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Click Click Book 


We were curled up on the sofa, laptop balanced on a cushion between us, fingers still sticky from the takeaway we hadn’t finished. The TV was murmuring in the background, half-muted, ignored. Angela’s legs were tucked under her, mine stretched out, and we were both leaning in, eyes fixed on the screen.

“This one?” I asked, scrolling past another resort with a sterile beach and glossy brochure smiles.

She wrinkled her nose. “Looks like the kind of place your boss would take his mistress and pretend it's romantic.”

I laughed and clicked to the next tab. “Okay. Barbados. Beachfront, adults only. And the yacht picks up a few days later.”

Angela tilted her head, reading. “And the Bahamas after, right? That last week to relax?”

“Exactly.” I paused, watching her. “It’s the one we talked about ages ago.”

She didn’t answer right away. Just stared at the photos, her lips slightly parted. Then she whispered, “Book it.”

There was a beat of silence as I hit Confirm. The screen flickered, refreshed—and just like that, it was done.

We looked at each other, and the wave hit us. That rush of excitement, the relief after weeks of comparisons and half-arguments, and a flicker of nervous energy. What if it didn’t live up to what we’d imagined? What if it couldn’t?

But then Angela grinned and leaned against me, and I knew it would. Four weeks to celebrate our tenth anniversary—starting with a week in Barbados, then two full weeks on a luxury dive yacht, and finishing in the Bahamas.

We’d pieced the whole thing together through a travel company, combining everything we wanted. The diving, the privacy, the indulgence. It hadn’t been cheap, but we’d saved for years. We’d always said we’d do something big for our tenth. And now it was all locked in.

That was six months ago. If I’m honest, the excitement only fully kicked in the week before.

It was the day before we were due to fly that it really hit me. I’d just got home from work, stepped into the bedroom, and there she was—Angela, standing in front of the mirror, adjusting the straps of one of her new bikinis.

“Wow, baby, you look incredible,” I said, walking up behind her and wrapping my arms around her shoulders, unable to stop smiling.

She pulled away with a playful grin and gave a little twirl. “So, do you like it?”

Like it? She looked phenomenal. Angela was 34, but she could’ve passed for 25 without even trying. Years of gym sessions and morning runs had carved out that tight, toned body, and she wore confidence like it was stitched into her skin.

She turned toward me slowly, her smile teasing, that little yellow-and-green bikini hugging every curve. Her 5’2 frame was all lean muscle and soft, golden skin—slim arms and legs, a flat, toned stomach, and those perfectly perky 34B breasts that could’ve belonged to a girl ten years younger.

I couldn’t stop staring. God, I loved my sexy little wife.

If you needed any more proof that Angela was practically perfect, all I’d have to tell you is this: her idea of a perfect night involved a BBQ, a few cold beers, and giving head. I’m not saying that’s what made me fall for her—but it sure didn’t hurt.

When you meet a gorgeous little blonde who thinks a third date should include ribs on the grill, beers on the patio, and then ends the night by going down on you on the sofa like it’s the most natural thing in the world… well, let’s just say it didn’t take long for me to realize this girl wasn’t just a keeper. She was wife material.

“Like it? I love it, babe,” I finally said, still grinning.

“Well, I picked up a few other bits too,” she said with a smirk, “but they’re already packed, so you’ll have to wait to see them. You need to finish packing as well—we really need to leave if we’re going to get some food at the hotel!”

That was Angela through and through—always two steps ahead, always thinking about the next meal. And as usual, she was right. We’d booked a hotel at the airport for the night to make our 6 a.m. flight a little less brutal. A fifteen-minute hop from the lobby to the gate definitely beat a bleary-eyed two-hour drive from home.

“No worries, babe. I’ve only got my toiletries to pack, and I’m good to go.”

I grabbed my toothbrush, electric razor, and shower gel from the bathroom, tossed them into the top of my case, and zipped it shut.

Three hours later, we were checked into the airport hotel and sitting in the restaurant with a couple of cold drinks, scrolling through the menu. Angela was eyeing the steak, and I was pretending I wasn’t starving.

“This counts as our last normal meal before paradise, right?” she said, grinning.

“I think that’s what they call foreshadowing,” I replied, raising my glass.

As we chatted between bites, I couldn’t stop thinking about how incredible this trip was going to be. We’d planned it out perfectly: a week of pure relaxation at a five-star hotel in Barbados—the kind of place where even the towels smelled expensive. I won’t name names, but think beachfront luxury, champagne on arrival, and not a screaming child in sight.

After that came the real highlight: two weeks living on a yacht, diving our way around the Caribbean. It wasn’t massive, and that was the point—limited numbers, no beginner lessons, no crowds. Just qualified divers, a small crew, and a dive guide to point out the good stuff. No frills, just reef, wrecks, and as many tanks a day as we could handle.

And then the finale: a week at a boutique hotel in the Bahamas. No sprawling resort, no buffet queues—just something quieter, smaller, and maybe even sexier in a totally different way.

After dinner, we headed back through the lobby toward the lifts. Unfortunately, so did about twenty other people. The queue snaked out from the elevators like a conga line of flip-flops and lost expressions.

“Oh God,” I groaned. “We’ll be up there by midnight.”

Angela just glanced at the crowd, rolled her eyes, and turned sharply toward the stairwell. “Come on. We need the exercise.”

I gave her a look. “We? You dragged me on a 5 a.m. spin class last week. I think I’m still recovering.”

She smirked as she opened the door. “You coming or what?”

Of course, I followed. I might’ve sighed dramatically, but I wasn’t about to pass up the chance to walk five floors behind her, watching her perfect little ass bounce with every step in those tight shorts. I’d earned this view.

Well, I say little shorts, but truthfully, they were probably half a size too small—and Angela had an ass that only made them look smaller. Not that I was complaining. Her ass was absolutely phenomenal, but calling it anything other than big would be a lie. She owned it too, always the first to joke about her “big ass” like it was just another fact of life. And it kind of was.

What pictures never quite captured—what you could only really appreciate in person—was that there wasn’t an ounce of fat on it. Just a firm, round, sculpted ass, the kind that looked amazing in yoga pants, swimsuits, or nothing at all. It was a product of years of dedication: diving, running, countless squats, and a low-key obsession with Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu. Angela didn’t just have an ass—she’d built it, like a work of art that could choke you out if it wanted to.

You might be getting the picture by now—Angela didn’t sit still. I think she managed it once, maybe for fifteen minutes, and then only because she was asleep. She was one of the most active, physically intense people I’d ever met. And that ass? Yeah. That was the natural result.

Halfway up the second flight, she looked back over her shoulder with a smirk. “You enjoying the view back there, babe?”

I didn’t miss a beat. “Oh, all hotel staircases look the same, really.”

She narrowed her eyes and gave her hips an extra wiggle, just to punish me.

The room was softly lit by the warm glow of the bedside lamps, throwing a golden sheen across the sheets. The curtains were drawn, shutting out the dull hum of the airport and cocooning us in that perfect kind of quiet you only get in a hotel room—clean sheets, chilled air, and nowhere to be but right here.

Angela was propped up against the headboard, her legs tucked under the duvet, but her upper body bare and unbothered, like she hadn’t even thought about covering herself. One arm rested casually behind her head, the other holding a glass of red wine that caught the light every time she tilted it to her lips. Her skin glowed in the lamplight—smooth, flushed, and still slightly warm from the stairs. Her nipples were hard, proud on her toned chest, but she didn’t seem to notice or care. She looked like a goddess at rest, completely at ease in her own skin.

She gave me a lazy smile as I stepped out of the bathroom with a towel slung low around my waist, rubbing my hair dry. “You took your time,” she said, her voice soft, amused.

“Trying to cool off,” I replied. “Someone insisted on taking the scenic route to the fifth floor.”

She smirked, swirling the wine in her glass. “I gave you a very scenic view.”

I couldn’t argue with that.

I dropped the towel and slid into bed beside her, the sheets cool against my skin. She didn’t say anything at first. Just shifted slightly to top up her wine from the little bottle she’d grabbed from the minibar. Her bare breasts rose and fell with each breath, the curve of her waist leading down beneath the covers in a way that made it hard to think straight.

Then, without a word, Angela reached under the duvet. Her fingers found me immediately—my cock already starting to harden from just lying beside her like this. She gave it a slow, deliberate stroke, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Well, look at that,” she murmured. “Didn’t take much.”

“You sitting there like that didn’t exactly help,” I said, my voice catching slightly as her grip tightened.

Her lips curved into that wicked little smile I knew too well. She set the wine glass down on the nightstand and slipped beneath the covers, disappearing with a rustle of sheets and a flick of her blonde hair. I felt her warm breath against my thigh first, then the soft brush of her lips against the base of my shaft.

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back against the pillows as she began to move.

Slow at first—lips parting, tongue gliding, the head of my cock slipping between them with a wet, teasing suck. Her hand kept a steady rhythm at the base, twisting just slightly as she worked me with her mouth. She knew exactly what she was doing. Every flick of her tongue, every change in pressure, every shift of her pace was calculated, confident, almost lazy in that way a woman gets when she knows she has you completely.

And she did. My legs tensed slightly as the warmth of her mouth enveloped me, the wet sounds of her slow, methodical sucking filling the quiet room, broken only by the occasional soft moan from her throat when she got particularly deep. I could picture her under the sheets—hair fanned across my stomach, one hand braced beside my thigh, the other wrapped around the base of my cock as she took more and more of me into her mouth.

I didn’t dare look. I didn’t have to.

I just lay there, eyes closed, letting the feeling roll through me like waves. My breathing slowed, deepened. Everything else—flights, plans, early alarms—just melted away. There was only this. Only her.

God, I was lucky.


On Cloud Nine 


Navigating the airport felt like a dance we’d rehearsed a hundred times in our heads. The hum of early morning chaos surrounded us—rolling suitcases, boarding calls, half-awake kids in animal neck pillows—but there was something almost exciting about it. We moved in sync, passports and boarding passes in hand, as we joined the check-in line.

Angela’s eyes sparkled, a mix of joy and that subtle pre-flight tension. She was alert, focused, already scanning for coffee.

By the time we made it through check-in and security, she was practically dragging me toward the food court. “If I don’t eat something soon, I’m going to start chewing on your arm,” she said, not entirely joking.

We found a booth in one of those generic all-day-breakfast places and ordered. Well—I ordered a coffee and a bacon roll. Angela, on the other hand, went full feast-mode. Pancakes, scrambled eggs, sausage, toast, hash browns, and a smoothie on the side.

“Jesus,” I said, eyeing the mountain of food that landed in front of her.

“What?” she grinned, already spreading butter onto a thick slice of toast. “I need to keep my strength up. You know—long flight… vigorous vacation activities...”

Her tone was casual, but her eyes sparkled with just enough mischief to make me shift slightly in my seat.

“Speaking of vigorous activities…” I leaned in and lowered my voice. “Your mouth was incredible last night.”

She didn’t even flinch—just sliced into her pancakes with deliberate calm. “Good,” she said, licking syrup from her fork. “Because I plan on keeping that cock busy this entire trip.”

Then she leaned across the table, eyes gleaming, and whispered just loud enough for only me to hear, “If you’re lucky, I might even let you cum in my mouth next time.”

I sat there stunned for half a second, blood rushing downward, jaw half-open while she just grinned and popped a forkful of scrambled egg between her lips like she’d said nothing out of the ordinary.

Moments like that made it hard to focus on anything else. Once we’d eaten—and by “we,” I mean I picked at my roll while Angela demolished every last bite of her plate—we wandered through duty-free, letting time blur in the best kind of way. She tested perfumes, we sampled overpriced chocolates, and every now and then, she brushed her fingers against mine with just enough pressure to remind me exactly what I had waiting for me the moment we were alone again.

Eventually, the screen above us flickered with our gate number, and Angela nudged me with her elbow. “That’s us,” she said, finishing the last sip of her smoothie.

We joined the slow, meandering line of passengers making their way toward the gate. Families wrangled kids, business types scrolled through emails, and couples like us moved quietly, lost in their own little bubbles. Angela slipped her hand into mine as we walked, her fingers warm and soft, her thumb tracing lazy circles over my knuckles.

As we reached the window near the gate, we caught our first glimpse of the aircraft outside—a sleek, silver behemoth gleaming under the morning sun. It sat proudly on the tarmac, engines still silent, its wide wings stretched like a bird about to leap. There was something awe-inspiring about it. This wasn’t just a machine; it was the beginning of everything we’d talked about for months. The gateway to escape.

“They weren’t kidding,” Angela said, nodding toward it. “That thing’s a beast.”

“Almost as sexy as you in those shorts last night,” I murmured back.

She bumped her hip into mine with a mock-scandalized look but didn’t let go of my hand.

The boarding process was slow, but we didn’t mind. We stood side by side, watching the buzz of activity outside the windows—the luggage carts weaving around the plane, the crew doing their final checks. When our row was finally called, we stepped forward together, passports and boarding passes ready.

As we moved through the jet bridge, the warm air turned cool and conditioned. That distinct airplane scent—fabric softener, faint coffee, and something vaguely metallic—wrapped around us as we stepped through the doorway. The cabin crew greeted us with cheerful smiles and practiced welcomes, and we made our way down the aisle, weaving between passengers loading bags and sorting overhead compartments.

We found our seats—two by the window near the wing—and quickly settled in. Angela took the window, and I slid in beside her, our arms brushing, legs bumping lightly as we got comfortable. She pulled her hair into a loose bun and tucked her travel pillow behind her neck, then reached for my hand again, twining her fingers with mine without looking.

Her touch grounded me. Familiar. Soft. Electric.

Around us, the cabin slowly filled with the quiet murmur of boarding—overhead bins thudding shut, safety announcements beginning to crackle through the speakers. Angela leaned her head against my shoulder for a moment, her breath warm against my neck.

“Can you believe we’re actually doing this?” she said softly.

I looked at her—bare-faced, beautiful, still glowing from the wine and wickedness of the night before—and smiled. “Yeah,” I whispered back. “And we haven’t even left the ground yet.”

Outside, the jet bridge pulled away and the aircraft gave a slow, subtle shudder beneath us. The engines whirred to life, a low mechanical growl that turned into a steady hum. There was something soothing about it, that deep, velvety vibration that filled the cabin like a lullaby.

Angela reached for my hand again, squeezing it gently. Her eyes met mine, and for a long second, we just stared at each other. No words. Just that flicker of connection, that shared knowledge that something special was beginning. Not just a holiday—something more.

“I hope you’re ready,” she whispered, her voice low, private. “I’m going to ruin you on this trip.”

I grinned, hard.

“Promise?”

Her lips twitched into a smug smile, and she leaned in to kiss my cheek. “Oh, you have no idea.”

As the plane taxied toward the runway and the engines surged louder, Angela adjusted her seatbelt and nestled into her spot beside me. I leaned my head back and closed my eyes, the vibration of takeoff building beneath us like the start of a slow, thrilling climb.

Our fingers stayed interlaced, warm and certain, as the aircraft lifted off and carried us into the sky.

The hours passed in a dreamlike rhythm—light naps, murmured conversations, flickers of movies we weren’t really watching. Angela dozed for a bit, curled slightly toward the window, her legs tucked under her and her head occasionally rolling against my shoulder. I stayed half-awake most of the time, drifting in and out, too aware of her body beside mine, the soft scent of her skin, the memory of her mouth the night before.

At one point, somewhere high above the Atlantic, she stirred, stretched slowly, and turned toward me with a lazy grin. Her hand, resting on the armrest between us, slipped just slightly to my thigh.

At first, I thought nothing of it—just her getting comfortable. But then her fingertips brushed inward, grazing the front of my jeans ever so lightly. Once. Then again, slower this time. My cock was already semi-hard from the proximity alone, but her touch sent a fresh pulse through it.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “When we get to the hotel, I want you to bend me over the first thing you see. Desk, chair, suitcase—I don’t care.”

I turned sharply to look at her, but she was already sipping water like she hadn’t just lit a fire in my lap.

“I’ve been thinking about it all morning,” she added, her voice barely audible. “My pussy’s still wet from last night. You did that.”

Her fingers grazed me again, this time with more purpose, hidden beneath the airline blanket she’d pulled over us an hour ago. It wasn’t enough for anyone to notice—but I felt it. The drag of her fingernail along the outline of my shaft, the subtle squeeze before she pulled her hand back.

I clenched my jaw and shifted slightly in my seat, trying to keep my cool. Every fibre of me wanted to unzip and let her climb on right there in row 27. But instead, I closed my eyes and let the ache build, knowing this was all part of the game. The teasing. The anticipation.

She just smiled sweetly, flicked through the in-flight menu like nothing had happened, and whispered, “You’ll need your strength when we land.”

As if on cue, the cabin lights brightened, and the pilot’s voice crackled through the speakers to announce our descent into Barbados. Angela turned to the window and drew up the blind. Bright sunlight poured in, blinding at first, then breathtaking.

We peered through the glass together, watching as the endless turquoise waters came into view, sparkling beneath the wings. Golden strips of beach curved along the coast like something out of a fantasy. Lush green palms clustered near the edge of the island, dancing gently in the breeze as we dropped lower toward the runway.

Angela leaned her head against mine and sighed softly. “God, look at that.”

I wasn’t sure if she meant the view or the growing bulge in my jeans. Probably both.

But I knew one thing for certain—we were in for an unforgettable trip. And this? This was just the beginning.

The moment we stepped off the plane, the heat hit us like a kiss—thick, fragrant, and full of promise. The warm Barbados breeze rolled in across the tarmac, carrying with it the scent of salt, sun lotion, and blooming tropical flowers. Angela tilted her face up toward the sky and closed her eyes, soaking it in like she was already home.

We made our way through the small airport with an easy rhythm. Customs was surprisingly efficient, and before long we were wheeling our luggage through the exit, blinking at the brightness of the day. Just beyond the crowd of greeters, a sharply dressed resort rep stood holding a polished placard with Angela’s name in bold black script. That simple detail made her grin—just enough to flash me a smug smile over her shoulder.

“VIP treatment already,” she murmured.

The representative gave us a warm welcome and took our bags with a practiced ease, guiding us to a sleek black SUV idling at the curb. The moment Angela stepped ahead of me to slide into the car, I couldn’t stop myself from staring. Her sundress hugged her just enough to show the outline of those incredible hips, and the sway of her ass as she stepped up into the vehicle made my pulse jump.

She knew I was looking. She always knew.

As I climbed in beside her and the doors shut behind us, Angela shifted slightly toward me, one leg folded up on the leather seat, the fabric of her dress slipping further up her thigh. The AC hummed low. Island music played softly from the radio. The driver made polite small talk as we pulled away from the curb, but I barely registered any of it.

Angela’s hand found my thigh again, just like it had on the plane. At first casual. Then not.

“You’ve been staring at my ass since we landed,” she whispered, her lips close enough to tickle my earlobe. Her fingers crept up, brushing lightly against the hardening shape in my shorts. “It’s kind of turning me on.”

“Kind of?” I asked, my voice low.

Her smile turned sharper. “I need you to fuck me,” she murmured, barely audible over the soft music. “Like… soon. Like, first chance we get.”

Her fingers grazed my cock again, a light squeeze through the fabric that made me shift in my seat and glance at the rearview mirror, half-wondering if the driver could somehow sense what was happening. Angela just looked out the window innocently, pretending to admire the scenery.

And the scenery was worth admiring—winding coastal roads with glimpses of turquoise water, palm trees swaying, bursts of bright flowers tumbling over whitewashed walls. The deeper into the island we went, the more it felt like we were slipping into something unreal, something curated entirely for pleasure.

When the resort finally came into view, it took my breath away.

An elegant, sprawling property perched right on the beach, framed by pristine sand and soft, rolling surf. The entrance was grand but not gaudy—natural stone, wide wooden beams, lush tropical plants flanking the open-air lobby. Staff in crisp uniforms greeted us with rum punch and cold towels, all smiles and effortless warmth.

Angela leaned in close as we stepped out of the SUV, her voice teasing in my ear. “First bed I see, you’re bending me over it. That’s not a request.”

I swallowed hard and followed her into the resort, eyes drifting down to the sway of her hips with every step. My cock was already half-hard again, still aching from her teasing on the plane, and now every bit of her—bare shoulders, sun-kissed legs, that wicked little smile—seemed like it was designed to push me over the edge.

We were led through manicured gardens and winding paths, past infinity pools, rooftop lounges, swim-up bars, and white-canopied daybeds that looked like something out of a fantasy. Every turn revealed another stunning detail—the scent of jasmine in the air, the faint sound of steel drums in the distance, the rhythmic crash of waves on the private shore.

Angela’s eyes lit up as we reached our suite, and I could tell it wasn’t just the view or the luxury. She was glowing—alive with anticipation, with lust, with that unique energy she had when she knew she was driving me absolutely mad.

This wasn’t just a vacation. It was foreplay. And it had only just begun.

Our room was on the top floor, tucked away in one of the resort’s private wings, with an uninterrupted view of the ocean that looked like it had been painted just for us. Turquoise water stretched out in every direction, the sound of distant waves filtering in through the open sliding doors. Inside, everything was light, airy, and indulgent—white linens, dark wood finishes, champagne chilling on the table. A king-sized bed dominated the center of the room, wide and waiting.

But we didn’t even make it that far.

The moment the door closed behind us, Angela turned and slammed her lips into mine—urgent, hungry, already breathing hard.

"Strip,” she whispered, already pulling at her dress. “I need you to fuck me. Right now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

Her sundress hit the floor first, and she turned away from me, walking straight to the edge of the bed and bracing both hands on the mattress. No bra. No underwear. Just that incredible, toned ass presented perfectly for me, her legs slightly parted, her skin flushed and begging.

“God, look at you,” I said, my voice already hoarse as I stepped in behind her.

“Stop staring and get that thick cock inside me,” she growled.

I grabbed her hips with both hands, pulled her back toward me, and bent over just long enough to kiss her lower back. Then I unzipped, gripped my shaft—already heavy, hard, aching—and lined myself up. Just over six inches, thick enough that Angela always needed a second to adjust. She loved that about it. Said she could feel it even after we were done.

And now she was soaking. I could see the slick shine on her inner thighs before I even touched her.

I pressed forward.

The first inch sank in with a wet gasp from her. She clenched the sheets, moaned deep and guttural, then pushed her hips back to meet me.

“Fuck, yes. That’s it—give me all of it.”

I drove the rest of the way in, stretching her open, burying myself to the hilt. Her body tensed, then shuddered around me.

"God, you feel full,” she hissed. “That thick cock—fuck—don’t hold back.”

I didn’t.

I gripped her hips tight and started thrusting—hard, fast, brutal. My thighs slapped against the backs of hers as the sound of skin on skin echoed around the room. Angela’s breathing turned ragged, broken by gasps and curses. She tried to keep upright, but I was pounding into her too hard, forcing her down to her elbows, her cheek pressing against the crisp white linen.

She reached back once, fingertips brushing my leg, as if to tell me she was still with me—still in control. But I could feel it: the way her legs trembled, the way her pussy clenched around me tighter every time I bottomed out. She was close.

"Harder," she moaned, voice almost slurred. "Don't stop. I want to cum all over this cock."

I slammed into her, again and again, not slowing, not giving her a chance to catch her breath.

Her back arched, and suddenly she let out a long, broken cry—her orgasm hit like a crashing wave. Her body tensed, then began shaking underneath me, thighs quivering, her whole frame jolting against the sheets as she came, loud and messy and uncontrollable.

“Fuck… fuck!” she gasped, voice cracked. “Oh my God—yes—yes—keep going—”

Her cunt was pulsing around me, clutching tight, wet and hot and spasming as her orgasm tore through her. I gritted my teeth, gripped her hips harder, and kept driving into her as she collapsed forward onto the bed, her arms too weak to hold her up. Her cheek pressed into the sheets, hair stuck to her damp skin, breath coming in short, whimpering bursts.

I didn’t stop. Couldn’t.

The slick heat of her, the way her body trembled beneath me, the smell of sweat and sex thick in the air—it was too much. My balls tightened, every muscle in my body clenched, and then I was groaning low through my teeth, thrusting deep one last time as I came hard inside her.

Hot, thick spurts shot into her still-pulsing cunt, her body twitching around me as I emptied everything I had, buried to the hilt. I held there for a moment, every inch of me pressed to her, throbbing as the last wave passed.

Angela didn’t move. Couldn’t. She just let out a soft, breathy laugh into the sheets.

“Jesus,” she mumbled, voice raw. “I can feel it. You filled me up.”

I slowly pulled back, watching my cum drip from between her legs as she lay there in a satisfied, ruined sprawl—her thighs spread, her body glowing, her breath still shaky.

I leaned down, kissed her shoulder, and whispered, “Welcome to paradise.”

Angela was still catching her breath when I finally rolled off her, both of us sweaty, panting, and tangled in sheets that now looked like they’d been through a storm. Her thighs were still trembling, her skin flushed, her eyes glassy with afterglow. For a long moment, neither of us spoke—we just lay there in the fading light, letting the sound of the ocean drift in through the open balcony doors.

Eventually, she turned her head toward me and grinned, her voice rough and low. “If that’s how we’re starting this trip… we might need a few rest days.”

I laughed and kissed her shoulder. “No complaints here.”

We cleaned up with lazy movements, rinsing off under the rainfall shower, stealing a few more touches and kisses as we did. But instead of crashing back into bed, Angela tossed on a sundress and said, “Come on. Let’s explore a little. We didn’t come all this way to stay inside—yet.”

She gave me a wink that promised more later, and I couldn’t help but follow.

The resort seemed to stretch forever, nestled along a private crescent of beach that felt impossibly untouched. As we wandered through the gardens that evening, Angela slipped her arm through mine, leaning her head briefly on my shoulder as we strolled beneath swaying palms. The path meandered past koi ponds and flowering hibiscus, torchlight flickering to life one by one as the sun dipped lower.

The sky above was melting into gold and deep pink, the kind of sunset that didn’t need filters or postcards. Every step brought us closer to the beach, and when we reached the sand, Angela slipped off her sandals and grinned at me.

“Come on,” she said, already walking ahead, the breeze catching her dress and lifting it just enough to tease me with the shape of her legs. I followed, the cool powdery sand between my toes, the scent of the sea sharp and clean in the air.

We walked down to the water’s edge, where the tide rolled in gently, lapping at our ankles. She reached for my hand again, squeezing it softly. Neither of us spoke much. We didn’t need to. We waded in just far enough for the water to kiss our calves, standing side by side, letting the warm Caribbean sea wash over our feet while the sun disappeared behind the horizon. For a while, we simply sat in the shallows, clothes damp, skin sun-kissed, watching the sky burn and fade.

Eventually, the tide reminded us it was time to move.

Back at the room, we cleaned up slowly, slipping into something a little more refined for the night ahead. Angela chose a deep green dress that clung to her curves in all the right places and left her back bare, her hair pinned up loosely, a single curl grazing her neck. She looked absolutely stunning—elegant, relaxed, and completely at home in her skin.

“You’re going to make it really hard to sit through dinner,” I murmured as she fastened her earrings.

She smirked and leaned in to kiss my cheek. “Good. That’s the point.”

I threw on a crisp white shirt and dark trousers, rolled the sleeves to my forearms, and met her at the door. We made our way through the resort’s winding pathways, now lit with soft amber lanterns strung through the trees, until we reached the restaurant. Draped in fairy lights and open to the sea breeze, the setting felt like something from a movie—intimate, glowing, impossibly romantic.

The host led us to a table at the edge of the terrace, where the last blush of sunset still lingered on the ocean’s surface. A candle flickered between us, the flame catching in Angela’s eyes as she smiled over her glass of wine.

The menu was full of local specialties—spiced seafood, fresh tropical fruits, and dishes we could barely pronounce. We chose an assortment to share, letting the flavors surprise us. Flying fish with lime and pepper sauce, roasted breadfruit, grilled snapper in rum glaze. Every bite was layered and complex, and Angela practically moaned after the first spoonful of the peppered pumpkin soup.

“This place,” she whispered, wiping a bit of oil from her lip, “is heaven.”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” I said, but I wasn’t looking at the food.

Through the meal, we laughed, touched fingers across the table, played footsie under it. Angela’s mood was lighter than I’d seen in weeks—completely unburdened. And mine? I couldn’t take my eyes off her. The way she sipped her drink, the low sound of her laugh, the slight blush on her chest from the wine and sun—it all worked together like a kind of slow seduction.

We finished with coconut ice cream served in a carved-out shell, topped with pineapple and mango. Angela insisted on feeding me the first bite. I didn’t complain.

After dinner, we decided to skip the main path and cut back toward our room along the beach. The moon had risen high by then, casting a silver shimmer across the ocean, and the only sound was the rhythmic hush of the waves and the occasional murmur of laughter drifting from cabanas nearby.

Angela walked barefoot, holding her heels in one hand, the hem of her dress brushing her calves as she moved. I watched the way her hips swayed with each step, the curve of her body framed by moonlight.

She must’ve felt my eyes on her because she glanced back, smirking. “You know you’re allowed to walk beside me, not just stare at my ass from five paces back.”

I caught up, slid an arm around her waist, and kissed her shoulder. “I’m just admiring the scenery.”

“You can admire it properly when we get inside,” she murmured, pressing a slow kiss to my jaw. “But I’m warning you… you’ll be the one begging for rest tonight.”

We reached our room just as the breeze picked up, and Angela stepped inside first, casting one last playful glance over her shoulder before disappearing through the door.

Paradise didn’t feel far away.

It felt like it was already in my hands.

The door clicked shut behind us with a soft thud, and for a moment, we just stood there in the dim, quiet luxury of the suite, letting the night settle around us. The soft sound of the ocean rolled through the open sliding doors, the breeze cooling the room just enough to raise goosebumps on my arms. Angela stepped out of her heels and padded barefoot across the wooden floor, her dress swaying with each step as she walked toward the bathroom.

“I’m jumping in the shower,” she said over her shoulder, already unzipping her dress.

She disappeared around the corner, and I heard the water start a second later, the sound of it soft and steady against the marble tiles. I followed, stripping off slowly—shirt, trousers, underwear—feeling the pleasant ache in my muscles from earlier. By the time I stepped into the bathroom, Angela was already under the rainfall shower, her back to me, the water cascading down her smooth skin, making it glisten in the golden light.

I watched for a moment, taking her in. The curve of her back, the round firmness of her ass, the way her hair clung damp to her shoulders. She looked over her shoulder and smiled.

“You planning to just stare?” she asked, arching a brow.

“Absolutely.”

She laughed softly. “Then come stare from closer.”

We showered together, lazily, running soapy hands over each other without rushing, sharing slow kisses and letting the heat soak into us. But there was no urgency now. No desperation. Just that warm, thick hum of connection, of a shared glow that hadn’t faded since the moment we landed.

Back in the bedroom, the sheets had been turned down, and the lighting was low—just the warm flicker of a bedside lamp and the faint blue glow of the moon through the curtains. Angela slipped into bed first, pulling the sheet up over her legs but letting her bare chest remain uncovered. She sat up against the headboard, relaxed, hair damp and tousled, a glass of water in one hand, her other hand resting idly in her lap.

I climbed in beside her, the mattress sinking softly beneath us.

She looked over at me, her expression unreadable for a second. Then her eyes dropped to my cock, which was already beginning to swell again just from lying next to her.

Her lips curled.

“You’re hard again already?” she teased, amused but clearly pleased.

“You’re naked and ten inches away from me,” I said, “so yeah. Not exactly a mystery.”

She set her water down and rolled toward me, draping one leg across my thigh, her skin warm and smooth against mine. Her hand slid across my stomach, fingertips light, teasing, tracing small circles across my skin. Then lower. Her touch grazed the base of my cock and stayed there, fingers wrapping around it slowly, firmly.

“You really don’t give this thing enough credit,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “It’s thick, it fills me perfectly, and it tastes... fucking good.”

I swallowed.

“Is that so?”

She didn’t answer. Just leaned down.

The first kiss landed on my hip, then another just below my navel. Her hand stroked me steadily, coaxing me to full hardness with maddening patience. Then she shifted lower, sliding between my legs, the sheet falling away as she moved down the bed.

She kissed the base of my cock, soft and slow. Then her tongue flicked out, just once, licking a trail up the underside before she took me into her mouth.

The heat of her lips, the slick pressure of her tongue—it made me exhale sharply, eyes fluttering shut as my fingers curled into the sheets. She worked me slowly at first, her rhythm smooth, patient, unhurried. One hand stayed at the base, twisting gently with each bob of her head, the other braced against my thigh.

Angela loved this. That was the difference. This wasn’t something she did for me. It was something she did because it turned her on—because having my cock in her mouth made her wet. And I could feel that in every motion, every subtle shift of her jaw, every satisfied hum that vibrated through my shaft.

I looked down and nearly groaned out loud.

Her blonde hair spilled over my stomach, her eyes half-lidded and focused, her mouth working me like she was savoring every inch. She’d pull back to suck just the tip—wet, slow, teasing—then slide down again, taking me deeper, swirling her tongue with wicked precision. The way she handled it—like she knew exactly how much pressure, exactly when to pause, exactly how to make my breath hitch—was almost too much.

She looked up at me once, her eyes locking with mine as she sucked me deep, then slowly pulled back with a wet pop, smiling.

“You’re close already, aren’t you?”

I nodded, throat dry.

“Good,” she whispered. “I want you to cum all over my tits.”

Her hand replaced her mouth, stroking me in slow, tight pumps as she lay beside me now, her head resting on my shoulder, watching her own hand work my cock. The contrast of her soft skin and the slick, rhythmic movement made my whole body tense. I was right there, seconds away.

“Let go,” she murmured. “Come on, baby. Give it to me.”

I groaned through clenched teeth as I came, my whole body tightening as hot spurts splashed across her breasts and chest. Angela kept stroking, milking every last drop from me, her breathing steady, her expression soft and satisfied.

When I finally opened my eyes, she was lying beside me again, her fingers lazily tracing my chest as the mess slowly cooled on her skin.

“That,” she said with a smirk, “should help you sleep.”

I kissed her forehead and rolled out of bed, grabbing a warm towel from the bathroom and gently cleaning her off. She let me do it, quiet and content, her eyes starting to flutter shut by the time I climbed back in beside her.

I slid under the covers, pulled her close, and she melted against me like she belonged there.

A minute later, she whispered, “Night, babe.”

And just like that, she was asleep.

I lay awake a little longer, feeling her breath on my chest, the echo of her mouth still lingering on my skin.

God, I was lucky.


Sunlight 


The next morning, sunlight filtered through the sheer curtains, casting golden lines across the sheets and Angela’s bare back. I lay there for a moment, just watching her breathe—peaceful, warm, still faintly flushed from the night before. Then she stirred, stretched, and rolled onto her side with a lazy smile.

“Morning,” she whispered, voice husky with sleep. “Ready for day one?”

“I was born ready,” I said, though my body still ached pleasantly in all the right ways.

We got up, showered quickly, and dressed in lightweight clothes and flip-flops. Angela threw her hair up in a high ponytail, tugged on a pair of shorts, and pulled a tight black sports top over her chest. She looked like she belonged on the cover of a travel magazine—fit, glowing, already buzzing with energy.

After a quick walk to the breakfast terrace, we filled up on everything we could find—Angela stacked her plate high with eggs, fruit, toast, and a muffin on the side. I stuck to coffee and something lighter, but she dug in like she hadn’t eaten in days.

“You’re not going to make it underwater if you sink from all that,” I teased.

She grinned between bites. “Fuel. I’m going to need it if we’re diving all day—and if you keep wearing me out at night.”

The table next to us went quiet for a second. Angela just smirked, entirely unbothered.

Once we’d finished, we made our way through the winding paths that led toward the dive center tucked along the far end of the resort. The heat was already rising, the air dense with humidity and the scent of sea salt. The occasional sound of flip-flops, clinking tanks, and laughter floated ahead of us.

The dive shop sat in a shaded wooden structure beside a wide dock that stretched out over perfectly clear, turquoise water. Rows of wetsuits hung drying in the breeze. Staff in branded polos and shorts moved between gear stations and guest check-ins with practiced ease.

Angela led the way inside, her stride confident. She was already scanning for our group—the select few who, like us, had signed up for the two-week dive package. No training, no hand-holding. Just certified divers, small groups, and long days underwater.

A clipboard at the desk confirmed our names, and we were introduced to a cheerful guide named Mason, a rugged local with an easy smile and sun-weathered skin. He gestured toward a shaded area by the dock.

“Go ahead and mingle,” he said. “You’ll be with the same crew all trip, so get to know each other.”

Angela tugged my hand and pulled me toward the group gathering nearby, already chatting and sipping from plastic cups of water or coffee. She wore that bright, open expression she always did in social settings—friendly, curious, slightly flirty without even meaning to be. I followed a step behind, letting her work her magic.

There was a quiet hum of anticipation in the air—the shared excitement of people about to dive into something unforgettable. And as Angela introduced herself with that confident sparkle in her eye, I had a feeling we weren’t just about to explore reefs.

We were about to meet the people who’d change everything.

Angela and I strolled out onto the shaded deck behind the dive center, the wooden planks warm beneath our feet, the scent of neoprene and sea salt hanging in the air. A handful of divers were already gathered beneath a pergola strung with fluttering shade cloth, chatting over cups of iced water and coffee while dive staff moved in and out, checking gear and prepping tanks.

Mason gave a quick nod toward the group. “Go ahead and mingle. This is your crew for the next couple weeks.”

Angela flashed him a bright smile, then slipped her hand into mine and pulled me toward the cluster of people already gathered near the dock rail. I spotted a few older couples, a pair of younger guys who looked like they were in for a few day dives—but two women in particular stood out immediately.

One of them was impossible not to notice.

She was short—maybe 5’1”—with a soft, curvy frame poured into a black bikini top and board shorts. Her skin was pale, dusted with freckles, and her body was a canvas of vivid tattoos: a snake coiled around her thigh, script along her ribs, floral designs twisting down her arms. Her hair was a bold copper red, piled up in a messy bun with a pencil jammed through it like she’d meant to draw something underwater.

Beside her stood a taller brunette—long legs, modest posture, an oversized T-shirt covering her bikini. She wasn’t striking at first glance, but there was something quietly pretty about her—the kind of girl who didn’t fight for attention but earned it slowly.

Angela nudged me. “I like them already.”

We walked over just as Mason returned with a clipboard and some details.

“You five are the full-crew for the liveaboard,” he said. “Fourteen days, private guide, full itinerary. We’ll load out tomorrow morning. Today’s orientation, quick reef dive, and gear check.”

Angela raised an eyebrow. “Five of us?”

“Yep.” Mason pointed them out casually. “You two, Daniel—he’s on his way—and Megan and Ellie here.”

The redhead grinned. “That’s us. I’m Megan, she’s Ellie. And yes—we brought enough sunscreen and sarcasm to last the trip.”

Ellie gave a quiet smile and a small wave. “Hi.”

“Angela,” my wife said, shaking Megan’s hand. “And this is my husband.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, returning Megan’s firm handshake. Her grip lingered just a little longer than I expected, and her eyes flicked over me in a way that didn’t feel entirely casual. Not overly forward—just observant.

Angela and Megan clicked instantly, diving into a conversation about fin preferences, waterproof mascara, and how much neoprene was too much neoprene. Ellie stood beside them, more reserved but clearly comfortable with Megan doing the talking.

And then came Daniel.

He walked up like he’d been born on a boat—tall, broad, dark-skinned and clean-shaven, with the kind of calm presence that made you notice him without effort. He wore a close-fitting tee that outlined a serious gym habit, and reflective sunglasses that he only took off once he was face-to-face.

“Daniel,” he said, offering his hand first to Angela, then to me. “Looks like we’re the lucky few.”

His handshake was firm. Confident. Not trying to prove anything—just there.

“Looking forward to it,” I said.

Angela’s smile was bright and easy. “This the trip of a lifetime for you too?”

He laughed. “Five years planning it. Navy officer. This is my first stretch of uninterrupted freedom in… too long.”

“You’re not messing around, then,” Megan said, flashing him a grin.

Daniel just smiled and turned his attention back to the gear.

The dive shop buzzed with last-minute prep—fittings, weight checks, gear assignments—and soon we were on the boat, headed out for a quick reef dive to shake off the travel dust and test the setup.

During the hour-long ride, the five of us spread out on the sun-drenched deck. Angela and Megan talked nonstop—diving, travel, relationships, even a few eyebrow-raising comments about “weird hookups at altitude.” Ellie stayed a bit quieter, asking thoughtful questions, occasionally laughing softly when Megan pushed the envelope.

Daniel and I fell into easy conversation—gear, wreck dives, underwater photography. He had stories from Micronesia, blackwater night dives off Okinawa, and reef walls that dropped into abyssal darkness. He didn’t talk himself up. He didn’t need to.

At some point, Mason wandered over again and clapped his hands. “You five’ll be diving together for the next two weeks. Same group, same guide. You’ll get to know each other real well.”

Angela gave me a look—playful, almost knowing.

The truth was, we already were getting to know each other. And under the surface of all the talk about gear and fish and fins, there was something else beginning to hum.

Something we weren’t quite ready to name yet.

But it was there.

“Looks like it’s just the five of us,” Daniel said as he hoisted his tank onto the bench, tightening the straps with smooth, practiced efficiency. “Can’t say I’m disappointed.”

I glanced around the boat. Our smaller dive group had claimed the entire aft deck—Angela, Megan, Ellie, Daniel, and me—all in various stages of suiting up. The sun beat down from a near-cloudless sky, and the boat bobbed gently in the water, anchored just offshore from a reef wall the guides promised was one of the best warm-up dives on the island.

Angela stood at the far end of the deck, bent forward slightly as she adjusted her fins, the tight neoprene of her wetsuit clinging to every inch of her curves. My eyes drifted, unashamed, to the way the suit hugged her hips, perfectly framing her ass. Even in a full wetsuit, she was impossible to ignore.

“You gonna stare all day, or help me zip this up?” she called over her shoulder, not even turning around.

Megan snorted from the bench beside her. “You two are disgusting. I love it.”

I walked over and grabbed the zipper tab, tugging it upward while deliberately letting my hand linger a second too long on her lower back.

“You’re going to be a distraction underwater,” I murmured into her ear.

She smirked. “Then stay close.”

With final checks done and our guide giving the OK, we all stepped to the stern platform and dropped into the water one by one. That familiar moment of cool blue wrapping around me—weightless, silent, surreal—always hit like magic.

The visibility was perfect. At twenty meters, we could still see everything crystal clear—the sunlight slicing down through the water, illuminating a sprawling city of coral below us in shades of pink, violet, and gold. Schools of bright parrotfish darted past, and a pair of turtles glided lazily near the reef wall, completely unbothered by our presence.

Angela swam ahead of me, her legs scissoring smoothly as she kicked through the water, graceful and strong. Her buoyancy was perfect, her movement fluid—but honestly, all I could focus on was the way her ass moved in that wetsuit, round and high and hypnotic with every motion.

She glanced back once and caught me in the act, her regulator masking her grin, but the wink she gave said everything.

We drifted as a group, following the gentle current along the reef’s edge. Megan swam beside Angela, pointing out a moray eel nestled in a crack, and Ellie hovered just above, filming with a small GoPro mounted to her wrist. Daniel, calm and composed, stayed toward the back, observing more than participating, but clearly enjoying himself.

It was beautiful. Beyond beautiful. Vibrant fans of coral waved softly in the current. A school of jackfish swarmed overhead, silver bodies flashing in the sunbeam-filled shallows. Tiny cleaner shrimp danced around a coral outcrop as a grouper floated patiently nearby, mouth open for service.

Angela spun in the water and gave me a thumbs-up, bubbles curling from her regulator as she adjusted her mask. I nodded back, smiling inside mine. She looked like she belonged down here. Confident, elegant, alive.

We descended slightly to follow a canyon that dropped off into deeper water, and as she led the way through the narrow swim-through, her ass wriggled just inches from my face. I pretended to be focused on my buoyancy, but I could feel the grin forming behind my regulator.

The dive lasted about forty-five minutes, and every second of it felt like another layer peeling away from the real world. Just soundless drift, surreal color, and the soft pressure of the deep all around us.

When we finally surfaced, the boat crew was waiting to help us up. Angela climbed the ladder ahead of me, and the view up her back—and below it—was a bonus I took my sweet time enjoying.

Back on board, wetsuits came off, masks pushed up, and conversations kicked into high gear. Everyone was glowing. That perfect post-dive energy buzzed in the air, the kind only divers understood—excitement, awe, and a touch of adrenaline.

“Did you see that eagle ray?” Ellie asked, pulling her mask down around her neck, eyes wide and sparkling.

“Came out of nowhere,” Megan said, toweling off her arms. “And then the fucking eel? I thought Angela was going to touch it!”

Angela was laughing, dripping wet and radiant as she peeled her wetsuit down to her waist, revealing the black bikini top beneath. “I wasn’t that close.”

“You were definitely that close,” I said, handing her a bottle of water.

Daniel nodded from the bench, wiping his gear dry. “You’re a strong diver,” he said to Angela, his tone warm but measured. “Good form.”

“Thanks,” she said, shooting me a quick glance—amused, not threatened.

As the boat started its slow cruise back toward the resort, we sprawled across benches and towels, letting the breeze dry us off. Angela was beside me, reclined on her elbows, her stomach glistening with beads of saltwater. Megan had already undone the top half of her wetsuit entirely, lounging back in a bold floral bikini that didn’t leave much to the imagination.

Ellie sat across from us, peeling down her wetsuit a little more hesitantly. She wore a simple black bikini—modest, unassuming—but the moment she unzipped and shrugged off the upper half of her suit, I blinked.

Her chest was massive.

Not in a fake, obvious way—but full, heavy, and completely unexpected. The baggy t-shirt she’d been wearing earlier had hidden just how ridiculously stacked she was. Her bikini top barely contained the swell of her tits, and I couldn’t help but glance again as she reached for her towel, arms squeezing them together in a way that made it impossible not to notice.

Angela caught the look. Just barely. She didn’t say anything—just raised an eyebrow and smirked before turning her attention back to Megan, who was animatedly describing a near-incident with a lionfish in Bali.

I leaned back, letting the wind hit my face, trying to focus on the horizon.

But I could feel something shifting between us all. Tiny details, small glances, the subtle ways we were beginning to look at each other differently now that the wetsuits were off and we were seeing more skin—more personality. We were starting to see each other.

And beneath it all was the hum of curiosity. Attraction. Possibility.

As the boat rocked gently under the afternoon sun, Angela laid a damp leg across mine and whispered, “You look like you’re enjoying the view.”

I gave her a crooked smile. “Plenty to look at.”

She kissed my shoulder and whispered, “Just don’t forget which one of them gets to suck your cock tonight.”

Jesus.

The boat ride back had never felt so long.

Looking back, I didn’t realise just how important that moment would be—Angela inviting Daniel to join us for lunch. At the time, it felt small. Harmless. Just a friendly offer to someone we’d spent the morning diving with. But now, I can see it for what it really was: the moment everything quietly shifted.

We were still riding high from the dive, flushed and loose-limbed as the boat eased back toward the dock. Angela sat beside me in her bikini, legs crossed, her skin still damp, hair drying in soft waves around her shoulders. She looked relaxed, happy, glowing in that effortless way she always did after diving. Daniel stood near the stern, rinsing his gear, calm and quiet, the sunlight gleaming off his smooth, dark skin.

Angela turned to me first, nudging my thigh with her knee. “We should eat something,” she said, then glanced toward Daniel.

Then came the moment.

With that easy charm that made people feel instantly welcome, she called out, “Daniel—why don’t you join us for lunch?”

He looked up, a little surprised, but smiled quickly. “That sounds lovely,” he said, voice deep and steady, almost too smooth. “I’d enjoy that.”

Angela beamed and gave a casual shrug in my direction, like it was nothing. Just a nice thing to do.

And in that second, I agreed. Why not? We were getting along. We'd be diving together for two weeks—it made sense to build a connection early. That’s what I told myself, anyway.

But something about the way he looked at her gave me pause. Not rude. Not overt. Just... present. Focused. Like he was really seeing her.

And maybe—just maybe—something about the way she smiled back. Open. Relaxed. With that hint of brightness in her eyes she only got when she liked someone immediately.

It wasn’t flirtation. Not exactly.

But it wasn’t nothing.

We docked soon after, and as the crew unloaded our gear, Megan and Ellie peeled off to head back to their rooms. “See you guys at the briefing later,” Megan called with a cheeky wave. “Don’t let Daniel eat all the food.”

That left just the three of us walking up the boardwalk through the resort—Angela barefoot, towel slung over her shoulder, her hips swaying lightly beside me. She kept chatting to Daniel the whole way, laughing as she recounted some story about a goat blocking the dive shop entrance on a trip to Roatán.

Daniel chuckled, a low, genuine sound. “You attract chaos,” he said.

Angela grinned. “Only the fun kind.”

And I walked beside them, quiet, watching.

At the time, I thought nothing of it. Just a shared meal.

But now I know—that was the first invitation. The first real opening.

And once that door was open, it was never going to close.

We settled into a table at a beachside restaurant shaded by palm thatch, the kind of spot where you could lose hours without realising it. The sand was warm under our feet, and the sound of waves rolling up the shore gave the perfect rhythm to the lazy buzz of conversation around us.

A light breeze stirred the napkins on the table. Angela sat across from me, wearing her big sunglasses and that sun-kissed glow from the dive, legs crossed beneath her and a chilled beer already in hand. Daniel sat to my right, still in his board shorts and a faded navy T-shirt, relaxed but upright, his posture naturally strong even in rest.

The waiter brought more drinks—local beer for me and Angela, something dark and golden in a short glass for Daniel. We raised a casual toast, clinking bottles over the table.

“To the first dive of many,” Angela said, smiling wide.

“To good company,” Daniel added.

We ordered big. Grilled snapper, spicy conch fritters, coconut rice, fresh mango slaw. The kind of food that tastes better barefoot and sun-drenched. The meal came out in waves, and so did the conversation.

We talked about the dive, of course—Daniel complimented Angela’s form again, which earned her a playful nudge from me. She rolled her eyes but blushed faintly, clearly enjoying the attention. Daniel, for his part, didn’t push. He was polite, measured, with the kind of effortless charm that made him easy to be around.

The conversation drifted through all sorts of things—travel stories, strange food experiences, our jobs back home. Angela told a ridiculous story about trying to use a squat toilet in Cambodia, which had Daniel laughing hard enough to slap the table.

“Man, you’re brave,” he said, wiping his eyes. “I thought Navy deployments were rough.”

That opened the door for more of his story. He told us he’d been in the service since he was nineteen, worked his way up through long tours and cold steel ships, and was now posted to a logistics role stateside—still active duty, but with more predictability.

“Six years ago, I was married,” he said, a little more quietly, after a pause. “She left. Said the distance, the schedule... it just wasn’t working.”

“I’m sorry,” Angela said softly.

He shook his head. “It’s okay. We were good people, just wrong timing. No bad blood. I’ve had time to make peace with it.”

There was something honest in the way he said it—no bitterness, just a grounded acceptance. It made me like him more. It was the kind of vulnerability that didn’t ask for pity, just offered a little truth.

Angela seemed to feel it too. “Well, if this trip was your reward for surviving all that,” she said, raising her beer, “then I think you earned it.”

Daniel clinked his glass against hers. “Thanks. And hey—this is already turning into one hell of a start.”

The drinks kept coming slowly, enough to stay loose but not drunk. Angela got animated telling a story about how I’d tried to teach her to parallel park in a rental car in Ireland—complete disaster. Daniel laughed, actually leaned back and laughed, then teased her about it for the rest of the meal.

We lingered long after the plates were cleared, toes buried in the sand, breeze cooling our sun-warmed skin. There was no rush. No awkwardness. Just that slow-building familiarity—the kind that sneaks up on you and wraps around you before you even realise it’s happening.

Daniel was smart. Funny. Respectful. Easy to like.

And Angela clearly liked him.

Not in a way that felt overt or charged—not yet. But her body language was open, relaxed. She leaned in when she talked to him. She laughed freely. And more than once, I caught her watching him when she thought no one was looking.

But the thing that stayed with me, more than any of it, was this: I liked him too.

And that, I think, was what made everything that came later so complicated.

Eventually, Angela stretched her arms overhead and let out a soft sigh. “I need a shower,” she said, smiling at me. “And maybe a nap.”

I took that as our cue.

We stood, gathered our things, and Daniel thanked us again as we parted ways outside the restaurant.

As soon as the door clicked shut behind us, something inside me snapped.

I didn’t speak. Didn’t wait. I grabbed Angela by the wrist and pushed her up against the wall, my mouth on hers before she had a chance to catch her breath. She gasped into the kiss, startled—but not resisting. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and she kissed me back, hard.

I broke away, panting. “Take it off.”

She blinked. “What?”

“That fucking dress.”

Angela grinned, eyes flashing. “Yes, sir.”

She slipped her arms out of the thin black straps and let the transparent sundress fall to the floor, revealing that tiny green bikini she’d picked out just for this trip. It barely counted as clothing—small triangles of shimmering fabric held together by thin, knotted strings, all of it damp and clinging from the heat and saltwater.

But something about seeing her like that—flushed from the sun, still glowing from lunch, and now exposed and waiting—sent a bolt of pure need through me.

I stepped in behind her, gripped her hips, and bent her over the end of the bed. She let out a surprised breath, but didn’t fight it—just braced herself with her hands against the mattress, arching her back instinctively, presenting herself to me.

“You’re being rough,” she said, voice playful. But I could hear something else underneath it. A hint of breathlessness. Of excitement.

“I can’t help it,” I muttered, yanking the knot of her bikini bottoms loose and ripping them down her thighs. “You’ve been teasing me all fucking day.”

“You liked it,” she whispered. “You liked watching him watch me.”

I froze.

Her words hit like a punch. She didn’t say Daniel’s name. But we both knew exactly who she meant.

Angela glanced over her shoulder, eyes wild. “Didn’t you?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My cock was already rock hard, pulsing, my heart hammering in my chest. Instead, I gripped her ass with both hands and spread her open.

Then I brought my hand down.

Smack.

She cried out—loud, sharp, not in pain but in shock—and then immediately moaned. “Oh fuck, do that again.”

So I did.

I spanked her twice more, hard enough to leave her skin pink and burning beneath my palm, and then lined myself up and slammed into her without warning.

Angela let out a sound I’d never heard before. A desperate, gasping moan that turned into a wordless cry as I filled her all at once. Her pussy clenched around me, already soaked, already ready.

I gripped her hips and started to move—fast, rough, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls. No slow build-up. No teasing. Just raw, physical need. I fucked her like I’d never fucked her before.

And she was loving it.

“Harder,” she panted, her voice muffled against the bedspread. “Fuck me harder. Use me.”

I growled, actually growled, and grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back as I thrust even deeper.

She screamed.

“God yes, that’s it, fuck me like I’m your little whore. Fuck me like I deserve it.”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth. Angela was no stranger to dirty talk, but this? This was something else. Something raw and unfiltered.

“You want me to use you?” I hissed into her ear, slamming into her again.

“Yes,” she cried. “Use my pussy, spank my ass, fill me up. I want to feel that thick cock ruin me.”

Jesus Christ.

I could barely breathe. My cock throbbed inside her, and my grip tightened as I pounded her harder than I ever had in our marriage.

She came the first time with a choked sob, her thighs trembling as her body clenched and fluttered around me. But I didn’t stop. I kept driving into her, relentless, until she came again—this time screaming, her voice cracking as she buried her face into the bed and shook uncontrollably.

Her legs almost gave out.

I bent over her, my sweat dripping onto her back, and bit her shoulder just hard enough to leave a mark. My thrusts grew erratic, desperate. I was right on the edge, holding back by sheer force of will.

Angela twisted her head back toward me, eyes wild, lips parted. “Do it,” she panted. “Cum in me. I want to feel you. I need it.”

That was it.

I thrust one final time, deep and hard, and groaned loud into her shoulder as I came—my whole body tensing, cock pulsing inside her as hot cum filled her cunt. I held there, buried inside, still throbbing, my chest pressed to her back as we both gasped for air.

Neither of us spoke for a long moment.

Finally, I eased out of her slowly, and she collapsed onto the bed, her legs limp, her body glistening with sweat and cum. Her ass was red from where I’d spanked her, and her thighs were sticky and trembling.

I stood there, dazed, my hands shaking slightly as I looked at the mess I’d made of her.

She turned her head, hair sticking to her cheeks, and gave me the filthiest, most satisfied smile I’d ever seen.

“Well,” she breathed, “that was new.”

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath. “Yeah.”

She reached back lazily, touched her ass, then between her legs. Her fingers came away wet with cum. “You came so hard.”

I stepped into the bathroom, splashing cold water on my face, trying to come down from whatever high that had been. By the time I came back out, Angela was curled on her side, nude and glowing, sheets half-draped over her.

She looked over at me and smiled again—gentler now.

“Nap time,” she whispered.

I slipped into bed beside her, still stunned, still pulsing. She curled against me without a word, her body warm and relaxed.

By the time we woke up, it was already pushing early evening, the low sun casting golden streaks across the floor. Our bodies were still tangled in the warmth of the sheets, but the promise of steak and cocktails lured us into motion. That night’s reservation was at the resort’s beachfront steakhouse, and neither of us wanted to miss it.

Angela padded across the room in just a towel, fresh from the shower, still glowing from the brutal fuck earlier. She rifled through her suitcase, humming to herself, then held up a dress on a hanger—black, short, and clingy.

“This one?” she asked over her shoulder.

I sat up and nodded. “Jesus. Yes. That one’s dangerous.”

She grinned. “That’s the idea.”

As she started getting ready, she threw playful little comments at me from the bathroom—about the weather, about how hungry she was, about how her legs still felt weak in the best possible way. I watched her from the bed, admiring the way she moved, the way her ass swayed even when she wasn’t trying.

Twenty minutes later, she emerged in that tight black dress, heels on, lips glossed, eyes sparkling with trouble. She looked edible.

“Ready?” she asked, smoothing the fabric down her hips.

“Oh, I’ve been ready for a while,” I said, standing and adjusting my shirt collar. “But yes—let’s go eat.”

As we made our way to the door, she smirked. “God, I can’t wait to get some meat in my mouth.”

I froze, then looked at her.

She raised an eyebrow, feigning innocence. “What? I’m starving.”

I narrowed my eyes, playing along. “Uh huh. Sure that’s all you meant?”

Angela turned, stepping in close, her voice low and teasing. “I mean… it’s not all I meant. But I am actually starving.”

I grinned, reaching for the door. “You know, one day, someone’s going to overhear one of those lines and completely misinterpret it.”

“Let them,” she said with a wink. “They won’t be wrong.”

As we stepped out into the warm evening air, her hand slid into mine. She looked radiant. Satisfied. Alive. And I had no doubt she was still feeling the aftershocks of what we’d done earlier.

So was I.

And something told me dinner wasn’t going to be the last time that night she had a mouthful of meat.

“I’ve got to admit, he’s a really decent guy,” I said, casually as I took a sip from my wine glass. The seafront steakhouse had just quieted down, the earlier rush of families and honeymooners replaced by the softer lull of conversation and clinking cutlery.

Angela looked up from her grilled fillet, her fork pausing mid-air. “Yeah,” she said slowly, eyes drifting across the flickering candlelight between us. “He really is.”

I raised an eyebrow, watching her closely. “And let’s be honest… the man is ridiculously attractive.”

Her lips parted slightly in surprise, caught off guard. “Wait, what?”

I leaned in, voice low and playful. “Come on. You were practically undressing him with your eyes earlier.”

Angela tried to smother a grin behind her wine glass. “I was not.”

“You so were,” I teased. “Every time he spoke, your head tilted like a puppy hearing a new sound. And don't even try to deny you were checking out his arms when he pulled off that rash vest.”

She shrugged, eyes sparkling. “Fine. Maybe I appreciated the view.”

“Appreciated?” I snorted. “You ogled, babe. You could’ve licked him like a popsicle.”

Angela smirked, setting her glass down and leaning in over the table. “Says the guy who got a raging hard-on knowing Daniel was watching me walk away in that bikini.”

The breath caught in my throat for half a second, and I could feel my face flush despite the warm night air. I opened my mouth to reply, but all I could manage was a slightly embarrassed smile.

“Yeah,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mock seduction. “You liked that. The thought of him watching me. Didn’t you?”

I met her eyes, and for a second the world narrowed to just the two of us. I couldn’t deny it. I didn’t want to. And somehow, her saying it out loud made my cock twitch under the table.

“I’m not the only one who was ogling today,” she added, cocking an eyebrow.

“You’re evil,” I muttered, chuckling as I reached for my drink. “Sexy, filthy, evil.”

“Guilty,” she said with a wink.

The rest of dinner passed in a warm, teasing rhythm, full of glances and smirks and not-so-innocent touches beneath the table. The steak was excellent, the wine smooth, but nothing compared to the way Angela kept nudging her sandal along the inside of my calf, gently sliding it higher each time. When the bill came, I was half-hard and entirely ready to drag her into the nearest dark corner.

Instead, we stepped out into the night, the heat lingering in the air as the waves rolled in steady and soft. The path back to our room curved along the edge of the beach, lit only by low lanterns and moonlight glinting off the sand.

“Walk with me a bit?” Angela asked, slipping off her heels and holding them in one hand.

We wandered along the shoreline, the surf gently kissing our ankles as we walked barefoot. Her hand found mine, fingers intertwining naturally.

At one point, we stopped to admire the view. The moon hung low over the ocean, casting a silver trail across the water. The breeze tugged at Angela’s hair, and for a moment, everything felt suspended.

Then I saw it. A couple, maybe fifty feet away, standing by the edge of the surf. The man stood tall, shoulders relaxed, arms loosely at his sides. The woman leaned into him, one arm around his waist—but her other arm was moving.

Rhythmic. Subtle. But unmistakable.

“Are they…?” I whispered.

Angela leaned in, squinting slightly. Then her mouth parted in a silent “oh,” and she stifled a laugh behind her hand.

“She’s totally jerking him off,” she whispered, grinning wide. “Right there. Out in the open.”

We stood frozen, watching like a pair of horny teenagers behind the bleachers. The woman’s hand moved steadily, and the man’s head was tilted back just slightly. A soft sound—maybe a groan—carried faintly on the wind.

Angela looked over at me with a wicked glint in her eye. “Romantic, huh?”

I stared at her, aroused and slightly in awe. “Jesus.”

“They’re not even trying to hide it,” she added. “I love that.”

We turned eventually, heading back toward the resort. The walk now had a different tension to it—our silence was loaded with the kind of awareness that settles in the body, not the mind. She moved a little closer. Her fingers occasionally brushed mine, then slipped away again, like a game of electric tag.

By the time we reached our room, we were both physically and emotionally spent—the diving, the heat, the wine, and now that. As we climbed into bed, she stripped down to just a thin tank top and panties, curled onto her side with her back against me.

I reached for her, sliding an arm over her waist. She let out a soft hum of approval and leaned back into me.

“About earlier…” I whispered. “That line you gave me before dinner. The one about meat in your mouth?”

She chuckled, already half-asleep. “Mmm, yeah?”

“You made a promise,” I murmured against her neck.

Angela shifted slightly, just enough to push her ass back into me. “I remember.”

“You going to keep it?”

She reached back blindly and gave my cock a slow, teasing squeeze through the sheets.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered. “You’ve earned it.”

And with that, she exhaled, relaxed, and melted into me.

And I lay there, wide awake, cock throbbing, heart pounding—and thoughts of Daniel still lingering in the back of my mind.


Something New 


We got up early the following morning, sunlight already bleeding in through the blinds, casting warm stripes across the white sheets. I stretched, still groggy, but Angela was already moving—brushing her teeth, humming to herself in that cheerful, teasing way she always had when she was in a good mood.

I was sitting at the edge of the bed, still half-asleep, when she stepped back into the room holding something bright in one hand. She gave me a look that told me I should probably wake the hell up.

“New bikini,” she said with a playful smile, dangling it from her fingers like it was a piece of forbidden fruit. “You haven’t seen this one yet.”

I blinked. Bright pink. Barely anything to it. And as she stepped into the bottoms and pulled them up over her hips, I swear my cock twitched instantly.

“Oh, yes, babe,” I grinned, instantly alert now. “I like it.”

It was even smaller than the one she’d worn the day before—and that one had already pushed the boundaries of what could reasonably be called swimwear. The fabric clung to her like it had been vacuum-sealed, leaving nothing to the imagination. The thin triangle of the bottoms just barely covered her pussy, and at the back… well, they didn’t really cover anything. They just split her cheeks perfectly, hugging her incredible ass like they’d been custom-designed to tempt every man who saw her.

She turned slightly, angling her hip toward me as if to test my reaction—and then turned a little more, giving me the full view. The bright pink against her bronzed skin made everything pop. Her curves. Her toned legs. That glorious ass she worked so hard to maintain.

“Jesus,” I muttered, more to myself than to her. “Those poor bikini bottoms don’t stand a chance.”

Angela giggled, wiggling her hips to make them ride up just a bit more. “That’s the idea.”

I just sat there, staring like an idiot, my cock already stirring beneath my boxers. My mind immediately went to Daniel. And every other man who was going to see her today. Every glance. Every second look. Every guy on the beach pretending not to stare while trying to adjust himself under a towel.

I probably should have guessed she was planning something like this. A couple of days before we flew out, she had casually walked out of the bathroom—completely naked—and I’d done a double take. Her pussy, normally trimmed but never bare, was completely shaved. Smooth. Not a single hair left.

It had been five years—maybe more—since she’d gone fully clean down there. And she’d done it without saying a word. Just emerged from the steam, completely exposed, as if it was the most casual thing in the world. But I remembered how my reaction hadn’t been casual at all. I’d had to physically stop myself from pushing her onto the bed right then and there.

Now, as I looked at the cut of her bikini bottoms—so tight, so minimal—I understood exactly why she’d done it. There was no room for hair. No space for modesty. That bikini was made for one purpose: to show off her body.

And fuck, did it succeed.

“You look fucking stunning, babe,” I said, my voice low and reverent. “I’m not going to be able to look at you without getting hard today.”

Angela didn’t even flinch. “Good,” she said, with total confidence.

Then she turned her head, met my eyes, and gave me that cheeky wink that always seemed to short-circuit my brain. “Thank you.”

She reached for her sunglasses and a thin cover-up, but not before slowly adjusting the waistband of her bikini bottoms with her thumbs, pulling them just an inch higher, letting them snap back into place against her skin. She knew exactly what she was doing.

I watched her move across the room, every motion fluid and effortless. The way her toned thighs brushed together, the subtle sway of her hips, the playful confidence in every step—it was all so deliberate, so impossibly sexy.

Then she turned, caught me watching, and smiled.

Without saying a word, Angela crossed the final few steps toward me. Her eyes were locked on mine, gleaming with mischief, but there was something else beneath it—something hotter, deeper. She lowered herself to her knees in front of me, slow and smooth, never breaking eye contact. My heart pounded in anticipation.

She reached up, hooked her fingers into the waistband of my swim shorts, and in one fluid motion pulled them down to my ankles, releasing my cock, already rock hard and twitching.

“Well, someone's up early,” she said with a smirk, her voice low and teasing. “Guess this bikini really is dangerous.”

Before I could respond, her lips were on me.

Warm. Wet. Expert. Angela knew exactly what she was doing—and she loved doing it. Her mouth slid down my shaft, her lips sealing tightly around me, and she moaned as she took me deeper. Her hands gently wrapped around the base, stroking slowly in time with the movements of her mouth. Her tongue worked in swirling circles, teasing every inch.

I let my head tip back slightly and exhaled sharply. Fuck, she was so good. So filthy. So effortlessly in control. I looked down to see her eyes closed in focus, a slight flush in her cheeks. One of her hands dipped down between her thighs. She adjusted her knees, spreading them a little wider as her fingers slipped under the waistband of her pink bikini bottoms.

She was touching herself. Slowly. Rhythmically. While sucking my cock.

I groaned under my breath.

Angela looked up, letting me slip free with a wet pop, strands of saliva connecting us as she sat back on her heels for a second.

“So...” she said casually, flicking her tongue across her lower lip. “You think anyone’s going to notice my bikini today?”

She didn’t say a name, but she didn’t have to. The implication was crystal clear. Daniel. The thought hit me like a jolt—unexpected, sharp, and electric.

Before I could respond, her lips were back on my cock, taking me deeper this time, her head bobbing faster, her throat relaxing just enough to swallow almost all of me.

I groaned again, louder this time. But it wasn’t just the physical pleasure. My brain was now spinning. I couldn’t stop imagining it—Angela walking across the beach in that barely-there bikini, Daniel’s eyes glued to her, the sway of her ass practically designed to torment him. Would she look back and smile at him the way she smiled at me?

She moaned again as she sucked me, her hand working her pussy in slow, deliberate circles.

And then, just as the pleasure began to build toward that unstoppable edge, she stopped again.

She looked up at me, her lips glistening. Her hand still gently stroking the slick base of my cock. “When do you think Daniel last got a treat like this?” she whispered.

I froze. My breath caught. I didn’t know what to say.

But she didn’t wait for an answer.

She dove back down onto my cock, her mouth even wetter, more desperate now, her cheeks hollowing with every stroke. It was like she wanted me to cum. No—needed it. Her tongue fluttered under the head, her pace relentless, and I felt the pressure building, rising through my core like a tidal wave.

My fingers gripped the edge of the bed as I teetered right on the brink—and then, without warning, the image flashed into my mind.

A girl. On her knees. Sucking Daniel’s cock. Her hands on his thighs. Her lips stretched wide, taking his thick shaft deep into her throat.

I tried to shake it. I tried to focus on Angela.

But the girl in my mind looked up—and it was Angela.

My wife. On her knees for him.

The image sent a brutal jolt of heat through my spine, and I couldn’t hold back.

I came hard, groaning as my cock pulsed between her lips. Angela moaned as she took it all, her eyes fluttering closed, sucking and swallowing every drop as I spilled into her mouth.

And even as I gasped and tried to steady myself, the image lingered in my mind—Angela’s lips wrapped around another man’s cock, eyes gleaming with arousal.

It was just a fantasy. Just a flash of something dark and buried.

But it felt terrifyingly real.

The day unfolded much like the first—sun-drenched and salt-kissed, the kind of day that feels like a dream while you’re living it. We met at the dive shop just after breakfast, Angela in her new tiny pink bikini, looking like something pulled from a magazine shoot. The way it clung to her, the way it highlighted every curve—her toned stomach, the swell of her hips, and especially the impossible roundness of her ass—it made my jaw clench with possessive pride. And arousal.

But I wasn’t the only one noticing.

Daniel arrived a few minutes later, his usual relaxed smile in place, but I caught the slight flick of his gaze as Angela bent over to check her gear. That fraction of a second lingered a little too long on her ass. He blinked, looked away, then tried to act casual—but it was there. And once I noticed it, I kept noticing it. Subtle glances. The briefest tilt of his head when she adjusted her bikini straps. The small smile he tried to hide when she walked past him, her hips swaying in that confident, unaware way of hers.

Or maybe she was aware.

We boarded the dive boat and set off for the reef. Angela sat between Daniel and me, laughing at some story he told about a dive gone wrong off the coast of Thailand. I watched them closely, but not out of jealousy. Not yet. It was something else—a strange, unexpected thrill. There was a heat building under the surface, and not just from the sun overhead.

The dive itself was breathtaking. A labyrinth of coral arches and tunnels, filled with darting schools of fish that shimmered like stained glass. Angela moved through the water like she belonged there—fluid, graceful, her body arching with every kick. Watching her from behind, her perfect ass framed by that minuscule bikini, was almost too much. I glanced at Daniel once underwater and noticed the way he hovered behind her just a little longer than needed.

Back on the boat, lunch was served: fresh-caught fish grilled on a makeshift barbecue by the crew. We gathered around a small table under a canopy, salt still drying on our skin, drinking cold beers and sharing stories. Angela and Daniel were getting along easily—too easily, perhaps—but there was something about it I couldn’t bring myself to interrupt. It felt like watching a fuse slowly burn toward something, and part of me wanted to see where it would lead.

Later, back in the room, the second we stepped inside and shut the door, the energy between us shifted.

Angela dropped her dive bag in the corner and turned to me, still barefoot, still flushed from the sun, her skin glowing. I stepped forward, wrapping my arms around her waist, and kissed her neck. She melted into it, sighing, and leaned her head back.

“You’ve been teasing me all day,” I murmured, my lips brushing her ear.

“I haven’t done a thing,” she replied, grinning. “Just existing.”

“Exactly.”

I guided her toward the bed, pulling at the strings of her bikini bottoms as she walked. They slipped off with a flick of my wrist, and I pushed her gently down onto the sheets. She lay back, propped up on her elbows, legs parting slightly, her shaved pussy glistening, pink and smooth, as inviting as it was perfect.

I kissed down her stomach, slow, deliberate, savoring the way she trembled beneath me. When I reached her thighs, I pushed them apart, wider. She gave a soft moan as my tongue finally made contact—just a light flick at first, teasing the outer lips, before dipping lower, swirling gently over her clit.

She sighed again, this time deeper, throatier. Her hips shifted, seeking more pressure.

I gave it to her.

I licked harder now, the flat of my tongue pressing against her clit, circling it slowly, then faster. My hands gripped her thighs, holding them open. She moaned louder, her fingers twisting into the sheets. I slipped one finger inside her, then two, curling them just right. Her walls clenched around me, tight and warm.

“Yes,” she whispered. “God, yes.”

I slid a third finger in, stretching her a little more, and kept licking. The sounds she made weren’t words anymore—just gasps and half-broken moans. Her back arched, her toes curled, and I could feel the tension building in her body.

And then she went silent.

Her eyes flew open, her mouth parted, but nothing came out. She held her breath, every muscle in her body tight. And then she shook—violently, beautifully. Her thighs quivered around my head as her orgasm crashed through her, hard and unforgiving.

When I finally looked up, her body was limp, her hair splayed out on the pillows, chest heaving. She blinked slowly, eyes unfocused.

“Jesus,” she murmured.

I crawled up over her, hard and aching to fuck her, positioning myself between her thighs. I was just about to slide in when she turned her head toward the clock.

“Shit,” she gasped. “Dinner—our reservation.”

I froze, my cock hovering right at her entrance.

She looked up at me, biting her lip.

“Ten minutes,” I said, already moving my hips forward.

She pressed her hand to my chest. “No. If we’re late, we’ll lose the table.”

I groaned and flopped onto the bed beside her, cock twitching, balls aching. She leaned over, kissed me, and whispered, “Don’t worry, babe. You’ll get to finish this later. I promise.”

I just hoped I could survive until then.

The restaurant was dimly lit and intimate, the kind of place where the soft clink of cutlery and the lull of ocean waves outside made everything feel a little more sensual. Angela looked stunning as always—sun-kissed, fresh from the shower, wearing a black strappy dress that clung to her in all the right places. Her legs were crossed, her glass of wine delicately resting in her fingers, her smile relaxed and playful.

“You looked so hot today, babe,” I said, reaching for my drink. “I saw Daniel checking you out too. Not that I blame him.”

Angela smirked, not missing a beat. “Oh, I saw you checking someone out too. Megan? Or was it Ellie?” Her eyes glinted as she sipped. “Let me guess—the tits did it.”

I choked slightly on my drink, laughing. “Which one?”

“Both, obviously,” she replied casually, leaning forward with a teasing grin. “But I definitely saw your eyes linger when Megan adjusted her wetsuit. Not judging, just observing.”

“You’re impossible.”

“Nope,” she replied, her voice low, teasing. “I’m just very, very perceptive. I mean, Ellie’s rack is massive—she’s like some kind of shy librarian with secret pornstar tits. I get it.”

I blinked, slightly stunned by how casually she said it.

“What?” she grinned, “I can appreciate good boobs. Doesn’t mean I want to play with them. Not necessarily.”

“Not necessarily?” I echoed, raising an eyebrow.

Angela shrugged innocently, her wine glass poised at her lips. “Everyone’s a little curious after a few cocktails.” She winked, then gestured at me. “Anyway, don’t try to change the subject—you were saying Daniel was checking me out?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, regaining focus. “Multiple times. Not subtle, either.”

Angela’s cheeks flushed, though her smile stayed. “I find that hard to believe.”

“I assure you. And I don’t blame him one bit.”

She tilted her head, twirling her fork slowly. “And that doesn’t bother you?”

“Not at all,” I said, more seriously now. “With the way you looked today... I mean, how could anyone not look?”

She took that in for a moment, setting down her fork. “So should I tone it down tomorrow? Be less... noticeable?”

“God, no,” I said quickly. “Please don’t.”

Angela raised an eyebrow. “Then why are you even bringing this up?”

I took a breath, suddenly aware of how fast my heart was beating. “Because... I actually like it.”

“Like what?”

“When other men notice you. When they stare. I like it. I don’t know exactly why, but it turns me on.”

Her eyes locked with mine, sharp and curious. “So you enjoy the idea of them wanting me?”

I nodded, slowly. “Yeah. A lot more than I expected.”

Angela leaned back, arms folded loosely, considering. “And here I thought I was the kinky one,” she said with a sly smile. Then, softer, “We’re being honest, right?”

“Completely.”

She leaned forward again, dropping her voice an octave. “Good. Because I really like the idea of you watching.”

I froze, slightly stunned. “Wait—what?”

She smiled, slow and deliberate, then leaned in close, brushing her lips near my ear. “But only if you get off on it. Because otherwise, it’s just me fucking someone else... and where’s the fun in that?”

I swallowed, throat suddenly dry.

Angela sat back and picked up her wine again like she hadn’t just short-circuited my entire brain.

I took another long sip of my drink. “OK... well, since we’re being open... do you remember Rich and Kayleigh?”

They were a couple we’d known for years—just a little older than us, maybe mid-thirties—and had always seemed pretty solid on the surface. But then everything fell apart. Kayleigh left him. Not just a rough patch or some temporary drama—she moved out, was gone for months. And during that time, she was with someone else.

I only found out the full story when I grabbed a drink with Rich not long after they got back together. We were sitting in a quiet pub, and he just came out with it, like he’d been carrying it for too long. Said she’d fallen for a guy at her work. A big Black guy. One of those stories where it wasn’t just a fling—it had been intense, serious, sexual. Rich didn’t spell it all out, but the way he spoke, I could tell it had changed him. He wasn’t angry anymore, just... humbled by it. Like he knew he couldn’t compete, not really—not physically, not emotionally. But he still loved her. He took her back.

Angela and Kayleigh had been close for a long time, so I figured she must’ve known some version of that story already. Maybe not all the details. Maybe not the fact that Kayleigh had been with a guy who was the exact opposite of her quiet, bookish husband—a guy who clearly rocked her world enough to make her walk away from everything for a while.

And that’s what stuck with me. The contrast. The way people could surprise you. The way sex could pull someone into a world they didn’t even know they craved until they’d tasted it.

“Urm… yeah,” she replied, sounding slightly hesitant.

Her nervousness was making me slightly nervous as I continued, “Well, when Rich told me all about it, I couldn’t help but start thinking. The idea of Kayleigh having sex with another man and then going back to Rich actually got me really turned on.”

“See, I always knew you had the hots for Kayleigh!” Angela said, her tone accusing but humorous at the same time.

But, if it’s important in any way, I definitely did have a thing for Kayleigh. To describe her in words is tricky. She wasn’t conventionally pretty—not really. But there was something about her. About 5’1”, brunette, always in tight clothes that didn’t quite hide the fact she was carrying an extra ten pounds. Big tits, and I mean huge, the kind that made every guy’s eyes linger. Her ass was the same—big, but round and shapely, the sort that didn’t seem to care whether you approved or not. And yeah, she had a little belly, the kind that gently curved when she sat down. Normally that might’ve put me off, but with Kayleigh it only added to the whole package—like she owned every inch of herself.

And she smoked. Christ, she smoked. Normally I hate that. The smell, the taste, all of it. But with Kayleigh, that cigarette between her fingers felt like part of the look—like a middle finger to anyone who gave a shit. There was this unapologetic “fuck you” energy about her, and it just worked. She was all tattoos and oversized sunglasses and low-cut tops, the kind of girl you know would ride you in the back of a car with the door open. Total bad taste. And hot as hell.

But what had really got to me wasn’t just how she looked. It was what she did. What she chose. She left Rich. Went off and got railed by a guy who was nothing like him. A big, powerful guy who made her throw caution to the wind—and then, somehow, she came back. To him. The quiet, safe guy who took her back like he didn’t care what had happened, as long as she returned.

That was the part that stuck with me. The part that stayed in my head long after Rich had finished his pint.

But as far as Angela needed to know, I didn’t fancy Kayleigh at all.

“No, don’t be silly, babe. I wasn’t thinking about Kayleigh. I was thinking about you.”

I saw Angela’s brow furrow slightly, her fork pausing mid-air.

“I was thinking... what if you did something like that? What if you... went with someone else?”

Her eyes didn’t leave mine now.

“And the more I thought about it, the more it got me excited,” I continued, heart thudding. “In fact, it got me very excited. And honestly… I haven’t really been able to stop thinking about it since then.”

Angela blinked slowly. Set her fork down. The low hum of conversation from the restaurant faded into the background.

“That’s why today,” I said, voice quieter now, “when I saw Daniel checking you out… I couldn’t help it. I kind of got excited.”

She leaned back in her seat, eyes widening slightly. “Fucking hell, babe,” she said, breathless. “Jesus… that’s a fucking shock… um…”

She stared down at the table for a second, then gave a nervous laugh. “I mean… you’re telling me you got off on the idea of me… what? Flirting with someone? Sleeping with someone else?”

“I know it sounds crazy,” I said quickly. “And I didn’t plan on telling you. But it’s not about you doing anything behind my back—it’s about the idea of it. The fantasy.”

I leaned in, voice low, serious.

“Watching you… being this sexy, powerful, wanted woman. And knowing you’re mine. But seeing someone else look at you like they need you—it does something to me.”

Angela didn’t say anything at first. Just looked at me. Thoughtful. Calm. Not angry.

Then she picked up her drink, took a slow sip, and set the glass down gently.

“Are you saying this just because we’re on holiday and feeling horny and free and drunk?” she asked.

I smiled a little. “Honestly? Probably. But also… no.”

I shifted in my seat, suddenly feeling hot under the collar.

“This fantasy… it’s been in the background for a while. I just never had the guts to say it out loud. And today, when you wore that bikini… when Daniel couldn’t not look at you…”

I shrugged. “It felt real. Not just some random porn I watch at 2 a.m. Real.”

Angela’s gaze narrowed just slightly—curious, assessing.

“I guess it’s kind of hot knowing I’ve still got it,” she said, almost under her breath. Then, louder, teasing, “And you, sitting there watching your wife being perved on… getting hard under the table like a little pervert.”

I laughed, half out of relief, half arousal. “Yeah. Something like that.”

She leaned forward, voice silky. “So if Daniel did want to fuck me… what then?”

I froze. My cock twitched. She noticed.

“Oh my God,” she said, grinning. “You’re actually getting off on this, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t deny it. I nodded.

“It’s not about humiliation,” I said. “It’s not about being made to feel small. It’s about sharing you. Seeing how powerful and sexy you are—through someone else’s eyes. If it turned you on too.”

Angela sat back again, swirling her wine.

“Well,” she said, lips quirking. “I did think he was handsome. And it’s not like I didn’t notice him looking.”

My eyes widened. “Seriously?”

She gave me a slow, smug smile. “Babe, I may act all casual, but I’m not blind. The guy’s built like a fucking statue. And yeah… when I bent over to pick up my towel and saw his eyes locked on my ass?”

She shrugged. “I won’t lie—it gave me a little rush.”

I felt like all the blood had rushed straight to my cock.

“Listen, Angela,” I said, my voice lower now, steady despite the nervous twist in my stomach. “You don’t have to say anything. You don’t have to decide anything. I just… I needed to tell you.”

She didn’t respond right away, so I pressed on.

“I’m not trying to push you into anything you don’t want. I just—” I looked down at the table, gathering the courage to finish. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot. Fantasizing. And it didn’t feel right keeping it from you anymore.”

Angela blinked at me, her expression caught somewhere between disbelief and calculation. Her lips parted like she was about to speak, but no words came out at first. She blinked again, then gave a short, almost incredulous laugh.

“Wow…” she said finally. “I’m… fucking shocked, babe.”

She leaned back a little, reaching for her wine glass with one hand. Her tone was dry, direct, matter-of-fact as always—but there was something else behind it now. Something more uncertain. Or maybe curious.

She took a sip, holding my gaze over the rim of the glass.

“But, honestly,” she continued as she set it down, “I’m glad you told me. Even if it is seriously fucking perverted.”

She gave me a look then—half teasing, half disbelieving—and a wry little smirk curled at the corner of her mouth.

It wasn’t rejection.

It wasn’t disgust.

And in the pause that followed, her foot brushed against mine under the table. Maybe by accident. Maybe not. Either way, it sent a jolt through me.

Because whatever her words said… her eyes were saying something different.

And I knew, in that quiet, charged moment between us, that I’d just crossed a line I couldn’t uncross. And maybe—just maybe—she was tempted to follow.

“How about we head back to the room?” I asked as I stood up, my voice calm but my pulse racing. I’d just laid everything out—no point pretending now. I was committed, all in. Nothing to lose.

Angela didn’t say anything, just gave a subtle nod and reached for my hand. Her fingers slipped easily into mine, warm and sure, and together we started walking back toward the room.

Halfway there, without warning, she tugged me to a stop.

Before I could ask why, she turned, wrapped one hand around the back of my neck, and kissed me. Slow, deliberate, open-mouthed. Her body pressed up against mine like she wanted to feel every heartbeat.

When she pulled back, her eyes lingered on mine, playful but searching. “So,” she murmured, voice low and steady, “this little fantasy of yours… have you actually thought it through?”

My throat tightened.

“Well… I mean,” I began, trying to sound casual, “I have thought about it a lot. Different versions of it. Like, a lot of different versions. But not—” I hesitated, giving a small, nervous laugh. “Not properly, I guess.”

Angela raised an eyebrow, lips quirking into a knowing smile. “Why are you asking?” I added quickly, unsure whether I was terrified or turned on.

Angela looked me straight in the eyes, her expression unreadable at first—but there was a subtle heat behind it, something deliberate. Then, with a soft smile, she stepped closer. Her fingers slid over my waistband, and before I could react, her hand was slipping inside my shorts.

I let out a breath as her fingers wrapped around my cock, already half-hard from the tension between us. She started stroking slowly, lazily, like she had all the time in the world.

“Here’s the thing,” she murmured, her voice calm but edged with something sharper. “I need to know if this is just some fantasy… or if you actually want to make it happen.”

Her hand kept moving, smooth and deliberate, her thumb brushing along the head in a way that made it hard to think straight.

“I mean,” she continued, still meeting my eyes, “how would you honestly feel if you saw me with another man? Thinking about it in your head is one thing—but seeing it? Watching me… moaning for someone else?”

I swallowed hard, my heart thudding.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “I don’t even know if I could know… until it actually happened.”

Angela gave a soft hum, eyes narrowing just slightly, like she was studying me while her hand kept its maddening rhythm. She leaned in close, her breath warm on my ear.

“Because I know one thing,” she whispered. “I wouldn’t want to see you with another woman.”

Her hand gave me one slow, tight stroke all the way from base to tip.

“And yet,” she added, pulling back just enough to look at me again, “something about this… turns you on, doesn’t it?”

I nodded slowly, breath shallow. “I just wanted you to know how I felt.”

Angela’s grip tightened ever so slightly.

“Well, thank you, baby. Thank you for telling me you think about me sucking other guys’ cocks,” Angela said with a little smile, her tone light but unmistakably teasing.

There was a flicker in her eyes—something amused, maybe even turned on—and I couldn’t help but laugh softly at how casually she’d said it.

Remember when I said Angela had an almost unhealthy obsession with sucking cock? Yeah. That kind of proves it. I hadn’t even gone there in my head. My fantasies were always about her getting fucked—being taken, filled, stretched. But her first instinct, the first place her mind went when another cock was mentioned, was her mouth.

Not her pussy. Her mouth.

Can I get this in my mouth?

God, I loved her.

There was something so completely, unfiltered about her sexuality. It wasn’t performative. It was hers. Her appetite, her instincts, her desire—and moments like this made it blindingly obvious.

And now, as she stood there with her hand still gently wrapped around my cock, smiling up at me like that, all I could think about was how far this might go.

Angela looked up at me with a knowing smile, her hand still slowly stroking my cock inside my shorts. Her fingers moved with deliberate control—teasing, slow, each stroke sending a fresh wave of heat coursing through me.

“I think we should both sleep on it,” she murmured, eyes locked on mine. Her tone was soft, almost thoughtful, but the way her hand kept working my cock betrayed how much she was enjoying this. “Get our thoughts sorted. Then we can talk more tomorrow.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but the words got lost in my throat. She shifted slightly closer, pressing her body against mine as her hand picked up just a little more speed—just enough to keep me teetering right on the brink. Her thumb flicked lazily over the head, spreading the precum that had started to leak, and I groaned softly, my hips twitching into her touch.

“Fuck, Angela…”

“I know, baby,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss my neck. “You’re so close, aren’t you?”

Her tone was playful now, almost smug, and her strokes slowed again, just enough to edge me without pushing me over. My hands clenched at my sides, trying to stay in control, trying not to thrust up into her palm like I desperately wanted to.

“You want to cum so badly, don’t you?” she teased, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re thinking about me, aren’t you? Me on my knees, my lips wrapped around someone else’s cock…”

A shudder ran through me. My eyes fluttered shut. “Jesus…”

She kissed the side of my neck again, her strokes now maddeningly slow. “But not tonight,” she said, voice low and silky. “Tonight, I just want you to want it. I want you to fall asleep aching. Thinking about what we might do. What I might do.”

She pulled her hand free, leaving my cock throbbing and slick against my stomach, twitching with need. Then she kissed me on the lips—soft, sensual, but final—and stepped back.

Back in the room, her eyes sparkled as she slipped out of her shorts and climbed into bed. “Remember we’re sleeping on it,” she said again, pulling the covers up over her bare body with a little smirk. “And maybe tomorrow… I’ll let you finish.”

I stood there for a moment, staring at her, heart racing, balls aching, my cock twitching with every beat of my pulse. There wasn’t a single part of me that was going to sleep easily that night.

Not with her lying beside me. Not with that image in my head.

About ten minutes later, my cock was still rock hard—aching after the teasing earlier—and Angela could clearly feel it as I curled up behind her, my body pressing into hers. She shifted slightly, her bare ass brushing against me, then reached down and wrapped her hand slowly around my shaft once more.

Her strokes were light at first, almost absent-minded, but they grew more deliberate. Purposeful. Her fingertips traced the veins along the shaft, her grip just tight enough to drive me wild, just slow enough to keep me from release. I let out a soft groan against the back of her neck, and she smiled in the dark.

“Do you think Rich still thinks about it?” she asked quietly.

I blinked, unsure what she meant.

Angela gave my cock a slow, full stroke. “You know... about the guy Kayleigh fucked. The big one. Do you think he still pictures her with him sometimes? Wonders how it felt?”

My breath caught. Her voice was calm, almost analytical, but her hand kept working my cock with lazy expertise.

“I don’t know…” I murmured, already struggling to keep my mind straight. “Maybe.”

She leaned her head back just slightly against my shoulder. “I bet he does. I mean... that guy was huge, right? That’s what Rich said.”

“Yeah,” I whispered. “He said that.”

Another stroke, slower now. Then she added, “And Kayleigh...” she continued, her tone soft, almost conversational, even as her hand kept teasing the head of my cock with slow, maddening strokes. “Didn’t she tell me she came harder with him than she ever did with Rich?”

She let the words hang there for a moment, like bait, her palm gently squeezing as she dragged it back down my shaft.

“Yeah...” I murmured, my throat dry, the image now etched in my mind. “Yeah, I remember you said that.”

Angela’s lips brushed the side of my neck as she exhaled a quiet laugh. “She said it was the size. Said it made her cum like she never had before.”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah. She did.”

Angela’s hand moved a little faster, slick with precum now. I could hear my breath shortening, my hips twitching as I fought the urge to thrust into her hand. Her voice dropped to a whisper again.

“I wonder what it’s like. To have a cock that big inside you. To be stretched like that. To cum so hard it leaves you shaking.”

I groaned again, my head spinning.

“And Daniel…” she murmured, barely audible now. “He’s tall. He works out. Navy officer. You saw the way he walks, the way he moves. Confident. Calm. Quiet power.”

I couldn’t respond. My mind was a blur of images—Angela on her knees, Angela on all fours, Angela moaning beneath someone stronger, bigger.

Her hand slowed again, tormenting me with how close I was.

Then she leaned in close to my ear. Her voice was velvet and poison.

“I bet Daniel’s cock is fucking huge.”

And with that—just like that—her hand slipped away. Gone. My cock throbbed in the open air, twitching helplessly as she rolled onto her side, pulled the duvet over her shoulders, and kissed me softly on the cheek.

“Goodnight, baby,” she whispered.

Then nothing. Just the quiet rhythm of her breathing as she fell asleep.

And me, wide-eyed, rock hard, staring into the dark, every nerve in my body on fire, imagining her bent over the bed for Daniel. Imagining him stretching her open. Imagining her begging for more.


A Sleepless Night

The next morning, I didn’t wait for Angela to stir on her own. I was already wide awake, my cock painfully hard, the pulse of last night’s conversation still thudding in my chest. I leaned in, brushing my lips along her shoulder and then slowly down the curve of her neck, placing soft kisses as I moved. She stirred slightly, a low murmur escaping her lips. I kept going, dragging my mouth up to her ear, kissing just beneath it until her eyes fluttered open.

She blinked once, then smiled sleepily before turning to face me. Her fingers instinctively slid down my chest, over the faint trail of hair on my stomach, and then wrapped around my cock.

“Well, well,” she murmured, stroking me slowly. “What is this, baby? Have you spent the whole night fantasizing again?”

Her voice was a teasing whisper, but her hand was already working me with familiar confidence. She didn’t need an answer. The way my body reacted to her touch said more than words could.

“Honestly… kind of,” I admitted, letting out a breath as her thumb traced over the tip. “I kept waking up, playing it all through in my head—over and over again.”

Angela smirked, amused and aroused by the confession. “And what were you seeing? Me on my knees again?” she teased, voice husky, eyes narrowing with playful mischief. “Or was someone else there this time?”

I groaned softly, both from her question and the way she twisted her wrist just right. “You. Always you,” I said. “But… maybe not always alone.”

Her eyes flickered with something unreadable—excitement, curiosity, maybe even a challenge—but her hand didn’t stop.

“I need to know how you feel about all this,” I said, the seriousness edging into my voice even as I gasped from her touch. “I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to. That’s the most important thing.”

Angela’s expression softened slightly. She leaned in, kissed me softly, then pressed her forehead to mine.

“I know, baby,” she whispered. “I know you’d never push me into something. But you need to know something too.”

Her hand squeezed a little tighter, dragging slowly from base to tip.

“Whatever happens... if something happens... I need to know this is about us. That you still want me. That it’s not about some missing piece.”

I looked into her eyes and nodded. “It’s not about missing anything. You’re everything to me. This is just… something I fantasize about. Something raw. But I only want it if you want it too.”

Angela smiled again, kissed me once more, then slowly released her grip, her fingers gliding wetly off my cock.

Angela shifted onto her side, propping her head on one hand while the other rested gently on my stomach. Her fingers made slow, idle circles against my skin. Her eyes locked onto mine, searching, serious, a little hesitant—but not shy.

“Well,” she began softly, “I’ve been thinking about it… and honestly? I’m not entirely sure.”

She paused, watching my face. Her voice was calm, thoughtful—but charged.

“I mean, it’s not every day a wife gets a free pass to fuck another guy,” she said with a dry, almost amused smile. “And we’ve always been honest with each other. That’s one of the things I love most about us. So I’m not going to sit here and pretend you’re the only man I’ve ever wanted to fuck—because we both know that isn’t true.”

My heart thudded harder. Her hand moved lower, fingers resting just above my cock without touching it. She wasn’t trying to provoke me—this was real.

“And Daniel…” she continued, her voice dipping into something darker, hungrier, “Daniel is hot as fuck. You know that. I know that. It’s not even just about the way he looks—it’s something about the way he moves, the way he carries himself. Confident. Solid. Like he just knows what he’s doing.”

She let the sentence hang there, then gave a soft little exhale.

“So yeah. If we weren’t married…” She met my eyes again, no apology in her tone, “then yeah. I’d probably already have had his cock in my mouth. More than once.”

My breath caught. My cock twitched, hardening again despite the rush of conflicted heat flooding my chest.

Angela noticed, of course. Her lips curved into something that wasn’t quite a smirk.

“But we are married. And it’s not like I can just suck him off and then pretend it doesn’t mean anything. That’s the part I’m trying to wrap my head around. If we open this door… can we close it again? Can we go back to normal?”

Her fingers drifted lower, brushing over the base of my cock now—so lightly it made me ache.

“Do you think we could handle it?” she asked quietly. “Really handle it? If I sucked him off, if I let him fuck me… would you still look at me the same way the next morning?”

She still hadn’t said yes—but I was practically bursting with excitement. Her words, her body language, even the questions she’d asked… they all pointed to the same thing: she was seriously considering it.

Trying to keep my voice calm, I replied a little too quickly, “Well, I’m willing to give it a try.”

I could feel my heart hammering in my chest as the reality started to set in. This wasn’t just a fantasy in my head anymore. There was a real chance it might actually happen.

Angela smiled, but there was a glint of sharp intelligence behind it. She was enjoying this—the power, the control, the fact that she had me hanging on her every word. Then she tilted her head slightly and asked, “But what if Daniel isn’t interested? What if he doesn’t like me, or doesn’t go for married women?”

I laughed before I could stop myself. “Oh, trust me, babe. He will be. He was practically drooling over you yesterday. The way he kept looking at you? Please. You’ve got him wrapped around your little finger and you haven’t even tried yet.”

Angela raised an eyebrow, thoughtful now. Then she leaned in, her voice lower, slower, more deliberate. “OK,” she said carefully, eyes never leaving mine. “I’m not promising anything. So don’t go getting your hopes up just yet.”

I swallowed hard, nodding quickly.

“But,” she continued, and her fingers resumed that maddeningly slow stroke along my cock, “I’d like to hear more about this little fantasy of yours.”

She leaned closer, her lips brushing the edge of my ear.

“Tell me everything. I want to hear what’s been going on in that dirty mind of yours. And maybe—just maybe—if I like what I hear, I’ll think it over properly.”

She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes again, still stroking me, slow and steady. I was already so hard it hurt.

So I started to explain—slowly at first, cautiously—as though saying it out loud might somehow shatter the spell we were under. But the more I spoke, the easier it became. The words flowed, charged with months—years, maybe—of pent-up fantasy. I told my wife of ten years exactly what I’d been thinking during that restless night of sexual obsessing.

How I’d imagined her seducing a big Black guy, taking him back to our room, letting him strip her naked, pin her down and fuck her until she was shaking and breathless. How I pictured her moaning under him, clinging to his broad back as he drove into her over and over, completely lost in the moment—while I waited, listened, or maybe even watched.

Angela lay beside me, listening silently, her hand still wrapped loosely around my cock, her thumb grazing the sensitive underside. Her face was unreadable, but she didn’t stop me. That alone was enough to make my heart pound faster.

Then I told her about the plan. It had taken shape in the small hours, somewhere between arousal and exhaustion, and at the time, it had seemed foolproof. I’d seen the posters all around the resort—ads for the fancy dress party in two days’ time. That was my window.

I explained how, on the night of the party, I’d fake feeling a little off—maybe say I was nauseous, light-headed, something believable but nothing serious. I’d tell her to go without me, not to waste the evening. I’d insist. And then I’d casually suggest that Daniel might walk her over so she’s not on her own. “No point both of us missing out,” I’d say, playing it cool.

And just like that, she’d be alone with him. Free to flirt. Free to explore. Free to see where the night took her—and whether this fantasy of mine could become something more.

Angela’s grip tightened slightly around my cock. She looked thoughtful, her mouth pursed, eyes flicking over my face like she was trying to decide if I was serious—or insane.

Then she spoke, cool and composed but with a spark in her voice. “What if Daniel is just too much of a gentleman to do anything like that?”

Her tone was playful, but the question hung there, heavy with implication.

I gave a quiet laugh. “Then nothing happens,” I said. “And we had some fun playing with the idea.”

Angela smirked, still stroking me, her fingertips soft but maddening. “I’m not sure you’d consider that fun if I came back untouched,” she said, teasing.

I swallowed, watching her closely. “Honestly? I’d be disappointed. But the point isn’t whether he makes a move. It’s that the door would be open.”

She tilted her head, feigning innocence. “So I’m just meant to walk through it, huh?”

“You do whatever you want,” I said, more earnest now. “You’re in control. I just want to give you the chance.”

There was a long pause. Angela looked down at my cock, still rock hard in her hand, and then back into my eyes.

“Jesus,” she murmured, mostly to herself. “I’ve got to admit, babe… the idea of it? Of being dressed up, walking into that party on Daniel’s arm, feeling his eyes on me all night?” She gave a slow, almost involuntary shiver. “It’s doing something to me.”

I could hardly breathe.

“But,” she added, looking back up, lips parted in a small, knowing smile, “I’m not saying yes. Not yet. I’m just… thinking about it.”

That alone sent a fresh pulse of heat through my groin.

She gave my cock a slow, luxurious squeeze. “And you’re definitely enjoying the thought of me dressed up and alone with him?”

“God, yes.”

Angela leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear.

“Well then,” she whispered, her voice thick and slow, “let’s see what happens.”

“But you won’t get to watch?” Angela asked, still stroking my cock with that maddeningly slow rhythm. Her voice was calm, but laced with challenge. “I mean, if you’re pretending to be ill, it’s not like you can just show up unannounced without making it weird. What are you gonna do—wander in and say, ‘Oh hey, sorry to interrupt… I thought this was the nurse’s office’? Right as I’ve got some random guy’s cock in my mouth?”

I couldn’t help but laugh—part nerves, part arousal. “Trust me, I’d love to watch,” I said, breath catching as her thumb circled the tip of my cock. “But even if I couldn’t… even if I was lying in bed upstairs, alone, just knowing what you were doing in that moment—it’s enough to drive me crazy. It’s the idea of it. The image of you, in some sexy little costume, seducing him. Of him pulling you close, touching you, undressing you… fucking you.”

Angela’s eyes locked onto mine, her expression unreadable.

“I know it sounds… perverted,” I added, smiling a little self-consciously. “But it’s not about wanting to give you away—it’s about wanting to see you unleashed. Freed.”

Her lips twitched in a half-smile. “Well, I do think it’s a little bit strange,” she said matter-of-factly, squeezing my cock at the base before gliding her hand back up. “But I guess that’s what makes it a fantasy. And hey—just because it’s not my fantasy doesn’t mean I get to judge.”

Her words landed softly, but they hit hard. Not judgmental, not dismissive. Just honest. And yet her hand never stopped moving—slow, deliberate strokes that kept me right on the edge.

“But right now,” she continued, her tone suddenly lighter, more playful, “I’m starving. And you seem more interested in me sucking Daniel’s cock than yours.” She gave me one last, tantalising pump. “So I think it’s time for breakfast.”

I groaned aloud, watching helplessly as she let go of my cock, stood up, and stretched—arms overhead, back arched, her breasts pushing against the thin fabric of her tank top. Then, with a cheeky glance over her shoulder, she slowly bent at the waist to pick her bikini off the chair, deliberately giving me a long, lingering view of her round, perfect ass.

My cock twitched with desperate frustration.

“You’re evil,” I muttered, eyes glued to her curves.

Angela laughed and tossed her hair over her shoulder. “I’m just hungry, babe. And besides,” she said with a grin, “you’ll need your energy if you want to keep up with me today.”

As she turned back toward the dresser, slipping her bikini bottoms on over her hips, I lay there motionless, still throbbing, heart pounding with anticipation and disbelief. Somewhere between fantasy and reality, something was starting to shift. Angela might not have said yes yet—but she hadn’t said no.

And that was all the permission my imagination needed.

A few minutes later, we were dressed and walking hand in hand along the beachfront toward breakfast. The morning sun was already climbing high, casting shimmering reflections across the waves, and a warm breeze played at the hem of Angela’s wrap. She had picked out another bikini—this one a pale, almost icy blue—that made my jaw slack the second I saw it. Long strings criss-crossed her toned torso, wrapping around her like ribbons. The bottoms were a scandalous little triangle that left nothing to the imagination. From behind, it was practically invisible. Her transparent cover-up did absolutely nothing to hide how much smooth, tanned skin was on display—or how cleanly shaved she still was.

As we walked, I caught more than a few passing stares from other men. Angela noticed too, though she played it cool—just the faintest smirk on her lips and a teasing glance back at me like she was proud of the attention.

After breakfast, we sunbathed by the pool for a while. Angela stretched out on the lounger beside me, pretending to read while occasionally adjusting her bikini in ways that only made it worse—or better, depending on your perspective. She was glowing in the sun, legs crossed, wrap half-slipped down her waist. I couldn’t stop watching her, and I knew I wasn’t the only one. She caught me looking and just gave a sly smile without saying a word.

By lunchtime, we headed to the usual terrace spot overlooking the beach. As we walked in, we spotted Daniel already seated, sipping something cold and citrusy, his dark skin gleaming slightly in the sunlight. He looked up as we approached, and—right on cue—his eyes dragged slowly over Angela before he met my gaze.

“Hey there!” he called out. “How are my favorite couple doing today?”

“We’re doing awesome,” Angela grinned. Her tone was breezy and warm, but I knew that glint in her eye. The game had begun.

I sat across from Daniel and leaned back in my chair with a subtle sigh. I gave it a beat, then ran a hand across my forehead and down the back of my neck. “Actually… not gonna lie, I’m not feeling the best. Bit rough around the edges today.”

Angela looked over at me and tilted her head. “Too much sun, you think? Or maybe one too many cocktails last night?”

“Could be both,” I muttered. “Just feel wiped out. Probably going to have to bail on the party tonight.”

Daniel raised an eyebrow, surprised. “That sucks. You were both looking forward to that, weren’t you?”

Angela glanced at him, then back at me. “Well, I still want to go. It sounds like fun. I was actually looking forward to shopping for an outfit later.”

“Then you should definitely go,” I said, turning to Daniel with a casual shrug. “Actually… would you mind going with her? Just so she’s not alone. I’d feel better if someone was with her.”

Daniel looked surprised. “Oh. Yeah, sure, if you’re okay with that.”

“Totally,” I said, keeping my voice smooth. “I trust her. And you.”

Angela leaned back, swirling her drink, a faint smile curling her lips. “He’s such a martyr, isn’t he?” she said with a teasing grin. “Sick and selfless.”

Daniel chuckled, still half unsure if we were being serious. “Well, if you’re really sure…”

“I am,” I said, holding his gaze. “She was looking forward to it. Would be a shame for her to miss out.”

Angela gave Daniel a look, half-playful, half-sultry. “So, you’ll be my date?”

Daniel hesitated one last time, then grinned. “Alright. You’ve got yourself a deal.”

She raised her glass. “To unexpected dates and noble illnesses.”

We clinked glasses and smiled, but beneath it all, a current of electricity pulsed through the air. The plan was in motion. Angela knew her part. I knew mine. And Daniel… Daniel was walking right into it.

Our conversation meandered into light-hearted chatter about past costume parties we’d attended—some hilarious, some downright embarrassing—and ideas for what Angela might wear tonight. But beneath the easy banter, my thoughts were spiraling. Every possibility the evening could bring seemed to throb at the edges of my mind.

Daniel mentioned he didn’t have a costume and wasn’t sure where to even find one around here. Angela, ever helpful, suggested they grab a taxi into town—there were a couple of shopping malls nearby that might have something decent. Daniel agreed without hesitation, and they arranged to meet in the resort reception area at 4 p.m. to head out together.

As we rose from the table to leave, I found myself having to pause—my cock was rock hard, and straining badly enough that I had to subtly adjust myself before following her out. The arousal, the anticipation, the idea of her walking into town with Daniel to shop for something sexy—it was all too much.

Once we were outside and out of earshot, I couldn’t help myself. “Are you—”

Angela didn’t even let me finish. She turned toward me with a little smirk, raised one finger to my lips, and shushed me gently. “I’m not making any promises,” she said, her voice low and teasing.

Then she turned and walked away, her hips swaying with deliberate ease, leaving me to follow, heart pounding, cock still twitching with every step.

As soon as we closed the door behind us, everything else disappeared. We didn’t speak, we didn’t pause—our hands were already on each other, tugging at clothes with an urgency that bordered on desperation. Angela’s wrap hit the floor first, followed quickly by the string bikini that had been driving me mad all day. I stripped down in seconds, not caring where anything landed, too focused on the soft curve of her hips, the glint of arousal already glistening between her thighs, and the way her chest heaved with excitement as she backed toward the bed.

She collapsed onto it, laughing breathlessly, her legs spread just enough to tease me, her shaved pussy glistening in the late afternoon light. I didn’t say a word. I just dropped to my knees and buried my face between her legs like a man starving for something only she could give.

The first taste of her—warm, wet, perfect—made my whole body clench. I moaned into her pussy as my tongue slid along her slit, slow and deep, savoring every second of it. Her thighs immediately twitched against my cheeks, her hips rising toward my mouth as if to beg for more. I spread her open wider with both hands, the soft swell of her labia parting to reveal her swollen, needy clit, and I went straight for it—licking it gently, slowly, deliberately, just enough to make her writhe.

Angela let out a sharp gasp, her fingers digging into the sheets. “Oh fuck... yes... just like that…”

That was all the encouragement I needed. I licked harder, flicking the tip of my tongue back and forth over her clit before wrapping my lips around it and sucking softly, then harder. She squirmed beneath me, legs shifting, her breath coming in hot, uneven bursts. I pulled back just enough to watch her face—her mouth open, eyes clenched shut, her whole body taut as she built toward that first climax.

Then I slid a finger inside her—just one at first, curling it slightly as I returned to sucking her clit. Her back arched instantly, and her moans grew louder, more frantic.

“F-fuck, I’m gonna cum... baby, don’t stop, don’t you dare fucking stop…”

I didn’t. I added a second finger and fucked her with slow, deep strokes, my tongue never leaving her clit, my face soaked in her arousal. Her hands shot down to my head, fingers tangling in my hair as she pulled me tighter against her. And then she broke.

Her whole body tensed for a heartbeat—silent, breath held—before it hit. She let out a scream, legs shaking violently as her orgasm crashed through her, her pussy clenching around my fingers so hard I could feel the pulses ripple up my wrist. She went limp for a moment, her body slumping back into the mattress, chest rising and falling with ragged gasps.

But I wasn’t finished.

I kissed my way up her inner thighs and went right back in. She twitched the second my tongue found her again, trying to close her legs instinctively, too sensitive—but I held her open and slowed everything down. Long, slow licks. A gentle swirl of my tongue around her still-twitching clit. She whimpered, hands clutching the sheets again, her body clearly caught between oversensitivity and the rapidly building wave of another orgasm.

“Jesus Christ… you’re gonna make me cum again,” she gasped, her voice breathless, disbelieving.

I pushed a third finger inside her, moving slowly but firmly, curling into her g-spot while sucking gently on her clit. Her hips rolled helplessly against my face now, thighs trembling again, little moans spilling from her lips like she couldn’t hold them back anymore.

And then I felt it—the shift in her breath, the way her legs clamped tight around my head, the sudden silence before the storm.

She stopped moaning entirely, like her body couldn’t decide whether to breathe or break. Then her hands flew down to my wrist, gripping me hard as her second orgasm hit her like a wave.

This time, she didn’t scream—she gasped, almost choking on it, her body convulsing so hard I thought she might shake off the bed entirely. Her pussy clenched around my fingers like a vice, her legs locking around my shoulders as she rode every pulse of it out, her face twisted in total, unfiltered ecstasy.

When she finally released me, she slumped flat on the bed, utterly wrecked. Her chest was heaving, her thighs twitching with aftershocks, her hands still clutching at the crumpled sheets.

As I slid my cock into her soaking wet pussy, something felt… different. It wasn’t just the way her body gripped me, though that alone nearly made me lose control. It was the energy—the intensity in her eyes, the confident arch of her hips as she pushed back against me, the quiet gasp that escaped her lips and turned into a deep, satisfied moan. There was an edge to it, something deeper. Raw. Unfiltered. I couldn’t explain it, but I could feel it in my bones.

Angela moaned again, louder this time, her hands gripping the sheets as I began to thrust into her with slow, firm strokes. Despite how much she loved oral—and god, did she love it—there was no denying that she adored getting fucked. The deeper I went, the more her pussy seemed to welcome me, clenching tight like it didn’t want me to leave. I groaned, my eyes glued to her face, to the way her mouth parted, her cheeks flushed with heat and her chest rising and falling in shallow, desperate breaths.

Then she looked up at me and smiled. That smile. Wicked. Knowing. The kind of smile that always meant trouble.

I had to ask.

“What are you thinking about, babe?” I panted, gripping her thighs as I drove into her. “You look so fucking hot like that…”

She didn’t answer at first.

Instead, she brought one hand up to her mouth, eyes still locked on mine. Slowly, deliberately, she slid her index finger between her lips and began to suck on it. Not just a lazy lick, but deep, hungry, obscene—sucking it exactly like she would a cock. Her cheeks hollowed, tongue swirling, lips tight around the base.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

It was something she did occasionally, usually when she hadn’t gone down on me in a while. It was her way of teasing, of reminding me just how much she loved having a cock in her mouth. And god, did it work. Every fucking time.

Today was no different. Or… at least, it shouldn’t have been.

But something about the way she was looking at me—like she wasn’t thinking about me at all—twisted something in my gut. It wasn’t just a tease this time. There was something more behind it. Something darker. Hungrier.

I kept thrusting, but my rhythm faltered. My breath hitched.

“You’re thinking about something,” I said again, quieter this time. “Tell me.”

Angela slid her finger from her mouth with a wet pop and moaned softly as she tilted her head back against the pillow. Her legs curled tighter around my hips, drawing me in deeper.

“Are you imagining me sucking your cock, baby?” Angela purred, her tone dripping with filth as she slid her glistening finger out of her mouth, leaving a string of saliva trailing briefly before it snapped. Her eyes locked onto mine with a heat that was utterly merciless.

“God, yeah,” I groaned. “I fucking love your mouth.”

She paused for just a second—enough to make it deliberate—then tilted her head and whispered, “Well… what if it wasn’t your cock in there? What if it was Daniel’s?”

The words detonated in my brain like a bomb.

Before I could even process a reply, her finger was back between her lips. She sucked it with obscene, slow rhythm, eyes never leaving mine. Except now, in my mind, it wasn’t her finger—it was Daniel’s cock. Big, thick, heavy. Her lips stretched wide around it. Her eyes glistening as she looked up at him, not me. The scene unfolded in full technicolour behind my eyes—her hair pushed back, saliva dripping from her chin, Daniel gripping her hair as she moaned around his length.

My stomach tightened. My balls clenched hard. I tried to hold it back—I really did—but it was too late.

With barely a grunt of warning, I came.

Violently.

My cock jerked deep inside her and I exploded, wave after wave of hot cum pumping out of me as I collapsed forward, breath shuddering from my lungs. It had been, what? A minute? Maybe even less. And I’d just lost it. I could barely believe it myself. My whole body was trembling.

“Fuck… sorry, babe,” I managed, panting. “It’s just that… Jesus…”

Angela just grinned at me, the picture of false innocence. Her eyes danced with mischief, her lips curling into a deliciously wicked smirk.

“Don’t worry about it, baby,” she cooed, her voice impossibly sweet. “It happens sometimes.”

I collapsed beside her, still reeling, trying to collect myself. My heart was pounding. My skin was slick with sweat. She was too much. Everything about her—her body, her mouth, her words. She knew exactly how to drive me insane.

‘Fuck, I love this woman,’ I thought to myself, already aching to touch her again, to make it up to her, to prove I wasn’t completely broken by a single filthy fantasy.

But before I could say a word, she stood up slowly, stretching her arms with a casual elegance that only made her look hotter.

Then she turned toward the bathroom and tossed a little grenade over her shoulder as she walked.

“I wonder if Daniel would last longer than that?”

She didn’t look back.

Didn’t need to.

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving me lying there, cock soft, heart hammering, and brain absolutely fucked.


Unable to Believe 


I didn’t move. I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind a swirl of lust, confusion, and disbelief. A few minutes passed—maybe less—before I heard the bathroom door open again.

Angela stepped out, wrapped in a towel, steam drifting into the bedroom behind her. Her skin was still damp, her cheeks flushed from the heat of the shower, and her hair hung wet and loose around her shoulders.

She looked incredible. And somehow… impossibly… I was hard again.

I glanced down at myself, genuinely shocked to see my cock—fully erect, twitching slightly, like it hadn’t just exploded inside her minutes ago.

Angela noticed instantly. Her eyes dropped, and she let out a wicked little laugh. “Jesus, baby. Again? Are you fucking serious?”

I just nodded. “I can’t help it. I’ve been lying here thinking about everything. About you. About tonight…”

She let the towel slip off without ceremony, her naked body catching the light in all the right ways as she crossed the room and climbed onto the bed beside me. Without a word, she leaned over, gripped the base of my cock, and slipped her mouth over the tip—slow, warm, wet.

Just once.

One perfect, aching, deliberate stroke of her lips down my shaft before she pulled back, looked up at me with a devilish glint in her eye, and said, “Hopefully that’s not the only cock I suck today.”

I groaned, helpless.

She giggled and ran her fingers lightly along my chest, her tone softening. “Don’t get too excited, baby. We don’t have time to play.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding as she straddled my thighs for a moment, still naked, still close enough to feel but just out of reach.

“I’ve got to go costume shopping for tonight,” she said, almost lazily, like she hadn’t just detonated a bomb in my head. “And you… you’ve got a big decision to make.”

I didn’t breathe.

Angela leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear. “When I walk out of this room, I want to know your answer. Do you really want this?”

I looked up at her, desperate. “Yes. I want it. I want you to do it.”

“Ok, but have you really thought this through properly?” Angela asked, her tone suddenly more serious. “I mean… what about tomorrow? If something does happen—if I fuck him—how are you going to feel when we bump into Daniel at breakfast? When you’re standing there face to face with a man who… well… who’s had his cock inside your wife?”

Her words cut right through me—not in a bad way, but in that intense, stomach-twisting kind of way that only made me harder.

I nodded slowly. “I’m sure I’ll be fine with it. I promise.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Fine with it? Really?”

I sat up slightly, propping myself on one elbow so I could meet her gaze. “Look, I’ve given it a lot of thought. Trust me—a lot of thought. And honestly… that part excites me just as much. Seeing you the next day, knowing you’ve been with him, knowing what you’ve done. Even seeing the two of you talk, like nothing happened. I don’t know why, but something about that just drives me crazy.”

Angela held my stare, her expression unreadable for a second, and then finally she gave a soft little smile—more knowing than amused.

“Okay, babe,” she said quietly. “But I’m going to hold you to that. I better get going anyway, look at the time”

I couldn’t resist the urge to ask, “So babe, what sort of costume do you think you’ll go for?”

Angela turned slightly as she finished fixing her hair, her eyes locking onto mine with a hint of mischief. “What sort of costume would you like to see me in?”

I hesitated for a second, rubbing the back of my neck. “Honestly? I’d want it to be slutty. Really fucking slutty. Something that makes heads turn. But only if you’re comfortable, obviously. You don’t have to go for that… Daniel’s going to be all over you no matter what you wear.”

She smirked, tilting her head as if weighing whether to take that as a compliment or a dare. “Thanks, babe,” she said, voice unreadable.

Then, without missing a beat, she stepped into a low-cut, short white dress—tight around her hips, just sheer enough to hint at the outline of her bra underneath. It wasn’t a costume, but the effect was instant. My mouth was dry.

Angela grabbed her bag, slung it over one shoulder, then turned and looked me dead in the eye. “Right then. I’m off.”

She walked up to me, leaned in, and gave me a soft kiss on the lips—gentle, almost innocent. “I love you,” she whispered.

And just like that, she was gone—closing the door behind her with a quiet click.

I stood there, completely naked, my cock still rock hard, pulsing with a mix of lust, jealousy, and disbelief. She was walking out to meet the man I hoped—terrified and turned on in equal measure—would become her lover.

You can probably guess what happened a few seconds later. As soon as the door clicked shut, I collapsed onto the bed, my heart racing, cock still rock hard, and my mind spiraling with vivid images. I didn’t even try to resist.

I lay on my back, one hand behind my head, the other furiously stroking my cock as the fantasy took over completely—Angela laughing, smiling, trying on skimpy costumes, leaning over in changing rooms, her tits nearly spilling out, that gorgeous ass barely covered. And Daniel standing there, watching, struggling to keep his cool, pretending not to stare but failing. I imagined his eyes lingering, her catching him in the act, and not saying a word—just letting it happen.

For the second time in less than twenty-four hours, I came embarrassingly quickly. No teasing buildup, no dramatic climax—just a few desperate strokes and then a hot, shuddering release. My cum landed messily across my stomach, my chest heaving as I came down from it. This time, there was no Angela to see how pathetically fast I’d finished. Just me, lying there in silence, flushed, breathless… and completely consumed by the image of my wife with another man.

When I finally recovered, I threw on a T-shirt and some shorts and spent the rest of the afternoon lounging by the pool. The sun was glorious, the sea air thick with salt and heat, and the friendly poolside waiters made sure my drinks were never empty. It should have been the most relaxing part of the holiday, but my mind was racing in overdrive.

I kept glancing at my phone, checking the time. Every half-hour that passed just deepened the ache in my chest—and lower. I pictured Angela and Daniel in some air-conditioned boutique, laughing as she tried on outfits, her stepping out of the changing room in something tight, short, revealing. Maybe she asked him what he thought. Maybe he stepped in to adjust a strap. Maybe he saw everything I would’ve seen.

I tried to distract myself by watching the view around the pool. That’s when I spotted Megan and Ellie.

They were stretched out on two loungers near the far side of the deck, shaded just enough to keep their drinks from melting in the sun. Megan, in a tiny black bikini that barely held her in, was sitting up while Ellie knelt beside her, rubbing sun cream slowly into her shoulders and arms. They were giggling about something—whispering too low for anyone to hear, but the body language said everything. Ellie’s hands lingered a little too long on Megan’s chest, and Megan didn’t exactly protest. When they swapped places and Megan started rubbing cream into Ellie’s lower back, I nearly groaned aloud. The slow, circular motion of her hands, the way Ellie arched a little, the shared smirk between them—it was deeply, unintentionally erotic.

Watching them wasn’t helping. My cock stiffened in my shorts, twitching with every shift of their bodies. I looked away, trying to refocus, but my mind kept drifting—Angela’s friends, teasing each other by the pool, and Angela herself, miles away, shopping for something slutty with a man she might be wearing it for tonight.

By about 6:30, I gave up trying to play it cool. I needed to get out of public view before I made a spectacle of myself. My cock was pressing uncomfortably against my waistband, and I could already feel a small damp patch from the pre-cum. It was ridiculous.

I took the long route back to the room, hoping the walk would calm me down, but it only made things worse. I kept picturing her in a dressing room mirror, pulling up short dresses over that perfect ass, maybe biting her lip as she asked Daniel if it was too much. Or not enough.

As I rounded the corner into our corridor, there she was—Angela, standing outside our door with two white shopping bags. She was radiant. Her cheeks were pink from the heat, her hair a little tousled from the breeze, and there was a smile tugging at the edge of her lips that I couldn’t quite read.

I walked faster, my heart thudding.

She turned just as I reached her. I kissed her shoulder, the heat of her skin instantly firing something primal in me, and blurted out, “How was shopping? What did you buy? Can I see?”

Angela laughed, clearly amused by my desperation. “Hold on a second there, big boy!”

I threw up my hands. “Alright, alright... I’m just... curious.”

“Curious is one word for it,” she said, teasing. The bags swayed in her hands as she turned toward the door, hips swaying with just a little extra emphasis.

I followed her inside, trying not to stare too hard at the bags, but my mind was already spinning. Whatever was in them—it wasn’t just fabric. It was the next step.

Once she had placed her bags down on the dresser, Angela turned to me with a wide smile and an almost girlish glint in her eye. Her cheeks were still flushed from the heat or maybe from something else entirely.

“Well?” I asked, trying not to sound too breathless.

She let out a soft laugh and walked over to me, brushing her hand across my chest as she started to explain.

“We actually had a really fun day,” she said, dropping onto the edge of the bed and crossing her legs, the hem of her short white dress slipping just a little higher than before. “Daniel’s… honestly, he’s good company. Funny, sweet. Actually kind of charming when he wants to be.”

There was a slight flicker in her eyes as she said it, and I wasn’t sure whether to feel turned on or terrified.

“We went to a bunch of shops, but nothing felt right for a costume. Too tacky, too covered up, or just plain ugly. And I was starting to get annoyed, to be honest.”

I nodded, hanging on every word.

“But then we ended up in this little fabric shop—like a proper, old-school place, with rolls and rolls of cloth everywhere. We were about to give up when the clerk, this older lady, asked what we were shopping for. We told her about the party, and she suddenly smiled and said, ‘Why don’t you just wrap yourselves in something like leopard print? Go as cavemen or cavewomen—simple and sexy.’”

Angela paused, clearly reliving the moment. “And I don’t know… I just loved the idea instantly. So we bought a couple of big pieces of leopard print fabric.”

I couldn’t help but picture her already—tanned skin wrapped in animal print, wild hair, bare legs, nothing but knots holding it all together.

“But,” she continued, her voice dropping into a slightly more conspiratorial tone, “I didn’t want to just wear cloth wrapped around me. I mean, I could… but I wanted something underneath, something that still held me together. So we went back to a few shops trying to find a leopard print bikini or a bra. Just something skimpy I could wear under it all—something that wouldn’t really be visible, but would give it a bit more structure.”

My cock twitched as I tried to imagine the scene—Angela standing in front of a mirror, holding scraps of leopard print against her body while Daniel stood nearby pretending not to look. Or maybe not pretending at all.

Angela slipped her shoes off and sat on the edge of the bed, brushing her hair back as she looked up at me with a soft smile. “You know,” she began, “I think I got lucky today.”

I smirked. “Lucky as in… found a costume? Or lucky like maybe your husband’s wild fantasy might come true?”

She rolled her eyes, teasing. “Let’s just say... both kinds of lucky.”

I moved closer, unable to resist. “So, you two had a good time then?”

She nodded, her voice casual. “Yeah, we really did. It was actually fun. I forgot how nice it feels to just… flirt.”

That caught my attention. “You were flirting?”

“Nothing too over the top,” she said with a grin. “But it was there. The looks, the teasing. You know how it is.”

“I can imagine,” I said, my throat dry.

Angela raised an eyebrow. “I bet you have. You’ve probably been picturing every word, every glance, all afternoon.”

I didn’t deny it. I couldn’t.

She leaned back slightly, stretching. “We were walking through one of the shops, and I said something about hoping to get lucky tonight. Just as a joke.”

I smiled. “And what did he say?”

“He laughed,” she said. “And then asked what I meant by ‘lucky.’ I said maybe I’d find the right costume… or maybe I’d find something else.”

Her eyes met mine, the tension between us thickening. “That’s when I looked at him. And I don’t know what came over me, but I just… I said it.”

I leaned in slightly. “Said what?”

Angela held my gaze, her voice calm but electric. “I told him I wanted him to fuck me tonight.”

My breath caught.

“He looked… surprised,” she said. “Maybe confused. Like he wasn’t sure if I was joking.”

“What did you do?” I asked, my voice a whisper.

“I told him you were completely okay with it. That it was your idea. And the second I said that… John, his whole face lit up. Like all the tension between us had finally been given permission to break loose.”

“So why don’t you pick out something you’d want to take off me later tonight?” That was the last thing she said before turning back to the dresser, rifling through the shopping bags for her top.

I just stood there, stunned. Hearing how forward Angela had been—how bold—left me momentarily speechless. She caught my expression and gave a small laugh, a little nervous but undeniably turned on.

“It just… felt different,” she said, not looking at me as she smoothed the fabric of a leopard print top against her chest. “Shopping with another man. One I was thinking about fucking. It made me feel like a different version of myself. A version I didn’t know existed until today.”

I stepped closer, my voice a low whisper. “So come on, babe, what did he say?”

She smiled shyly, her cheeks flushed. “Honestly? Not much. He just said, ‘Okay.’ Like it was the most natural thing in the world. But it was how he said it. He just… accepted it. No shock, no hesitation. And then he wrapped his arm around my waist, and we walked through the store like every other couple in there.”

Angela was blushing hard now, and I could tell it wasn’t embarrassment. It was arousal. Her pupils were dilated, her skin glowing, and every part of her body seemed to radiate this charged, forbidden energy. My heart was pounding. I knew, deep down, this was going to happen. She was going to fuck him. And I think she knew it too.

Then her expression shifted, just slightly, a flicker of concern in her eyes. “You’re not mad that I told him, are you babe?”

I shook my head immediately. “No, not at all, baby. I love that you told him. I love that this is real now.”

Her eyes searched mine. She was looking for reassurance—but also something else. Permission? Confirmation?

“So tell me,” I said, stepping even closer, my voice soft but deliberate, “how did it feel... walking through a store with a big Black guy’s arm wrapped around your waist?”

She replied quicker than I expected. “It felt… so fucking naughty,” she said, her voice low and breathy. “And exciting. But also scary, in a weird way. Like my stomach was doing somersaults.”

She paused, biting her lip as if deciding whether to say more. Then she went on. “We were walking through the aisles, pretending to look at swimsuits, but I could barely concentrate. I kept thinking about what we’d talked about, about what might actually happen tonight. It was like… this buzzing under my skin.”

I could see it all playing out on her face—nerves, thrill, desire. I nodded, urging her to go on.

Angela looked at me, her eyes flickering with something darker now. “And then I felt his hand. He just… reached down, like it was the most natural thing in the world, and grabbed my ass.”

My breath caught in my throat.

“His hand was so big,” she said softly. “It completely covered one cheek, like he owned it. And the way he held it—not gently. He squeezed. Just enough to let me know exactly what was going through his head.”

I swallowed hard, my cock now fully hard again just from her words.

“I should have pulled away,” she said. “Or said something. But I didn’t. I kept walking like nothing had happened. I let him keep his hand there.”

She exhaled slowly. “And then I noticed the girls in the shop. They were looking at him… and then looking at me. And I could just tell—they were jealous. I was the woman walking through the store with a huge Black guy’s hand on her ass. And they knew what that meant.”

I had so many questions—burning ones, spiraling through my mind—but I knew I wouldn’t get the chance to ask them all. Still, a few needed answers now.

“So… what did he choose?” I asked, my voice tight with anticipation.

Angela grinned, reached into one of the white shopping bags, and pulled out a small bundle of leopard print lycra. She let it dangle from two fingers, barely more than a scrap of fabric.

“This one,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “Do you want to see it on me?”

I could barely speak. My heart thudded in my chest as blood surged to my cock.

“Oh fuck yes.”

Angela disappeared into the bathroom, the leopard-print bundle in her hand. I sat on the edge of the bed, my heart racing, every second stretching out longer than the last. Then the door creaked open.

My jaw dropped.

She stepped out slowly, like she knew the effect she was having on me. The halter top criss-crossed over her small, perky breasts, barely managing to keep them covered. The fabric hugged her curves, wrapping around her toned stomach before vanishing into a set of tiny, high-cut bottoms that left her hips bare and most of her big, round ass completely exposed. It wasn’t just sexy—it was filthy in the best possible way.

“Jesus Christ,” I exhaled. “Did you… try that on in the shop?”

Angela smirked. “Of course. I wanted to make sure it fit.” She paused, eyes glinting. “You should’ve seen the looks I got when I came out of the changing room to show Daniel.”

“Yeah?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

“There were two girls standing near the mirrors. One of them looked straight at me—then at Daniel—and her whole face changed. Total bitch face. She looked furious.” Angela laughed, cheeks flushing pink, but not from embarrassment. From enjoyment.

“What did you do?” I asked, already knowing she hadn’t just let it go.

Angela gave a wicked smile. “I leaned in close to Daniel and asked, just loud enough for them to hear, ‘Do you think it’ll be easy to take off?’”

Listening to Angela describe how brazen she’d been with another man—in public, no less—while standing there in that indecent little leopard-print number, was too much. My cock was already rock hard, pulsing against the inside of my shorts, and I couldn’t hold back a second longer.

I lunged forward, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her toward me, my mouth desperate to taste her skin, to feel her body against mine.

But before I could even get my hands on her properly, Angela planted both palms on my chest and shoved me backward. I stumbled and landed on the bed, stunned.

She stood over me, legs apart, her eyes locked onto mine with a sudden authority that made my breath catch.

“Not today, baby,” she said firmly, her tone low and commanding. “Remember, I’m doing this for you. So the only man who’s going to be getting me out of this”—she gestured to the barely-there outfit clinging to her curves—“is the big black man who bought it for me.”

The words hit me like a jolt of electricity. I lay there, looking up at my wife, completely frozen. I couldn’t even speak.

Angela had never talked to me like that. Never taken charge like that. She was usually so playful, so sweet—submissive, even. But now? She was standing there like she owned the moment, like she relished the power she suddenly held over me.

And fuck, I’d never been so turned on in my life.

As I lay on the bed, I watched Angela’s big ass wiggle all the way back to the bathroom. The door clicked shut behind her, and a few seconds later I heard the shower start. She stayed in there a long time—long enough that the anticipation twisted into something almost unbearable. I just lay there, hard and motionless, staring at the ceiling, imagining what she was doing in there, how she was preparing herself to be someone else’s for the night.

When the door finally opened, my breath caught.

Angela stepped out, transformed. She looked like the sexiest cavewoman imaginable in that skimpy leopard-print swimsuit. Her curly light brown hair was teased out and wild, her makeup dark and smoky in a way that made her look both fierce and fuckable. “Now for the finishing touches,” she said with a smirk.

She picked up the remaining fabric and tore off a narrow strip. Folding it into a triangle, she tied it low around her waist like a makeshift skirt. If you could even call it that. It was sheer, indecent, and useless—more of a suggestion than actual clothing. It covered nothing. Watching her, I had a sudden flash of Daniel grabbing her ass, yanking that pathetic scrap aside, and fucking her before they even got to the party.

With that devilish grin of hers, Angela leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. Then she straightened, turned toward the door, and paused.

“See you in the morning, babe,” she said over her shoulder, her voice dripping with excitement. “I hope your fantasy turns out to be as much fun for you as I know it’s going to be for me.”

And then—just as she was about to leave—she added, “Oh, and try not to jerk off too much. I don’t want your cock being sore and out of action tomorrow.”

The door closed behind her. I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I just lay there, rock hard, barely breathing, and wondering whether tonight was the beginning of something I’d never be able to undo.


Watching From A Far

I gave Angela a fifteen-minute head start before making my own move. She thought I’d be stuck in the room all night, but I’d been planning ahead. A few days earlier, I’d arranged for a costume to be delivered to the concierge—something that would let me attend the party without anyone recognizing me. Not even her.

Back in the room, I tore open the packaging and grinned. It was perfect: a full-body Spiderman suit, complete with exaggerated foam muscles and a full-face mask. Every inch of me was covered. No skin. No clues. Just an anonymous superhero lurking in the crowd. I didn’t think even Angela would guess it was me.

After slipping it on and adjusting the mask, I headed out the door, heart thudding in my chest, and made my way down to the beachside bar where the party was already underway.

It was packed. Costumes everywhere—gladiators, pirates, nurses, devils, angels, and everything in between. The crowd worked in my favor. Blending in was easy. I stayed toward the edges, scanning faces, looking for her.

Finding Daniel wasn’t difficult. A tall, muscular Black man in nothing but a leopard-print loincloth is hard to miss. His body was ridiculous—sculpted like a Greek statue and dripping with confidence.

But what really took my breath away was who stood beside him.

Angela.

She looked like pure sin in that tiny cavewoman outfit, laughing at something he’d just said. Her frizzed-up curls bounced around her shoulders, and the way the firelight danced across her exposed skin made it clear—every man nearby was looking at her, and they weren’t hiding it.

She had no idea her husband was one of them.

I made my way to the bar, heart pounding harder than it should’ve been. I needed something—anything—to take the edge off. I ordered a cocktail, something strong and sugary, and took it down in a few gulps. Then another. Slowly, the nerves that had been twisting my stomach began to ease into a low hum, replaced by that familiar tingle of anticipation… and alcohol.

I started to mingle, drifting between groups, joining in on a few light conversations—mostly about costumes, the resort, where people were from. I smiled when expected, laughed when it felt appropriate, but my mind was elsewhere the entire time.

It was probably twenty minutes later when I saw them again. Angela and Daniel, standing with a few people we’d met on the diving excursions. Both were holding beers, looking relaxed and animated in conversation, but it was impossible not to notice the way Daniel’s hand brushed lightly against Angela’s lower back as he leaned in to speak to her. Or how she didn’t move away.

I watched as one of the other women—Megan, I think—looked from Daniel to Angela and then subtly scanned the crowd, no doubt wondering where I was. What must they be thinking? That the hot, flirty Aussie girl had ditched her husband and showed up with the biggest, most eye-catching man at the resort? That she was on the hunt?

My third drink was disappearing fast.

But the more I thought about it, the more aroused I became. My nerves hadn’t disappeared—they’d just transformed into something darker, heavier. I was still anxious. But now it was laced with hope. With hunger.

I wasn’t just wondering how far they’d take it tonight.

I was silently praying they wouldn’t hold back.

Another hour had slipped by—maybe more—and so had a couple more cocktails. I was feeling that perfect, precarious buzz: warm, restless, my limbs loose but my thoughts racing. I told myself I was just going to take another walk, just to see where they were, but we both knew better.

I wove my way back toward the edge of the dance floor, careful not to get too close, telling myself I was blending in, staying unnoticed. But I couldn’t take my eyes off them.

They were dancing.

Not pressed together, not grinding, but still—close enough. The music was loud, the beat steady, and Angela… fuck, she was really moving now. That tiny leopard print outfit clung to her like it was painted on, every sway of her hips drawing attention. Not just Daniel’s either. I caught more than a few other men stealing glances at her, following the line of her thighs or the bounce of her breasts with wide, thirsty eyes.

But Daniel… he didn’t glance. He watched. Possessive. Focused. Like he already knew she was his.

When the track ended, I followed them from a safe distance as they wandered off the dance floor, Angela’s laugh carried on the breeze. She was holding yet another cocktail, and I could tell from her movements—loose, confident, maybe a little tipsy—that the alcohol was doing its job.

They stopped briefly at a roving waiter to grab fresh drinks before settling into a small, secluded table down on the sand. The fairy lights strung above them cast a soft glow across their table, and I could just make out Angela leaning in close.

She said something in Daniel’s ear.

I had no idea what it was, but his grin was instant—wide, cocky, pleased. He tilted his head slightly, replying with something that made her laugh. Her hand touched his arm. Casual. Intimate.

My stomach flipped.

Whatever she’d just whispered, it was working.

A few minutes later, as I loitered near the bar pretending to study the cocktail list, I saw something that made my breath catch in my throat.

Angela leaned in and kissed him.

Right on the mouth.

It wasn’t a peck, either. It was slow, open-mouthed, and confident—her hand lightly resting on his chest as his arm wrapped around her waist. I froze. It was like the whole beach faded away for a second. All the laughter and music around me disappeared as I stood there, stunned, watching my wife kiss another man.

My cock throbbed in my costume. I honestly thought I might cum untouched right there in my fucking Spiderman suit. I had to step behind a palm tree and discreetly adjust myself, trying to keep my arousal in check while battling the sudden and overwhelming storm of emotions rising in my chest.

They broke the kiss eventually, smiling at each other, and shared a few words I couldn’t hear. And then—without hesitation—Angela reached for Daniel’s hand. He took it, and together they turned and began walking away from the party, away from the lights and music, toward the path that led back to the rooms.

And then I saw it.

His hand slid down the curve of her back and grabbed a full handful of her ass. Not a light touch. A possessive squeeze, firm and claiming, like he already knew what was waiting for him when they got behind closed doors.

Angela didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away. In fact, she leaned into it.

I stood there, watching them disappear into the shadows, and something unexpected twisted in my gut.

Doubt.

Just a flicker at first—but sharp. What the hell had I done? I wanted this, didn’t I? I’d fantasized about this moment for months. But now it was real. She was going with him. Hand in hand. His hand on her ass. My wife.

I swallowed hard and forced myself to turn away. I couldn’t follow them—not without blowing my cover, not without destroying the fragile illusion that somehow kept this fantasy in balance.

So I grabbed another drink—something strong—and started the long, lonely walk back to our room, my erection still pressing uncomfortably against the inside of my costume. I kept my head down, doing my best to avoid eye contact with anyone, painfully aware of how hard I still was.

And as I reached our door and pulled it open, I muttered under my breath, “Don’t jerk off. Don’t jerk off.” But I already knew I wouldn’t last the night. Not with that image in my head. Not with the way he grabbed her. Not with the way she let him.


The Morning After

It was just before 11 a.m. when I heard the door to our hotel room open. I held my breath for a second as Angela walked in—and the moment I saw her, my cock began to stir, thickening almost instantly beneath the covers. She looked absolutely radiant, and something about her expression—the relaxed glow, the gentle confidence—made my heart pound.

She stood by the bed with a huge smile stretching from ear to ear. Her hair was still wet and slicked back, clearly just showered, and all of her makeup was gone, revealing that fresh, natural beauty I’d always adored. But what really hit me—what made my cock twitch again—was the fact that she was still wearing the same sexy little cavewoman outfit she’d worn the night before. The same skimpy leopard print Daniel had picked out for her. The same outfit I’d watched her strut out of the room in, knowing full well what she was planning to do.

And now here she was again—back from his room, glowing, freshly showered… and still dressed like his fucktoy.

My mouth went dry. My cock throbbed harder. And I knew, even before she said a word, that something had changed.

“You look incredible, baby,” I said, my voice full of awe as I wrapped my arms around her. My cock was now rock hard, pressing against her hip as she melted into the embrace.

Angela hugged me tightly, resting her head against my shoulder for a moment. Then she leaned in and whispered softly in my ear, her voice trembling just a little, “Urm… yeah… I mean, I think so… wow… I mean… just… wow…” She pulled back slightly, her eyes meeting mine. “Thank you so much for that, baby. Seriously… thank you.”

I stepped back to take her in—her flushed cheeks, her damp hair, the faint crease of the sheets still imprinted on the side of her thigh. The sight of my freshly fucked wife standing there glowing in the aftermath of it all made my heart race.

“So… you had a good time then?” I asked, trying to keep my voice calm, but I could hear the excitement bleeding through.

Angela let out a breathless laugh, shaking her head slowly. “Oh my god, yes.”

I smiled, feeling my chest tighten with a mix of nerves and arousal. “Okay, well… you know I want to hear all about it.”

She looked up at me and gave a sly smile. “Well, okay, babe… but that really might take some time. There’s a lot to tell.”

I released my arms and took a seat on the edge of the bed, my heart pounding in my chest. I tried to smile, but it felt tight, unsure. “Well… I’m not going anywhere until I’ve heard everything,” I said, my voice quieter than I expected, almost catching in my throat.

Angela didn’t sit down right away. She stood there for a moment, hands fidgeting at her sides, her eyes scanning my face as if looking for any hint of doubt. Then she gave a soft, nervous laugh and said, “Well… alright… but just remember—this was your idea, okay?” Her tone was light, but I could see the tension in her shoulders, the way her fingers tugged at the hem of her skirt. We were both teetering on the edge of something, and we both knew it.

Angela sat down slowly beside me, the tension between us thick with anticipation. The leopard print swimsuit still clung to her body, the little makeshift skirt doing nothing to hide the fact that she hadn’t even changed. I could smell her perfume, faint beneath something else—something raw and unmistakably sexual. She kept her eyes down for a moment, fingers smoothing out the strip of fabric across her lap, then took a long, steadying breath.

“I don’t really know where to begin,” she said quietly. “It’s weird… I’ve never done anything like this before, obviously. And now I’m sitting here, about to tell you about… last night.”

I nodded, my throat dry. I didn’t trust myself to speak yet.

Angela glanced at me nervously, then continued, “At first, it was awkward. I mean, walking into the party on his arm… I could feel eyes on us. I knew people were wondering who the hell I was and why I was with him instead of you. And I kept thinking someone was going to come up and ask, or say something, or just… judge me.”

She paused, then gave a tiny shrug. “But after a couple of cocktails, I started to care a lot less. I kept telling myself this is what we talked about, what we wanted—or at least, what you wanted. And honestly? The more I leaned into it, the more exciting it got. Being with him, letting people assume whatever they wanted... it made me feel bold. Like I was doing something wild and dangerous and completely out of character.”

She looked at me again, her expression cautious now, as if gauging how I was handling this.

I nodded slowly, urging her to go on, even though my chest felt tight and my cock was already stirring from the sheer tension.

Angela let out a shaky breath. “It really hit me when we were dancing. I was facing him, and suddenly I could feel it… his cock, pressing against me. It was huge. And I mean—huge. I froze for a second, like, holy shit, this is real, this is happening. And then… I don’t know, something in me just switched.”

She bit her bottom lip, her cheeks pinkening. “One minute I was nervous and self-conscious, and the next I was grinding against him and whispering in his ear. Telling him what I wanted. Telling him I needed him to fuck me.”

She looked away again, her voice soft now. “And I meant it. God, I meant every word.”

Angela exhaled slowly, her voice a mix of excitement and hesitation. “Once we were back in his room, it was like we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. I don’t even know what came over me… there’s just something about being with a big Black guy that makes me feel so dirty, so… fucking naughty.” She paused, her eyes searching mine. “I don’t know what happened, baby, but I turned into a complete slut. I don’t want you to be mad at me.”

For a second, I just looked at her—at the way her body fidgeted slightly, her breath catching, her pupils wide and watchful. She wasn’t just being dramatic. She genuinely didn’t know how I’d react. And that made what I said next even easier.

“Angela… babe… I swear, there’s nothing you could say that would make me angry. Honestly, whatever you did—it’s only going to make me want you more. I mean it. I was the one who wanted this, remember? And you’ve got no idea how fucked up my thoughts were last night. You can’t even imagine the things I was jerking off over—just thinking about you with him, picturing all the filthy stuff you might’ve done…”

Her breath hitched, her face flushed, but her shoulders relaxed just a little.

“So please,” I said, leaning closer, my voice low. “Don’t hold back. Just tell me. I want to know everything.”

So she began.

“We were just standing there, in the middle of the room… kissing,” she said, her voice low, eyes flicking away for a moment before returning to mine. “And I could feel it—his cock. It was pressing against me again, and this time I could really feel it. It wasn’t just big, it was massive. And the second I felt it, something just... snapped inside me. I don’t even know how to explain it, babe—it was like I wasn’t even thinking anymore. I felt like a fucking animal. Like there was something wild in my blood I couldn’t control.”

She paused, her lips parting slightly, cheeks flushed as the memory took hold.

“I didn’t even wait. I just reached down and yanked that stupid loin cloth off him. And when I saw he was only wearing a pair of tight briefs underneath… I don’t know, I just lost it. I needed to see it. I reached in and grabbed his cock—”

Angela looked at me, gauging my reaction, but I was already breathless.

“—and baby, it was huge. Like, I couldn’t believe what I was feeling. I could barely get my fingers around it. It was so thick. And so heavy. Just there in my hand, like this big fucking club of flesh.”

I swallowed, my heart pounding.

“And well… you know me, babe. The second I saw that big cock, I was on my knees. I didn’t even think. I just dropped. I had to use both hands to hold it steady, and I just started licking the head, really slow, just tasting him… and as soon as I got a little taste, I couldn’t stop. I was desperate to suck it. Like... it was all I could think about.”

“Holy fuck, Ange…” I breathed, voice hoarse. “How big is his cock?”

Angela hesitated, her lips parted slightly, her body tense with conflicting emotions. She was curled up at the edge of the bed now, the sheets still rumpled from earlier, her fingers unconsciously fidgeting with the hem of her camisole.

“Are you sure you really want to know?” she asked, her voice soft, uncertain.

I looked at her, and in that moment, I saw it—just a flicker—but it was unmistakable: a look of sympathy. Of guilt. Maybe even pity. And it hit me like a punch to the chest… but at the same time, my cock twitched. The same sick hunger that had been building in me since this whole thing began was now burning like fire in my blood.

“Holy fuck, yes,” I breathed. “I want to know. I need to know, baby.”

Angela bit her lip, her cheeks flushed pink. She seemed to wrestle with herself for a moment, her eyes flicking away from mine. And then, with a kind of resigned exhale, she raised her hands.

She made the gesture slowly, almost shyly—her hands moving apart, then stopping at a distance that made my stomach flip. It wasn’t subtle. And it wasn’t just long—it was thick. Her fingers splayed slightly, unconsciously tracing the sheer girth of what she’d held in her hands. The size she was showing me… it wasn’t just bigger than mine. It was devastatingly bigger.

She must have seen the expression on my face because she quickly looked down and let out a nervous laugh. “Jesus… I probably shouldn’t have done that,” she muttered. “I didn’t mean to—”

“No,” I cut in, my voice low and hoarse. “Don’t stop. Please.”

Angela’s blush deepened, and now she couldn’t quite stop the smile tugging at her lips—aroused, embarrassed, excited all at once.

“Babe…” She shook her head slowly, her voice trembling slightly. “It was so fucking big I could barely get past the tip. I swear, I just tasted him and started choking. I tried to take more… but he was just too thick. Too heavy. My mouth literally couldn’t handle it at first.”

She looked up at me again, eyes wide with a mix of shame and arousal. “I don’t know what came over me,” she whispered. “As soon as I had it in my mouth, I felt like I had to prove something. Like I had to try and take as much of that cock as I possibly could.”

The image hit me so hard I couldn’t speak. I could see her in my head, on her knees, mouth stretched wide, her lips barely wrapped around the head of Daniel’s cock as she struggled and gagged, her hand working the base, her eyes watering, her pussy soaking wet from the effort alone.

Angela gave a soft, shaky laugh. “It was… intense. The moment I got it out, I couldn’t stop myself. I just went for it. Like something inside me snapped.”

She leaned back slightly against the headboard, her breath shallow, her eyes flicking over me as if waiting for a reaction. But I couldn’t move. My heart was pounding, my cock so hard it almost hurt.

She tilted her head. “You really wanted to know, didn’t you?”

I nodded, unable to form words.

Angela exhaled again, her voice barely a whisper now. “Then that’s the truth, baby. His cock was… huge. And the moment I saw it, I wanted it in my mouth more than I’ve ever wanted a cock in there before.”

“So… did you let him cum in your mouth?” I asked, my voice lower than I expected—more hoarse, almost reverent.

Angela hesitated. She looked down, biting her lip again, her fingers brushing absently over her thigh. For a moment I wondered if she wasn’t going to answer at all. But then she let out a soft laugh—almost embarrassed—and glanced back up at me with wide eyes.

“No,” she said quietly. “I didn’t.”

I blinked. That wasn’t the answer I expected. “Why not?” I asked, genuinely confused. “I thought you were on your knees the second you saw it?”

“Oh, I was,” she replied, grinning now, a little wicked sparkle flashing in her eyes. “Don’t worry about that. The second I got it out, I wanted it in my mouth so badly, I felt like I couldn’t wait another second.”

She shifted slightly on the bed, tucking her legs beneath her, and I noticed the way her nipples were hard under the thin fabric of her top—either from the memory or from my reaction. Maybe both.

“But babe,” she continued, her grin softening into something more sheepish, “his cock was huge. Like, seriously. It wasn’t just long—it was thick. So thick it felt like my jaw was being pried open.”

She mimed the shape with her hands again, but this time with a little more realism—curling her fingers around an invisible shaft and trying to wrap them fully. She couldn’t.

“I could barely even suck on the head,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing again. “And when I tried to go deeper, my throat was just like—nope. I started gagging straight away. It actually hurt, baby.”

I watched her, mesmerized.

“I mean, I loved it,” she added quickly. “Don’t get me wrong. Having something that big in front of me, knowing it was his, knowing I was on my knees with it in my hands—it was so fucking hot. I felt like this submissive little slut, and I loved that feeling.” She looked up at me, voice lower now. “It just… wasn’t easy.”

I swallowed hard, my cock twitching again.

“So no, I didn’t finish him off with my mouth,” she said, her tone softening, more introspective now. “I wanted to. I tried. But I just couldn’t do it justice. Not yet.”

Then she smirked and leaned a little closer, her voice going teasing and suggestive: “I guess I need more practice with cocks that size…”

The image of her—on her knees, jaw aching, drooling and struggling to take that thick cock—burned itself into my mind. And now she was sitting here, smiling shyly but so obviously aroused by the memory, admitting she wanted to train herself to handle it better.

Angela exhaled and looked at me again, her voice gentler now. “You’re not mad, are you?”

I shook my head slowly, breath catching in my throat. “No,” I said. “Fuck no.” And I meant it.

Angela looked up at me, her cheeks flushed, her breathing already shallow as she slowly wrapped her hand around my cock. Her fingers curled around it like she was holding something precious—and hot. With each lazy stroke, I throbbed harder in her grip.

"Jesus, baby," she whispered, biting her lip. "You're this hard just from hearing me talk about it?"

I nodded, my jaw tight, barely able to breathe. She gave a slow, sultry stroke and leaned in, her lips brushing my ear.

“I told him to go slow,” she said softly, her voice trembling with arousal. “Not because I wanted to stop. Fuck no. But because his cock was just... so fucking big. Each time we changed position, I had to catch my breath and let myself stretch around him all over again.”

I groaned under my breath, her words making my cock twitch in her palm.

“I mean it, babe,” she continued, her thumb teasing the sensitive underside of my tip. “The first time he pushed in, it was almost too much. My whole body just… froze for a second. Not because I didn’t want it, but because it was such a shock. But he waited. Let me feel it. Let me adjust. And then…”

She moaned softly at the memory, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment.

“…Then he started to move. And it was fucking incredible. I could feel every thick inch sliding into me, slow and deep. And the more he fucked me, the more my pussy just gave in to it. I’ve never felt so full. So stretched. It was like he was inside every part of me.”

She picked up the pace of her strokes, watching the effect her words were having on me.

“I came, baby. I came so hard just from the stretch of him. And then he bent me over and fucked me from behind, and that’s when I really lost it. I could feel him hitting places inside me I didn’t even know could feel that good. I had to grab the sheets. I was moaning so loud, I was almost embarrassed—but I couldn’t stop.”

Her grip tightened slightly, her hand now slick with my arousal.

“And every time he changed position, I had to beg him to go slow again. Not because I wanted it to end, but because my pussy was being worked like never before. I honestly don’t know how many times I came, babe. I lost count. Three? Five? More?”

I groaned again, unable to stop myself.

“Daniel’s cock is just relentless. He came inside the condom, and when he pulled out, I was shaking. I thought we were done. I needed water. He did too. So I got up and grabbed us both a drink...”

She smiled wickedly, eyes locked on mine.

“And by the time I came back with the glasses, he was already hard again. Just seeing his cock like that made my legs weak. I couldn’t help myself—I had to touch it. I dropped to my knees, ran my tongue along that thick shaft, and the next thing I knew, I was bent over the side of the bed again, taking every inch all over again.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper as she leaned in closer.

“That second fuck? He made me cum again. Twice. Full-body, leg-shaking, mind-blowing orgasms. I couldn’t stop. My pussy was so sensitive, every thrust felt like an electric shock. I was begging him by the end, but not to stop—to keep going.”

She gave one last slow stroke and leaned in to kiss me on the neck.

“And now look at you,” she murmured. “So hard it hurts. So turned on you can barely think.”

I was about to reply, but her mouth was already on me, sliding slowly down my cock. My hands curled into the sheets as she moaned softly around me, every swirl of her tongue a filthy thank-you for letting her tell me the dirtiest truth of her life.

And I loved every second of it.

Angela’s mouth worked me with that slow, torturous rhythm she’d perfected—warm lips wrapping around the head of my cock, her tongue swirling, teasing, just enough suction to keep me trembling. I was close. Too close. My thighs tensed, breath held, muscles flexed, ready to explode—

And then she stopped.

She slid her mouth off me with a deliberate slowness, her lips parting with a soft wet pop. Her hand tightened around the base of my cock, holding me right on the edge, twitching in her grip. My hips jerked involuntarily, aching for release, but she gave me a smirk that said she was very much in control.

She looked up at me, her eyes bright with mischief, lips swollen and slick from her work. Her voice was low and teasing.

“You want to know the worst part?” she whispered, her breath hot against my skin. “I want to do it again.”

I stared down at her, dazed, still clenching the sheets, not sure I’d heard her right.

She smiled wider, stroking me slowly, keeping me right there on the edge.

“I mean it, babe. I know I probably shouldn’t say that. But every time I close my eyes, I think about it. About how it felt. About how I looked with his cock in my mouth. About how stretched I was, how deep he fucked me. About the way I couldn’t stop cumming.”

She leaned in and kissed the tip of my cock—soft, delicate—then ran her tongue slowly down the underside.

“I should feel guilty. I really should,” she murmured. “But I don’t. Not when I see how fucking hard it makes you. Not when I know you’re picturing it too.”

She dragged her tongue up again, keeping her eyes locked on mine.

“And the way you taste right now, babe…” She moaned softly. “You love this. You love hearing about what he did to me. How filthy I was for him. And the truth is... I want to feel that again. I want to be used like that again.”

She licked her lips, then gave a slow, deliberate stroke from base to tip.

“I want to feel his cock stretch me open. I want to choke on it. I want to make you watch as I do it all over again.”

My cock jerked in her hand, painfully close to the edge. She saw it and smiled.

“Not yet,” she whispered.

Angela kept her hand right there—fingers curled softly around my cock, warm and slick with precum—just enough pressure to hold me at the brink. Her smile was wicked, eyes locked on mine as if daring me to break.

“You’re so close, aren’t you?” she whispered, her voice low and breathy. “I can feel how badly you want to cum.”

I nodded, jaw tight. I was panting now, hips twitching involuntarily at her touch. My whole body was screaming for it. But she wasn’t giving in.

“Then ask me,” she said sweetly.

My brow furrowed. “Ask you what?”

Her strokes slowed again—torturously light. Just enough to keep me there. Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

“You know what.”

I swallowed hard, knowing exactly what she meant, and exactly what she wanted me to say. My heart was pounding in my chest, my cock pulsing in her grip.

She leaned closer, her lips brushing mine.

“Say it,” she whispered. “Say you want me to fuck him again.”

“Angela…”

“Say it, baby,” she cooed, her hand barely moving now. “Say you want me to go back to his room tonight. Say you want me to let him stretch me open again with that big cock. Tell me to do it.”

I groaned, trying to resist, but my body had already betrayed me.

She kissed my neck, her breath hot against my skin. “You’re not going to cum until you do.”

I tried to hold out. I really did. But the tension was unbearable. Her teasing, her filthy whispering, the memory of everything she'd confessed—it was all too much.

Finally, I broke.

“So… what outfit do you want to wear when you go over to his room tonight?” I asked, my voice cracking with arousal.

Angela froze for half a second—just enough to let the moment settle—then let out the softest moan of victory.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she breathed, tightening her grip and stroking me with sudden purpose. “There it is.”

Her pace quickened instantly, hand pumping my cock with practiced, hungry strokes.

“You want me to dress up just for him?” she purred, eyes glowing. “You want me to knock on his door like a good little slut, ready for round two?”

I couldn’t even answer. My muscles tensed, everything locking up as the orgasm surged from deep in my gut.

“Cum for me, baby,” she whispered, biting her lip. “Cum for me while you imagine me climbing onto his big black cock again.”

I cried out as I exploded, thick jets pulsing into her hand, over my stomach, down her wrist. She didn’t stop until I was twitching and gasping, spent and overwhelmed.

Then she leaned forward and kissed me, slow and dirty, fingers still lazily stroking the last few drops from me.

“God, I love you, babe,” she murmured. “I’m not going to turn down an offer like that.”

She gave my cock a final squeeze, then stood and stretched, the grin on her face smug and beautiful.

“Why don’t you pick an outfit for me while I rest?” she said, already crawling back onto the bed. “I didn’t get much sleep. Something to do with a big black cock keeping me up all night.”

She winked and rolled onto her side, her bare ass peeking out from under the sheet.

And just like that, she was drifting off, leaving me soaked in cum, breathless, and already imagining her knocking on Daniel’s door.

I got up quietly, careful not to wake her, and padded across the room to the dresser. I opened Angela’s bag slowly, my heart already pounding in anticipation. This wasn’t just about what she would wear. This was about control, curiosity, and the strange, simmering thrill of choosing her outfit—knowing what she’d be doing in it. Who she’d be doing it for.

I sorted through her clothes with deliberate care, fingers grazing soft fabrics and lace, each one triggering flashes of images I hadn’t even witnessed—only imagined. Her on her knees. Her bent over. Her pussy stretched wide.

I stopped when I found it: a delicate black lace thong and a matching push-up bra I knew would look devastating on her. I laid them gently on the bed. Then I picked a short, body-hugging black dress with a plunging neckline, something that left little to the imagination. Finally, a pair of black heels with thin straps that would wrap neatly around her ankles.

It was a look designed to seduce. A look that would stay burned in Daniel’s memory forever. And mine too.

I left Angela sleeping, the sheets wrapped loosely around her hips. For the next couple of hours, I sat by the window, nursing a drink and watching the sky darken. My mind was full of her—what she’d done, what she might do again, how badly I wanted every last detail.

Eventually, I gently woke her. She stirred slowly, smiling as her eyes fluttered open.

“I laid something out for you,” I said softly. “I think you’ll approve.”

She glanced toward the bed and smirked when she saw the outfit. “Of course you picked that dress,” she murmured, stretching like a cat. “You’re getting really into this, aren’t you?”

We got ready in silence, the tension between us electric. She didn’t protest the outfit—in fact, she seemed to enjoy wearing it. We headed out for an early dinner at the open-air restaurant tucked near the edge of the resort. She looked incredible, the lace peeking subtly through the neckline of her dress, the hem dancing just below her thighs. Heads turned as we walked in. I didn’t blame them.

We were seated near the corner, with a couple of empty tables around us—enough privacy for the conversation I needed to have.

Over drinks and grilled seafood, I leaned in.

“So,” I said, my voice casual, “I’ve been thinking about the way you described it. The way it felt when he first slid inside you.”

Angela swallowed a bite of fish and met my gaze. “Yeah?”

“Tell me more,” I said. “How did it actually feel?”

She hesitated, then gave a soft laugh. “You’re insatiable.”

“You’ve no idea.”

She looked around, saw we were still alone in our little corner, then leaned in slightly, her voice low.

“It was intense,” she said quietly. “At first, I wasn’t sure he’d even fit. I could feel myself stretching around him, inch by inch. And it wasn’t just the girth—it was the depth. Every time he pushed deeper, I didn’t know where the end was.”

I inhaled slowly, my cock already stirring at the thought.

“I had to breathe through it,” she went on, her voice still soft, like she was confessing something. “The first few thrusts… I could barely handle them. But once my body adjusted? God. It was like he filled parts of me I didn’t even know existed.”

My hand curled around my glass, knuckles white.

She smiled knowingly. “It was overwhelming in the best possible way. I felt stretched, exposed. And completely taken.”

“Fuck,” I breathed.

Angela leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs under the table. “That’s what you wanted to know, right?”

I nodded, unable to form words for a moment.

She took a slow sip of her drink, then said, almost idly, “He took his time at first. But once I relaxed, he didn’t hold back. And I didn’t want him to.”

I looked at her, trying to read if she felt guilty. She didn’t. She looked powerful. Confident. Aroused.

And I was hard as a rock beneath the table.

“Come on, baby,” I said, leaning forward, my voice low. “How thick is he, honestly?”

I could hear the hunger in my own voice—more intense than I expected—and the way Angela’s eyes lit up told me she noticed. She didn’t hesitate.

“Babe…” she exhaled, shaking her head with a dazed little smile. “I was stretched so tightly around him, I could feel every single time his cock throbbed when he started cumming.” Her voice dropped with the memory, her expression a mix of lust and disbelief. “It wasn’t just big—it was alive inside me. Like I could feel each spurt.”

“Holy fuck,” I muttered, my heart pounding, my cock already rock hard under the table.

She grinned and took another bite of her steak like she hadn’t just lit my brain on fire. “Honestly, baby? The first time he came, I actually got a little scared the condom might burst. That’s how much cum I could feel pumping out of him. It just… kept going. Pulse after pulse. It was like his cock never stopped twitching inside me.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry.

“And when he finally pulled out,” she went on, her tone matter-of-fact but her eyes glinting with something darker, “I couldn’t believe how much there was. I’ve never seen a condom hold that much before. It looked full. Heavy. Like it could’ve slipped off from the weight.”

I shifted in my seat, trying to hide the effect she was having on me, but there was no point. She knew.

“So…” I said after a second, trying to sound casual, “are you excited about getting to fuck him again?”

Angela raised an eyebrow, the corner of her mouth curling into a slow, wicked smile.

“Well, that’s a stupid question, babe. Seriously. How could I not be?” She let the words hang there a moment, then reached for her wine and took a slow sip before setting the glass down. “But judging by the outfit you picked for me,” she added, eyes gliding over the low-cut neckline and then meeting mine again, “I think you want him to fuck me senseless too.”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. The look in her eyes said she already knew the truth.

I couldn’t help but smile as I explained to Angela that seeing her in the outfit I’d picked—the sheer lace thong beneath that dangerously short black dress, the heels that made her ass sway with every step—was almost too much for me. I took her hand as I said it and guided it into my lap. The moment her fingers pressed against the thick outline of my cock, her eyes lit up.

“Oh wow,” she murmured, stroking gently. “You’re rock hard already.”

“You’ve no idea what this is doing to me,” I said, my voice tight. “Sitting here, knowing you’re going back to him again tonight… it’s making me crazy in the best possible way. I don’t just want it to happen. I need it to.”

Angela raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a slow, intrigued smile. “You need it?” she teased. “You sure, baby? Because I should probably tell you something…”

I nodded, already breathless.

“I spoke to Daniel earlier,” she said, her tone playful but edged with something deeper. “I told him about your fantasy. About how turned on you get watching. And… well… he was totally fine with it.”

My pulse thudded hard in my chest.

“Wait, you told him?”

She grinned and squeezed my cock through my shorts. “I did. And he said if it’s something we both want, he’s happy for you to be there tonight. Front row. No secrets.”

I swallowed, my heart pounding as the image formed in my head.

“And judging by how soaked you are through your shorts right now,” she whispered, her fingers gliding slowly along the damp patch, “I think you really want that, don’t you?”

I nodded, too turned on to speak.

“Well then,” Angela said, her voice dropping into a sultry purr, “you’d better walk me over there tonight. Because we’re all ready. And you, baby? You’re going to get to see everything.”

After we finished our dinner—rich, slow, indulgent—we stepped out into the warm, velvety night. The sky was deep navy above us, the stars clear and sharp like they’d been etched into glass. Angela slipped her fingers through mine without a word, her heels softly crunching the stone path as she led me toward Daniel’s bungalow. It was one of a few elegant, standalone suites nestled in a secluded corner of the resort, set just off the moonlit beach, flanked by whispering palm fronds and immaculate gardens still warm from the day’s sun.

There was a quiet magic to that walk. The air was thick with humidity and scent—salt, jasmine, something earthy—and it all added to the surreal tension. Each step brought us closer to something we both knew would change us again, and yet neither of us spoke. We didn’t need to.

The bungalow was lit from within by a soft, amber glow that spilled through the slats of the shutters. From the outside, it looked like something from a dream: calm, private, intimate. I caught myself staring, stunned for a second by the setting, the reality. This was where it would happen. Not behind some closed hotel door I’d be left outside of—but in that room, with me there, part of it. Watching her. Watching them.

Angela slowed as we approached the front step, her hand still holding mine. She turned and looked at me, the flicker of a smile curling on her lips, her eyes burning with something between nerves and excitement. I met her gaze, and it hit me again just how stunning she looked—the short, figure-hugging black dress, those slim heels, and the knowledge of what lay beneath: the lingerie I had picked out for her. Every detail a trigger. Every step a breath closer to a fantasy made flesh.

I leaned in and kissed her softly, almost reverently, then stepped back and gave her one last slow once-over. God, she looked incredible. Knowing what she was about to do—what we were about to share—made it almost unbearable.

I lifted my hand and knocked gently on the door. The sound felt loud in the silence, even over the distant hush of waves brushing the beach.

Seconds passed. Then the door opened.

Daniel stood there—shirtless, relaxed, confident. His broad chest caught the light from inside, his expression open but unreadable. He looked at Angela first, and something flickered between them, unspoken but obvious. Then he looked at me.

We shook hands. Nothing was said. Nothing needed to be. That handshake, that moment, held everything: permission, understanding, anticipation. There was no awkwardness. No posturing. Just quiet, unmistakable clarity. He was going to fuck my wife again tonight—and this time, I was going to watch.

Daniel released my hand from his strong grip and turned to Angela, pulling her into his arms without hesitation. Just feet away from me, on the threshold of his private bungalow, they kissed—slow at first, then deepening fast. Angela’s hands slid over his thick shoulders and down his back, fingers gripping with a hunger that was impossible to ignore. The kiss had weight to it, urgency. Nothing polite. Nothing held back.

I stood there, still, watching, barely breathing.

When they finally came up for air, Angela turned her head just enough to look back at me. Her lips were swollen, her eyes half-lidded, and her voice came out soft and breathless: “Thank you, baby.”

I opened my mouth, but before I could say anything, Daniel took her hand and guided her further inside. And I followed.

The bungalow was open-plan and softly lit, the air scented with something faintly herbal and masculine. The sound of the door clicking shut behind me felt strangely final. Angela glanced back over her shoulder once, her expression unreadable but undeniably aroused.

In the center of the room, they came together again—this time with no hesitation, no awareness of modesty. Daniel’s hands were already roaming freely across her hips and thighs, and Angela pressed into him, gasping as his fingers skimmed the bare skin under her dress. I stood a few steps back, watching, my pulse hammering in my ears, every nerve alive with disbelief and lust.

Angela’s body was moving with his now, grinding gently, eyes closing as she tilted her head back. Daniel leaned down and kissed her again, deeper, fuller, and with one fluid movement he reached down and tugged her dress up and over her head.

She stood there in the lingerie I had picked out—black lace, sheer in all the right places—and for a moment, time stopped. She looked devastatingly beautiful. Powerful. Filthy. Mine… and not mine.

Daniel stepped back slightly, just to look at her. I could tell from his expression he was drinking her in the same way I was—appreciating every curve, every inch of skin, every secret I already knew and he was about to discover. But then his patience ended. He scooped her up into his arms like she weighed nothing, and Angela instinctively wrapped her legs around his waist, laughing softly in his ear as they kissed again, even more hungrily now.

And I just stood there—hard as stone, trembling with anticipation—as my wife clung to another man’s body, already lost in it.

I moved quietly to the side of the room, keeping to the shadows, not wanting to interrupt or break the strange, pulsing energy between them. From my new angle, I had a perfect view—and what I saw stopped me dead in my tracks.

Daniel’s shirt was gone, tossed aside without ceremony, and Angela was already down on her knees in front of him, her dress pooled around her waist, her eyes wide and locked on his body like she was starving for him. I saw her hands working with quick, eager movements to unbuckle his belt, then unfasten his trousers. She didn’t look at me. She didn’t need to.

This was instinct now.

And then, with a practiced tug, his trousers and boxers dropped to his ankles—and Jesus Christ. His cock flopped free, heavy and dark and impossibly thick. Even half-hard, it looked more intimidating than most men at full mast. I knew Angela loved sucking cock—God, I’d lived that truth for years—but watching her now, with that massive length inches from her flushed face, was something else entirely.

She didn’t hesitate. One hand wrapped around the base, the other rested on his thigh as she leaned in and placed a slow, reverent kiss on the tip. Her tongue flicked out, teasing around the thick, already darkening head as it began to swell under her touch.

“I fucking love your cock,” she murmured between licks, her voice low and breathy as she looked up at him, her lips glistening, her cheeks already flushed with arousal. “It’s so fucking big…”

Daniel groaned above her, his hand resting lightly on the back of her head—not pushing, not guiding, just there, acknowledging her submission. And still, she worked her tongue in slow circles around the bulbous head, her fingers tightening slightly at the base as the shaft began to stiffen even more in her grasp.

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully inside my shorts, every breath shallow and ragged. The sight of my wife kneeling in black lace, on her knees in front of another man, worshipping his cock like it was the most natural thing in the world—it was filthy. And it was beautiful.

And I couldn’t look away.

Daniel didn’t seem to be in the mood for a blowjob. After a moment of enjoying her attention, he reached down and gently lifted Angela to her feet. She rose slowly, her hands trailing up his bare chest, and though I couldn’t hear what he said, I saw the way she turned without hesitation and presented herself to him. She bent forward slightly, her thong riding up between her cheeks as she leaned against the back of a lounge chair.

With practiced ease, Daniel slipped his hand beneath the thin waistband and slid the delicate lace down her legs. Angela stepped out of it, one foot at a time, then looked back—past Daniel, past the room—and locked eyes with me.

The moment held. Just a second. But it was enough. She smiled softly, knowingly, her cheeks already flushed, and I could feel my heart pounding as I smiled back.

Then Daniel stepped in closer, one hand firm on her hip, the other guiding his thick cock toward her glistening pussy. He took his time, easing the swollen head into her with slow, deliberate pressure. I saw her mouth fall open as her body adjusted to the stretch, and her fingers gripped the back of the chair for support.

Angela rocked her hips slightly, encouraging him, and I could just make out her voice—low, breathy, urging him not to stop. Her head tilted down, her back arched, and she pushed herself toward him as he sank in deeper, inch by slow, impossible inch.

It was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen—my wife spread open, taking him in with visible hunger, her pleasure written in every breath, every tremble, every deliberate movement of her hips.

And all the while, she knew I was there, watching. She wanted me to see.

“All in good time, babe,” Daniel said, his voice low and steady, his hands firm on Angela’s hips as he pressed forward. The head of his cock slid slowly into her soaked pussy, spreading her inch by inch. She gasped—more in shock than pain—and glanced over her shoulder at me. Our eyes met for a heartbeat, and despite everything, she smiled. Not a hesitant one, not embarrassed or nervous—just raw, unfiltered arousal. My heart pounded as I smiled back, breathless.

Daniel was focused, patient. He paused after the first few inches, letting her adjust, his thumbs stroking her skin. Angela’s fingers dug into the cushion of the lounge chair as she pushed her ass back against him, hungry for more.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered, shuddering as he eased deeper. “Baby, he’s stretching me open like never before…”

Her voice cracked on the last syllable as Daniel sank in another inch. Her body jolted, not in protest, but from the sheer depth of sensation. She whimpered—half pleasure, half awe—then tilted her head and looked back at me again. Her mouth was parted, her skin flushed, her pupils wide.

Daniel leaned over her, one hand trailing from her hip to cup her breast, fingers expertly teasing her nipple through the lace. The other guided his cock with unrelenting control, pressing forward slowly, inch by thick, pulsing inch.

“Jesus, just… wait,” Angela panted. “Let me get used to it… fuck, it’s so much…”

Daniel stilled, holding her close, his cock halfway inside her. The room was quiet except for the sound of our breathing and the rustle of bedsheets beneath her knees.

Then she rocked back again—deliberate, needy—her body swallowing more of him. “Okay,” she moaned. “Okay, yes. More.”

Daniel obeyed, and I watched, mesmerised, as her body opened around him, the base of his thick cock finally grinding against her ass. Angela’s jaw dropped in a silent cry, her spine arching.

“Oh my god, he’s all the way in…” she gasped to no one in particular. “Baby, I can feel him in my fucking stomach…”

I could barely take it. I reached down and pulled my shorts down over my thighs, my cock springing free—aching, throbbing. Just watching the way her body trembled under the weight and stretch of him was enough to make me dizzy. I gripped myself, slowly stroking, completely enthralled.

Daniel began to move—shallow strokes at first, slow and careful. Angela groaned, pressing back, finding a rhythm.

“Yes… oh god, yes,” she hissed. “Just like that, fuck me slowly, stretch my little pussy with that monster cock…”

Her language shocked me—not because I hadn’t heard it before, but because of how naturally it came to her now, how uninhibited she’d become. Her voice was ragged, hungry.

Then something shifted. Her moans became more urgent, more desperate.

“Harder,” she begged, arching her back, gripping the lounge chair like she might fly apart. “Please, fuck me harder, Daniel. I need it. I need it rough.”

Daniel’s hips snapped forward harder now, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the room. My wife screamed—loud, wild, lost in it. She wasn’t asking him to slow anymore. She was urging him on, urging him deeper.

“Oh my god, yes!” she cried out. “Fuck me with that big black cock, ruin my pussy, make me cum again—harder!”

Watching her like that—open, greedy, overwhelmed—was like seeing her for the first time. I didn’t think she could cum harder than she had before. I was wrong.

Her thighs started to shake. She clutched the sheets, her face buried in her forearm as she let out a stuttering cry that broke into gasps.

“She’s cumming,” Daniel said, almost in awe.

Angela convulsed. Her whole body trembled with the intensity of it, her legs turning to jelly beneath her. Daniel didn’t stop—he grunted, adjusted his grip on her hips, and kept fucking her through it.

She wailed—loud, primal—her pussy visibly clenching around him.

“F-fuck—fuck, I can’t—” she cried. “I’m still cumming…”

It wasn’t just one orgasm—it was a wave. One that hit her so hard her limbs stopped moving for a moment. Then, when the tremors passed, she slumped forward, panting like she’d run a marathon.

Daniel slowed again, giving her a moment to recover. I kept stroking my cock, leaking precum, my entire body tight with need. My wife had just had one of the most powerful orgasms I’d ever witnessed—and she wasn’t done.

Angela raised her head, her hair sticking to her flushed cheeks. “Again,” she breathed. “Please, Daniel. I want more.”

He slid out of her slowly, his cock glistening. She rolled onto her back and pulled her knees up, spreading herself wide. “Look at my pussy,” she said, her voice almost dazed. “He’s ruined me, babe. He’s ruined my little pussy—and I love it.”

I groaned aloud, the filthy, delicious sight of her open like that driving me mad. She looked at me then, locking eyes as Daniel got back between her legs.

“This is for you, baby,” she whispered, breathless. “You’re the one who made this happen.”

Daniel thrust back in—hard, fast. Angela’s head snapped back into the pillow as she screamed. Her whole body jolted with the force of it, and within seconds, she was writhing again, thighs twitching, back arched.

I stroked faster, the tightness in my belly building.

“Fuck her, Daniel,” I muttered. “Make her cum again. Show her what it means to be truly fucked…”

Angela’s voice cracked as another orgasm overtook her—louder than before. Her hands scrambled over the sheets, her body seizing beneath him.

Her scream filled the room as Daniel slammed into her, again and again, until her body finally collapsed, trembling, spent.

And I watched, in awe, in love, in lust—stroking the hardest cock I’d ever had, grateful for every second.

By the time Angela finally stopped shaking, her whole body slack and trembling, Daniel slowly pulled out of her. Her pussy gaped wide, still fluttering, glistening with arousal and stretched open in a way I had never seen before. She lay there, almost limp from the force of her orgasm, before Daniel reached down and gently took her hand, guiding her toward the bed.

He lay back, settling into the centre of the mattress like a man completely at ease with his place in the world. His cock—still impossibly hard—stood upright like a monument between his thighs. Long, thick, dark and slick with her wetness, it looked as heavy as it did powerful. And as Angela straddled him, I couldn’t help but look down at my own cock—still hard, still pulsing in my grip—and for the first time, feel an undeniable jolt of jealousy.

It wasn’t just the size of him. It was the way Angela looked at him. The way her fingers eagerly wrapped around his thick shaft, guiding it between her folds as she began to grind slowly against him. My cock throbbed painfully in my fist, as if it was trying to compete, trying to match something it couldn’t.

Angela glanced toward me as she rolled her hips against him, her pussy rubbing along the length of that thick shaft with shameless hunger. Our eyes locked, and she smiled—languid, sultry, utterly in control.

Daniel’s hands rose and slid behind her back, unhooking her bra in one smooth motion. He tossed it aside without a word, revealing her breasts—her nipples already stiff, her chest still heaving from the aftershocks of her orgasm.

She adjusted her angle, lifting herself slightly, and then I watched—breathless—as she began to lower herself onto him.

I saw everything.

The way her lips parted around the head of his cock. The way she gasped aloud as he began to fill her again. Inch by inch, her body took him in, her thighs shaking, her nails digging into his chest as she sank lower and lower.

It was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. And somehow, my own cock responded again—thicker, harder, pulsing with so much blood it felt like it might burst. I didn’t understand how I was still this aroused. But I was. Wildly.

She let out a strangled cry as her hips met his, his entire cock buried to the hilt inside her. For a moment she froze, her hands pressed flat against his chest, breathing in ragged gasps as her body adjusted to his size again. And then she began to move.

Slow at first—grinding down against him, circling her hips like she was trying to squeeze every inch of pleasure out of him. But it didn’t take long before she started to rise and fall in frantic, bucking thrusts. Her head fell back, her breasts bouncing with every motion, her moans turning guttural, desperate.

I’d never seen her like this. She looked possessed. Wild. Glorious. She rode him like she was starving for it. Like her body needed him in a way it had never needed me.

And it should have hurt.

But it didn’t.

It lit me on fire.

I couldn’t stop watching. Couldn’t stop stroking. My hand was slick, my cock furious in my grip, and I didn’t know how much longer I could last.

Angela slammed down onto him with a cry, and I saw Daniel’s hands grip her waist tightly, helping guide her rhythm. Every time she came down, his cock disappeared inside her—stretching her, filling her, dominating her body in the most primal way.

And my wife… she loved it.

She fucking loved it.

And I… I loved watching her like that. Loved seeing what she became in his arms. Loved knowing I had given her this moment.

Even if my cock would never measure up.

Even if she screamed louder for him than she ever had for me.

Even if my hand would be the only one stroking me to the sight of her being ravished by another man.

Especially because of that.

I didn’t want it to stop.

I stood frozen, eyes locked on Angela as she rode Daniel’s massive cock with wild abandon. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her face a twisted mask of pleasure, and I could see how close Daniel was—his fingers digging into her hips, his cock throbbing visibly beneath her.

“Come on, baby,” she panted, grinding her hips harder. “Give it to me… I want your cum inside me.”

I inhaled sharply. “Wait—” I said instinctively, barely aware the word had escaped my lips.

Angela paused mid-thrust, chest heaving, then looked over at me. Her eyes searched mine, and for a moment, the only sound in the room was Daniel’s heavy breathing and her own ragged gasp.

“Wait?” she asked softly, almost amused. Then her gaze dropped to my cock—and I knew what she saw. I was still rock hard. Worse, I was leaking. So much precum soaked through the front of my shorts that it was visibly darkened. Her lips curled into a slow, knowing smile.

“Really, baby?” she said, her voice low and teasing. “You’re still this hard… and you’re telling me to wait?” She rocked her hips once, grinding her pussy deeper onto Daniel’s cock as her eyes locked back on mine. “Are you sure you don’t want to watch his huge black cock cum in me? Because, babe, you look like you’ve never been more turned on in your life.”

I couldn’t deny it. I didn’t say a word. I didn’t need to.

Angela gave the smallest nod—barely perceptible, but I saw it—and then turned back to Daniel.

“I want it,” she whispered to him, louder now, clearer. “Cum in me. Fill my pussy with your cum.”

Daniel grunted, his pace increasing. Angela’s back arched and her moans turned into desperate gasps as he held her in place, hips pistoning upward. And then I saw it: the subtle jerk of his body, the deeper thrusts, the twitch of his cock inside her. He was cumming.

“Fuuuck,” Angela moaned, collapsing against his chest as she shuddered through the orgasm that crashed over her, her pussy milking every last drop of him. I could see his cock still pulsing inside her, stretching her wide, pumping thick, hot streams of cum deep into her pussy.

I’d never seen anything like it. My wife, trembling, flooded, her pussy stretched wide around another man’s cock. And me—still fully clothed, shorts soaked with precum, unable to look away.

I’d never been more jealous. I’d never been more turned on.

And I’d never loved her more.

As Angela trembled through the final waves of her orgasm, Daniel let out a low grunt, his thick cock twitching one last time inside her. Then, slowly, he slid himself free.

What was revealed stopped me cold.

Angela’s pussy gaped open—raw, flushed, and glistening. It didn’t just look fucked. It looked changed. I had never seen her like that before—her lips swollen, stretched wide, still fluttering with aftershocks. Her cunt looked ruined, wrecked… and impossibly, achingly beautiful.

And then I saw it.

Daniel’s cum—thick, white, and obscene—began to ooze from deep inside her. It clung to her inner lips, slid down over her thighs, pooled between her cheeks. I was transfixed. And then—

Angela let out an enormous, wet queef. Loud. Sharp. Shocking.

A splatter of air and trapped cum burst from her with it, pushing more of Daniel’s load out in one long, glistening strand that hung for a second before snapping down to the sheets.

The sound was disgusting. The sight even more so. And I had never been so aroused in my entire fucking life.

My cock jumped in my hand, already leaking precum, throbbing like it couldn’t take it anymore. I gripped it tighter, stroking in short, desperate bursts as my breathing grew ragged. I didn’t want to cum yet—but I couldn’t not cum. I couldn’t stop watching.

My wife—my beautiful Angela—lay there, used. Gaping. Filled. And all I could think about was how deeply his cock must have reached inside her. How thoroughly she must have taken him. How little space there was left for me.

And it was the most erotic, humiliating, degrading thing I’d ever seen.

My whole body tensed. My knees went weak.

“Oh f-fuck—”

I groaned as the first thick rope of cum exploded from me, splattering across the tile at my feet. I pumped harder, slower, eyes locked on the mess between Angela’s thighs as another surge blasted out of me—then another.

I could feel it—my body rebelling with pleasure even as my mind reeled.

How was this the hottest thing I’d ever seen? How could something so filthy, so wrong, make me cum so hard it hurt?

Each spasm of release was a contradiction. Pleasure and shame. Love and jealousy. I wanted to look away—but I couldn’t. I didn’t want to feel this much—but I needed to.

By the time the last few drops spilled from the tip, my hand was slick with cum, and my thighs were shaking. I leaned against the wall, breathing hard, my cock still twitching in my grip, half-hard even after the orgasm had drained me.

Angela hadn’t moved. Her legs were still spread, her cunt still leaking, the air still heavy with the scent of sex. And I couldn’t stop staring.

I had just watched another man cum inside my wife.

And I had never, in my entire life, felt anything more powerful.

We got dressed in near silence, though “dressed” didn’t quite cover it. Angela couldn’t find her thong—probably still somewhere on the floor by Daniel’s bed—and after a quick look around, she gave up with a shrug and pulled her black dress back down over her hips, still braless, still flushed and glowing from the heat of what had just happened. Her hair was a mess, her cheeks pink, her eyes glassy. She looked like she’d just been thoroughly fucked—and she had.

I handed her her heels without saying a word. She slipped them on, wobbling slightly, then steadied herself with a deep breath. For a moment, neither of us moved.

Then she reached for my hand, and together, we stepped out into the warm night air.

The walk back through the resort should have taken only a few minutes, but it felt stretched out, slow and surreal. The path was softly lit, the gardens around us pristine, and the moon shimmered on the edge of the beach beyond the palm trees. It was beautiful—ridiculously so—and yet all I could hear in my head were the sounds of Angela moaning, begging, cumming.

I walked beside her in a daze, my cock still twitching in my shorts despite the orgasm I’d had not more than ten minutes earlier. I couldn’t stop remembering the way Daniel had filled her, how her pussy had gaped afterward, leaking, stretched, owned. I should have felt ashamed or disturbed. I didn’t.

Then, just as we reached the halfway point between his bungalow and ours, the silence broke with a wet, unmistakable queef—loud enough to bounce off the stone path.

Angela stopped in her tracks, her hand flying to her mouth, then she burst into laughter.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, shoulders shaking with laughter. “That one echoed.”

I blinked, stunned, and then—ridiculously—I laughed too. But mine was quieter, heavier. I couldn’t stop staring at her, this woman who only minutes ago had been bent over for another man, full of him. Now she was laughing like it was the most natural thing in the world.

We walked a few more steps, her heels clicking lightly on the stone. Then another noise, softer this time—but wetter. She let out a soft groan.

“Fuck… that was a lot,” she murmured, glancing down between her legs as she lifted one thigh slightly. “It’s actually dripping down my leg.”

I looked away quickly but not before catching a glimpse of a glistening trail running down her inner thigh. I swallowed hard, the image burned into my mind. My stomach turned—and my cock throbbed again. I couldn’t understand myself.

She wasn’t wearing any underwear. The only thing between her and the world was that thin black dress, already damp between her thighs. I kept imagining someone else seeing her like this, walking past and catching a glimpse. That wild, perverse cocktail of humiliation and pride swirled in my chest.

Angela leaned into me slightly, as if she could feel my tension.

“You okay?” she asked softly.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I really don’t know.”

She nodded, not pushing. She didn’t need to. We both felt the weight of it. The weird electricity that clung to us, thicker than heat.

As we reached the steps to our suite, another quiet queef slipped out of her. She winced, then grinned at me.

“Sorry,” she said with a smirk. “He got me deep.”

I didn’t answer. My throat was dry. My heart was pounding.

Angela stepped inside ahead of me, the soft fabric of her dress shifting as she walked, still bare underneath, still dripping. I paused for a moment at the threshold, looking at her back, the curve of her hips, the memory of her moaning for Daniel.

As soon as the door shut behind us, I turned and looked at her—really looked at her. Angela stood in the middle of the room, her dress clinging to her damp, flushed body, still no thong beneath it. Her thighs were slick, her hair tousled, eyes slightly glassy with that dazed, satisfied look I’d never seen last so long on her face.

I stepped closer and pulled her in, needing to feel her against me again. My mouth met hers hungrily. There was no hesitation—no pause. We kissed like we hadn’t in years. The taste of her, the warmth of her skin, it was overwhelming. I backed her toward the bed, unzipping her dress and watching it fall away from her hips.

I lay her down gently. She was already breathing harder, her bare legs parting without thought. I climbed over her, my cock throbbing and straining. I didn’t need foreplay—I needed to be inside her. I needed to feel her wrapped around me, to claim her again.

But as I pushed forward, I could feel the difference. Her pussy welcomed me easily—too easily. I sank in with no resistance. No tightness. No gasp from her at the stretch. Just a soft moan and a hand on my hip.

My mind raced. I tried to shove the thought aside, but it lingered like a bruise beneath the skin. She’d just taken Daniel—every thick, brutal inch of him. Her body was still shaped by him, still marked by him. And I could feel that. I could feel it with every thrust.

Still, I moved. Slowly at first, then harder, deeper. I pressed into her again and again, watching her face, willing her to lose herself. Her lips parted, her hands reached for me, her body rocked in rhythm with mine. It felt good. So fucking good.

But it wasn’t what I remembered.

She wasn’t breathless. She wasn’t trembling. Her moans were soft, almost polite.

I shifted position, lifting her legs, fucking her with more force. My hips smacked against her ass as I drove deeper, faster. My balls tightened. My cock throbbed with urgency, but still—still—I could tell. She wasn’t close.

I grabbed her waist and flipped her over onto all fours. The angle changed. I lined up and pushed back into her soaked cunt, watching as she arched her back to take me in. The view was gorgeous—her ass flushed red, her pussy swollen and slick, still glistening with his cum.

I drove into her harder.

She moaned louder this time, her fingers gripping the sheets. I thought maybe, maybe I was getting through. I leaned forward, wrapping my arms around her, fucking her with everything I had.

"Come for me," I whispered into her neck. "Please, baby."

She bit her lip and nodded, rocking back to meet my thrusts. But her breathing was steady. Too steady.

I pulled out and rolled her onto her back, desperate now, needing to find something that worked. I entered her again and started pounding, slamming my hips into her as I kissed her, gripped her tits, pressed my forehead to hers.

But her moans didn’t change. Her legs never started shaking. Her voice never cracked with that helpless edge I knew meant she was close.

And then I saw it. In her eyes. Kindness.

She stroked my face.

“I love you,” she whispered. “You feel so good, baby.”

But that wasn’t the same as cumming.

That wasn’t the same as what I’d watched her go through an hour ago. The wild cries. The spasms. The way her body had completely unraveled in front of another man.

I thrust again—harder, deeper—until I was practically slamming into her. My hands dug into her thighs. My breath was ragged.

But I knew. I could feel it in her body, in her muscles, in the way she moved with me but didn’t lose herself.

She wasn’t going to cum.

My chest tightened. I couldn’t tell if it was frustration, heartbreak—or shame. I kissed her again and tried to pretend it wasn’t happening, tried to push it all aside.

But my own body betrayed me.

I was so turned on by the way she looked, the way she still opened herself to me, the way her pussy wrapped around my cock—stretched, used, and soaked with another man’s cum—that I couldn’t hold back.

I groaned into her neck and came, my cock twitching deep inside her, unloading a shuddering orgasm I hadn’t even meant to give in to. I filled her in helpless pulses, every wave tinged with guilt and frustration.

I stayed on top of her for a moment, catching my breath, still buried inside her, but the truth was undeniable. No matter how hard I thrust, how deeply I pressed myself into her, I couldn’t bring her to orgasm. Not after Daniel. Not after the way he’d stretched her, wrecked her, filled her.

Angela opened her eyes slowly and looked up at me, her face soft and flushed, hair damp and matted to her forehead. She gave me a faint smile and reached up to brush a strand of hair behind my ear.

“It’s okay, baby,” she whispered gently. “You don’t have to prove anything.”

But I felt like I did.

I slid out of her, feeling a slick mixture of fluids coat my shaft. My cock throbbed with frustration and shame. I sat back on my heels and looked down between her legs. Her pussy was still glistening, visibly stretched and twitching, thick rivulets of cum oozing from her. She looked thoroughly used—and unspeakably beautiful.

And I needed to do something.

“I want to make you cum,” I said softly, more to myself than to her. “I need to.”

Angela raised an eyebrow. “With your tongue?” There was genuine surprise in her voice.

I nodded. “I want to.”

She stared at me for a moment, searching my face. “You sure?” she asked, her tone now more serious.

“I’ve never been more sure.”

Her eyes softened. “Alright then, come here.”

I lowered myself between her legs, the smell of sex and sweat and cum growing stronger the closer I got. As I settled between her thighs, I could see just how messy she was. Her labia were swollen and red, her entrance still loose, a cloudy mixture of fluids slowly pooling beneath her.

I paused.

This was it. No going back.

Then I leaned forward and pressed my mouth to her pussy.

The taste hit me instantly—thick, salty, musky. I gagged once, instinctively, but forced myself to stay there, to keep going. The texture was slick and sticky, foreign in every way, and yet I found myself growing impossibly harder with each pass of my tongue. This was disgusting. This was depraved.

This was mine.

Angela moaned above me. “Holy fuck, baby,” she gasped. “I didn’t think you’d actually do it.”

I grunted into her folds, refusing to stop. I licked slow at first, dragging my tongue up from her opening to her clit, circling it gently before diving back down. I swallowed the slick as best I could, trying not to think about what exactly I was tasting. I let my tongue explore her, dig into her, lap up everything Daniel had left behind.

And Angela noticed.

“You can taste him, can’t you?” she purred, voice low and thick with arousal. “All that cum inside me... and you’re licking it out like a good little husband.”

I moaned in response, too ashamed and too turned on to speak.

“You loved watching my mouth struggle with his huge cock, didn’t you?”

I nodded against her, the motion pressing my lips harder into her pussy.

“You watched him wreck me, and now you’re cleaning me up,” she said with a shiver. “God, that’s so fucking hot.”

She reached down and threaded her fingers into my hair, gripping tightly. “Right there, baby. Don’t stop.”

I worked harder, letting the humiliation fuel me, letting her words push me deeper into submission. Every time she reminded me how big he was, how hard he made her cum, I wanted to tongue her more. I wanted her to cum because of me—even if it meant licking up another man’s load to get her there.

My jaw ached, my mouth was coated, but I kept going. Her hips started to roll against my face, her moans growing sharper, her thighs pressing against my ears.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Just like that. Oh fuck, baby—yes...”

She pulled me tighter, grinding against me. Her words became a breathless stream.

“His cock was so big—so thick—I didn’t think I could take it, but I did... and now you’re down there, lapping it all up like you love it…”

I moaned again, harder this time, desperate and aching.

She cried out suddenly, back arching off the bed. “Fuck—I’m gonna cum—don’t stop!”

I didn’t. I flattened my tongue against her clit and sucked, swirling in tight circles while her whole body convulsed. Her thighs clamped around my head and she let out a raw, guttural cry as her orgasm crashed through her.

I kept licking, tasting the flood that followed, feeling her tremble beneath me. My own cock was leaking uncontrollably, untouched, soaked with precum, so hard it hurt. I had never felt more degraded, more overwhelmed… or more turned on.

Angela finally relaxed, her body limp, her breathing ragged.

She looked down at me with a wicked grin. “You really did it,” she whispered. “You licked me clean.”

I looked up at her, my mouth still wet with the taste of her orgasm. And his.

“I’d do it again,” I said.

And I meant it.

Angela smiled, warm and satisfied, and held out her arms. I crawled up beside her, the taste of her still lingering on my lips, and nestled into the space against her chest. She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and pulled me close, fingers gently tracing the back of my neck. I could feel her heartbeat slowing beneath my cheek, steady and calm.

Neither of us said anything for a while.

The room was quiet now—just the sound of the ceiling fan turning overhead, the distant whisper of the ocean beyond the windows, and our slow, tangled breaths. The bed smelled of sex and sweat, of bodies pushed past their limits. And yet, in that moment, there was no tension. No questions. Just the strange, tender stillness that follows something utterly consuming.

Angela kissed the top of my head, her lips soft and tired. “That was a lot,” she murmured.

“I know.”

“But you’re still here.”

“I’m exactly where I want to be.”

We lay like that, her body still faintly slick against mine, my arm resting across her belly, fingers unconsciously brushing the skin stretched and flushed from everything that had happened. I thought I might feel ashamed. Or angry. Or broken.

Instead, I felt... quiet.

Changed, maybe. But still hers.

Her fingers slowed in my hair. I felt her breathing shift, heavier, deeper. She was already drifting. And I let myself go too, the exhaustion of everything finally pulling me down into the dark.

We fell asleep like that. Naked. Sticky. Spent. Twisted together in the aftermath.


The Scent Of Pleasure

I woke to the scent of salt air and sex still clinging to the sheets. Sunlight filtered through the blinds in long gold streaks, cutting across Angela’s bare back as she stood by the open balcony door, sipping from a glass of water. Her skin was flushed, her hair a tousled mess, and my heart pounded as I looked at her—this beautiful, smug, utterly satisfied woman who had just been filled with another man’s cum the night before.

She glanced over her shoulder and caught me staring.

“Morning, baby.” Her voice was soft and lazy, like she hadn’t a single regret in the world. She padded over to the bed, set her glass on the side table, and slipped back under the sheet with me. I expected a kiss or a cuddle, but instead, she slid her hand beneath the covers and found my cock—already half hard from just watching her.

“Still so needy,” she whispered, her fingers curling around me with a slow, practiced grip.

I groaned. “Can you blame me?”

“No,” she smiled, stroking me lazily, “not after last night. You were so good for me.”

Her tone was gentle, but there was something knowing behind it. I looked into her eyes and felt my cock swell even more in her palm.

Angela leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. “So here’s what I’ve been thinking…”

I swallowed, already breathless.

“We’re about to spend two weeks living on a boat. Tiny rooms, shared meals, wetsuits, sunburns, diving twice a day.” Her hand moved with a little more intention now, slow, slippery strokes under the sheet. “I don’t want to have to sneak around, babe. I want to enjoy it. Fully. Freely.”

My eyes fluttered shut. “What do you mean?”

“I mean…” she drew it out, letting her thumb drag over the head of my cock, teasing a bead of precum, “…maybe we stop pretending. Maybe Daniel doesn’t have to ask. Maybe we agree that for those two weeks, he can use me however he wants.”

My body tensed, my hips flexing against her hand. She felt it, of course. Smiled wider.

“Don’t look like that,” she purred. “You want this, don’t you? To see me used. To know I’m his when he wants me. On that boat, in that tight little room, or the bathroom, or even in the shadows after a night dive. You want to imagine his cock inside me again, don’t you?”

I couldn’t speak. My cock twitched violently in her grip, leaking precum freely now.

“I’ll be discreet,” she murmured. “You’ll still sleep next to me. Still kiss me goodnight. But whenever he needs me, I’m his. Like a toy we’re sharing. Free use. No need to ask.”

I gasped as her fist tightened ever so slightly.

“And if he wants to cum in me again? Fill me up, just like last night?”

That was it.

My whole body clenched, my abs tightening, and I groaned through gritted teeth as I exploded in her hand. Thick jets of cum spilled over her fingers, coating her palm and wrist as she kept stroking, milking me through every pulse. My mind was white-hot, reeling, helpless beneath the intensity of it all.

Angela giggled softly, wicked and pleased. She brought her messy hand up into the light, watching the cum drip down her fingers.

“God, you really do love the idea, don’t you?”

I nodded, breathless, ruined.

She leaned down, licked a streak of it from her wrist, and whispered, “Then it’s settled.”

Angela was still glowing. We’d both showered, but it felt like the scent of sex still clung to her skin—maybe because I couldn’t stop watching her, remembering how she’d teased me to the edge and made me cum just from a whisper about what was to come.

She stretched out on the bed, towel slipping from her shoulders, and looked over at me with a wicked smile.

“I think it’s time to let Daniel know,” she said casually, as if discussing the weather.

I blinked. “Let him know…?”

She grinned. “That his favourite toy is now available on demand.”

Before I could respond, she pulled the towel off completely and slid back onto the middle of the bed. She spread her legs, slowly, deliberately, then reached for her phone on the side table.

I watched, breath caught in my throat, as she angled herself perfectly—naked, shameless, glistening between her thighs from our earlier fun, with the faintest hint of yesterday’s indulgence still visible. She raised the phone above her head, tilted her hips just right, and snapped the shot.

Then, without hesitation, she typed the caption:

"On the dive boat. This is yours whenever you want it. #freetouse"

She hit send.

I swallowed hard, blood roaring in my ears. I didn’t even know what to say. Watching her do that—seeing how much she owned it—made my chest tighten and my cock start to stir again.

We lay in silence for a few minutes, the fan spinning overhead, her phone between us on the bed. Just when I started to wonder if he’d seen it yet, her screen lit up with a reply.

Angela didn’t even flinch. She picked it up, opened the message, and her lips curled into a slow, hungry smile.

She turned the screen toward me.

A photo. Daniel’s cock. Massive, hard, thick and black, with a single glistening drop of precum at the tip.

Beneath it, just five words:

"I’m going to take advantage of that offer! "

Angela laughed softly. “Looks like he got the message.” Then she rolled onto her side, facing me, her voice low and rich with anticipation.

“Fourteen days, baby. Let’s see how much I can take.”


Coming On Board 


The dock bustled with quiet activity as we boarded the dive boat just after noon. It was a sleek, modern catamaran outfitted for liveaboard diving—sturdy and spacious, with enough charm to feel like a floating resort. Angela looked radiant, her sundress fluttering in the breeze, her eyes already scanning the deck with curiosity and excitement.

We were greeted by the captain, Lucy—a tall, confident woman in her early forties with sun-kissed skin, sharp green eyes, and a no-nonsense air softened by a warm smile. “Welcome aboard,” she said, shaking each of our hands firmly. “Cabins are down below. Dinner’s at six sharp, and we’ve got a full itinerary tomorrow, so enjoy your evening.”

Just behind her came Anthony—the dive guide and chef for the trip. He was short but solid, with broad shoulders, toned arms, and a thick, muscular build that said he could carry four tanks and still climb the ladder first. His smooth, dark skin glistened slightly from the heat, and when he grinned, it lit up his whole face.

“Name’s Anthony. Dive master, chef, mechanic, unofficial DJ, whatever you need.” He laughed, and Angela immediately grinned back. “You like Caribbean cooking? Good. Because you’re about to eat like royalty.”

Below deck, the cabins were small but well-appointed. Ours had a queen bed, a small porthole with an ocean view, and barely enough floor space for two people to dress without bumping into each other—which made it perfect. It felt cozy, almost conspiratorial. The kind of space where secrets could unfold.

At dinner, the group gathered around the long communal table at the stern of the boat. Daniel was already seated when we arrived, chatting with Ellie and Megan, both of whom looked sun-kissed and relaxed from their afternoon snorkeling trip. Angela wore a soft, sleeveless top and linen shorts, but I knew she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I could tell from the way Daniel’s eyes kept drifting down every time she moved.

Lucy and Anthony joined us a few minutes later, and the food was as good as promised. Spiced jerk chicken, grilled pineapple, seasoned rice, and some kind of mango chutney that made everyone moan with appreciation. Wine flowed easily, and conversation was casual, full of anticipation for the dive sites ahead.

Around 9pm, people started yawning and stretching. Lucy announced an early start—6am briefing, 7am dive—and one by one, everyone excused themselves for bed. Daniel gave Angela a parting smile, brief but unmistakable, before heading below.

We returned to our cabin, the wine still humming in our blood. Angela kicked off her sandals, pulled her top over her head, and let it fall to the floor. She moved around the room slowly, like she knew I was watching, before she slid into bed wearing nothing but a faint smile.

I brushed my teeth and killed the lights, the gentle rocking of the boat already easing us into that strange, surreal rhythm of life at sea. But no more than five minutes had passed before I heard the door handle click.

It didn’t open tentatively. It wasn’t a knock.

It turned.

The door swung open, and Daniel stepped inside like he owned the space, wearing nothing but a towel slung low around his hips. Water still glistened on his chest from his shower. The moment Angela saw him, she sat up in bed without hesitation.

Her body was already bare, dimly lit by the small bedside lamp. Her nipples perked instantly, her mouth parting slightly.

Daniel said nothing.

He didn’t need to.

Angela stood slowly, like a woman being summoned. And just like that, the arrangement was no longer just an idea. It was happening.

The boat rocked gently in the dark, the hum of the engine long silenced for the night. Angela and I had just slipped beneath the covers, our bodies still sticky from the heat and salt of the day, when we heard the door to our cabin click open.

Daniel stood there, a towel slung low around his hips, his broad chest glistening faintly in the low light. His eyes moved from Angela to me, then back again. He didn’t say a word for a moment—just stood in the doorway, relaxed, comfortable, his presence undeniable.

Then he smiled.

“Does that free use offer still stand?” he asked, casual as anything.

I felt my stomach tighten. My cock, already half-hard just from lying beside Angela, gave a twitch beneath the sheets. I looked at her—her eyes were already on him, wide and gleaming in the dim light.

I swallowed and gave a small nod.

That was all she needed.

Angela threw the covers off and rose from the bed, wearing nothing but a loose-fitting T-shirt that barely covered her thighs. She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t look back at me for reassurance. She walked right over to Daniel, dropped to her knees, and let her hands slide up the backs of his calves, her fingers curling over the towel.

She tugged gently.

Daniel let it fall.

His cock hung heavy between his legs, not fully hard yet but already thick, already stretching down well past what most men could hope to compare to. Angela stared at it like it was a prize, and she moved in close, her lips brushing along the shaft in a slow, reverent kiss.

She didn’t rush. She took her time, licking along the length of him, letting her tongue trace the ridges and veins. I sat up slightly in bed, the sheets falling away from me, my cock rock hard now. Watching my wife kneel in front of him—so comfortable, so eager—was surreal. Like I was floating above it all.

Daniel let out a low groan as Angela worked his cock into her mouth. “That’s it,” he murmured, one hand resting casually on the top of her head. “Keep sucking, just like that.”

She moaned softly around him.

The sound vibrated through the room, and through me.

Angela’s hand wrapped around the base of his cock, slowly stroking what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. Her lips slid farther, her throat opening inch by inch as she began to really take him. Each time she pulled back, her mouth glistened with spit, a strand stretching from her tongue to the head of his cock.

Daniel’s eyes met mine.

I didn’t look away.

He smiled again, a slow, satisfied expression. “You really meant it,” he said, watching me. “You really wanted to see her like this.”

I nodded again, breath caught somewhere between disbelief and arousal.

Angela pulled back for a moment, panting, her cheeks flushed. “He loves it,” she whispered. “Don’t you, baby?”

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “I do.”

She turned her attention back to Daniel, this time taking him deeper, bobbing her head with more urgency. Her moans grew louder, and so did his. His hips began to move, slowly at first, then with more intent, meeting her strokes. She didn’t resist—she leaned into it.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My hand drifted down and wrapped around my own cock, stroking slowly as I watched her lips stretch around him, as I watched her eyes flutter closed, as I listened to the obscene, wet sounds echoing off the narrow cabin walls.

She looked like she was in heaven. And so did he.

And me?

I was on fire.

I sat frozen, not because I was uncertain, but because I was overwhelmed. There was a power in watching her like this—her confidence, her calm, her complete control over the moment. She was servicing him, yes, but there was nothing submissive in the way she moved. This was Angela reclaiming her pleasure, leaning into the agreement we’d made. And I was there, hard as stone, watching her embrace it fully.

Daniel groaned low, his hand brushing through her hair.

"That’s it," he murmured. "Just like that."

The words didn’t break the spell—they deepened it. I watched her take him deeper, her lips stretched around his growing thickness, her jaw working slowly as she built a rhythm. She wasn't rushing. It was clear she wanted this to last. Her hands slid up and down the base, her eyes occasionally flicking up to meet his, or mine. Each time our gazes met, something inside me tightened.

I thought I’d feel jealous. But what I felt instead was awe. Desire. Respect.

And arousal so strong it was hard to breathe.

This wasn’t about the act—it was about the trust. The way she let herself be seen like this, and the way I chose to watch. The way we’d both peeled away another layer of what we thought marriage was supposed to be, and found something deeper underneath.

Daniel’s breathing grew heavier. I could see it building in him—the tension in his thighs, the way his hand clenched slightly in her hair. Angela didn’t flinch. She adjusted her posture and held him even deeper, her lips nearly touching her knuckles now. The intensity of the moment hit me like a wave.

She was his, in that moment. And she knew I was watching.

He moaned again. “You want it all, don’t you.”

Angela didn’t answer—she didn’t have to. Her body, her devotion, her rhythm said everything.

And when he finally gasped and stiffened, when his hips jerked forward slightly and I saw her throat work—then pause—I knew he was cumming. Angela pulled back just enough to manage it, but even then it was clear he’d overwhelmed her. She kept sucking, slower now, her hand stroking to coax the last of it out. Then, with a faint laugh and a shake of her head, she pulled her mouth off him and let a long strand of saliva and cum fall from her lips.

“Jesus, Daniel,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand, still kneeling in front of him. “You cum like a fire hose.”

She looked back at me, her eyes gleaming, her chest rising and falling.

And somehow, despite everything I’d just witnessed, I only felt more in love with her.

More hers than I’d ever been.

Daniel thanked us with a casual nod and pulled his towel back up, walking to the door without another word. The moment it clicked shut behind him, the cabin fell quiet—too quiet.

Angela stood for a second, then turned to the small sink in the corner. I watched as she calmly brushed her teeth, her movements as unhurried as if we hadn’t just witnessed something utterly intimate and surreal. She rinsed, spat, and wiped her mouth, then turned off the light and crossed the room in silence.

She didn’t say anything as she got into bed.

Just like that—no commentary, no jokes, no acknowledgment of what had just taken place. She pulled the covers up, fluffed her pillow, and lay on her side, facing me.

I lay still, my heart pounding. My cock was throbbing beneath the sheets, my body screaming for some kind of release, but I didn’t dare ask for it. I didn’t want to ask. I wanted her to decide.

I turned toward her slightly, hoping she'd say something, reach for me, maybe even just brush her fingers over me by accident—but nothing. She just blinked lazily and smiled.

Then she leaned in and kissed me.

It was soft. Familiar. Brief. Her lips pressed against mine like they always had. Only now, I could taste it. Faint, but unmistakable. The residual trace of Daniel.

That slight saltiness on her tongue sent a wave through my chest, then straight down to my cock. I let out the tiniest moan—barely audible, but it escaped all the same.

Angela pulled back slowly, her eyes catching mine in the dark. She waited a second, then grinned. A small, knowing giggle slipped out as she brushed a strand of hair behind her ear.

“What was that?” she asked, teasing.

I tried to answer, but no words came.

She didn’t push. She just settled back into her pillow and closed her eyes, still smiling, leaving me hard, breathless, and spinning in the quiet space between denial and longing.

We lay there in silence for a while, her breathing soft and steady beside me. Then, without a word, Angela’s hand slipped under the covers and found my cock. Just the lightest touch, barely a graze at first—and then a slow, delicious stroke. My body tensed. I could feel my breath hitch, my legs twitch, everything in me shifting toward that exquisite edge.

She gave me maybe five, six strokes—expert, slow, and just firm enough to make my whole body ache for more.

Then she let go.

“Mm… I’m tired,” she whispered sweetly, leaning over to kiss me on the cheek. “Goodnight, baby.”

And just like that, she turned over, tugged the duvet higher, and nestled into her pillow.

Ten minutes later, she was snoring gently—peaceful, satisfied, fast asleep.

I wasn’t.

I was hard. Still pulsing with need. My hips subtly shifted against the mattress with each breath, as if seeking friction. I stared at the ceiling, my heart still thudding. Her scent was all around me—her body, her sweat, even the fading taste of cum on her lips. My cock twitched uselessly under the sheets. I couldn’t touch myself. I didn’t want to risk waking her. I didn’t want her to hear.

And yet, I couldn’t sleep.

Eventually, I gave up. Slipping out from under the covers as quietly as I could, I pulled on some shorts and made my way through the softly creaking corridor of the dive boat. The gentle thrum of the engine below and the rhythmic splash of water filled the night air.

I stepped up onto the deck.

The moon was high now, reflecting off the ocean like silver ripples on black velvet. The air was warm, quiet, and tinged with salt.

And there, silhouetted in the moonlight, were Ellie and Megan. Each reclined on their own sun lounger, legs tucked under them, drinks in hand. They hadn’t seen me yet. They looked peaceful, almost mesmerized by the dark horizon stretching out before us.

It felt like walking into a dream.

The deck was bathed in silver light, the kind of moonlight that made everything feel dreamlike and still. Ellie spotted me first. She raised her glass in a small toast and gestured to the lounger between her and Megan.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” she asked softly.

I shook my head and sat down. “Not even close.”

“Welcome to the insomnia club,” Megan added, her voice warm and a little husky, probably from the wine she was sipping. “We’ve already voted on snacks. There aren’t any.”

I chuckled, grateful for the lightness. Ellie passed me a half-full bottle of white wine and an empty glass. “Drink?”

“Please,” I said, pouring a measure and settling in.

The three of us sat there in companionable silence for a while, just listening to the waves, the faint hum of the engine, and the occasional creak of wood. Someone had left a portable speaker on low near the back of the deck, playing a mellow guitar track that somehow made the world feel smaller, softer.

We talked easily. Nothing too serious—stupid travel stories, weird clients, terrible dates. Ellie was sharp, dry, and surprisingly candid. Megan was more playful, often nudging the stories in outrageous directions just to make us laugh. They were easy company, and for the first time all day, I felt my tension easing.

Half an hour slipped by in the haze of gentle laughter and half-empty wine glasses.

Eventually, Megan stood up, stretching with a groan. “Alright,” she said, brushing her hands on her shorts, “I’m off to bed before I say something inappropriate.”

Ellie raised an eyebrow. “Like that’s ever stopped you before.”

“Fair point,” Megan winked, then looked at me. “Try not to corrupt her too badly, okay?”

I gave a noncommittal smile, and she padded off across the deck, vanishing quietly into the stairwell that led below.

Ellie and I sat in silence again. The sea glinted beneath us, endless and slow. She topped off both our glasses without asking. I sipped mine, feeling the alcohol sink a little deeper this time.

“You know,” she said after a while, “this boat is beautiful at night. Peaceful.”

“Yeah,” I murmured. “Almost makes you forget where you are.”

Ellie turned her head toward me and studied my face for a moment. “Except you’re not really forgetting anything, are you?”

I didn’t answer. I just looked down into my glass.

The silence stretched a little longer, but it wasn’t awkward. It was just… full.

And then, somewhere beneath us—faint, distant, unmistakable—we heard it.

A soft moan.

Then another.

Longer. Louder. Rhythmic.

It wasn’t yelling or screaming, but it was clearly a woman in pleasure. It floated up between gaps in the wooden deck, carried on the warm ocean air.

Ellie didn’t flinch. She took another sip of her drink, looking out over the water with a kind of easy calm.

When the next moan came—sharper this time, breathy and insistent—she just smiled faintly, turned toward me, and asked with a voice as casual as if she were asking about the weather:

“So… is that your wife or mine?”

I turned my head slowly, unsure how to answer.

But Ellie answered for me, voice softer now. “That’s mine.”

I paused. “Megan?”

She nodded, her face unreadable for a moment. Then she tilted her head back, eyes drifting toward the stars. “She doesn’t hold back when she’s enjoying herself.”

“Seems like she’s… really enjoying herself,” I said, awkwardly.

Ellie smiled at that, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “She always did like to test her limits.”

The sounds from below continued—a rhythm of gasps and murmurs, unmistakable now in both tone and intent. My own cock stirred again, painfully aware of what was happening beneath our feet.

I glanced at Ellie, wondering if this was affecting her the same way it was affecting me.

“She asked for this,” Ellie said, as if reading my thoughts. “We talked about it. It turns her on to be watched—or heard, apparently.”

“And you’re okay with it?”

Ellie thought for a moment. “I’m not sure that’s the right question. I wanted it too. Maybe not exactly like this. Maybe not tonight. But yeah. I said yes.”

We sat there in silence, both listening. The moaning slowed and shifted, turning into soft, wet sounds and the occasional sharp breath. I imagined Megan beneath someone—her legs spread, her head tossed back, her fingers digging into sheets.

Ellie drank the last of her wine and exhaled. “It’s strange,” she said. “I can hear her down there—completely taken, used, filled—and part of me wants to storm down there and drag her back. But another part of me…”

She didn’t finish.

“I know,” I said. “I feel it too.”

She turned and looked at me, for real this time. “You’re hard, aren’t you?”

I nodded. “Ridiculously.”

The sounds from below deck grew louder—sharp, rhythmic gasps rising into the night air. Ellie didn’t even flinch. She sipped her drink, eyes still on the ocean. Then, as a particularly drawn-out moan echoed faintly up the stairs, she chuckled softly and tilted her head toward me.

"That one’s definitely Megan," she said with a wry grin.

I laughed nervously, unsure how to respond. Ellie leaned back, resting her hands behind her head. “She’s always louder when she really likes someone. And honestly?” She glanced sideways at me, her tone light. “I’m glad she is. She’s bisexual, you know. Has been since forever. There’s something I can’t give her, and I’ve made peace with that.”

I nodded slowly. It wasn’t pity I felt—just an odd kinship. Understanding. Ellie seemed completely at ease with her relationship, with the way it expanded to accommodate needs that didn’t fit into traditional shapes.

She turned her head toward me again. “But you…” she began, pausing as if to measure the weight of her next words. “You’ve got a cock. So how do you let her fuck Daniel?”

The question hit me like a splash of cold water. I opened my mouth, then closed it. I didn’t know how to answer. Ellie didn’t press—just smiled and looked back out over the waves.

Below, Megan’s moans reached a final, unmistakable crescendo. Ellie drained the last of her drink and stood up, stretching casually.

“She’ll be perfect now,” she said with a faint, almost tender smile. “After she cums like that, her focus is razor sharp. She’s not distracted. Not chasing anything. Just... present. She gives the best oral then—like she’s putting all that pleasure straight back into me.”

I didn’t know what to say. Ellie gave me a little wink, then padded barefoot toward the stairs.

“Goodnight,” she called over her shoulder.

And just like that, I was alone again—bathed in moonlight, the night still humming with the echo of someone else’s pleasure. I leaned forward, elbows on knees, staring at the dark shimmer of the sea. My thoughts were a chaotic tangle: awe, confusion, arousal, jealousy, guilt.

Where was this all going?

I had no idea. But I wasn’t sure I wanted it to stop.

After Ellie disappeared down the stairs, I stayed a little longer on the deck, letting the sea air wash over me. The quiet hum of the boat, the distant echo of waves brushing the hull—it all felt surreal. My thoughts were heavy and muddled, looping endlessly through everything that had happened, everything I’d seen. Heard. Felt.

Eventually, I stood, bare feet silent against the wood as I made my way back below deck.

The corridor was dim and warm. I pushed open our cabin door slowly, expecting—what, exactly? Conversation? Tension? A continuation of the night?

Instead, I found Angela.

She was asleep, sprawled across the sheets, completely naked. Her body, still damp with sweat and faint traces of pleasure, glistened softly in the silver light pouring through the small cabin window. She was on her back, legs loosely parted, one arm draped across her stomach, her chest rising and falling in the soft rhythm of sleep.

I froze in the doorway.

God, she was beautiful. Not just sexually—though that, too, inescapably—but as a whole. A woman completely comfortable in her own skin. A woman who had just lived a night most people would never dare imagine, and now lay there in total, peaceful stillness.

I wanted her so badly I ached. My cock pulsed with need, harder than it had been all night, and my instinct was to wake her, to climb between her legs, to finish the story the night had started. But I didn’t. Something about the way she looked—so calm, so content—stopped me.

She’d given so much of herself tonight. To Daniel. To me. And now she was resting. Letting the world hold her. It didn’t feel right to disturb that.

So I undressed slowly, quietly. My shorts, damp with precum, clung briefly to my skin before falling to the floor. I climbed into bed beside her, trying not to disturb her. She shifted slightly as the mattress dipped but didn’t stir.

I leaned over and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. “I love you,” I whispered, though I wasn’t sure she could hear me.

Then I lay back, hard and unsatisfied, staring up at the low ceiling. My cock throbbed painfully between my legs, but I didn’t touch it. Instead, I closed my eyes, breathing in the faint scent of sex and salt air, and slowly let sleep pull me under.

From the next cabin over, I could hear Ellie.

Very soft. Deep. Rhythmic moans, low and satisfied—half-laughed, half-panted—just barely audible through the thin walls. She’d clearly made good on her promise.

I lay there in the dark, Angela breathing gently beside me, the echoes of Ellie’s pleasure drifting through the hull like a tide I couldn’t escape. And eventually, I let the sound carry me into sleep.


What Now? 


The sun was just starting to rise as our dive boat rocked gently against the calm morning sea. That early light cast a soft orange glow across the horizon, painting everything in a warm haze. I stood there on deck, inhaling the salty air, the scent of fresh coffee drifting up from below. Around me, the others were starting to stir, shaking off the remnants of sleep. And there was Angela—already up, barefoot, damp hair clinging to her back from a quick rinse. She looked radiant in the early light. Glowing. There was something about her—something fresh and untouchable that tugged at me, low and deep in my chest.

She moved with effortless grace across the deck, a towel slung casually around her body, her tight little frame outlined perfectly beneath it. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Even now. Maybe especially now.

Breakfast was quiet. Lucy was by the small grill, toasting thick slices of bread, while Anthony passed around fried plantains and handed out mugs of rich, black coffee. It was a comfortable silence, broken occasionally by the clink of cutlery or soft laughter. But underneath it all was something heavier—unspoken, shared, understood. A shift in our dynamics that none of us had really voiced. Daniel sat beside Angela, relaxed, confident. Their arms brushed occasionally, small casual touches that said more than words ever could.

Megan and Ellie were huddled over her phone, giggling about something I couldn’t hear. I tried not to look directly at Megan. After last night—after hearing her cum through the cabin wall—I couldn’t bring myself to. But Ellie… my gaze kept drifting back to her. Her posture was so casual, almost sleepy. Her skin was still flushed from bed, and every time she reached for more toast, her breasts shifted beneath that thin tank top. I couldn’t stop imagining her straddling Megan’s face, riding out those deep moans I’d heard hours before. That image refused to leave me.

By the time we dropped anchor at the dive site, the sun had fully risen. Golden light rippled across the surface of the sea. We prepped our gear in silence—routine and muscle memory taking over. I moved slower than usual, my focus elsewhere. Angela was suiting up ahead of me, laughing softly at something Daniel said. They were helping each other with straps, checking gear, leaning in close. She looked incredible—even with a wetsuit halfway up her thighs, every curve of her body still visible to me. That familiar ache pulsed low in my gut, in my cock. Knowing what she’d done. What she wanted. And somehow, still wanting her even more because of it.

The splash of bodies hitting water broke me out of my trance. One by one, we dropped in. And as soon as I descended beneath the surface, the world above fell away.

The ocean embraced me—cool, silent, and alive. I loved this feeling. The pressure equalizing in my ears, the hiss of breath through the regulator, the blue all around me like a dream. Down here, time didn’t matter.

Angela was just ahead of me, sleek and smooth, her body slicing through the water as Daniel stayed close to her side. They pointed at a turtle drifting lazily beneath us, and Angela turned, flashing me a wide-eyed grin behind her mask. My heart flipped. Even underwater, she was stunning.

But then the memory of her spread out beneath Daniel, legs open, filled with him—God, it hit like a punch to the gut. That smile, that body… I’d watched her give it so willingly to someone else. And I still couldn’t look away.

We swam over reefs teeming with life—silver fish flashing past in schools, parrotfish crunching on coral, a moray eel peeking out from a crevice. For a while, I lost myself in it. Let it wash over me, tried to forget.

But then we reached a ledge, visibility opening up below us. Angela and Daniel floated ahead, their silhouettes framed in shifting light. I drifted behind, watching. And again, I couldn’t stop thinking about last night. The way she moved now, fluid and confident, her legs kicking in slow rhythm, her ass flexing slightly in her wetsuit—it all came back to me. Her moans. Her hunger. Her pleasure.

It was almost too much.

The dive lasted close to an hour. A barracuda glided by, keeping its distance. A stingray skimmed just beneath us, wings rippling through the sand. It was beautiful. It should’ve been everything I wanted—but I felt like I was floating between two worlds. One filled with wonder, the other drowning in obsession. Angela’s body was all I could see. Her, and Ellie’s moans, looping through my memory like a song I couldn’t shake.

When we surfaced and climbed back onto the boat, Lucy was already working on lunch—scaling a fish she’d speared during the dive. She grinned proudly, tossing it into the cooler. “Lunch sorted,” she beamed.

Angela peeled her wetsuit off slowly. I watched every second, every inch of skin revealed. The bikini clung to her damp body, hips curved and glistening in the sun. She caught me staring and winked.

That wink hit harder than anything else all morning. It was private. Personal. It reminded me that I was still hers—even if I was sharing her. My cock stirred instantly, aching against the inside of my shorts.

Lunch was simple and perfect. Grilled fish, sweet potatoes, slices of mango. We ate on the benches along the side of the boat, sea breeze ruffling our hair, the salt crusting our skin. Megan teased Daniel about his dive logs. Ellie whispered something to Angela that made them both laugh and blush. I sat across from them all, unsure of my place in any of it. I felt like a guest in my own marriage—and yet, I didn’t want to be anywhere else.

The afternoon dive was quieter. Angela paired with Daniel again, of course. I dove with Anthony. He was focused, calm, professional. But even he stole glances at Angela when he thought no one was watching.

I couldn’t blame him.

We explored a submerged wreck—barnacle-covered beams, rusted metal shadows, a swirl of life weaving through it. Angela moved like she belonged in that world. Powerful. Serene. Untouchable. And so far away from me.

By the time we returned to the boat, the sun was beginning to fall. Everyone showered the salt and sweat from their bodies. I stayed by the rail a little longer, towel wrapped around me, watching. Angela laughed as she dried her hair. Ellie stretched and yawned, her breasts bouncing in her towel. Megan poured a drink. It was surreal—this group, this chaos, this erotic tangle of people. Not the life I imagined.

But here I was, salt-streaked and sun-drenched, completely entangled. And somehow, I didn’t want it to end.

Dinner was coming. So was the night. And I couldn’t help but wonder how far we’d all go this time.

That evening, as we made our way up from the cabin, I felt a strange tension coiling low in my stomach. The air was warm and heavy with salt, the sunset smearing the sky with pink and gold like melting sherbet. Angela walked beside me, bare-shouldered and glowing in the fading light, her dress brushing lightly against her thighs with every step. We hadn’t spoken much since the dive—neither of us quite sure how to name whatever was slowly brewing between us. All I knew was that something had shifted, and I wasn’t sure if it thrilled me or scared me.

Dinner was a Caribbean barbecue, already underway on the upper deck when we arrived. The scent of jerk spices, grilled pineapple, and woodsmoke filled the air, mingling with the faint scent of sunscreen and sea breeze. Anthony was manning the grill with a beer in hand, sweat beading on his forehead as he flipped marinated fish and slabs of charred sweet potato. Music floated up from a speaker near the helm—reggae at first, then slow funk, then something more upbeat as the night deepened and the cocktails flowed freely.

Rum was everywhere. Brightly coloured drinks in plastic tumblers, strong enough to make your teeth ache. Someone had brought out a bottle of overproof and poured shots that made us all cough and laugh. The atmosphere loosened by the minute, heat and alcohol blending with the low hum of the engine and the gentle rocking of the sea.

And then the dancing began.

Anthony, ever the entertainer, had taken over as DJ, mixing playlists from his phone and cueing up one party track after another. Megan was the first to start moving, hips swaying to the beat with that easy, magnetic confidence of someone who knows everyone’s watching. It didn’t take long before she’d pulled Angela into her orbit, the two of them laughing and spinning together, their bodies pressed close as the rhythm took over.

It wasn’t subtle. It wasn’t meant to be. Megan’s hands lingered on Angela’s waist a little too long. Angela’s head tilted back as she laughed, hair catching the lights strung up along the rail. The two of them moved like they were alone in a room, like the rest of us had faded into mist. Even Daniel, normally glued to Angela’s side, stepped back and simply watched with that bemused, knowing smile of his.

Then, just when it felt like things couldn’t stretch any tighter, Ellie made her move.

She'd been quiet all evening—smiling, sipping her drink, swaying a little from side to side. No one paid her much attention, lulled into assuming she’d stay on the edges like always. But then, out of nowhere, she downed the rest of her drink, placed the glass on the rail, and said it loud enough for everyone to hear.

“It’s so fucking hot. I think I’m going for a swim.”

For a beat, no one moved.

And then, with the casual confidence of someone entirely in control, Ellie reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion. There was no hesitation, no glance around to check who was watching. She stripped right down to nothing but a tiny black thong and tossed her dress to the side like it was the most natural thing in the world. The deck lights caught the curve of her waist, the subtle gleam of her sweat-slick skin, and then—before any of us could say a word—she took two quick steps and dove clean off the side of the boat.

The splash rang out sharp and bright.

We all just stood there, stunned into silence. Not because someone had jumped in, but because it was Ellie. Quiet, composed, whip-smart Ellie. Not Megan, not Anthony—Ellie had been the one to strip off and leap into the ocean like some goddess reborn.

I caught Angela’s eyes just then. She looked half amazed, half amused. Megan let out a low whistle and leaned over the rail, watching as Ellie surfaced and slicked her wet hair back, grinning like she’d been waiting for this moment all night.

“Damn,” Anthony muttered under his breath. “Didn’t have that on my bingo card.”

It wasn’t just that Ellie had jumped—it was the way she’d done it. Effortless. Unapologetic. Like she was peeling away more than just clothes.

And somehow, we all knew. The evening had only just begun.

Ellie was still splashing lazily in the moonlit water, her laughter echoing off the hull as she floated on her back, arms drifting in wide arcs. The rest of us stood along the rail in stunned silence, drinks half-raised, our bodies caught between the humid warmth of the night and the cool pull of what we'd just witnessed. Ellie—sweet, quiet Ellie—had stripped to a thong and launched herself overboard without a second thought. Her pale skin shimmered in the boat’s deck lights, her curves cutting through the water as she floated with a kind of wild, unfiltered freedom.

Then Megan broke the silence with a theatrical sigh and a sly grin, swaying slightly as she took another sip of her drink. "Well," she said, her voice loud enough for all of us to hear, “I probably should go save my stupid, drunken wife before someone else gets there first. I mean, let’s be honest—every one of you is thinking about jumping in, even if it’s just to cop a feel of those tits.”

The group erupted in laughter—slightly shocked, slightly drunk, and definitely caught off guard. Megan had that effect.

She placed her glass carefully on the edge of the table, flicked her hair off her shoulders, and then, with the same casual confidence as someone stepping into a warm bath, grabbed the hem of her dress and lifted it up and over her head.

Angela inhaled sharply beside me—audibly—and I felt her hand tense slightly around my arm. Megan wasn’t wearing a thong. She wasn’t wearing anything at all beneath the thin fabric. She stood completely nude under the dim deck lights, unbothered, fully present in the moment, like she had done it a thousand times before.

The details hit me slowly, dissonantly. The confident curve of her body. The soft bounce of her breasts. And then, one detail struck me most—the dark triangle of hair between her legs, untamed and striking. It was surprising. I hadn’t expected that from Megan, and for a moment I wasn’t sure why it hit me so hard. Maybe because everything else about her always seemed so curated, so intentional. This was raw. Natural. Real.

She caught my gaze—no, all of our gazes—and smiled like it was a private joke she was letting us in on. Then, without a word, she turned toward the edge, stepped up onto the rail, and dove cleanly into the sea beside her wife, disappearing in a splash that sent a ripple through more than just the water.

We were all still silent, watching the foam settle as the two women floated side by side under the stars, their laughter growing louder with each passing second.

As I stood there, trying to process what I’d just seen, I realised Angela was just as fixated on the scene in front of us. Her eyes tracked the soft, rolling movements of Ellie’s body as she floated alongside Megan. The moonlight caught the water on Ellie’s skin, her full breasts rising and falling with each breath, and I could feel Angela's grip tightening subtly on my arm. Her gaze lingered, unblinking, and for a moment I couldn’t tell if she was more amused or aroused.

Then, just off to the left, a sudden movement caught my eye.

I turned just in time to see Daniel—broad, confident, and now completely naked—step out from the shadows near the bow. He didn’t say a word. He just looked toward the water, then toward Megan and Ellie, a slow grin forming across his face. His body was powerful and unashamed, his cock swaying slightly with each step on the deck. It was a casual display, like he didn’t even register the effect he had on the rest of us.

Without hesitation, he took three long strides toward the edge and leapt over the side, landing in the sea with a deep splash, just a few strokes away from where Megan was floating.

Angela let out a soft, breathy sound beside me. I looked over and saw the subtle flush on her cheeks, the way her thighs pressed together for just a moment. The tension between us—between all of us—was rising fast, like the humidity in the air, thick and heavy and charged with something unspoken.

I spun around instinctively, my eyes landing on Anthony, half-expecting him to do something—anything—that might restore a little order to this surreal moment. But instead, he just smiled, calm as ever, and stepped forward.

Without a word, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and slid them down in one smooth motion. He stepped out of them casually, his lean, muscular frame now completely exposed in the soft evening light.

And then I saw it.

I hadn’t meant to stare. I didn’t want to. But it was impossible not to notice. His cock—long, dark, and already starting to swell—hung heavily between his thighs. Not as thick or intimidating as Daniel’s, but still large. Substantial. More than enough to stir something deep in my gut. Some twisted cocktail of envy, curiosity, and helpless arousal. I glanced at Angela and saw her eyes dart down for a moment, the barest flicker of a reaction across her face. She said nothing, but her focus lingered just a second longer than necessary.

Then Anthony stepped to the edge of the deck, positioning himself for a backflip. As he turned, his cock swung slightly, and for a second—no more than that—it was right there, just inches from Angela’s face. There was nothing sexual about it, not overtly. It was just proximity. Real, unfiltered, and intimate in the strangest way. Angela didn’t flinch or move. She just stood there, letting the moment pass, watching him like she was trying to make sense of it too.

And then, in one graceful motion, Anthony launched backward off the railing. His body arched cleanly through the air, muscles taut, and he splashed into the sea with barely a sound.

Angela let out a soft breath beside me, and I wasn’t sure if it was amusement, surprise, or something else entirely. Probably the same things I was feeling, to be honest. The deck felt quiet for a moment—still. Even the music seemed muted, background now to something much more charged between us.

I didn’t say anything. I just stood there beside her, drink in hand, watching the moonlight ripple across the water, knowing full well this night wasn’t done with us yet.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Below me, the water shimmered under the moonlight, rippling with bodies and movement. But this wasn’t just a swim anymore—it was something else entirely. Ellie had her arms wrapped around Megan, the two of them kissing deeply, passionately, as if no one was watching. Her hands were gliding over Megan’s bare chest, cupping her small, perfect tits, their bodies pressed together like the rest of the world had disappeared.

And just a few feet away, Daniel and Anthony floated casually, chatting like this was all completely normal. As if the wildest, most surreal scene I’d ever witnessed was just another evening swim.

The juxtaposition of it all—the tenderness, the eroticism, the casual ease of the men nearby—scrambled something in my brain. My eyes swept across the water, trying to absorb it, to make sense of the fact that this was really happening right in front of me.

Then I looked at Angela.

She was quiet beside me, holding the stem of her wine glass delicately between her fingers. And then, without a word, she threw her head back and downed the rest in one smooth motion. As she lowered the glass, her eyes met mine. There was a spark there—playful, reckless, knowing. And she just smiled.

“Fuck it,” she said simply.

Before I could even react, she was pulling her dress over her head. One smooth motion, and suddenly she was standing there in nothing but her panties. The moonlight caught the contours of her body—her bare shoulders, the soft curve of her waist, the swell of her hips. She stood tall, unashamed, electric.

Her eyes didn’t leave mine.

And then, with that same confident smile, she turned and stepped up onto the side of the boat.

Down below, someone noticed her and let out a cheer. Then it spread—voices rising up from the water like a chant.
“Jump! Jump! Jump!”

But she didn’t move right away.

Instead, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and, without fanfare, slid them down her legs. She stepped out of them gracefully and stood there—completely naked—framed by moonlight and starlight and the soft sound of waves lapping at the hull.

Even now, even after everything, I didn’t expect it.

And before I could say a word—before I could ask if she was sure—Angela dove.

Not a stumble. Not a laugh. A clean, graceful arc through the night air, her body cutting through the darkness and splashing into the sea like she belonged there.

I stood at the rail, heart pounding, mind spinning. Watching the ripples spread, watching the others turn toward her in the water, welcoming her with cheers and smiles. As if this, too, was always part of the plan.

That left me standing there, alone at the rail, unsure of what to do—unsure, even, of what I could do.

The night was warm against my skin, the breeze soft and salt-laced, but I barely felt any of it. All I could focus on was the water below and the moonlit shapes moving within it. Angela had just disappeared beneath the surface in a perfect dive, and now she broke through again, gasping, laughing—radiant. I watched her toss her hair back from her face as she began to swim toward Daniel and Anthony, both of whom turned to meet her.

But then, to my surprise, she didn’t stop.

She swam right past them.

My breath caught slightly as I followed her through the dark water with my eyes, her naked form sleek and fluid beneath the moonlight. She didn’t hesitate or look back. She swam straight to Ellie and Megan, who were still entangled, the water wrapping around their bodies like silk.

I leaned forward, elbows on the rail, trying to make sense of what I was seeing.

Angela reached them and moved in close—closer than I expected. She said something to Megan, something low, just between the two of them. Megan laughed, then tilted her head slightly. And then, without warning, Ellie reached around, her hand threading into Angela’s wet hair, and pulled her in.

Their lips met—full and soft and slow.

My heart stopped.

It wasn’t a peck. It wasn’t a joke. It was deep, unashamed, and deliberate. Ellie kissed my wife like she meant it. And Angela… didn’t pull away.

She didn’t freeze or flinch.

She reached up instead, her fingers brushing gently along Ellie’s waist, and then around her back, and kissed her back. For several long seconds. Two naked women, surrounded by moonlight and water and the soft echoes of laughter, locked in a kiss that made the rest of the world disappear.

And all I could do was watch.

As the kiss broke, Angela glanced back up at me. Her eyes sparkled in the moonlight, and she gave me a mischievous grin.

“Well, come on, babe. Get in!” she called out.

I hesitated.

A strange knot twisted in my stomach as I stood there at the edge of the deck, the cool breeze brushing against my skin. I reached for the hem of my shirt and peeled it off, then pushed my shorts down and stepped out of them, now left in just my boxers. The hum of laughter and water filled the air below, but I couldn’t hear much over the rush of blood in my ears.

My cock was rock hard—aching, even—and I knew exactly why. The sight of Ellie’s perfect breasts bobbing in the sea, the unfiltered confidence with which Megan had stripped and jumped in, and now, the image of my own wife—naked and glowing—locked in a kiss with another woman. It was all too much, too surreal. I was aroused beyond anything I could remember feeling, but suddenly… shy.

I froze.

There I was, standing on the deck with a raging hard-on, and for the first time since this wild journey began, I felt exposed. Not just naked, but seen. The idea of stepping out of my last layer and joining them—knowing full well what they’d see—made my chest tighten. A pulse of self-consciousness swept over me, sharp and unexpected.

“Come on, babe!” Angela shouted again, her voice teasing now. “What’s the hold-up?”

This time she was joined by Ellie and Megan, their laughter drifting up from the water like a dare.

“Get them off! Get them off!” they chanted in unison, their voices rising above the gentle lapping of waves against the hull.

I swallowed hard, still frozen.

Then, something hit me.

Literally.

A cold, wet slap landed across my face—and for a split second I had no idea what had just happened. I peeled the fabric away from my cheek, stunned. It was a thong. A black, lacy, soaked thong.

I looked down. Ellie was grinning up at me, shoulder-deep in the water, clearly having just flung it like a slingshot.

“Everyone’s naked now!” she half-shouted, laughing. “No excuses, come on!”

The others cheered again, light-hearted and rowdy, but the weight of it wasn’t in their teasing—it was in the thrill, the abandon, the weird comfort of it all. This was happening. This whole experience—this impossible adventure—was happening to us, not just around us.

And as Angela treaded water beside Ellie, her hair slicked back, breasts bobbing softly, she gave me a look—not mocking or pressuring—but warm. Inviting.

I took a breath.

And then I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers.

I felt my pulse hammering in my throat as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and slowly slid my boxers down. The night air hit me instantly—cool and sharp against the heat of my skin—and the sudden exposure made everything feel heightened, raw. My cock stood out stiff and unmissable, and for a moment, I stood there in full view, caught between panic and thrill.

I looked down. The water shimmered in the moonlight, and the others were watching—grinning, laughing, floating. And then Megan looked up at me with a wicked little smirk and called out, “I told you that kiss would get him hard!”

The whole group erupted into laughter, and I couldn’t help but laugh too—shaking my head at how unreal this all was. My cheeks burned, but I was smiling, buzzing with adrenaline and arousal and a deep, dizzy disbelief.

And then I jumped.

No graceful dive like Angela’s, no daring backflip like Anthony’s—just a simple, awkward leap from the side of the boat. The cold hit me like a slap as I plunged into the water, a rush of bubbles exploding around my ears. But as I surfaced, gasping and laughing, the chill faded into something electric.

Angela was right there, treading water, her skin glistening under the moonlight, her eyes soft and playful as they found mine. I drifted toward her, legs kicking lazily beneath the surface, and for a moment the rest of the world disappeared. It was just the two of us—naked, floating, surrounded by starlit ocean and the soft echoes of laughter nearby.

I couldn’t believe any of this was real.


Back On Board

I don’t know how long we floated there—maybe ten minutes, maybe more. The ocean held us gently, its surface lapping quietly against our skin, moonlight stretching in silver ribbons across the water. Conversation had dulled to murmurs, the air thick with something unspoken but deeply understood. All of us, suspended in salt and starlight.

Eventually, it was Megan who stirred first. She gave a soft shiver and nudged Ellie beside her. “I’m getting a bit cold, babe. Think I need to dry off,” she said, just loud enough to carry.

I turned in time to watch her move toward the back steps of the yacht. Her body glistened under the deck lights, water trailing in tiny rivers down her back and over the gentle curve of her bare ass. She climbed the ladder slowly, each step lifting her hips in a way that made it impossible not to stare. She didn’t seem self-conscious—none of them did anymore.

Ellie followed a few moments later, her movements deliberate, almost theatrical. She wasn’t in any rush. As she stepped up onto the ladder, the water cascading off her thighs, I caught a clearer glimpse of her now completely bare—her thong, of course, still draped over the deck somewhere after she’d launched it at my face earlier with a wicked grin. I’d never forget that moment—the wet slap, the laughter, the rising heat of embarrassment and arousal as they’d chanted for me to strip. And now here she was, climbing out of the water without a hint of hesitation, her full, rounded ass swaying with each careful step. The thong had been tossed away long before she ever started climbing.

I floated there beside Angela, silent, watching their bodies disappear into the dim light above. Everything about this felt surreal—like I’d slipped into another version of my own life, one where rules had shifted and everything was charged with possibility. Angela brushed her hand against mine under the water, and I looked at her just as she gave me a lazy, knowing smile. This wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

As I watched Megan grab a drink and turn back to face us, the moonlight caught on her bush, and the image still surprised me. It wasn’t unattractive—not at all—but I’d just imagined her shaved. You know, like most women our age. But no, here she was, completely at ease, owning it, confidently rocking a full bush without the slightest self-consciousness. It said a lot, really—and I couldn’t stop looking.

Before I could dwell on it, Anthony climbed the steps behind her, water dripping from his short, muscular frame. He reached for a towel and began drying his shoulders and neck with smooth, unhurried movements. He made no attempt to cover himself. His cock—long, dark, and hanging low between his legs—was completely exposed, but there wasn’t an ounce of awkwardness about him. He walked with the kind of ease that only came from knowing people were watching—and being totally fine with it. Angela’s eyes followed him too, just briefly, and I felt a strange flutter of something in my chest I couldn’t quite name.

And then, finally, it was Daniel’s massive frame that emerged from the water, the surface breaking around him as he pulled himself up with effortless strength. Water streamed down his back, glistening under the moonlight, and just before he turned, he looked back at me—just for a moment—and gave that smile. That quiet, knowing smile. The one that didn’t need to say anything out loud. Take it all in, it said. And I did.

He stepped fully onto the platform and turned toward us, the water still dripping from his chest and shoulders, his cock hanging heavily between his legs—long, thick, unmistakably proud. Even soft, it was an impossible sight. The moonlight caught the sheen of it, and for a second, everything else on the boat seemed to fade into the background.

Beside me, Angela let out a tiny gasp—barely a breath, but loaded with everything. Her hand brushed my arm as she whispered, more to herself than to me, “Oh fuck…”

There was no embarrassment in her voice. No guilt. Just raw, stunned arousal. And hearing that reaction from her—so honest, so involuntary—made something twist deep inside me. I didn’t know what to do with the heat rising in my chest, in my cock. I only knew that I couldn’t look away. Not from him. Not from her. Not from whatever this was we were falling into together.

Angela moved like she was on autopilot—no hesitation, no self-consciousness—just a quiet certainty in every step she took through the water. Watching her was like watching a flame catch wind. She swam the short distance to the ladder and climbed it slowly, water cascading off her bare skin, her body glowing silver under the moonlight. Every curve of her back, the shape of her ass, the glint of water dripping between her thighs—it was all achingly beautiful and so incredibly exposed.

Daniel was already waiting at the top of the platform. He held out a hand as she approached—not because she needed help, she clearly didn’t—but because it was a gesture heavy with something else. Something I couldn’t quite name, but felt in my chest like a knot pulling tighter. She took it. And as his fingers wrapped around hers, I felt it. That pull. That quiet, unmistakable shift in gravity. It was subtle, but deafening.

And then it hit me. I was next.

I was going to have to climb out of the water. Step into the same moonlight. Onto the same platform. With my cock rock hard.

I hesitated—just for a second—but that second felt like an eternity. The cold water had done nothing to temper the arousal pulsing through me. If anything, the contrast of it against my skin made every nerve feel more raw. I was painfully aware of every inch of myself. Of how exposed I was about to be. Angela hadn't even looked back—she was already moving toward the towel rack, laughing at something Daniel said. But I could feel the heat behind my face as I stared at the steps, knowing there was no hiding anything now. I was hard. Rock hard.

And soon… everyone would see it.

As I stepped up onto the platform, the cold night air hit my cock again—sharp and biting—but it did nothing to ease the relentless hardness that had taken hold of me. If anything, it made it worse. The sudden exposure, the slickness of water clinging to my skin, the spotlight of moonlight glinting off every wet surface—it all seemed to conspire to make me feel even more naked than I already was.

I moved quickly, instinctively, crossing the deck with my back pressed to the side of the boat like I could somehow disappear into it. The others were laughing, talking, moving towels, but every sound felt distant, muffled under the thudding in my chest. I made for the shower without looking back, hoping the rush of cool freshwater would calm me down, or at least distract anyone from the humiliating reality pressing against my belly.

It wasn’t the size. I knew I wasn’t the biggest here—Daniel and Anthony had made that perfectly clear—but it wasn’t that. That wasn’t what burned in my gut. It was the fact that I was the only one who got hard. The only one so visibly, helplessly aroused just from being around these naked women. From seeing Megan’s casual confidence, Angela’s glistening body, Ellie’s perfect tits bouncing as she laughed. That was what embarrassed me. That I couldn’t even pretend to be unaffected.

Everyone else looked like they belonged in this moment—relaxed, at ease, comfortable in their own skin. And here I was, pressed against the wall, hiding a cock that pulsed with every heartbeat like it had a mind of its own. I wasn’t ashamed of the arousal itself—I just didn’t know what it made me in their eyes.

Weak? Desperate? Owned?

I let the water run down my face, eyes closed, pretending it was enough to hide.

The water beat down on my back, a little colder than I expected, but it helped. Just standing there under the shower, letting the salt rinse away, I tried to breathe. My cock was still half-hard, stubbornly so, and I kept my back to the others, hoping the shadows and the spray would blur everything enough.

Then I heard footsteps behind me on the wet decking.

“Hey man,” Daniel’s deep voice rumbled, relaxed as ever. “That last reef wall was something else, huh?”

I turned slightly, and there he was—Daniel, walking up beside me like we were just two guys grabbing showers at the gym. His body was slick with seawater and moonlight, muscles relaxed from the swim, his expression easy and open. And between his legs, his cock hung low and thick, completely soft but still impossibly large. He didn’t seem to notice—or didn’t care—that he was completely exposed. He wasn’t showing off. That was what made it more intense. He was just… there.

I forced a nod, blinking away the salt and steam. “Yeah. That turtle at the ledge was amazing.”

Daniel chuckled. “Right? I was trying to get Angela to spot it, but she was too busy following that grouper.”

He was lathering shampoo into his hair now, like this was the most normal conversation in the world. Just two divers chatting about the day, standing side by side. Except one of us was completely relaxed, and the other was locked in a silent war with his own body.

I didn’t know where to look. My eyes kept darting—away, back, away again. Every time I glanced over, I saw it: the stark contrast of his easy composure and the weight of my own spiraling thoughts. The ache in my groin, the embarrassment humming under my skin, the quiet storm of jealousy and awe that I couldn't seem to get a grip on.

He tilted his head toward me, water streaming down his face. “You excited for the wreck tomorrow? Supposed to be massive. Thirty meters or so.”

I nodded again, slower this time. “Yeah. Sounds... great.”

“Angela’s pumped,” he added. “Said it’s one of the main reasons she picked this trip.”

Of course she did.

There was no edge in his voice. No smugness. Just conversation. But something in me twisted. Here was this man—this calm, dominant, impossibly confident man—talking to me like nothing was out of the ordinary. Like he hadn’t just spent the last several days inside my wife. Like his cock wasn’t right there, a silent reminder of everything we weren’t saying.

And still, I couldn’t look away.

Not from Daniel.
Not from my own shame.
Not from the part of me that wasn’t just humiliated—but turned on.

Just as Daniel turned to leave the shower, he paused, cock still hanging loose and heavy between his legs. His eyes found mine, and there was that same easy confidence, that casual dominance that always seemed to come so effortlessly to him. He gave me a slow grin, one hand idly resting around the base of his cock like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Right,” he said, voice low and unbothered. “Where’s that pretty wife of yours? She was begging me to fuck her a minute ago.”

I stood frozen. Something in me flinched—but not in protest. It wasn’t outrage or jealousy or anger that tightened in my chest. It was arousal. Heat. Shameful, dizzying need. My cock didn’t so much as twitch—it throbbed. Still hard. Still leaking.

By the time I blinked again, he was gone—striding up the steps toward the deck like he didn’t have a care in the world, like what he’d just said was no different than commenting on the weather.

I stayed there for another second, alone under the cool splash of the shower, trying to steady my breathing. Then I grabbed a towel, wrapped it tightly around my waist, and forced my legs to move.

As I climbed the steps back to the main deck, heart pounding, I had no idea what to expect—but when I stepped out and my eyes adjusted to the low, golden light, I felt my breath catch.

I stepped onto the deck and my eyes were immediately drawn to the far end, where the scene before me froze me in place.

Megan was stretched out on her back on a sunlounger, completely naked, her legs parted slightly in a way that left no ambiguity. Anthony knelt between them, head lowered, his shoulders working with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Her fingers gripped the sides of the lounger, and her face—God, her face—was sheer, unfiltered bliss. Lips parted, eyes fluttering shut, her whole body radiated a kind of loose, helpless pleasure.

There was no hiding what was happening, no attempt to shield it. Just raw, open enjoyment, unfolding right there in the soft glow of the deck lights.

I blinked in disbelief as Megan stood up, her movements unhurried and deliberate. She strolled to the edge of the boat and leaned forward over the railing, the curve of her ass catching the moonlight. Glancing back over her shoulder with a wicked smile, she called out, “Come on then,” her voice teasing, hungry.

Anthony rose slowly, and as he stepped into the moonlight, I saw his cock—hard and proud. It was the first time I’d seen it fully erect, and I couldn’t look away. It wasn’t quite as thick as Daniel’s, but the length was shocking—easily nine inches, maybe more—and still thicker than mine. There was a heaviness to the way it swung, a confidence in the way he moved toward her, hands already reaching out to claim Megan’s hips.

But then something shifted in my peripheral vision.

Movement.

I turned slightly and caught a glimpse of another figure in the low light—naked, dark-skinned, muscles rippling as he stood tall at the far end of the deck. My breath caught as I realized it was Daniel. And then I saw them—two pale, slender hands clutching his hips, fingers digging into his skin with intent. The contrast was striking—white against deep brown, delicate but possessive. My heart lurched.

It was Angela.

She was crouched low, not kneeling but squatting in front of him, her body barely visible in the shadows. I couldn’t see her face, couldn’t make out the details—but the slow, unmistakable rhythm of her head and the way her hands gripped him left no doubt. She was sucking his cock. Right there. On the deck. In the open. Anyone could see. And she didn’t care.

Angela didn’t stop.

If anything, she slowed down—settling into a deliberate rhythm that made it impossible to look away. Her back was straight, knees spread wide for balance, and her head moved with a steady confidence that sent a low ache straight to my gut. Daniel’s hands dropped to her hair, threading into it with practiced ease, guiding her, but not forcing. She was in control. She wanted this.

I stood there, frozen, blood pounding in my ears, cock straining against my shorts. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The quiet night was filled with nothing but the faint slap of water against the hull and the wet sounds of her mouth working on him—faint, rhythmic, obscene. Occasionally she’d pull back just far enough that I caught a glimmer of saliva trailing from his tip to her lips before she swallowed him again. Her fingers dug deeper into his hips now, pulling him to her, like she needed more of him, deeper.

And then—just as I thought I couldn’t take another second—she let him go.

Angela rose slowly, almost theatrically, wiping the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. Her eyes flicked toward me for just a second—just long enough to let me know she’d seen me watching. That she’d wanted me to watch.

Then, without a word, she turned and walked to the other side of the boat. Her movements were casual, unhurried. She reached the railing, braced her hands on it, and bent forward—mimicking Megan’s pose perfectly. Her ass arched high, bare and glistening in the moonlight, thighs parted just enough to make it clear: this wasn’t teasing. This was invitation.

Daniel didn’t hesitate.

And neither did I—at least not in my mind. My body stayed rooted in place, watching as my wife offered herself to another man.

Bent over the edge of the boat. Ready to be taken.

Like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Daniel began walking toward her, unhurried and sure of himself. The moonlight caught his body as he moved—his dark skin gleaming with a soft sheen of sweat, muscles shifting smoothly beneath the surface. And then I saw it. His cock.

Jesus Christ.

Even after everything that had happened, I still wasn’t ready for it. Thick and proud, it jutted out from his body like it was carved from stone, bigger than I remembered. Bigger than anyone had a right to be. It bobbed slightly with each step, long and full, glistening with Angela’s spit. My mouth went dry. There was no hiding from the size of it—it wasn’t just long, it hung with weight, and yet looked hard enough to break bone. It was the kind of cock that made you question things. Your confidence. Your place.

And Angela—God, Angela. She was still bent over the railing, her bare ass arched up into the night air like she couldn’t wait a second longer. Her skin looked almost silver in the moonlight, but between her legs… I could see it. Her pussy was soaked. Lips swollen and parted, slick and glistening, catching the light in a way that was almost too intimate. Too real. She was wide open. Wanting. I could practically see her pulse there.

And she hadn’t said a word.

She hadn’t looked back to check if I was okay. Hadn’t hesitated. Hadn’t asked if this was too far. She knew I was watching—and that only seemed to make her bolder.

Daniel reached her and placed both hands on her hips. His fingers splayed across her skin, large and possessive, and for a second he just stood there, towering behind her, his cock pressed against the crease of her ass, not moving. Just claiming the moment. Angela didn’t flinch. She pushed back slightly, like she was guiding him in, like her body knew exactly what it needed.

And then he began.

He shifted his hips and lined himself up, the tip of that monstrous cock sliding slowly down her slick folds until it found her entrance. Even from where I stood, I saw her twitch. Her hands gripped the railing harder, her toes curled—but she didn’t pull away. She didn’t ask him to go slow.

He started pushing in, and my breath caught in my throat.

Inch by inch, Daniel fed himself into her, and Angela took it—easily. No gasps. No cries. No panicked breaths like the first time. Just a deep, guttural moan that sent shivers down my spine. Her back arched more, like she wanted to feel every inch, like she was proud of what she could take. Her body welcomed him. Stretched around him. Opened for him.

I watched as her pussy swallowed him, wetter than I’d ever seen her, her lips parting around his girth like she’d been made for it. His cock looked obscene sliding into her—thick, slick, and endless. And still, she didn’t ask him to slow down. She didn’t need to.

She was ready.

Daniel began to move, withdrawing halfway, then easing back in with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each stroke was deep, controlled, and confident—as if he had all the time in the world. Angela moaned again, louder this time, and her hips rocked back to meet him. She wasn’t just taking it—she was fucking him back.

And I just stood there.

Helpless.

Heart pounding. Cock painfully hard. Watching this powerful man ease himself into my wife, again and again, while her body welcomed every inch. It was raw, animalistic, and yet... intimate. She wasn’t just letting it happen—she was choosing it. Owning it. Thriving in it.

I felt something tighten in my chest. A mix of humiliation and something darker. Something I couldn’t name.

But I didn’t move.

I couldn’t.

Because Angela wasn’t mine in that moment. She wasn’t anyone’s. She was herself. Unashamed. Open. Completely in control of her surrender.

And I’d never seen anything more beautiful.

I should’ve moved. Should’ve said something. But I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

I was naked—completely exposed, bare under the night air. My skin tingled, flushed from head to toe, every breath brushing across my chest and thighs like a whisper reminding me how helpless I was. My feet felt glued to the deck, my legs heavy, as if the boat itself had claimed me, pinned me there to watch.

Daniel was still fucking Angela. Harder now. His thick cock slammed into her with heavy, wet smacks that echoed across the water. Her fingers were white-knuckled on the railing, her mouth open, gasping between cries that were no longer words. She was lost in it. No hesitation. No control. Just raw, primal need. Her body shook with another orgasm—then another—legs buckling, pussy spasming around him, but she didn’t tell him to stop. She wanted more. And he gave it to her.

Then I heard it—another voice.

Megan.

I turned just enough to see Anthony driving into her from behind, one hand tangled in her hair, the other gripping her hip so tightly I could see the indent of his fingers. Her back arched, breasts swinging, skin flushed and glowing in the moonlight. She was loud now—panting, crying out, moaning with each sharp thrust. She looked wild, undone. He was fucking her hard, relentless, like he knew just how deep to go to break her apart.

And she was breaking. Her legs trembled, her whole body stiffened, and then she screamed—clutching the railing as she came, her voice cracking under the weight of it. Anthony didn’t let up. He kept fucking her, pounding through her climax, making her ride every second of it until her knees nearly gave out.

And as she shuddered, Angela let out a deep, broken moan of her own—a sound I’d never heard from her before.

She came again.

Her ass trembled under Daniel’s grip, her whole body jolting forward with the force of it. She sounded possessed, like the orgasm had taken something from her. And still, Daniel kept going. His thick black cock disappeared into her over and over, filling her completely, stretching her wide. She took it all—no whimpers, no complaints. Just greedy, guttural sounds as another climax rolled through her.

And me?

I stood there, naked, completely exposed in the middle of the deck. My cock stood out, hard and leaking, bobbing slightly with every shallow breath. I wasn’t part of it. I wasn’t touching them. I wasn’t even touching myself. I was just there—watching, helpless, humiliated, and so fucking aroused I thought I might explode without even being touched.

Two men were fucking our wives. Stretching them. Owning them. Making them cum over and over while I stood motionless, cock twitching, powerless to stop it. Powerless to want to stop it.

My skin prickled with the night air, with sweat, with the shame of being so exposed and yet so turned on. My legs wouldn’t move. My jaw wouldn’t work. I wasn’t just watching anymore—I was trapped in it. Pinned to the moment like a spectator in my own life, unable to look away from the way Megan’s body spasmed under Anthony, or the way Angela threw her hips back against Daniel’s cock, desperate to take more of him.

And somewhere deep inside me—beneath the jealousy, the shock, the helplessness—I realized something terrifying.

I didn’t want it to stop.

I didn’t even notice her at first.

I was too locked onto the image in front of me—Angela shaking, bent over, taking every inch of Daniel’s cock like it was the only thing keeping her alive. Her breath came in gasps, her skin slick with sweat, thighs trembling as she came again, and again. And Megan, just feet away, was a writhing mess beneath Anthony, her moans slurred, eyes glassy, legs spread wide and twitching with overstimulation.

Then, quietly, I became aware of someone standing next to Daniel.

Ellie.

She appeared like a ghost—silent, barefoot, and somehow perfectly composed. One hand rested lightly on her hip, the other held a wine glass she swirled absentmindedly, the deep red liquid catching the moonlight. She didn’t say anything at first. Just stood there watching Angela get fucked, her eyes tracking Daniel’s movements with a faint, knowing smile.

Finally, she took a slow sip of wine, then spoke—softly, but clearly, like she was reminiscing at a dinner party.

“You know,” she said, “the first time I saw Megan fuck a man was about a year after we got married.”

If Daniel had heard, he didn’t react. He just kept fucking Angela, slow and steady, like the rhythm was sacred.

“I thought I’d be jealous,” Ellie continued, her tone unbothered, conversational. “And maybe I was. Just a little. But then something strange happened.”

She glanced sideways, not at me, but toward Megan—who was now gasping beneath Anthony, her body twitching from another orgasm.

“She came so hard,” Ellie said. “And after he finished with her… she dropped to her knees and ate my pussy like she was starving. Like something had been unlocked in her.”

She paused, sipped again.

“Fucking makes her better. That’s the secret.”

I stared at Ellie, unable to move, unable to speak. My cock throbbed in the air, twitching at her words.

“The next time I didn’t even ask,” she went on. “I just straddled her face, right there on the carpet, and she went to work. Tongue so deep I thought I’d black out. I don’t know what changed—maybe it’s how empty she feels after getting used like that, or maybe it’s just how turned on it makes her—but once Megan gets fucked, really fucked…” Ellie smiled faintly, “she licks like a woman possessed.”

Angela cried out again beside her, trembling under Daniel as he pounded into her, and Ellie didn’t even blink.

“Once,” she added, almost like an afterthought, “I sat on her face for over an hour. Never told her to stop. Never had to. She just licked and licked. Like she needed it as much as I did.”

She finally looked at me.

No smirk. No condescension. Just calm certainty.

“They always lick so much better once they’ve just cum.”

She said it so casually—like a simple truth. Like something everyone would learn eventually.

But something about that line hit deeper. A quiet weight to it. Like it would mean more later. Like it was the beginning of something.

And still, no one moved.

Megan was still being fucked. Angela was still cumming. Daniel hadn’t even acknowledged Ellie’s presence. And I stood there, naked and pulsing, skin burning with humiliation and awe, the sound of Ellie’s voice echoing in my skull.

They always lick so much better once they’ve just cum.

Ellie’s voice had barely settled on the night air when Angela cried out—loud, raw, and broken. It didn’t sound human. Her scream cut across the deck like a shockwave, her body arching, jerking back onto Daniel’s cock with wild abandon as the orgasm hit her like a fucking storm. Her legs buckled, her whole body trembled, and Daniel just kept pounding into her, smooth and relentless, like he wasn’t done yet. Like he knew she could take more.

The sound was feral—part moan, part sob—pouring out of her as her pussy clenched around him again and again. I saw her knees wobble, her grip on the railing slip, and I could feel it in my chest, like it was happening inside me. It was the biggest orgasm I’d ever seen her have. And it wasn’t me giving it to her.

It was him.

I didn’t even realize someone was next to me until I felt the fingers wrap around my cock.

I flinched—gasped out loud, the touch so sudden, so real I thought I might fall over. My eyes shot down, heart pounding, and I saw her hand. Pale, confident, wrapped perfectly around me, stroking with just the right pressure.

Ellie.

She was standing beside me, completely naked now—when had she undressed?—her skin flushed, her curves lit by the moonlight like some pagan goddess stepping out of the dark. Her tits were magnificent, full and heavy, swaying softly as she moved her hand up and down my shaft with an obscene casualness that made my knees tremble. She hadn’t even looked at me yet. Her attention was still fixed on Daniel fucking Angela, her expression calm, thoughtful, like she was admiring a painting.

I stood there frozen, naked, cock pulsing in her grip. I couldn’t breathe.

I had been so sure. Ellie was gay. Everything about her—the way she moved, the way she spoke about Megan, her dominant energy—screamed it. I’d never once imagined she’d so much as touch me. And yet here she was, standing beside me like it was the most natural thing in the world, stroking me with lazy, confident precision, her wine glass now abandoned, set somewhere behind her.

She finally turned her head and looked at me.

Her dark eyes were steady, knowing, like she could see every twisted thought running through my mind. Her tits bounced with each slow pump of her hand, her nipples hard, and there was something deeply unhurried about her—a stillness that made everything around her feel chaotic by comparison.

“Look at your wife,” she murmured, her voice low, deliberate. “Full of Black cock. Just look at her.”

My eyes flicked back helplessly—Angela was still trembling, bent over the railing, her pussy stretched around Daniel’s thick shaft, cum smeared down her thighs, her ass bouncing as he kept fucking her through the aftershocks. Her moans were quieter now, but breathless, broken, like she was barely holding on.

Ellie’s grip tightened just slightly.

“Now cum for me, baby.”

I didn’t stand a chance.

The second the words hit me, the second I looked again—saw my wife being held open like that, filled so completely, taken so absolutely—I snapped.

My whole body convulsed as the orgasm tore through me. I didn’t even get a warning. It just hit. My knees buckled and I cried out—loud, pathetic, humiliated—as cum shot out of me in thick, hot ropes, splattering messily onto the deck between my feet. I tried to hold back, tried to ride it out quietly, but it was no use.

Ellie didn’t stop stroking.

She kept her hand on me, slow and firm, milking every last drop as my body twitched and jerked under her touch. My cock felt impossibly sensitive, the pleasure too much, but I couldn’t pull away. Couldn’t stop her. I was trembling, moaning under my breath, chest heaving with the weight of it all.

I felt broken open—humiliated by how fast I’d cum, by how little it took. Just her voice, her hand, and the sight of my wife filled by another man. That was all it took to reduce me to this twitching, dripping mess.

And then—just as my breathing started to slow, just as I began to gather what was left of my composure—Ellie leaned in.

Her lips brushed the edge of my ear, her breath hot against my skin.

And she whispered it again. The same words as before, but this time, they landed like a spell.

“They always lick so much better once they’ve just cum.”

I shuddered. Not from the cold. Not from the orgasm. But from the way her voice made my whole body tighten again, like something deeper had just been set in motion.

And as I looked up, I saw Megan, still gasping, still pinned beneath Anthony, her legs spread wide as she shook through another wave.

And I knew exactly what was coming next.

It was Megan who spoke first.

Her voice cut through the night—breathless but clear, full of hunger and command.

“Cum for me,” she said.

She looked back over her shoulder, locking eyes with Ellie—not Anthony, not me—Ellie.

There was something in that look. Not just heat, but history. Submission wrapped in defiance. Permission wrapped in pride. Then she turned her head again and glanced at Anthony, still buried inside her, his hips slamming against her ass in short, desperate thrusts.

“I want you to cum in me,” she said, louder now, breath catching with each word. “Fill me up.”

Anthony groaned—deep and guttural—and Megan pushed back against him, grinding her hips, urging him deeper. She was soaked, her inner thighs slick with her own cum, and each thrust now was urgent, frantic. She wanted it. Needed it.

And then it happened.

Anthony let out a low, strangled moan, and his body seized—fingers digging into Megan’s hips as he slammed forward one final time and held there, buried deep. His whole frame shook as he came, cock twitching inside her, pouring himself into her in long, hard pulses. Megan arched her back and gasped, her mouth falling open as she felt it—felt him filling her, claiming her.

And when it was done—when his breath slowed and he finally let go of her hips—Megan stayed exactly where she was for a moment, letting it drip.

Then she stood.

Slowly. Deliberately.

She turned around, sweat clinging to her chest, hair stuck to her neck, and looked straight at us—at Ellie, at me.

And smiled.

Her pussy was a mess. Thick white cum oozed from between her lips, running down through her curls, glistening in the moonlight as it dripped onto the deck below her. She made no effort to hide it. No effort to clean it. She stood tall, her legs parted just enough to let it fall freely.

Ellie’s gaze didn’t waver.

She stepped forward—slow, graceful, naked—and looked down at Megan’s soaked pussy like she was examining something precious. Something earned.

There was no shame in the air now. No hesitation.

Just Megan, standing proud, dripping with another man’s cum.

And Ellie, watching her with the calm, hungry patience of someone who knew exactly what came next.

Megan was still standing in the moonlight, her thighs slick with cum, her cunt proudly leaking onto the deck, when Angela finally spoke.

Her voice cut through the sounds of the boat rocking, the low rustle of the sea.

“Daniel,” she gasped, her voice hoarse and trembling, but laced with a filthy, almost desperate edge. “I want you to cum in me. Don’t pull out. Just—” she broke off with a whimper as he drove into her again, “fucking fill me.”

She looked back at him over her shoulder, hair tangled and matted to her skin, her mouth open in a broken moan. “I want to feel it dripping out of me all the way back to the cabin.”

Ellie let out a soft chuckle beside me.

“God,” she murmured, her voice lazy and dripping with satisfaction, “she’s a fucking mess, isn’t she?” I felt her hand brush across my stomach, grazing my softening cock, now wet and sensitive, and I flinched at the contact. She didn’t care.

Angela pushed back against Daniel harder now, her hips grinding and jerking, her moans devolving into high, helpless gasps. She wasn’t just letting him fuck her anymore—she was fucking him back, with everything she had left. Each thrust was a slap of wet flesh, brutal and loud, echoing across the open deck.

“I didn’t think she had this in her,” Ellie said quietly, her breath hot against my cheek. “You should see your face right now. So red. So embarrassed. But your little slut of a wife? She’s in heaven. Look at her, begging for it. Owned by his cock. Absolutely dripping.”

Angela’s voice broke into a string of filthy, slurred nonsense—words barely recognizable, cries of pleasure punctuated with whimpers and gasps.

Daniel groaned, deeper this time, a rough growl that said he was close. Angela heard it too.

“Yes,” she cried, her voice desperate. “Cum in me, Daniel. Please. I want it all. I want it so bad.”

He grunted and slammed into her one last time, his grip bruising her hips as he buried himself to the hilt—and held.

Angela screamed.

Her whole body seized up, a final climax tearing through her as Daniel began to unload inside her. His cock twitched deep in her stretched cunt, and her thighs shook violently, her voice breaking into sobbing gasps as she came with him, milking every thick spurt.

“Jesus,” Ellie whispered, almost reverently. “He’s fucking flooding her.”

Angela’s legs started to give out. She sagged against the railing, panting, twitching, her body unable to hold itself upright. Daniel finally stepped back, pulling his cock out of her with a wet, sticky sound.

That’s when it happened.

A sudden, wet burst of air—loud and shameless. A queef that echoed in the silence, followed by an obscene gush of cum that poured from her wrecked pussy in a thick, heavy stream. It splattered to the deck with a lewd noise, mixing with the puddle already beneath her.

I stared.

Her cunt was ruined. Lips swollen, glistening, stretched wide open, clenching weakly as more of his load trickled out. It looked like she was still trying to hold it in, but there was too much. Way too much.

Ellie’s hand slid up my side again. “Bet you’ve never filled her like that,” she whispered. “That pussy’s wide open now. Soaking. Look at it.”

Angela finally straightened, slowly, her thighs trembling. Her body shimmered with sweat, cum still leaking down her legs in thick trails. She turned around, her chest rising and falling, her eyes locking onto mine.

And then she smiled.

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t shy. It was filthy. Proud. Her lips parted, and for a second, I thought she was going to speak. But she didn’t have to.

That smile said everything.

Look what he did to me.

Look what I took.

Look how much I fucking loved it.

My cock gave a pathetic twitch, still sensitive, still leaking from the brutal orgasm Ellie had wrung out of me moments earlier. I couldn’t look away from Angela’s body—fucked open, dripping, used—and from the gleam in her eyes as she stared right through me.

Ellie’s mouth was suddenly right at my ear again, her voice low and sing-song.

“They always lick so much better once they’ve just cum.”

I stood there, bare feet planted on the sticky, salt-worn deck, skin damp with sweat, still trembling from the orgasm Ellie had just milked out of me. My cock hung soft and spent, slick with her touch, with my cum, with everything that had just happened. Around me, the night moved on—the ocean lapping gently at the hull, Megan swaying where she stood, cum trailing from her thighs, Angela beaming proudly through her wreckage, still leaking Daniel’s seed.

And Ellie.

Ellie, beside me, naked and glowing, calm as ever. Her words still echoed in my head like a spell I hadn’t quite understood.

They always lick so much better once they’ve just cum.

I blinked, suddenly aware of the weight of that sentence.

My mind reeled.

She couldn’t have meant—wait.

Angela had just cum harder than I’d ever seen. She was the obvious one, wasn’t she? My eyes flicked toward her instinctively, as if trying to decode what came next. Would Ellie have her drop to her knees? Was she about to command her to crawl across the deck and bury her face between Megan’s thighs? Or was this moment reserved for Megan and Angela together—licking Ellie until she collapsed into bliss?

Or—God—maybe it was someone else entirely. Captain Lucy? She was still somewhere on the boat. Quiet. Watching?

I looked around, trying to read the cues. Trying to anticipate what came next.

Then my eyes dropped.

And I saw it.

The puddle at my feet. My cum.

Still warm. Still glistening in the moonlight. Rope after rope of it, sprayed across the deck in a chaotic mess, drying into little milky trails on the wood. It looked obscene. I looked obscene—naked, trembling, flushed red with shame, standing over my own mess.

And that’s when it hit me.

I’d just cum.

The realization hit like a body blow—slow, deep, and inescapable. I hadn’t just watched my wife get filled. I hadn’t just been humiliated by Ellie’s hand, milked in front of everyone like a pathetic toy.

No.

I was the one who’d just cum.

And Ellie’s words weren’t about Angela.

They were about me.

I felt my mouth go dry. My stomach turned. My knees weakened in a way that had nothing to do with pleasure.

This whole time, I’d been trying to figure out who the next submissive act belonged to. Who would be made to kneel. Who would be told to clean up, to serve, to taste.

But Ellie had already chosen.

She had chosen me.

And now, suddenly, everything made sense. The way she’d smiled. The way she’d whispered that line after making me cum. Not to tease. Not to flatter.

To prepare me.

Because now I’d licked better.

Now I’d be the one.

The taste was waiting.

And I already knew where it would come from.

Ellie moved with quiet authority, not a word spoken, her body slick with sweat and moonlight as she stepped away from me—her presence lingering like heat on my skin.

She crossed the deck toward Megan, who was still standing dazed and radiant, her thighs sticky with Anthony’s cum, her chest rising and falling with the aftermath. Her eyes flicked up just as Ellie reached her, and whatever passed between them was silent but understood.

Ellie leaned in and kissed her.

Not a soft kiss.

A claiming kiss. Hungry and wet and full of purpose. Megan moaned into it, her hands trembling slightly as they rose to cup Ellie’s bare hips, then slid along the curve of her waist, pulling her in. Their bodies pressed together—Ellie’s full breasts mashing against Megan’s smaller frame, skin on skin, slick and fevered.

Then Ellie’s hand moved—sliding up, into Megan’s hair, fingers curling with deliberate tenderness.

She broke the kiss.

And gently, slowly, pushed Megan downward.

The gesture wasn’t harsh. It didn’t need to be. Megan melted into it, her lips parting, her breath catching as she sank to her knees in front of the woman she belonged to. Her hands slid around Ellie’s ass, fingers digging in, and then she pulled herself forward—burying her face between Ellie’s thighs with a needy, helpless moan.

Ellie let out a low, satisfied sigh and arched her back slightly, one hand still tangled in Megan’s hair, the other resting on her own stomach. Her hips began to roll slowly, rhythmically, guiding Megan’s tongue. Her eyes fluttered closed, her mouth curling into a soft smile.

I stared, breathless.

The scene was unreal. Megan—slim, dripping, submissive—on her knees. Ellie—naked, powerful, glowing—accepting worship like it was her birthright.

I didn’t even notice Angela move.

I only felt it.

Fingers in my hair.

Not rough. Gentle. Familiar. Possessive.

I flinched, instinctively—but then I smelled her skin. Warm. Salty. Tangled in sex and sweat. Her body pressed against my side, and her hand stayed firm at the back of my head.

I turned, slowly.

Angela was looking down at me, her face flushed, her pupils wide, her lips still parted in a fucked-out smile. Cum still trailed down her thighs. Her pussy was a ruined, leaking mess.

And she looked so fucking proud of it.

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. Her eyes said it all.

It’s your turn.

My chest tightened, my throat dry.

And then—with no resistance, no words—I let her guide me down.

My knees hit the deck, still sticky with cum. My body was weak, trembling, bare. My cock, useless and soft, brushed my thigh as I knelt, and I felt the last vestiges of pride leave me.

I was beneath her now.

Not because she forced me—but because I couldn’t not be.

Angela stepped forward, parting her thighs just enough, and the scent hit me like a wave—salt, sweat, sex, and Daniel’s cum thick in the air. She didn’t clean up. She didn’t need to. That was my job now.

I looked up, one last time, and saw Megan devouring Ellie’s pussy like she hadn’t breathed in hours.

And beside her, Angela reached down… and tugged gently at my hair.

The final moment had arrived.

I knelt there in front of her, skin flushed, knees damp and sticky against the deck. I could feel every grain of wood beneath me, every droplet of cum slowly cooling on my thighs. My breath came short and shallow as Angela stepped forward, parting her legs without a word.

Her pussy was a wreck.

Completely stretched open, still glistening in the moonlight, her lips puffy and raw from Daniel’s cock. Cum—his cum—was still leaking from her. Thick, creamy, slowly oozing down her thighs in lazy trails. The smell hit me first: musky, heavy, undeniably male. I could feel my stomach tighten, a sick twist of nausea and heat rising in my throat. But she didn’t move. She just stood there, one hand still resting lightly on my head, her eyes locked on mine.

I knew what she wanted.

I’d done it before. Licked her clean after she’d been with other men. But never like this. Never in front of them.

I looked past her for a moment, just long enough to see Daniel and Anthony standing nearby, still fully naked. Daniel had a beer bottle in his hand now, his massive cock hanging thick and heavy between his legs, glistening with Angela’s wetness. He took a casual sip, leaned against the railing like he was just enjoying the view. Anthony stood beside him, relaxed, smirking slightly as he watched me. Neither of them said anything.

They didn’t have to.

The humiliation hit like a body blow. It was all of them watching me now. Watching me kneel. Watching me about to put my face between my wife’s thighs and taste another man’s cum. I wanted to look away. To hide. But I couldn’t.

Angela’s fingers tightened slightly in my hair.

And I leaned in.

The heat of her hit me first, still radiating from her core. I hesitated for a heartbeat, my breath brushing against her slick, open folds—and then I opened my mouth and started to lick.

The taste was awful.

Thick and salty, almost bitter. Daniel’s cum coated her insides, smeared across her lips, and the moment my tongue dragged through it, I nearly gagged. My stomach flipped. It wasn’t just the taste—it was the texture. Sticky, clinging, like mucus and oil. My jaw clenched instinctively, but I forced myself to breathe through my nose, not to pull back.

Angela moaned softly above me. Encouraging. Expecting.

I went deeper, flattening my tongue against her pussy, trying to ignore the way it clung to me, how every pass of my tongue pulled more of that viscous, foreign fluid into my mouth. I swallowed hard—more than once—not because I wanted to, but because I had to. My tongue was drenched in it.

And still, I kept going.

Because this was what she needed from me.

Because I wanted to prove that I could do it. That I would do it. Even when it was revolting. Especially when it was.

Angela gasped again, louder this time, and her legs shifted—widening her stance, opening herself further for me. Her fingers stayed in my hair, holding me to her as I circled her clit with my tongue, soft at first, then firmer. I could feel how swollen she was. How sensitive. How overstimulated and sore—but somehow still aching for more.

And I gave it to her.

I buried my tongue in her, lapping and sucking, dragging every last drop of cum from her pussy. I tasted her orgasm, I tasted Daniel, and I tasted the raw, aching truth of what she'd just taken. And the more I licked, the more I hated it—and the more I needed it.

It was the most humiliating thing I’d ever done.

And I was rock hard again.

I tried to focus on her reactions. The way her thighs trembled when I circled just right. The way her breathing hitched when I sucked softly at her clit. The way her hands clenched tighter in my hair when I moaned into her—yes, moaned, my mouth full of cum, but still letting her know I was here, that I was hers.

She started to rock her hips gently, grinding into my face, and I opened wider, letting her take what she needed.

And then she came.

The first orgasm hit suddenly. Her whole body locked up, thighs clamping around my head as she gasped, her cunt pulsing against my tongue. I kept licking through it, kept drawing circles around her clit, feeling her body twitch and shake until her legs nearly gave out.

“Fuck,” she moaned, staggering slightly, one hand bracing herself against the railing now, the other still holding my head against her.

But she didn’t let me stop.

I kept going, my tongue sore now, jaw aching. My lips and chin were soaked in her mess. But I didn’t stop.

Not until the second orgasm hit.

This one was slower, deeper. I felt it building as she trembled harder, her legs beginning to shake in earnest. Her voice cracked—a single, ragged sound that barely resembled a word—as she pressed herself down onto my face. I flicked faster, sucked harder, pushed my tongue deep into her one more time—

And she came again.

Her legs buckled. Her body collapsed forward slightly, and I had to catch her with both hands on her thighs as she rode it out. Her pussy clenched wildly around nothing, juices flooding against my mouth as she gasped and cried out.

Only when she finally sagged back, pulling herself off of me with shaking knees, did I sit up.

I wiped my face with the back of my arm, breath ragged, every nerve in my body burning.

My chin was coated in cum—hers and his, smeared together. My lips were raw. My tongue numb. And yet I felt more alive, more seen, than I had in my entire life.

Angela turned to me, her eyes half-lidded, dazed, glowing.

She reached down without a word and took my soft cock in her hand. It twitched in her palm—useless, messy, still damp from the first orgasm Ellie had pulled from me.

She leaned in and kissed me.

Full on the mouth.

Her lips pressed to mine, tasting what I’d just tasted, and I kissed her back like I couldn’t live without it.

When she pulled back, her hand still loosely wrapped around my cock, she smiled.

“Ellie was right,” she whispered, her voice low and wicked. “They do lick better once they’ve cum.”

And I knew then—deep in my gut, in my heart, in the trembling shell of what I used to call pride—that she was right.

And that I’d do it again.


Epilogue

We’re back now. Back to our little house, our little routines. The tan has faded. The laundry’s been done. The diving gear is packed away in the garage, and the photos from the trip sit quietly in a shared album—sunsets, coral reefs, dinners on deck. Smiling faces. Nothing that would suggest what really happened out there.

What changed.

Angela’s still the same on the surface. Still the smiling wife who kisses me on the cheek as she heads off to work. Still the woman who texts me about what we need from the shops. Who curls up next to me on the sofa with her feet tucked under a blanket and her head on my shoulder. Still mine.

But not just mine.

Not anymore.

Because every few months—when the pressure builds, when her body starts humming for something more—she gets what she needs.

A message comes through. A plan is made. And then I watch her get ready. The same woman who packs lunches and remembers our neighbour’s birthdays is suddenly standing in front of the mirror in lace and heels, checking her lipstick, making sure her pussy is smooth, open, ready.

She still fucks Black men.

Daniel, sometimes. Anthony, when he’s passing through. And others, too. Always bigger than me. Always hung, thick, hard, and confident. She chooses them like she’s picking dessert. She knows what she needs now.

And I always watch.

Sometimes from the edge of the bed. Sometimes from the doorway. Sometimes, if she’s feeling cruel, with my hands tied behind my back, cock aching and untouched while she gets split open by someone who doesn’t even look at me.

And when it’s done—when her legs are trembling, and her pussy is dripping—she calls for me.

Because Ellie was right.

They do lick better once they’ve cum.

I never understood it before. Not really. But now I feel it. In the pit of my stomach. In the trembling in my limbs. In the way my tongue moves when I taste her after she’s been filled—wide open, raw, and leaking. When the heat of her is still fresh, when the taste of another man is thick in my mouth and I have to fight the urge to gag through the shame and arousal pulsing inside me.

And the truth?

I do lick better.

After I’ve cum. After I’ve watched her used. After I’ve been broken down again and again and still come back for more.

It isn’t just routine now. It’s part of us. A cycle. A ritual.

She gets fucked.

I watch.

And then I worship her.

Angela still kisses me like she loves me. She still laughs at my terrible jokes. We still hold hands at the cinema. But I know—she knows—that I’m never more hers than when I’m on my knees, licking the cum out of her.

That’s who we are now.

Husband and wife.

Lover and whore.

Observer and servant.

And I wouldn’t change a thing.

Because Ellie was right.

They always lick better once they’ve just cum.

And I always will.
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The Hotwife: A Husband Watches His Cuckold Fantasy Become Reality

I'm not that different to any other guy really. You'd never really guess anything was different if you met my wife Lucy or me. In fact you could come to our house, spend the day chatting with us as we sit drinking beers and never know the truth.

The truth that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, watching my wife on her knees in front of another man. Listening as she tells me how much bigger he is.

Or that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, waiting for her to come home and sit on my face, building up the Dutch courage to actually do it, to go down on her after another man has filled her full of his cum in a hotel room.

Listen, I am just a normal guy, with just one secret, one thing that makes me different to a lot of guys. My cuckold fantasy has actually become a reality.


Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.

Bigger, Younger, Blacker: A White Wife's Journey Into A New Dark Fantasy

James had fantasized about it for years—his beautiful wife with another man. Not just any man, but someone younger. Stronger. Bigger. A Black man with the kind of cock that would ruin her. It had always been just a fantasy… until it wasn’t.

When Becky finally gave in to his suggestion, neither of them expected how far things would go. Andre was only eighteen—cocky, muscular, and hung like something out of James’s darkest, most arousing nightmares. And once Becky saw what Andre was working with, there was no turning back.

James thought he was ready. He told himself this was what he wanted.

But nothing had prepared him for the sight of his elegant, loyal wife choking on a cock so thick she could barely take it. Or the way her pussy stretched for him, dripped for him, squirted for him—again and again. And nothing had prepared James for what he felt when he saw the pleasure on her face... and realized it wasn’t just for show.

As James struggled to reclaim his wife in the only way he still could, Becky discovered a hunger she never knew she had. What had started as a shared fantasy became something far more intense—and far more real.

And there was no going back.
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