared back at him for a moment, no reaction other than a quick intake of breath. And then she looked at me, searching my face for a flinch, a sign, anything. I just nodded to her: this is about what you want now.

She turned back to Malcolm and gave him a small nod.

He smiled, teeth white as piano keys. “Then why don’t you both come with me.”

He took Kim’s hand and she followed—so quickly that I could have lost sight of them if I’d blinked. I trailed behind, fuzzy-headed, as they led me down a hallway lined with private rooms. The first open door revealed a room consisting of little more than a simple bed with plain white sheets and a bench.

Malcolm led us in, closed the door, and turned the lock. He motioned to the bench. “You good over there?” he asked me.

I nodded and sat, my heart thumping so hard I wondered if they could hear it.

He turned to Kim and just stood, waiting for her to make the next move. She did. She stepped in, up on her toes, and kissed him, hard, tasting his mouth with a hunger that made me ache.

He caught her up in his arms, spinning her, and she giggled as he set her down on the bed. She lay back and reached up, trying to pull him on top of her, but he pinned her wrists against the mattress with one hand.

“Wait,” he said. “We’re going to give your husband a real show.”

He sat her up and slowly undressed her, drawing out the moment. The straps of her sundress fell away, and her tits—small, high, beautiful—popped out, nipples already hard. He pulled the dress the rest of the way, leaving her in just her panties.

He ran his hands up her sides, then cupped her face and kissed her again, slow this time, like he was savoring the taste. He pressed her back onto the bed, then reached to the side of the headboard and produced a spreader bar: black steel with leather cuffs.

He looked at me, then at Kim. “You want to try something new?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Yes…”

He knelt at her feet and peeled her panties off, slow as a magician pulling a ribbon from a hat, and revealed her pussy, pink and gleaming. He stared at it for a moment, idly stroking the inside of her thigh and making her shiver—but then he quickly spread her legs, gripped her ankles, and buckled the cuffs around them one by one. Kim gasped, her thighs locked wide open, shockingly vulnerable.

“You’re okay?” Malcolm asked, his expression lapsing to complete sincerity.

“Yes,” she said, never sounding surer.

“You like being put on display?”

She nodded. Her facial expression was now as submissive as her posture.

He spread Kim’s thighs a little more, then stooped his head and ran his tongue up her slit and over her clit, making her shudder so hard it rattled the cuffs against the steel. He looked back at me.

“You want to come closer?”

I did. I knelt by the bed, eyes level with Kim’s, and she reached out, took my hand, and squeezed.

Malcolm took his time, licking and sucking, drawing out her moans. He slipped one, then two fingers inside her, curling them just a little. Kim was shaking, her hips twitching, the spreader bar keeping her locked in place.

“Is she always this sensitive?” Malcolm asked, glancing at me. His tone was neither mocking nor kind—more like pure focus.

“Not always,” I managed. My voice sounded far away, like I was listening through a shell.

He grinned, then stood, unbuckled his belt, and let his cock out. It was thick, dark, heavy; much like the two that had already been inside Kim in this resort, it was the kind of thing you see in porn but not real life. Her eyes went huge.

“Ready?” he asked, and Kim nodded, mouth open, her breath already coming in ragged gasps.

He propped her legs in the air, high and rigid, making her look as though she was little more than his sex doll. Then he lined himself up, pressed just the head against her, and paused. “You want me to stop, you say so.”

She didn’t say so.

He eased in, slow, letting her open around him, and Kim’s legs strained against the cuffs, thighs shaking. Malcolm moved in short, careful thrusts, using his hands on her hips to rock her onto him.

Kim’s face was a mask of pleasure and disbelief. She looked at me, desperate—as if begging me to let her do this forever. I stroked her hair, her cheek, and kissed her hand.

He fucked her slow at first, then harder, and the sound of his body slapping against hers filled the room. She writhed, helpless, the spreader bar forcing her to take every inch. He worked her until she started to whine, a high, keening sound I’d never heard from her before.

“You want to come?” he asked.

“Yes. Please, yes,” she said.

He reached down and pressed his thumb to her clit, grinding as he fucked her faster. She went stiff for a while, shuddered, and then screamed—a full-body spasm that rolled on for what felt like whole minutes, and eventually left her limp and breathless.

Malcolm paused, holding himself inside her. He stroked her thighs, soothing her, then slowly pulled out, letting another moan escape from her lips.

He looked at me, then back at Kim. “You want more?”

She nodded, dazed and eager.

He flipped her over—effortlessly—so that she was ass up, her face pushed into the pillow. He reached into a drawer in the side table beside the bed and found a pair of handcuffs; when he held them up in front of her she simply said, “do it”.

Having secured my wife’s hands, with the cuffs threaded around the headboard support, he got into position behind her. He spat in his hand, stroked himself, then shoved back inside. She took it all, whimpering, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

He fucked her like that, relentless, until she was babbling, begging, cursing. He leaned over, growled something in her ear, and she shuddered again, her whole body tensing.

Then he came, grabbing her hips and slamming deep. She gazed up at me, looking weak and used yet bolder than ever, her eyes taunting me while she relaxed in her bindings and took his seed.

He collapsed onto the bed beside her. For a minute, no one spoke.

I unbuckled the spreader from Kim’s legs, then stroked them, kissing the red marks that the cuffs had left behind. I climbed up next to her and she rolled to her side, curling against my chest, and for a second it was just us again.

Malcolm stood, zipped up, and pressed a parting kiss to Kim’s lips. “If you want to play again, you know where to find me.”

He left, shutting the door behind him, leaving us to wallow in the aftermath: the humid, sweaty air, the scents of come and leather, the depravity of it all.

Kim was giggling, her face buried in my chest, when I finally found words. My hands shook as I brushed her hair from her eyes. I couldn’t tell whether my nerves came from real jealousy or from a depraved sort of awe that I had never felt before—one that made me want to kneel down and worship her.

“That was… unexpected.”

She pressed her palms to my cheeks, pulling my face close. “That was the most intense thing I’ve ever done,” she whispered. “Before we started I was worried I might get too scared. But I just wanted to give up all control.” Her voice dropped to a hush. “I just wanted him to use me.”

I kissed her forehead and squeezed her tighter. “I never thought I’d want to watch that, but it was amazing.”

She shifted, grinding her body against mine. “Are you—” she started, and then giggled again, lost for words. “Are you really okay with what just happened?”

“It was what you wanted—of course I am.”

She wormed her arms around me, her body damp and spent and perfect. “I need you. Now.”

There was no hiding the rawness in her voice. I was about to climb onto her, but then she pushed up onto my lap, straddling me, her knees bracketing my hips. She looked wrecked—her hair wild, her face flushed, wrists and ankles slightly marked—but her eyes flashed with a twisted, pent-up lust I had never seen before, and she was about to take it out on me.

She unzipped my pants and tugged them away, guided me into her, and slid down, slow and deliberate. I could feel the slick of her arousal, the heat of her, and the faint ghost of what had just happened. It should have bothered me, but it was the opposite: I wanted to be inside her so bad it hurt. I wanted to reclaim her, or maybe just join her in the bleary, debauched state that Malcolm had left her in.

She rode me, hips rolling, her hands on my chest and her eyes pinned on mine. I tried to keep up, but my cock and my mind were on overdrive after what I had just seen. I gave in, coming almost immediately.

Apparently that pushed Kim over the edge. I was still pumping my load into her when she shuddered, clamped down, and finished just as hard as before. She fell onto me, her breathing shaky, and after a moment she whispered—quiet, almost disbelieving.

“I thought this would all feel so different.”

“How so?”

She paused. “I knew it would be hot, but I thought it would be… dirty. That there would be some shame afterwards, no matter how good it was. But instead I feel like… I don’t know. A fucking goddess.”

“You are,” I said, and meant it.

We lay there for a long time, curled together while the air cooled and the stink of sex and sweat faded, or perhaps I just became numb to it. My mind was empty—tired but sated.

Eventually Kim rolled over, propping her chin on my chest.

“You know, the night is still young.”

“It is?” I laughed, and I could hear just how drained I was. “Maybe we should take a break before that Secret Lounge thing.”

She traced a finger up and down my abdomen. “No, I think I want to just stay with you for the rest of the night. If that’s okay.”

“I’d like that.”

She smiled, then sat up and retrieved her dress. “Tomorrow night we can go. Right now, all I want is to get you back to that villa and ride you senseless.”


CHAPTER SIX

She hadn’t been kidding. The walk from the playroom back to our villa wasn’t a long one, but the cool air and that clear night sky left us both feeling refreshed and revitalized. As soon as we got back to the villa, her mouth was on mine, and she dragged me over to the bed before the door had even clicked shut.

She shoved me backward onto the bed so hard I bounced, and then she straddled me, the hem of her dress barely covering the triangle between her legs; it turned out she’d forgotten her underwear back in that private room. Up close, her eyes looked wild, almost feverish. She ground her hips against mine, and I realized immediately just how turned on she still was—how turned on I still was, too, despite the physical toll of the day.

“Take off your clothes,” she said bluntly. I obeyed, tearing off my shirt and kicking away my pants, while she tugged her dress over her head in a single, furious motion, leaving nothing between us.

She took my dick in her hand, half angry, and then she lined up and lowered herself onto me, taking me in deep and all at once. Her head jerked back, mouth open, and what came out of her lips was the breathiest, sexiest sound I had ever heard from her.

She stared down at me, hair in her eyes. “What did you think of me with Malcolm? Did you like it?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

She bucked her hips, slow and hard, working me deeper. “Did you like seeing him pin me down and fuck me like that?”

I groaned and grabbed her hips, digging my fingers in. “I loved it,” I said.

“Did you love watching me beg for it?”

“Yes. Fuck, Kim—”

She leaned forward, her hands on my chest, and started riding, fast. “I wanted him to do anything to me that he wanted. And I wanted you to see all of it.”

“It was even better… you were even better… than I imagined,” I gasped, and the words came with a wave of heat and shame.

She sped up, bouncing on me until the entire bedframe rattled. “I loved it. I loved being a slut for him—for all of them. Especially with you watching.”

“I couldn’t stop watching.”

Her face changed then—more tender, but still hungry. “You feel so good… I need to come again.”

She kept going, grinding hard, every movement slick and obscene. Meanwhile I tried to stave off my own orgasm; once again it felt like it could happen at any moment if I let it, but after seeing all those men satisfy her I was determined to do the same. I focused on caressing her thighs, her abdomen, her hips, and she sighed deeply and stared down at me while she rode harder.

It was almost like I was studying her body, reappraising it. I could never look at her the same way again after this weekend—it felt as though each time she had fucked one of those men she was a new version of my wife. It was a feeling I never wanted to lose.

Soon after that I felt her tense, her thighs locked around my waist, and a tremor ran up her spine as she came, hard.

She didn’t slow down. She bit my shoulder, moaning my name, and then, as if she could tell I needed it, she started whispering all the things she’d liked best about the whole day—the way Warren had barely waited before taking her, the way Marcus had bent her over the daybed, the way Malcolm had totally dominated her.

“How many times do you think I can do it in one night?” she asked, not as a joke but as a dare, pushing me right to the edge. I tried to hold back, but the friction and her words—not just dirty talk anymore, but completely sincere—made it impossible.

To my surprise she came again just before me, this time with her whole body shaking, her nails scratching my chest hard. I felt myself go and she milked it out of me, not letting up, not even after I started to gasp from oversensitivity. By this point my cock actually felt pretty sore. But no other orgasm came close to this.

When it was over she collapsed onto me, limp and loose, and for a while neither of us moved.

Eventually she rolled to her side, pulling the sheet over us both. Her hair fanned across the pillow, and her eyes were shut, almost peaceful.

“My whole body is aching, but… not in a bad way,” she sighed. She twisted around and rested her head on my chest, listening to my heartbeat. “Are you okay?”

I realized I was smiling. “You don’t have to keep asking that. I think I’m more than okay.”

“Good. Because I want to do all of it again tomorrow.” She looked up at me, eyebrows raised. “If you want me to.”

The answer came out before I’d even finished thinking: “Yes. Yes, I do.”

She started to giggle, the sound muffled against my skin. “You know what I love most about all this?” she said, reaching for my hand and squeezing it.

“What?”

“That we’re doing it together.”

I didn’t have anything to add to that, so I just squeezed her hand back and lay still, letting the silence fill up with everything that didn’t need to be said.

We fell asleep like that, tangled together. I dreamed vivid, lurid dreams of my wife fucking every man I knew.

———

When I woke up, Kim was already gone.

For a groggy second, I thought maybe she’d left the villa entirely, but then I heard her voice drifting in from the patio. She was laughing, the sound bright and unselfconscious, and when I peered through the glass I saw her sitting on the edge of our plunge pool, feet dangling in the water, chatting with the young maintenance guy who had come to skim the tiles and sweep the deck. She was wearing nothing but a loose T-shirt, the kind that barely covered her ass, and her posture was so relaxed, so open, that I wondered if she even remembered the notion of modesty at all.

I watched her for a minute, trying to decipher the new math of our marriage: how it was possible that I could love her and want her more now, after seeing her do things that should have ruined us.

She saw me watching and waved, beckoning me outside.

“Morning,” she grinned as I stepped into the sun. Her thighs were covered in tiny beads of water, and her hair looked wild and beautiful. She patted the spot beside her. “Come sit with me.”

The maintenance guy shot me a look—half envy, half admiration, maybe—but then nodded and went back to his work.

Kim poured us both coffee from the carafe beside her. “Sleep okay?” she asked, like the night before was nothing out of the ordinary.

I nodded and sipped, watching out of the corner of my eye as the maintenance guy headed back to his cart to fetch something. I tried to find words, any words that would help this feel even half normal, but she beat me to it.

“I was thinking,” she said, “maybe we should do something fun today—vacation stuff. I want to see the island. The real one, not just the pool and the, uh, playroom.”

She reached for my hand, her fingers still damp from the pool.

“We can do whatever you want,” I said.

She smiled, and for a second she looked like the girl I had married, before all of this, before the fantasies and this insane experiment. I realized then that nothing had been lost. If anything, we had found something together that we could share—it actually felt as though this might somehow be improving our relationship.

“Let’s see how much trouble we can get into,” she said.

“How much you can get into.”

She laughed and headed back into the villa. I finished my coffee and followed her inside, ready for whatever came next.

———

We had the rest of our breakfast indoors—Kim teasing me at one point by making a show of watching the maintenance guy finishing up outside—and made a plan to explore beyond the resort. She wanted to find a place where few tourists would go—a beach, a town, any spot where we could walk together and pretend to be a normal couple for a few hours. The thought seemed almost exotic by this point.

After a quick shower we dressed, both a little ginger in our movements from the previous night, and then we packed a day bag and made our way up to the main building. The front desk was manned by a woman with the disconcertingly friendly, nonjudgmental manner that I was coming to associate with the staff here. She wore a turquoise shirt and a name badge—Rochelle.

Kim did most of the talking. “Are there any beaches nearby that aren’t, uh, bougie or full of guests?” She said it in a conspiratorial way that made the receptionist smile.

Rochelle barely hesitated. “There’s one,” she said, lowering her voice. “It’s east of here, quiet, almost always empty.” She slid a map across the counter, circled a crescent of sand a mile off the main road, and then looked up at us. “I can arrange a car for you if you’d like?”

Kim turned to me, eyebrows up.

“Sure,” I said. “That’d be perfect.”

“Give me a few minutes.”

We went outside to wait. I watched Kim as she wandered the patio, running her hands along the glossy leaves of tropical plants, humming under her breath. She didn’t look like a woman who had just spent a day being thoroughly used in front of her husband, nor did she even seem the slightest bit tired—just loose, happy, more at ease than I could ever remember seeing her.

I tried to imagine what it would be like, returning home after this. Would she miss the attention? Would she want more?

But then she turned and caught me staring, and I stopped wondering about the future. The present was right in front of me, all tanned skin and loose hair, and she smiled like I was the only person on the island.

For now.

“This is going to be a good day,” she said, and I suspected she was right.

———

The car was a resort SUV, shiny and uncannily clean. The driver stepped out in a crisply-ironed uniform consisting of a white polo and shorts; it was Warren.

He grinned, a flash of perfect teeth, and gave a little nod. “Not many guests leave the resort,” he said. “I hope it hasn’t been too much for you.”

“No such thing,” Kim laughed, not at all embarrassed.

Warren held open the door and motioned for her to slide in first, then caught my eye as I climbed in after her. There was something in his glance—an inside joke, maybe, or just recognition—that made me flush.

“You two got a destination in mind?” he asked, settling behind the wheel.

Kim produced the map and folded it to show him the circled spot. “Here,” she said. “The secret beach, apparently.”

He nodded, then pulled out onto the road without another word.

We drove east, out of the resort and past a few clusters of houses, then up a narrow ribbon of asphalt that wound through a canopy of green. The engine was so quiet it barely interrupted the sound of the breeze through the open windows. After a mile or so, Warren pulled to a stop at the top of a bluff, where a little hiking trail snaked off toward the ocean.

He turned back to us. “I’ll come back in two hours?” he offered. “Or longer, if you want.”

Kim leaned forward between the seats, her hand on my knee. “Two is plenty for now,” she said. “We don’t want to miss anything at the resort.”

“The ‘resort’ can always come to you,” he said, without a trace of humor.

Kim smiled, a filthy, conspiratorial smile, then popped her door and stepped out into the sunlight. I followed, and we made our way down the trail, which curved through ferns and wildflowers until it dropped onto a perfect strip of sand.

The ‘beach’ was tiny, shrouded on either side by rocks and vegetation, the drastic curve of the shoreline giving us total privacy. The waves were gentle, the water luminous. There was no one else in sight, not even one boat on the horizon.

Kim slipped off her shorts and shirt, standing in just her bikini, and jogged straight for the water. I watched her wade in, then dove in after her. We swam out until the water was up to our chests, then floated together in the swell, the current pushing us gently back toward shore.

She sidled up next to me, hair plastered to her cheek, and coiled her arms around my shoulders. “You know what’s weird?” she said. “I feel like I could tell you anything that’s been going on in my head this weekend, and you’d actually want to hear it.”

I laughed, surprised at the truth of it.

She looked at me, serious for a moment. “I used to get so scared of what you’d think of me if we tried this. If I said the wrong thing, or wanted the wrong thing…” She trailed off.

I reached out, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Tell me one now,” I said.

She took a deep breath, cheeks flushed. “I still want you to watch me,” she started, low and fast. “But I want to see what it’s like when you’re not just sitting there—when you’re in it, too. Next time, I want you to be part of it. I want to blow you while someone fucks me.”

It took me a second to process. “At the same time?”

She nodded, eyes locked on mine. “I know it’s a lot. But—”

“No,” I said. “Let’s do it.”

She let out a long, shaky breath, then grinned.

We kissed, and she wrapped her legs around me, floating, the salt water making us weightless. For a while we just drifted, kissing and talking, until the sun had almost reached the top of its arc.

Back on the beach we lay in the sand, side by side. Kim dozed for a little while, but I watched the clouds and tried to imagine what the rest of the trip would be like. I wanted to give her everything she’d asked for, every fantasy—especially because it was starting to feel like hers essentially became mine by default now.

A bit later, we dusted ourselves off and wandered back up the trail, hands linked, still damp from the ocean. Warren was already waiting, leaning against the hood of the car, arms folded.

Kim smiled, then surprised me by walking up and hugging him. Not a polite hug, either, but a real embrace—her chest pressed to his, her head angled up. Warren hugged her back, his hand lingering on her waist, watching and trying to read her.

I wondered what I looked like, standing there and watching my wife flirt with a man who had been inside her less than a day ago—especially as I was already rock hard.

“Before we go back,” she said, raising her lips teasingly close to his, “Care to join us for a little while?”

His eyes flashed with understanding, and he nodded. He took off his polo and tossed it into the car, as though announcing he was off duty, and revealing a chest that looked carved, a tight grid of muscle and dark skin. Kim glanced over at me, eyes bright and shining in the midday sun.

Without another word, she took Warren’s hand and led him down the trail. I followed, slightly behind, pulse thudding, every sense on overload.


CHAPTER SEVEN

We reached that private patch of sand and Kim turned to face Warren. She ran her fingers across his chest, then up to his neck, and kissed him—soft at first, just a brush, then with growing urgency. He responded in kind, hands sliding down her back, over her hips, drawing her in. She let herself melt against him, moaning softly into his mouth. They barely seemed to notice I was there, which made the whole thing even more intense.

Her hands found the hem of his shorts and his briefs and she slipped them down as one, letting them drop into the wet sand. His hefty cock sprang out, thick and hard—and she dropped to her knees without a second thought. She looked back at me, locking eyes, lips parted in anticipation, and then turned her attention to Warren, taking him in her mouth. She started slow, swirling her tongue, then swallowed more of him, bobbing her head.

I felt lightheaded with arousal, the sight of Kim’s mouth stretching to fit him—of her hand stroking what she couldn’t take all the way—making me dizzy. She gagged once, but didn’t stop, spit glistening on her chin. Her hair fell messily across her face, clinging to her cheeks and sticking to her neck in the humid air.

Kim unfastened her bikini top, presenting Warren with his prize, and then peeled away the bottoms and shifted her knees apart in the sand, the curve of her ass impossible to miss. She crooked a finger for me to come closer. I dropped in behind her, the surf cool and thin around my knees. Her fist didn't break rhythm as she arched her back and looked over her shoulder, eyes half-shut but locked on mine.

I got it. I knelt close behind her, my hands on her hips. I savored the warmth of her thighs, the salt on her skin, the way she quivered a little when I ran my tongue along the crease where her ass met her thigh. Kim shivered, mouth full of Warren, and I heard a groan—whose, I honestly couldn't say, but I knew my own pulse was about to beat out of my neck.

I used my hands to spread her wider, tongue flicking the soft, soaking folds. She tasted of saltwater, but also the slightest hint of the unfamiliar, as though no shower could completely erase the mark of all those men. I licked her slowly at first, then deeper, and she bucked back into me, nearly losing the rhythm of her blowjob. She steadied herself, bracing one hand on Warren's thigh and the other digging into the sand, and started to ride my mouth with the same desperate cadence she used when she was close to coming.

Above me, Warren hissed, “Fuck, she's good,” and his hands clamped in her hair. She moaned around him, pushing back against my face—torn between the two, greedy for both.

I licked her harder, the flat of my tongue working up and down her pussy, then circling her clit, just the way she liked. Her movements grew erratic, her whole body shuddering as she tried to keep up the blowjob while moaning around Warren's cock. She jerked so hard I had to grab her hips to steady myself; I could feel every ripple of her muscles, every tremor of anticipation. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them up, and she nearly lost it right there, a muffled wail vibrating from deep in her chest and up through Warren's shaft.

Within moments she was coming—her thighs squeezing my jaw, her hips grinding so hard against my mouth I thought I might lose a tooth. Her whole body tensed and quivered, and I felt the gush of new wetness against my tongue, salty and sweet and entirely hers.

But instead of pulling away from Warren, she stooped and I realized she was sucking him even deeper, the bob of her elbows telling me that both hands were bouncing along his length. He gasped and dug his fingers into her hair, holding still so she could finish her own orgasm before he started moving again. She shuddered, shaking, her knees nearly giving out, but she kept her mouth on him, not letting go.

I eased off, stroking her back and thighs as she came down. The sound of the wind and the surf faded behind the sounds of her messy, desperate sucking, and Warren's heavy breathing. I couldn't look away. She had never looked more possessed, more animal.

For a while Warren groaned and ran a hand through her hair, gently guiding her rhythm. Then he pulled back until she let go with a messy gasp, spit and pre-come trailing down her chin, and lifted her to her feet with one easy motion. She laughed, a wild, sparkling sound, and kissed him again, her lips swollen and wet.

He cupped her breasts, thumbs teasing her nipples, then kissed down her throat, over her chest, leaving little trails of salt and sand. At the same time she looked over her shoulder at me and bit her lip, suddenly shy.

I knew right away what she was trying to tell me.

I stepped forward, unsure how exactly to go about this. But as Warren moved aside she pulled me in, her arms around my shoulders, kissing me hard. I tasted him on her lips, and the shock of it made me stagger. She pressed herself against me, guiding my hand between her legs; she was still dripping wet, her whole body humming with anticipation.

Warren knelt behind her now, kissing the small of her back, then lower, his hands exploring every inch. Kim whimpered and leaned back against him, her head on my shoulder as I kissed her neck, her collarbone, her ear. Warren’s hands spread her open and he buried his face in her, licking and sucking until Kim was shaking, barely able to stand.

“I need it,” she gasped.

Warren gently nudged her so that she got down on all fours in the sand. Staying behind her, he guided his cock to her entrance and pushed inside in one smooth motion. Kim’s mouth dropped open in a shocked O, but then she smiled up at me, a look of utter abandon in her eyes.

I kicked off my swim trunks and knelt in front of her, struggling to process the fact that my wife was currently out in the open on a tropical beach and stuffed with a huge black man’s cock, let alone that she was about to blow me at the same time.

She reached for me, pulling me close, then took my achingly hard cock in her mouth while Warren started to fuck her. The sensation was overwhelming: the heat of her lips, the vision of her body, the sound of Warren’s hips slapping against her ass. Then her eyes, gazing up at me with both love and total obscenity. I watched as his hands gripped her waist, as he bent over her, as he whispered things in her ear that I couldn’t quite hear.

Kim’s tongue worked me with frantic precision. Every time Warren thrust harder, she moaned around my cock, sending vibrations all through me. She kept looking up at me, devouring my every reaction, as if she needed me to watch, to see her being filled and used like this.

She reached between her legs, rubbing her clit, and I could feel her building toward another orgasm. Warren fucked her harder, faster, his body shining with sweat, his abs flexing with every movement. He was a remarkable sight in that late morning sun, even before taking into account that he was buried to the hilt inside my wife.

Kim’s moans grew louder, desperate, until she broke away from me and buried her face in the sand as she came. She moaned shockingly loudly—so loudly that it actually echoed off the rocks.

Warren didn’t slow. He kept going, relentless, while Kim trembled between us. She reached for me again, stroking my length with one hand as she steadied herself with the other. She sucked me in, deeper this time, as though she wanted all of it at once.

Warren started to grunt. I watched his whole body tense, his hands clamping down on Kim’s hips—and then he drove deep, holding himself there and coming inside her. Kim whimpered and pressed herself back against him, taking every drop. At the same time she sucked me so hard I almost lost my balance; I felt myself throb, on the edge, then past it, as I came in her mouth.

It was endless, heavy, and I could see her working with greater effort than usual to swallow that load. When it was finally over, she licked me clean, eyes never leaving mine.

The three of us collapsed on the sand. The sun felt ten times hotter now, our bodies slicked with sweat and each other. Kim rolled onto her back, arms flung wide, laughing breathlessly at the sky.

After a moment Warren stood and shook sand from his legs, then jogged to the water and dove in. Kim looked at me, her face weary yet serene.

“Was that what you wanted?” I asked, unable to keep from smiling at the absurdity of it all.

She stretched and sighed, her whole body vibrating with aftershocks. “It was more than I even knew I wanted.” Laying against me, she tucked herself under my arm. “How do you feel?”

“I feel like you just leveled up.”

She grinned and kissed my cheek. “I did.”

We stayed there, side by side, until the sun grew a little too strong. Warren reappeared, water beading on his chest, and grinned down at us.

“I should get you back for lunch,” he said. “But if you need me for anything else…”

Kim smirked. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

He headed back to the car, giving us privacy to dress and dust ourselves off. Kim pulled her hair up and slipped into my T-shirt, which hung long over her sun-kissed legs. We started back up the trail, holding hands and walking slow in the heat.

I felt a renewed confidence about this whole thing, almost a kind of peace. Kim looked at me as we crested the bluff, and I saw her as she was now: transformed, not just by Warren or Malcolm or the resort, but by something more personal. What we’d experienced together had caused a shift in our marriage, and in turn that had changed something in her.

“Thank you,” Kim whispered, leaning into me as we settled into our seats and Warren started the engine. I kissed her forehead, and we sat in silence, the road winding ahead—both of our minds already turning to our final night at the resort.

———

The afternoon was lazy. We grabbed a quick lunch at the resort cafe and then napped back at the villa, the chill of the AC like a salve after the frenzied heat of the beach. Kim dozed with her head on my arm, and every now and then she’d twitch, or mutter something I couldn’t quite make out.

I wondered what she was dreaming about, though it probably wasn’t hard to guess. When I closed my eyes I saw flashes of her on the beach, the way she had looked with sand on her knees, the way she’d made eye contact with me as she came.

By the time we woke up it was already dinner time. I couldn’t believe how long we had slept—and I felt genuine disappointment at the thought that Kim could have easily fit at least one more extramarital activity into that time.

“Don’t worry,” she said, patting my chest and giving me a coquettish smile as she slid out from under the covers. “I’ll make up for it.”

It didn’t take much by this point for Kim to make me hyper aroused with one line. I grabbed her wrist, and with a smirk she slid back into place and gladly let me climb on top of her. Unwilling to let our overly long nap be in vain, I went down on her, working her clit feverishly until she was a writhing mess.

Her taste was so different that I wondered if it would ever be the same again—what should have put me off forever was merely fuel on the flames for me. It was a twisted form of motivation that she had been with several other men, huge men at that, in little over a day, and it just made me even more determined to make her come.

After a wild, sheet-gripping orgasm unlike any I had given her—I wasn’t naive enough to think that it was entirely down to me—I climbed on top and sank into her wet, hot, used pussy.

“Come in me before all those men fill me up,” she whispered in my ear.

I exploded instantly.

We ordered room service and ate out on the patio, the sun setting behind the palms. Kim looped her foot around mine under the table, absently stroking my calf as she started talking about the rest of the night. That move alone was enough to get me hard; she had never done it before, and it felt like this new persona of hers was starting to set in permanently.

“We should go to that thing tonight,” she said.

“The Secret Lounge?”

She nodded, eyes wide. “I want to see what it’s all about. Maybe…” She trailed off, the blush returning to her cheeks. “Never mind.”

My heart thudded, but I tried to play it cool. “You know what it is? I haven’t heard anything about it.”

“Just a hunch. But I’d rather be surprised.”

“If you say so,” I smiled. I looked at the time—we still had a few hours to go. “What do you want to do until then?”

“Playroom,” she said, without missing a beat.


CHAPTER EIGHT

We passed the pool and entered the playroom a second time. It was busier this evening: more couples, more locals. Many of them were wearing little or no clothing, some standing around and talking like it was a break room at an office. Others were already at it—on the couches, on the beds, on all fours on the floor. The air smelled like cleaning products and latex and, more faintly, like a high school gym.

Kim never hesitated, not this time. She stepped right in, my hand trailing her wrist like a man being dragged by a kite.

Malcolm was there, sitting on a couch in the main area, this time with a different girl—a blonde who looked like she was barely old enough to rent a car, and had dental work so new it flashed with each syllable. Drawing closer, it became obvious that the girl was in a post-coital daze, and her hair was a little ruffled. Her husband sat across from them, looking like a deer in headlights; I wondered if it had been her first time outside their marriage, or if he had just learned something new about her in one of those private rooms.

Unfazed, Kim beelined straight for Malcolm.

He grinned at her and gave me a polite wave, then turned to the couple and excused himself in a low voice. They nodded, and the guy actually thanked him.

He stood and stretched. “Back for more?” he asked, guiding us away. Kim bit her lip, eyes bright.

“We barely got started,” she purred. Then, to me, “Are you good, babe?”

I nodded. I didn’t know what I was, but ‘good’ wasn’t the word. I was out of my body, floating somewhere near the ceiling, watching My Wife: Uncut and Unrated.

Malcolm led us down the hallway lined with rooms, this time choosing a different one to the previous night. Inside was a king-sized bed with no headboard, a rolling cart of implements, and a mirror on every wall, even the ceiling. Kim let out a little squeal and spun in a tight circle, her hand over her mouth. But she didn’t look intimidated—she looked giddy.

“Want to turn things up a notch?” Malcolm asked.

She looked at me, eyebrows raised, a silent check-in. I nodded again, and my heart started beating somewhere above my actual chest, like a cartoon. Malcolm rolled the cart closer and produced a bundle of black straps and shiny silver rings.

“Ever been hogtied?” he asked.

Kim grinned, cheeks pink, and shook her head. “Until last night, I hadn’t done anything even close.”

“Then you're in for a treat.”

Malcolm walked her through it, step by step, voice low and even. He had her kneel on the bed, then cinched her wrists behind her back. The straps looked professional, padded velvet, and Kim didn’t look intimidated at all.

I was. I had no idea what was happening in her mind.

He looped her ankles together, then pulled the whole package up, arching her back and raising her ass in the air. Kim laughed. She actually laughed—like it was a game.

He checked everything was secure, then pressed his palm to her back. “You okay?”

“Mmmhmm,” she said, and I realized she was breathing hard. Her hair fell forward, tangled and wild, eyes locked on my reflection in the mirror.

Malcolm undressed and then stood in front of her, stroking himself. He was already hard, his cock dusky purple at the tip. Kim opened her mouth without prompting, greedy for it, and Malcolm fed it to her, slow and deliberate. She moaned around it and he kept a hand on her head, not pushing, just keeping her steady. I watched, numb and hot at the same time, alternately dizzy with jealousy and riveted beyond all reason.

After a minute, he pulled out and wiped her chin. “You like that?” he asked.

She nodded, tongue out, waiting for him to come back.

“Ever taken it in the ass?” he asked.

Kim went quiet. She looked up at him, then over at me. I couldn't tell if she was scared or excited, or both. I didn't even know how I felt. She shook her head, no.

“Want to try?”

“Yes,” she said, instantly.

I watched on, stunned. We had tried anal a couple of times in the early days, with limited success. It wasn’t something I had ever pushed to try again—but based on her reaction now, maybe I should have. Or maybe it was just because it was Malcolm, his aura of dominance, his shockingly big cock.

It looked physically impossible, but I got the sense that was exactly why she wanted it so bad.

Malcolm went to the cart again, this time for a bottle of lube. He slicked his fingers and went straight for her ass, working her open with slow, easy pushes. Kim writhed against the restraints, whimpering, but she didn't tell him to stop. In fact, she said “Please,” more than once, in a voice I barely recognized.

When he lined up his cock, I thought I might pass out. His hands were gentle on her hips, guiding himself in with impossible patience. Kim's face twisted, but not in pain—she closed her eyes, breathing in through her nose, out through her mouth.

Malcolm fucked my wife’s ass in slow, deliberate thrusts. He didn't rush. Every time she gasped he paused and asked if she was good, stroking her back. She always said yes. Always. At some point he slipped his hand under her, between her thighs, and started to finger her at the same time.

Then with the other he slapped her ass—not hard, more like a punctuation mark.

“You want it harder?” he asked.

Her “Yes” came out cracked and wet, but she nodded furiously, jaw clenched around a moan. He gave her ass another whack and started to move with real force, pulling her back onto him, his body a piston and hers a trembling gasket.

The sound was obscene: flesh on flesh, the squelch of lube, the little keening noises she made every time he bottomed out or smacked her ass cheek. She looked up at the mirror, her face flushed and her hair sweat-plastered to her cheekbones, and I knew she loved it. Not just endured—loved.

I watched from the bench in the corner, hands dead in my lap. My own cock strained at my pants, and I shifted, trying to relieve the pressure. I didn’t want to touch myself yet, not in front of Malcolm, not with Kim trussed and helpless on the bed. But my mind reeled with every thrust. Each time he drove into her, it was like a spike through my own solar plexus.

Kim started to whimper louder, a rising note of desperation. Malcolm reached under her again, fingers working her clit, and she let out a strange kind of yelp—no real word, just a noise that started and then broke before it even left her lips. Her thighs trembled, feet spasming in the restraints, and she said “fuck-fuck-fuck” over and over. Malcolm just kept slamming into her, the bed frame complaining with every movement. The mirror above them showed the whole scene: Kim’s body bowed, Malcolm’s muscles rigid, my own face pale and stunned and hungry.

Kim came first, so powerfully that she actually cried out. It was sudden and violent, her voice pitch-shifting into a sob. Malcolm slowed but didn’t stop, riding out her tremors. She shook so hard that the straps left red indentations on her skin. I felt sick yet invigorated; impossibly jealous yet more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. The room spun.

Then he said he was about to come, and pulled out at the last moment. He held that enormous dark member over my wife's ass, over the bindings that were keeping her in place for him, a striking, shocking sight that I could never have predicted going into the weekend. His cock spasmed and he sprayed his load across her back, a constellation of white against her tan, red-striped skin. Throughout it all she stared at me in the mirror, as though challenging me to do something about it.

For a second, nobody said a word. Just breathing, loud and ragged.

Malcolm let her catch her breath, then untied her, soft and methodical, and rolled her onto her back. Kim blinked up at me, dazed and smiling. Her hair was a mess, mascara streaked down her face. Her mouth opened—no words came out at first, just a kind of weak, relieved smile. When she finally spoke, it was the softest I’d ever heard her.

“That was… unreal,” she whispered.

Malcolm helped her sit up, pressed a bottle of water to her lips, and dabbed the sweat from her forehead with a towel. He kissed her lightly—almost sweetly—then looked over at me.

“You want in?” he asked, as calm as someone reading the news.

I shook my head, but not because I didn’t want to. I just wanted to memorize this: Kim’s skin glazed with sweat, her make-up destroyed, her eyes soft and happy. At this point my legs probably wouldn’t have supported me anyway.

She turned to me and held out her hand, and I realized it was shaking. I took it and her fingers squeezed mine. Malcolm looked on as he dressed himself; I couldn’t tell if he thought all this was pathetic, or if he actually understood.

He locked eyes with Kim and returned her smile, then gave her the faintest of nods and left. It was over surprisingly quickly, but I figured it was the only kind of goodbye that fit the occasion—there were no words to be said, and the look between them was enough.

Kim pulled me in for a kiss. She was so turned on that she tugged me toward the bed, biting my lower lip. My nerves were shot but my cock was already fighting for freedom. I undressed clumsily, the elastic of my waistband catching on the tip—but she looked at me with the same hungry, slightly unhinged eyes I’d seen in the mirror a minute ago.

She reached down, grabbed my cock, and guided it between her legs. She was still wet, everywhere, making it effortless. I slid in and she gasped—it was the sweetest agony I’d ever heard.

“Oh, fuck, Rick,” she moaned. “You have no idea how much I need you right now.” She hooked her ankles behind my ass and pulled me deeper, hard. “I can’t believe you’re letting me do all this. I can’t believe how much I loved it.”

I moved inside her, but she was already talking again, a stream of consciousness that was only for the two of us.

“I love feeling like such a slut,” she breathed, every word bouncing in her chest as I fucked her harder. “For you. For all those men.”

I kissed her and tasted the salt of sweat. “Keep going,” I said, because I wanted more. I wanted every word.

She arched up to meet me, her nails digging into my shoulder blades. “I want to keep doing this when we get back home,” she whispered in my ear, teeth grazing my lobe. “I want to find more guys like them. I want you to watch me while they make me take it, make me beg for it. I want to be yours… but I want to be theirs, too.”

I couldn’t bring myself to answer, so I just fucked her harder, until the sound of our bodies was louder than her voice. My own orgasm built up rapidly. I pulled out at the last second and came all over her stomach, a white flood to match the mess left by Malcolm. She reached down and smeared it across her skin, then sucked her fingers clean, grinning up at me through the tangle of her hair.

We lay there, each gasping for breath. I felt lightheaded and completely empty, but also like something vast and new had opened up between us. Kim gently stroked my arm; I could sense she was about to ask yet again if I was okay, but she stopped herself, knowing better now.

Instead she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. I doubted she’d ever be completely clean again, and I didn’t care.

———

After a while she sat up and winced, rubbing at her wrists. “I’ll be sore after this,” she said, almost sounding proud.

“You want to go back to our room and get some rest?” I asked.

“God, yes. I need a shower… and maybe an icepack.”

We left the playroom with her hair still askew and her linen dress clinging to her abdomen and her back, the deposits of both her husband and her lover showing through the thin material. As we went out into the night, we passed a couple who were just arriving. The woman looked Kim up and down, her mouth falling open; the man just smiled at me, like we were both in on some wonderful, shameful joke. Kim didn’t even notice. She was on a different planet.

Back at our villa I helped her undress. I kissed every bruise, every red mark, every place where Malcolm had grabbed her too hard or even bitten her. She winced sometimes, but mostly she just laughed and told me not to get sappy. In the shower, she leaned against the wall and let the water wash everything away. And then we just lay on the bed for a while, recovering, quietly digesting it all.

We weren’t done though.

As midnight drew closer we dressed for the Secret Lounge in near silence, but it was a good silence. She chose a thin black dress that was short and loose, and when she spun in it, it rode up just enough to show the marks on her thighs.

She looked at me in the mirror, and I saw a completely different woman to the one who’d arrived at the resort less than forty-eight hours ago—even to the one who had been waiting for me on the patio that morning.

Fearless, yet more at ease and secure in herself than ever.

The air was thick with the smell of honeysuckle and chlorine as we walked the path to the club, and the drone of the cicadas was in full flow. I considered what she’d said about finding more guys like Malcolm and the others after the trip. About them making her beg for it, making her theirs, over and over again.

Bringing even a fraction of this life back home with us felt like stepping off the edge of a cliff—but at the same time I knew the landing might be worth it.


CHAPTER NINE

We walked the last stretch toward the lounge, the night air thick and charged. The path leading up to it was lined with little lights, and as we got closer I could hear music—low, pulsing, a kind of heartbeat for the whole resort.

Kim led the way through the glass doors, greeting the host with a little wave. The Secret Lounge, as it was called, was nothing like what I’d expected. It didn’t have the look of a ‘lifestyle’ bar or nightclub, or even a strip club—there were no velvet ropes, no pounding bass, no dancers. It looked almost like a jazz bar, with a low stage, black lacquered tables, and dim lighting.

It was just… normal.

There were maybe twenty people inside, all of them couples, dressed in everything from Hawaiian shirts to cocktail dresses. A bartender stepped out and nodded at us as we sat at a side table.

“Welcome,” he said, sliding napkins and an unasked-for bowl of olives in front of us. “The show starts in a minute. Can I get you something special?”

Show? Kim mouthed. I shrugged.

She gave him her order—something from the cocktail menu with blackberry liqueur and lime—and I went with a beer, mostly to have something to do with my hands. We glanced around at the other guests; they all looked as confused as us by the vibe of this place. It felt like we’d all stumbled back into the real world.

A couple of minutes later, a man in a white suit appeared and climbed on stage, and the lights dimmed. He tapped the mic and gestured for everyone to quiet down.

“Good evening, lucky guests. I’m your host, Roy.” He had a voice like a magician at a kid’s birthday party, smooth and a little mocking. “Now, you’re all here to discover a Secret—though one of you already knows it.”

Kim and I exchanged a look; I was relieved to see she was still baffled by this too.

“We’ll get right to it. You husbands in the room will be unaware that, when you and your partners responded to our preferences survey for this weekend, your wives were given one extra question. A question they were asked to keep to themselves until after your time at the resort.”

There were a few murmurs, and he looked around, smiling at the nervous energy in the room. Again I turned to Kim, who now raised her eyebrows and gave me a coy grin.

“Don’t worry, it will all remain anonymous.” He paused. “That is, of course… unless anyone here would like to claim their entry. Then we’d be happy to make your wishes come true—right here, right now.”

Kim’s hand found my thigh under the table. She squeezed. “Oh, my god,” she whispered, half horrified, half delighted.

Others laughed with a mixture of discomfort and excitement. Several wives shifted in their seats; most of the husbands looked like they didn’t dare move.

Roy produced a piece of paper from his jacket pocket. “We’ve compiled the best, worst, and most unhinged fantasies from your group, within reason—some weren’t exactly practical. To the person who specifically named an NFL player in her fantasy, I am afraid there isn’t much we can do about that.” There were a few chuckles around the room. “But there are plenty that can happen, mere moments from now. The fantasies I am about to read out are all real fantasies. And tonight, we’ll be enacting as many as we can, right here in the lounge.”

He looked around, the corner of his lips twitching; he was enjoying making so many people around the room squirm.

He held up the list and read out the first fantasy: “My husband and I want to try yoga, but naked, with another couple.”

The crowd tittered. A couple down front raised their hands, and then another couple raised theirs and waved optimistically, triggering a few cheers and light applause. Roy clapped along. “Let’s get you all up here later, after some stretching,” he promised. “We have some… volunteers, waiting to see if they can help with a few other items on this list.”

The second fantasy: “I want to be taken by two men at once.”

No one owned up, but a woman near the bar blushed bright red.

Roy waited a little while, clearly giving her a chance to own up, but after a few more moments had passed he kept going.

“I want to make a real porno, with another man, for my husband.” He looked up, eyebrows raised. “Any takers?”

That got people talking. The air fizzed with excitement—and it took me a moment to notice that Kim had gone still, her hand now so tight on my leg I thought she might bruise it. I could feel her breathing change.

My pulse went berserk. I could never have imagined her wanting to do anything like it—at least not until this last day and a half.

Except we had all filled in those surveys before the trip.

After a long, awkward moment, Kim took a deep breath and stood up. My heart stopped. I couldn’t look at her, only at her glass, which trembled in her hand.

She cleared her throat. “That one’s… me.”

Roy grinned like he’d won a prize. “Beautiful. And do you want to make your fantasy real, tonight?”

Kim looked at me. She was flushed, eyes glassy, her breath racing. “I mean… why not?”

All eyes in the lounge were on us. I almost wanted to crawl under the table—but at the same time, this felt like the opportunity of a lifetime. Kim raised her eyebrows at me, her expression silently offering me a choice. She didn’t have to do this; I could speak up now and she could drop it. Or she could immortalize her infidelity, create a memento of this trip—evidence.

“Do it,” I whispered.

She smiled, set her glass down with a little clink, and stepped out from the table. For a moment it felt like all the air had gone out of the room, but as she strode proudly toward the stage there were a few gasps, then cheers of encouragement.

“Wonderful,” Roy said. “And as there were no takers for the previous fantasy… you have the option of doubling down, so to speak.”

He gestured to the side of the stage, where two men emerged from the shadows. They were the largest men in the room by a long shot, black and broad-shouldered, both wearing shirts open enough to show off their chests. The audience whispered and craned for a better look.

Kim stopped in her tracks, her jaw falling open. She looked over her shoulder at me.

My heart was pounding so hard that I probably would have been concerned were it not for the possibility now being dangled in front of Kim, in front of me. All I could do was nod.

She smiled up at them. “I’ve never taken two men who weren’t my husband. But now… it’s all I want.”

“Gentlemen,” Roy said, “would you care to help make a dream come true?”

The taller of the two stepped forward. “It would be our pleasure,” he said, deep voice carrying through the hush.

Kim laughed, high and nervous, then climbed the steps onto the stage with the two men. The audience clapped. Roy turned to me. “You don’t have to watch if you’d rather not,” he said, softly.

I shook my head, my mouth dry, all eyes on me for a moment. “It’s… I want to.”

Kim was already standing between the two men, looking up at them like she couldn’t believe they were real. The men flanked her, one on each side—they seemed far too big for her to handle, but the look in her eyes said otherwise.

Roy stepped back, and the lights dimmed lower. A screen dropped down behind the stage, and a video camera on a tripod was rolled in from the wings, followed by a round bed with little more than a mattress and a sheet. They really meant to film it, right here, with all of these people as witnesses.

Kim caught my eye from up on stage. She winked, as if this was the most fun she’d had in years.

One of the men, the tall one, started unbuttoning her dress, slow and careful. The other man set the camera to start recording, then stepped behind her, fingers trailing up her bare arms. The audience was dead silent, hanging on every tiny sound.

I watched as Kim’s dress slipped from her shoulders and pooled around her ankles. She wore nothing underneath but a lacy black thong. Her body was lithe and tense, goosebumps running over her skin. She didn’t shrink from the two men—she arched into their touch, smiling with her lips parted.

The men moved with her like they’d rehearsed for this. The tall one cupped her face and kissed her, while the other man’s hands reached around and roamed over her chest, then her stomach, then lower. Kim made a noise that was half gasp, half whimper, loud enough for the whole room to hear.

I was aware, distantly, that my own hand was gripping my glass so tight it might shatter. I felt small, insignificant, but also weirdly proud of her.

Kim leaned back, her hair spilling loose, her bare chest rising and falling as the tall man trailed kisses down her neck. She let out a helpless laugh as the men lifted her clean off the floor and onto the bed.

Then the tall man peeled off his shirt. He was remarkable—dark, muscled, ripped in a way you only saw in superhero movies. The other man followed, both of them stripping in seconds until they were down to boxers. The crowd stared up at them like they’d never seen bodies before.

So did my wife.

The men undressed her fully now, thong sliding down her legs. She was naked on the stage, completely exposed and on display.

And she didn’t hesitate. She reached for them, pulling both men down to her and guiding their hands and mouths, directing like a conductor. The camera blinked its red light, capturing everything, while the screen was filled with the huge, inescapable image of my wife writhing between their bodies.

I had never been so turned on, so jealous, or so in awe of her. A part of me wanted to run up there and take her for myself, but really I wanted to just sit there and watch them ruin her in front of all those people—I wanted to freeze this moment forever.

The men took their time. They touched her everywhere, kissing, tasting, teasing her until she was gasping, her head thrown back, fingers clawing at the sheets. The audience watched, rapt. No one spoke. Some couples held hands, others just stared.

Kim reached for the waistband of their boxers without ceremony and yanked them down. The men let her, their heaving cocks already half hard and thickening by the second. Her mouth hung agape in a way that would have humiliated her in any other setting; here, she simply groaned with need and wrapped both hands around them.

She stroked them in tandem, head pivoting so she could taste one, then the other. Her movements were greedy, almost violent. The audience watched, silent but for the creak of chairs and the quiet, involuntary sighs of breath.

She looked at me while she stroked and sucked, her eyes locked on mine. I couldn't decide if she wanted to perform for me, or taunt me, or both. Maybe neither—at that point, it almost looked like she was simply running on instinct, or pure, selfish desire.

Her cheeks hollowed with each pass. She let the tip of one cock bump the back of her throat, gagged, and then grinned as she let it pop out, saliva trailing down her chin to her breasts. The men moaned, heads tilted back, hands resting gently on her shoulders, as if they were afraid to break her. All while she serviced them with such gusto that she was the one getting a little rough, not that either of them seemed to mind.

After a couple more minutes of being primed by my wife in front of the camera, they lay her down—she barely weighed anything between the two of them—and the taller man lined up between her legs. He didn't rush. He rubbed his head along her slit, painting her with pre-come, until even from the back row they could see her squirming. The image of her sprawled out between them was incredible, far more powerful than the now-familiar sight of her with one new lover.

At the same time she reached up and pulled the other man to her face, taking his cock into her mouth while the first man started to press inside. At this new angle she choked a little on the cock in her mouth; I could see her hands flex around his thighs as she steadied herself.

The taller man entered her in a single, deliberate thrust. Kim jerked, gasped, then moaned, her body shivering. She adjusted to the stretch after a few seconds, and then she was moving with them, hips rolling while the man drove into her.

She reached down and started rubbing her clit right away. With me she had never done that so quickly, so urgently, but tonight she was fearless, or maybe just a different person on that stage. The second man fed her his cock in slow, careful pumps, and she bobbed her head to meet him—never letting her eyes leave mine.

I was hard as stone, and aware, in a clinical detached way, that a couple of the men in the audience were touching themselves. I was more surprised to see that some of the wives were openly fingering themselves; the rest just stared up at the stage, slack-jawed.

The man fucking Kim built up a rhythm, harder and deeper, until the slap of skin on skin echoed across the stage. She moaned into the cock in her mouth, her muffled voice pitched high and desperate. Her hands never left her clit. She came suddenly with a little scream, her legs kicking up and grabbing at the tall man's hips, dragging him deep as though for comfort. She actually started to weep, a tear running down her cheek.

But she didn't stop. She took it all.

After she caught her breath the men swapped places—like some obscene, athletic relay—guiding her up onto her hands and knees. The second man lined up behind her now, entering her with a grunt, and the first man knelt on the mattress so she could suck his member, already slick with her fluids and glistening in the light.

This time the men went harder, bolder, knowing she could take it. Kim's body rocked between them, and the audience finally let themselves make noise—cheering, catcalling. Kim smiled around the shaft in her mouth, like she was at a party and not the star of a porn flick. She even posed for the camera, giving it a filthy smirk—perhaps intended for me when I watched this in the future—before getting back to work.

I watched her lose herself, her hair a mess, mascara streaking halfway down her face. The second man fucked her mercilessly, making the whole bed shudder.

She was wild now, abandoned, needy in a way I'd never seen before. She came again, whimpering into the first man's cock. Eventually she let it slip out so she could gulp air and shout out loud: “Oh fuck, oh fuck, fuck me, don’t stop…”

Seeing her getting throttled like that in front of all those people and begging out loud for more, I almost felt like I was going to come without even touching myself. It turned out this fantasy had a funny way of upping the ante with each encounter yet simply making me feel as though I was finally scratching the itch. Until the next one…

The two men gave everything to her, their bodies covered in sweat. I realized that I didn’t feel jealous at all. I was grateful, to Kim, to every man who had taken her for himself that weekend. And I had a strange warm feeling, like I had finally given Kim a gift she’d been afraid to ask for.

Both men finished at the same time. The first gripped Kim’s head and emptied himself into her mouth. The second, still pumping furiously, sank himself deep inside her and grunted in relief, the screen showing his balls jumping and pouring his seed into my wife while he stroked her tits, her thighs. Kim took it all, gulping down the load in her mouth while pushing back to milk every last drop from behind, until finally they were spent.

She fell between them, gasping and smiling wearily, licking her lips. Then she rolled onto her back, exhausted and radiant.

The audience cheered. Some stood, whistling and clapping. Kim waved, then gathered the sheet to cover herself, laughing and shaking, as one of the men turned off the camera and the screen lifted.

She looked at me and her face softened—just for a moment. She was my wife again, and I was her husband, and we were in this together. Then the second man found her dress and brought it over, and she kissed him and thanked him. She pulled it back on, tucked a stray hair behind her ear and grinned, the old Kim back in her body.

Roy stepped out, taking the mic. “Let’s give her a round of applause for living out her wildest fantasy. Hubby—we’ll get your video to you in a moment.”

As the group cheered and clapped, someone brought Kim a glass of water. The men—I didn’t even know their names, and neither did she—got dressed and hugged her, careful and gentle, before leaving the stage. The crowd settled back into conversation, the atmosphere in the room now electric.

Kim came back to our table, her dress on but a little askew, and her make-up wrecked. She slumped into her chair, still breathing hard, her knees unsteady.

She was glowing. She pulled me in for a kiss, her tongue urgent and needy.

“That was… a lot,” she said finally, voice hoarse and giddy.

I nodded, unable to speak. Instead I just looked at her, this woman I thought I knew, and realized with a perverse satisfaction that I would never really have all of her again.

We had one more drink and left the lounge a little later, shortly after the yoga couples had taken to the stage and, perhaps emboldened by Kim, begun a wife swap. We walked the path back to our room, the night purple and endless, the scattered lights in the resort twinkling.

Kim leaned into me and I caught her scent, now laced with those unfamiliar musks.

“I love you,” I said. It sounded stupid, but it was the only thing left. She smiled, then took my hand, lacing our fingers together.

“Me too,” she said. “Maybe even more now.”

I looked at the memory card in my other hand. “This might be the best gift I’ve ever been given.”

“I could say the same thing.”

“Want to watch it back at the villa?”

“Save it for when we get home tomorrow,” she smiled. “It’ll hit harder.”

“And now?”

“Take me back to that villa and fuck me like the slut I am.”


CHAPTER TEN

That next morning was surreal, even for a morning at Stray. Every surface in the villa glowed in the bright early light, spotlessly clean whites and silvers, yet I could still smell the scent of sex and strangers clinging to our sheets. Kim drooled lightly into her pillow, hair matted to the side of her face.

Upon getting back from the lounge the previous night we had split a farewell bottle of champagne that had been left on our dining table, and then fucked over and over again until we had nothing left. Since then, I’d had maybe four hours of sleep and the hangover was now roaring through my skull, but I still felt weirdly invincible, or at least like we had achieved something permanent. The contents of that memory card, at least.

There was a knock at the door, loud and insistent, and I realized that was what had woken me up. I found my phone—dead, naturally—and stumbled toward the door in my boxers. Kim didn’t move.

Warren greeted me in his usual polo shirt and shorts, holding two iced coffees and a bag of breakfast sandwiches. He looked disgustingly fresh.

“Mr. Fields,” he smiled, “I was starting to think you two skipped the country. You’re late—we need to be out of here in fifteen.”

I blinked, trying to process. “Fifteen?”

“Yeah. My colleague at the front desk said you haven’t come to check out yet, so she asked me to fetch you and bring you these—I guess you two aren’t the first to do this.” He handed me one of the coffees, which I accepted with a tremor of gratitude.

He looked over my shoulder at Kim’s bare back on the bed. He grinned, and for a second I caught a weird flash of tenderness before he turned away.

“I’d hustle. Pack up—I’ll bring your bags to the car while you check out.”

“Thanks.”

The next few minutes were chaos. I emptied the drawers into our suitcases, scoured the place for any valuables or discarded clothing, threw anything else into my carry-on, and then pulled Kim upright and dressed her like a child. She grumbled, smacked my hands away, then yanked me in for a long, sticky kiss that tasted like booze and salt.

She looked me in the eye, barely able to focus. “Did last night really happen?”

I nodded. “Every second. All of it.”

“Jesus Christ.” She grinned dreamily, then yanked a brush through her hair. “Where’s my phone?”

I shrugged, checked the sheets, and then found it in the ice bucket for some reason.

I left her to finish pulling herself together and ran down the path to the front desk. It was only a couple of minutes away, but I was running and the morning sun was already blazing; I suddenly appreciated Warren’s cart as more than just a nice-to-have.

The check-out process took thirty seconds—no room charges, everything prepaid, just the formalities and a bland “We hope you enjoyed your stay, Mr. Fields.” No one even looked at me funny, which was its own kind of weird.

I hurried back to the villa with the heat, the exercise and the booze all conspiring to break me out in a sweat before we’d even left for the airport. I passed the cart—no sign of Warren or our bags—then opened the door, ready to haul ass.

For a second I couldn’t process what I was seeing. Kim was on the couch, legs straddling Warren, still in her wrinkled t-shirt but nothing else, his khaki shorts puddled on the floor. She was impaled on him, his hand low on her back and holding her steady as she rocked on top of him. The iced coffee he’d brought her was sweating on the table. She saw me through a haze, hair in her eyes, mouth open in a lazy smile.

She didn’t stop—she just kept going like she had every other time that weekend. My mind swam. No matter what she had already done at the resort, this was technically cheating.

I was instantly hard.

“Hey, babe,” she said, a little hoarse. “I figured we had time for a quickie.”

Warren didn’t look up, but he did smile. He was comfortable—just another service rendered. I could already see that this weekend was far from his first time with a guest, but now I wondered if this wasn’t even his first with a hungover wife who was supposed to be on the road in five minutes.

I happily resigned myself to it, and sat and watched while Kim fucked the bellhop yet again. I could hear her getting wetter—could see it, too, the way she moved, steady and greedy, like she wanted to make the most of her last few moments at Stray. She leaned forward and bit Warren’s earlobe. He didn’t flinch. He just tightened his grip, pulling her down onto him.

I had naturally assumed that those little touches were Kim’s way of putting on more of a show for me, even if it was just for a second. But I was becoming more and more certain that she was just doing whatever she wanted.

She came less than a minute later. I could tell it was imminent even before she started gasping—her thighs tensed, her hands dug into Warren’s chest, and her face twisted up with concentration. I’d seen that look a thousand times and never gotten tired of it. She kept moving, chasing it, milking as much pleasure out of him as she could before she finally collapsed against him.

Warren waited, perfectly still, until she was ready to move again. Then he lifted her and spun her so that she was sitting the other way around and facing me. He whispered something into her ear; she nodded, still dazed, and reached behind her to guide him in again.

He bounced her in his lap, her breasts jiggling through her tee, her pale thighs looking so small against him. He came quickly, his face going tight, his hands locked around her ribs. Kim shuddered and smiled as she felt him finish—I could tell by now that she always loved that part, always eager to be filled by a new man.

When he let her go she kissed him and rolled off, landing with a thump on the cushions. She grinned up at me, still naked from the waist down, her expression saying it all:

I just fucked another guy as soon as you left our room.

Warren stood and zipped up, then grabbed our suitcases as if nothing had happened. “Ready to roll?” he asked, glancing at me. “Plane’s not gonna wait.”

———

Warren packed the trunk of his car while Kim and I piled in. This time she took shotgun, and the moment he started the engine, she rolled the window down and let the air blast her face.

He barely spoke as he sped through the gates, just flicked through satellite radio stations while Kim put her feet up on the dash and scrolled on her phone. I felt like a kid in the backseat, powerless yet weirdly content.

Just outside the city, Kim put her hand on Warren’s thigh. I noticed immediately, but pretended not to. Then she whispered something to him and he nodded. Before I could guess what was going on, she stooped her head, looked over her shoulder and gave me a smile bordering on devilish.

It didn’t take much imagination to figure out where this was going.

My wife unbuckled her seat belt and leaned over into our driver’s lap. There was no preamble, no negotiation. She unzipped his shorts and fished out his cock, already half-hard, and pumped it to rigidity while he drove down that quiet road, nothing but empty fields on either side. She took him in her mouth like it was the most natural thing in the world; he just gripped the wheel and adjusted his hips.

From the backseat, I could see everything. Kim’s head bobbing, Warren’s hand gently resting on her hair, her feet curling up on the seat. She moaned a little, sending a hum through his shaft, and his knuckles tensed up on the steering wheel.

I felt my own dick strain as I watched her work. She was relentless, sucking and jerking with a fervor that I could only describe as cock-hungry. Every so often she’d look up at me and wink, her lips stretched taut around him.

Warren drove one-handed, shifting slightly to give her better access, his breathing shallow and quick. Kim stroked the base fluently, twisting her wrist like a damn porn star. I wondered if she was thinking of last night’s show—or if this was just the way she was now, for good.

Warren started breathing harder, his jaw set. Kim sensed what was coming and pulled off, her fist bouncing faster around his cock as she brought him to the edge. She looked back at me with her mouth open and her tongue out, just as the first rope of come hit her lips.

She didn’t even flinch—she just grinned and let it land, then pumped him again and again while he shot another spatter across her cheek, then her nose, then even her hair. The rest hit her chin and her throat in gloppy, pearlescent lines. It was obscene, and she loved it. It was obvious in the way she kept her tongue out, catching every drop that she could, until he finished and went slack against the seat.

He laughed, a genuine, contented sound. “God damn,” he said, “you are something else.”

Kim smiled up at him coyly and sat back upright, fixing her hair. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then licked it clean, eyes glazed and happy. Warren reached across the dash and found her a napkin, which she used to dab her face and neck as if it were just an everyday mess to clean up in the car. I watched her, radiant and sticky, and I wondered how far she would have taken it if we weren’t hurtling through the fields at fifty miles per hour.

When she was done she reached back and squeezed my hand; it was an oddly sweet touch.

There was nothing left to say after that. We rode in silence all the way to the airport.

When we arrived, Warren wheeled our bags to the curb and gratefully accepted a tip from me—which felt both ludicrous and utterly deserved. I expected Kim to act sheepish now that it was time to say goodbye, but she just kissed him on the cheek and thanked him for the “premium service”.

“Hope you come back next year,” he said.

“We might,” she said, grinning, and then she slipped her hand into mine as if nothing unusual had happened at all.

The airport was noisy, crowded, and aggressively normal. Most people clearly didn’t know or care where we’d been and what we’d done—not the families in the security line, not the surly barista at the coffee shop. But every so often I’d catch an employee or another local looking at Kim, then me, and I’d wonder.

Did they sense it? Did they know?

Kim simply moved through the terminal as if she had always been this woman. She carried herself with total confidence, not a shred of guilt or shame—as if there wasn’t a memory card safely tucked away in my bag with a perfect record of her being totally defiled.

On the plane, she took the window seat and fell asleep before we even left the tarmac. I stared at the back of the seat in front of me, unable to think about anything other than that video. I wanted to watch it right away, partly just to check that it had really happened; but I also wanted to wait, to savor it together with Kim.

I dozed off, thinking about her body, about all the hands and mouths that had been on her, about those enormous cocks that had been inside her and filled her up—about the way she had looked at me through all of it.

When we landed she finally woke up and stretched. As if she had read my mind, she leaned in and whispered, “You wanna watch it tonight?”

I nodded, and she squeezed my thigh.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

We watched the video on our laptop that night, in bed, just the two of us. It was better than any fantasy, any online video. This was as real as it got.

On the screen she looked like a different person—not my wife but a wild, beautiful stranger. It was obscene, but also so fucking pure. There was nothing fake about her hunger, or the way her body arched to take them at either end. She seemed happy, almost serene, when the first cock slid into her. The look on her face wasn’t just pleasure, but something deeper, almost religious.

The sight of her impaled on both men, her body stretched out between them, made my skin buzz. She looked so small, so pale and perfect between them. When she came—in front of all those people—she screamed it out without any shame at all.

Kim watched with her hand between her legs, biting her lower lip, and as I watched her I knew for sure: I would never, ever get tired of seeing her with someone else.

And she would never tire of letting me.

“Fuck,” she gasped, bucking and coming against her hand. I watched on as she came while staring at those images of herself, reliving all those sensations.

Her orgasm had barely ended when she reached over and slid her hand into my boxers. The video faded to black in front of us—and then looped back to the beginning.

The room was dark except for the glow of the screen, those first few images of Kim between the two men. She held me with wet, eager fingers, her grip tighter than it had ever been, her attention never straying from the laptop. She watched herself, transfixed, pumping me slowly, dragging her thumb across the tip. I watched her watching herself; her pupils were huge, her lips parted. She was barely breathing.

“I want to keep doing this,” she said in a hushed voice, as if the neighbors might hear through the walls. “Even here, at home.”

I tried to smile, but my jaw wouldn’t cooperate. “You’re serious?”

She nodded, not looking at me, only at the screen. “I can’t stop thinking about it. The way you looked at me, the way those men fucked me. I need it.” She twisted her wrist at the end of each stroke, drawing little pulses of pleasure through my whole body.

I swallowed. “How would we even do that? Just… start inviting people over?”

She finally looked at me. “There are sites. Apps. Couples do this stuff all over the place—you just never see it unless you’re looking.” She squeezed, hard. “I want a long-term bull. A big black man. Like at the resort.” She grinned, slick and mischievous. “Maybe bigger.”

I let out a gasp. I was already so close.

Kim seemed to sense it. She shifted, kneeling on the bed, and bent down, taking me in her mouth. She didn’t tease, just swallowed me down to the root, her hair falling around my hips as she bobbed her head. I watched her, helpless, and when I came, she didn’t stop—she kept sucking, gulping down every drop like she’d never tasted anything better.

When I finally stopped shaking, she let go, then laid her head on my thigh.

“Should I start looking?” she asked.

A part of me wondered if it was too much, too fast. But I knew that ultimately I wanted it even more than she did.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice sounding broken. “Do it.”

She picked up her phone, eyes bright and wild, frantically tapping at the screen. I just stared at the video from the resort, trying to process the idea of her really taking a proper ‘real life’ lover.

Every once in a while she’d show me a profile—each man bigger than the last, every one of them reminiscent of the ones she had been with at the resort—and eventually it became too much for both of us. We kissed and fucked, right there beside the laptop, her video still playing in the background.

———

The next morning I woke to the sound of Kim’s phone buzzing. She was already awake, sitting up in bed, face glowing in the light from the screen.

She looked at me, beaming, as I blinked and rubbed my eyes.

“I think I found him,” she said.

“What?”

She turned her phone to me. The guy’s bio listed his height as six foot five and said that he wasn’t looking for anything serious. But his photos were staggering; the guy was black, bald and incredibly muscular, the three factors that apparently comprised her ‘type’ now.

And if there were any doubt that she had found her BBC-in-shining-armor within hours of landing, one photo was a selfie taken at a downtown gym that I recognized from the decals on the windows. The guy was real, and he was local.

“Jesus,” I said, pushing up on my elbows. “You want to message him?”

She giggled and smiled mischievously. “Um… we’re a little past that. He wants to meet up.”

My heart thudded. “Does he know…?”

She nodded. “I told him everything. About what you like, about what I like, about what I did this weekend. I told him what I’m looking for.”

“What did you say, exactly?”

“I told him I want to be a happily married woman, with a man like him on the side who can fuck my brains out whenever he wants.”

My cock almost tore a hole in the sheets. I was speechless.

Kim simply tapped at the screen and showed me the conversation. There it was, just as she had said, the last message from ‘Shaun’ asking if she was free the next evening.

“It’s your call,” she said, her voice and her expression sincere now, putting the phone aside and turning to me. “If you don’t want me to do this, if you want this whole thing to stay at the resort, I can live with that. Maybe we can go back one day. But if you want this too…”

“I do.”

Her eyebrows raised. “You’re sure?”

“What you just described to me—I want it for you. No conditions, nothing. I don’t even need to see it.”

“Seriously? I was thinking it would be nice to get a little more”—her eyes flicked to the laptop, now closed in the corner—“material.”

“I mean… that would be hot as hell. But I saw you in that place—you were doing all the things you wanted to do, nothing more, nothing less. That’s how I want it to be from now on.”

She looked down at me for a moment, stunned. Then she leaned in and kissed me deeply, her tongue flicking out at mine.

There it was again, that taste. It seemed like it had been permanently altered, each of those men leaving a mark that I would need to live with forever.

“I love you,” she breathed.

“I love you too. Now go get your bull.”

She kissed me one last time. Then she sat up straight and gave me a coy smile as her fingers hovered over the screen, poised to send a message that would change our marriage forever.

“If this all works out… I’m going to let him do things to me that no other man has.”

“I hope so,” I said, and I meant it.

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

For alerts on new releases, be sure to hit the Follow button on my Amazon author page.
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Good Wives Turned Hotwives (Bundle here)

My Wife’s Club (Bundle here)
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Watch Me Cheat (Bundle here)
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