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The Couple Next Door

Mr. and Mrs. Westerkampf, I said to the clerk at the front desk. It was after eleven and we had been traveling all day to reach the Caribbean Island where we were going to enjoy a seven-day vacation. The young lady found our registration without difficulty, and just a few minutes later we were in our room unpacking.

“I think I’m going to take a bath,” Kasey announced with her red eyes signaling her exhaustion.

“Do you want some room service?” I asked.

“I’m too tired to eat. Let’s just go to bed,” she replied.

I nodded, then watched her grab her things and disappear into the bathroom. Deciding I could use a drink to relax, I grabbed the bottle of whiskey I had brought, cracked it open, and went outside to get some ice from the machine. When I returned, I poured a double before moving to the patio. The soft breeze was surprisingly cool, but it felt refreshing and I leaned back into the padded chair with a deep sigh. Since we were on the ground floor, the view was minimal, but I was able to see a bit of water and some of the lights of the city across the bay.

I thought about Kasey and how lucky I was to be married to a woman that was a nice combination of beauty, brains, and personality. We had been married for two years, tying the knot when she was twenty-four and I was twenty-five. Having met through mutual friends, our relationship developed over eighteen months, so when we decided we wanted to be married, we felt it was based on sound judgment.

Going inside to get another drink, I ran into Kasey coming out of the bathroom. Dressed for bed, she just nodded when I explained I was sitting outside, and before I had finished, she had moved to the bed, pulled the covers over her body, and closed her eyes.

Back on the patio, I was thinking about the things we were going to do while sipping my drink. The liquor was going down smoothly, but I knew it was better to stop after the second or I would risk a hangover. Just as I started to rise, I noticed some movement through the glass door of the next room, and curious, I dropped back into the chair.

The patio design consisted of a low wall that separated the spaces topped with planter boxes that contained trimmed shrubs rising to about five feet. However, near the bottom of the plants, an unfilled space allowed me to see into the adjoining room via a two-foot-wide opening in the curtain. The light was dim but it provided enough illumination to make out part of the bed and the nightstand. The movement stopped, but now with my interest piqued, I focused on the opening.

Suddenly, I saw the naked torso of what looked like a very attractive woman recline on the bed. I could tell she was well-tanned and had nice firm breasts with quarter-sized nipples. She was talking with someone that remained unseen, but it didn’t take much imagination to guess the direction of things. A broad smile broke out on my face as I thought about what I might get to see, as, in all my years, I had never witnessed others having sex.

Luckily, I didn’t have to wait long as just seconds later I saw her left leg move and a man’s body appear. He positioned himself on top of her and immediately began to rise and fall as they fucked. Although I had a limited view, I did see the woman respond by first gripping the man’s bicep before moving her hand slowly to his shoulder. I thought about waking Kasey but decided against it due to her exhaustion and the simple fact that I wasn’t sure how she would react.

It wasn’t long before I saw the woman close her legs around the man’s waist which to me meant her passion was growing. She seemed to be truly enjoying the sex, and my painful hard-on indicated I was as well. However, it was what happened next that shifted my thoughts and almost had me falling out of my chair.

With my eyes locked onto the scene as I debated whether to pull out my dick, another body filled the space between the bed and the window. It was a male figure and he leaned over the bed bracing himself with one hand on the headboard while the woman’s hand found the cheek of his naked ass. From his position, I guessed she was sucking on his cock while the first man continued to thrust into her. Now, all kinds of thoughts filled my head. Was there another female in the room waiting patiently for her turn or was it a threesome with the woman the center of attention? Unless any other form came into view, I would have no way of knowing, and that realization made the situation even more exciting.

A few minutes later, a flurry of movement indicated something was taking place. As I watched, the man getting his dick sucked backed away and the other man climbed off the woman. As soon as he was free, the second man turned her onto her knees, lined up behind her, and pushed his hips forward. He began a rapid motion that went on for at least a minute before he slowed and started a more deliberate pace. However, he didn’t last long and when the muscles in his ass tensed and his grip on her waist tightened, I knew he was close. Suddenly, he lunged forward knocking her partly over, and then thrust hard once more making her fall onto the bed with him following. They stayed that way for a while as he ground his pelvis into her ass before he dismounted and I got a look at his large cock now hanging half-hard between his legs. Soon, everyone disappeared, and a few minutes later the light went off leaving me with my thoughts and an aching dick. So, with a final swig of the few remaining drops in the tumbler, I went inside, stripped, and slipped into the bed snuggling close against my purring wife. My hand snaked under the cropped t-shirt she always wore to bed and I found the mounds I loved so much. I gently fondled them flicking the nipples along the way hoping that there was still some energy left inside her body.

“Kevin, stop, please…I’m too tired,” she whined while swatting my hand and twisting her body away.

It had been a long shot, but I was so horny from the show that I had to try. There had been a time when she would never have turned down lovemaking. Oh well, I thought, I guess that’s what married life does to you. Unfortunately, I was now stuck in bed with no way to relieve myself except by my own hand but a trip to the bathroom didn’t seem appealing, so I stared at the ceiling thinking about the lovers next door until I finally drifted off.

The next day we went to the beach, then the pool, relaxing and soaking up the sun before finally hitting town late in the day so Kasey could do some shopping. She had attracted some attention in her sexy bikini which I found entertaining but not surprising. At 5′7″ tall and 126 pounds, her radiant green eyes and light brown shoulder-length hair highlighted her lovely face and her long, slender legs, tight butt, and 34C breasts topped with little nipples helped form an equally impressive body.

Later, after taking a nap and grabbing a light dinner, we were on the veranda of the hotel bar when I spotted the woman from next door. She came in and sat on a stool with a man that I recognized as one of the two from the previous night and immediately I was struck by how normal they looked. I suppose I expected that a woman that would participate in a threesome would be low class, something of a skank. However, she looked like she could easily fit in the suburbs as a thirtyish, attractive, and respectable neighbor. She appeared to be a pound or two heavier than Kasey with dark hair that she wore short, and she sported an infectious smile. I couldn’t help but watch as she talked both with her escort and those around her.

“Interested?” my wife asked, startling me.

“No, just think I’ve seen her before,” I replied, fighting back a smile.

“Where?” Kasey responded, sounding a bit annoyed.

“She’s in the next room…next to ours,” I told her, unable to hold back an even wider grin.

“Tell me what’s going on,” she demanded, realizing there must be a story of some kind.

Slowly, picking my words carefully, I described what I had witnessed the previous night while paying close attention to Kasey’s reaction. Fortunately, she didn’t take it badly, and her questions showed that she was more curious than offended by the information.

“Well now I know why I got mauled last night,” she said after hearing all the details, correctly linking my attempts to make love to her with my arousal from watching.

“I don’t need anything to get hot for you,” I replied taking her hand in mine.

“Admit it got you excited,” she suddenly demanded.

“Well, I guess it did some. I’ve never seen people do it, and then the first time I do it’s a threesome,” I laughed.

“Hmmm…” she responded.

“I can’t get over how normal she looks,” I said like it was something profound.

“What did you expect?” my wife answered in a way that made me feel a little naive.

“I don’t know. Something different I guess,” I said, avoiding details.

For the next few minutes, we were quiet and watched the woman. She had attracted the attention of two men, in addition to her escort, and all three were engaged in an animated conversation. There were lots of smiles and laughter, although we were too far away to make out the conversation.

“She’s available,” Kasey stated.

“What do you mean?” I responded quickly.

“She’s flirting and letting them know she’s available. Sit outside tonight and you might get another show,” she explained.

For the next hour and a half, we drank cocktails and watched the dynamics speculating on how things were progressing and what type of relationship the woman was in. My worries about Kasey finding offense faded, as she became equally engaged in the conversation and surprisingly never got judgmental. Finally, growing tired, we left the group still chatting and drinking and went to our room. We stripped quickly and were kissing and fondling each other in bed when we heard the door to the room next close. Immediately, we both got quiet and we managed to hear the faint sound of voices, but could not make out the words.

“Let’s go look,” Kasey said, starting to slide out of bed.

She grabbed her robe while I pulled on my boxers and quietly, we slipped outside and peered through the shrubs.

“Curtain is closed,” I stated with disappointment.

“Damn,” she responded, then we both began giggling and went inside.

Back in bed, we began kissing and touching again, but I could tell my wife’s attention was on the next room, as was mine.

“You think she brought company back?” I asked, as my fingers lightly pinched her nipples.

“Yes…do you?” she answered instantly.

“Yes,” I agreed.

In truth, I thought her response showed a lot of wishful thinking but I certainly didn’t want to break the mood, especially since she was showing me a part of her I had never seen before. The adjoining room had become quiet and after several minutes we assumed that we had been wrong and that the woman and her guy had gone to sleep. I couldn’t wait anymore, so I climbed between her legs and slid my hard dick into a very wet slit. I moved slowly, pushing in deep while enjoying her velvety feel, and listened to Kasey purr as her hands ran back and forth from my shoulders to my butt.

“Ohhh…mmm…uhhh…” came the sudden, undeniable sound of a female from the next room.

We became still and once again listened intently, and although the sounds were soft, and most of the time indistinguishable, it was enough to tell that our pretty neighbor was getting fucked.

“Wow,” I said, and started moving into my wife again.

“She likes sex,” Kasey said between sighs.

“So do you,” I teased.

“Just with you,” she answered.

“How do you know? You’ve never tried it,” I shot back without thinking and immediately cringed awaiting the ire of her response.

However, it never came. Instead, we continued to make love, and just as the silence was becoming awkward, the woman next door gave several cries of passion. Kasey seemed to become more aroused by her sounds, and her legs wrapped around me pulling me deeper. I felt myself on the final approach to a climax, and through gritted teeth tried to hold on long enough for my wife to reach hers. Fortunately, I made it, and as soon as I felt her start my balls exploded filling her with my semen. Now, with both of us experiencing a strong release, thoughts of our neighbor faded, and soon we drifted away.

We slept in the next morning, and just as we were leaving our room, we heard the next door open and the woman and her man stepped into the corridor. Politely nodding to each other, once again I felt impacted by how her normal appearance didn’t match my judgmental biases. I don’t know why, but I continued to look for some flaw, some defect that explained her tawdry behavior. In truth, I didn’t know if she had more than her husband or boyfriend with her the previous night, but in my mind she did and I thought if I asked my wife, she would agree.

We spent the day much like the previous, catching sun and idly looking around the island. Kasey was dozing on a recliner when my mind drifted back to a time when I was a senior in high school and a group of us, my girlfriend and three other couples, ended up skinny dipping at an isolated spot on the river late on a hot summer night. At the time, it seemed insanely wild and, in many ways, it still did. My girlfriend was the best looking in the group, and I recalled that my attention was drawn more to the other boys looking at her than it was in checking out the other girls. I was now experiencing a similar feeling with Kasey, watching how other men looked at her in her stylish bikini, while realizing that rather than being upset by their looks, I was proud that she attracted attention. I noticed that men would sometimes go out of their way when leaving the beach to walk by our spot and steal looks at her body and, for a while, after turning onto her back, she had unknowingly sported a nice camel toe in her bottoms, but I had stayed silent, as I watched several men steal glances.

After dinner outside the hotel, we were walking back to our room when we noticed a live band playing at the bar. Talking Kasey into a nightcap, we walked to the entrance and looked around for a place to sit. The place was about three-quarters full with a half dozen couples dancing in a small area in front of the band.

“Let’s sit at the bar,” I suggested, as a sudden inspiration hit me.

We settled on two stools and when the drinks arrived, we chatted about our day and the crowd. Secretly, I had decided on the bar hoping we would see our neighbors and maybe learn something about them. However, halfway through our drink, they hadn’t shown, but two guys, that looked to be around our age, came in and one took the open spot next to Kasey.

“Hey, how’s it going?” I said when I caught the one standing looking at my wife.

“Good thanks,” he replied, a bit embarrassed.

I couldn’t blame him as Kasey was looking very good in a short, white sundress that came to mid-thigh, with the top cut in a way that showed the beginnings of her breasts, and remembering how the woman last night had flirted with several men at almost this same spot, I imagined her doing the same. I knew she wouldn’t initiate the conversation, but I thought she might join in if I got things going. I started asking them about their vacation and what they had done and planned to do, and along the way learned their names were Wes and Robert. In addition, we learned that Wes was divorced and Robert had never married and that they were both in real estate. Once kicked off, as I hoped, the conversation started to flow and my wife joined in.

The men bought us a round, so naturally, we needed to stay and return the favor, and these drinks, coupled with what we had at dinner, were getting us smashed. Leaving to hit the restroom, I came back to see that the two men had moved much closer to Kasey and they were all talking and laughing. It looked very close to the way our neighbor’s exchange had gone, and I stopped behind some plants where I could discreetly watch them interact.

For some reason, watching our neighbor’s threesome had impacted me greatly and I continued to dwell on it. The pure sexuality of witnessing the two men take the woman for their pleasure and then learn afterward that she wasn’t some tramp challenged my perspectives. I realized that part of the problem was likely my age and provincial thinking, but we are what we are. Now, here I was, purposefully setting my wife up in a situation to mimic what I had witnessed the night before.

Without question, the men were flirting with Kasey, although they never crossed the line. They didn’t touch her or become vulgar with their words, at least not while I was there. Their actions didn’t surprise me in the least but Kasey was flirting a bit too, and although her efforts were much less pronounced, it still amazed me.

I returned to the bar just as Robert headed to the restroom, and while Wes turned to speak with the bartender, I spoke with Kasey.

“Which one do you want?” I whispered into her ear, trying to fight off a grin.

Kasey leaned back and looked at me, then replied with her own smile, “Both.”

“What?” I answered, shocked by her boldness as my smile disappeared.

“I think it’s time we get you to bed,” she responded with a roll of her eyes as Wes rejoined us. When he looked at her quizzically, she continued, “We’ve had enough and are going to call it a night. Please give our goodnights to your friend.”

With that, we left, with my wife taking my hand and leading me out the door and towards our room like a child. I wondered how much trouble I was in, so I was relieved when once inside she went into the bathroom then joined me in bed without bringing it up. As she snuggled next to me, she shot me an impish look that I knew meant she was up for play. I wasted no time in getting her naked and then, with no foreplay, I climbed between her legs and eased in.

“Ohhh…” she moaned in pleasure as my length traveled its way inside.

We got into a nice easy rhythm and I listened to her expel soft mews of pleasure. Kasey was not normally much of a talker during our lovemaking, so I relied on her sighs and gasps to guide my actions, and I could tell she was truly enjoying herself.

“I’m sorry for what I said,” I whispered to her, wanting to make sure we cleared the air.

“Just for what you said?’ she replied with a heavy breath.

“What? What do you mean?” I stumbled, suspecting what she was alluding to.

“Don’t try to deny it. You wanted them to chat with us. You even sat us in the same place as that woman,” she answered, completely busting me.

However, at the same time, her right hand went to my butt and pulled on it to get me moving again.

“Was it that obvious?” I laughed.

“Completely. Now, no more talking,” she commanded.

As per her orders, I concentrated my attention on her lovely body and soon she began emitting passionate whimpers. Surprisingly, she climaxed quickly, which was not normal for her, and then, after just a few minutes, her mews started again. Just as I lost control and started to ejaculate, I felt her body stiffen.

“Twice?” I gasped, trying to catch my breath, while I planted soft kisses on her face and neck.

“Uh-huh,” she answered through her labored breathing.

A mixture of happiness for her and pride at my sexual prowess swept through me, and I rolled to her side, then spooned against her. Even in my diminished state, I couldn’t keep my hands still and they alternated between her firm breasts and flat tummy.

“You’re so proud of yourself,” she giggled after a minute.

“I am! I feel like a stud,” I declared, joining in her laughter.

“You are a stud,” she replied, patting me on the hip, and even though there was a hint of sarcasm in her voice, it didn’t weaken my mood.

“What got you so hot?” I asked.


“You did sweetie,” she replied in a soft voice.

“You sure you weren’t thinking about Robert and Wes?” I giggled, and braced for an elbow to my ribs or kick in the shin.

However, when several seconds went by and there was no response, it dawned on me that I might have hit the bullseye. Suddenly, it was all very clear and I felt stupid for not putting two and two together more quickly.

I put my mouth close to her ear and whispered, “That’s it, isn’t it?”

“Honey it was you,” she shot back, but the tone of her voice betrayed her.

“Don’t lie,” I challenged her.

Silence ensued that lasted long enough to become awkward, but I wasn’t going to let her off the hook.

Finally, in a faint whisper, she said, “Maybe…some.”

“Well, you are a naughty girl,” I laughed, then held her tight when she tried to wiggle free.

“You started it,” she countered after she realized she wasn’t getting away.

“Which one?” I asked.

Kasey reached back and found my newly aroused dick that was pressing into her back, and with a squeeze, she replied, “Both.”

That was too much for me to take and I pulled my dick from her hand and maneuvered until I could push into her oozing pussy from behind.

“Yeah…” I grunted as I slid in, and felt rewarded when she let loose with a deep moan.

“That feels so good,” she declared once I had started a slow rhythm.

We enjoyed the connection as our hands wandered and my lips tickled her neck. However, both of us had already achieved big releases, so there was no urgency. After about fifteen minutes, I stopped moving and with a quick wiggle of her butt, Kasey expelled my dick. Then, she twisted until we faced each other, squeezed me hard, and locked her mouth onto mine.

“Love you,” I declared when our kiss ended.

“Me too,” she sighed as she snuggled against me, signaling it was time for sleep.

The next morning, we shared a nice breakfast and then I left her to play a round of golf at a nearby course. She intended to go back to the room for a bit and then sun at the pool until I returned. I hoped that the course would be empty allowing me to blitz through the round but I got paired with an older couple who were great company although quite slow. Thus, it took over five hours to finish and after brief goodbyes, I left for the hotel expecting to find an annoyed wife. The room was empty so I made a fast change into beach attire and went to the pool. The area was large and irregular so it took some effort to complete a scan but I failed to spot her, so I headed towards the beach. A set of stairs on one side of the bar marked the transition and I had almost reached the sand when up ahead and to my left I saw my wife on a lounger with Wes on one side of her and Robert on the other. All were on their backs wearing sunglasses, but as I paused to consider the situation, Wes turned onto his elbow which brought the other two into a conversation that lasted for several minutes. The interaction coupled with what was already in my head made me decide to watch for a while so I retreated to the bar and managed to find a stool on the corner that enabled me an unfettered view.

The trio rested some thirty yards away from my position and a dozen feet lower which made it close enough to follow any broad movement but much too far away to hear any words or pick up on any subtleties. Kasey wore my favorite teal green string bikini which left her hips exposed and a good bit of her lower tummy. As I watched, they engaged in another exchange, and this time she turned towards Wes which made me wonder how much of her breasts she revealed. The thought of her exposing her nipples raced through my brain but just as I felt my dick stiffen, the bartender interrupted my reverie.

“What’ll you have?” the dark man asked in the disarming island accent.

“Beer…I…yeah, beer,” I replied quickly.

When the ice-cold bottle arrived, I returned my attention to the trio. Like before, I watched as they occasionally interacted before returning to their sunning. Kasey didn’t seem distressed by their presence, indeed, she seemed quite happy and I wondered how they had met and how long they had been together. Also, I thought about the amount of sexual energy the trio expended. Last night’s flirtations returned to my thoughts and I wondered if the men had maintained their respectful demeanor or had become bolder with my absence.

With my beer half gone, my attention shifted to the men. Both looked to be around thirty and each wore long swim trunks. From the previous evening, I knew that Wes was the taller of the two by an inch or so and I guessed his height at 6′1″ He had a slender body and a full head of thick black hair. Robert’s physique showed that he worked out some as he had developed muscles in his chest and arms as well as tighter abs. He wore his light brown hair short and showed early signs of a receding hairline. Neither had any body art, but while Wes’ body was smooth, Robert’s chest had a heavy covering of hair. Wes appeared to be the more talkative of the two and as far as I could tell, he directed most of the conversation with his friend occasionally joining in.

Thirty minutes and another beer later, I saw Kasey start to gather her things. Knowing she would realize I had returned once she arrived at our room, I decided to intercept her on the way and claim I was out looking for her. I waved to the bartender for the bill just as she stood and watched as they exchanged goodbyes. The bill arrived just as she reached the stairs and I was about to sign when I saw Wes and Robert exchange a high five and then move closer where they immediately started a rapid exchange. I knew it had to be about my wife and realized they had something cooking.

“Sweetie!” I called out to Kasey just as she exited the pool area.

“Where have you been?” she answered with the annoyance I anticipated.

I told her about the golf and the slow couple then explained I dropped my things a few minutes prior and immediately came looking for her. She accepted the words and together we walked back to the room but rather than head to the bathroom as normal, she turned to me with a sensual look that made it clear what she had in mind. Instinctively, I knew at least part of her arousal came from her time with the two men but I stayed mum and pulled her body against mine.

“I’m all sweaty,” I warned.

“So am I,” she giggled.

With a chuckle, I pulled her beach cover off and then backed her to the bed until she spilled across it. She tried to pull her suit off but I swatted her hands away and began to kiss along the edge of her top which had her squirming and sighing within seconds. Once finished, I did the same thing along her bottoms and her aroma was evident which made me wonder if it came from the sun and sweat or if she had moistened from the men’s attention.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered as my tongue teased her belly button.

“Take them off,” she whimpered, wanting to be naked.

I smiled down at her as I pulled the strings and in seconds they were gone. After a pause to soak in the picture, I dropped my face and slid my tongue through her drenched pussy. Now, I was convinced that her beach mates had managed to excite her with the only missing information being whether it was from overt effort or their mere presence.

I lapped at her entrance and soon she started to serenade me with her needy whines as her legs widened. From experience, I knew she was in an advanced state and would cum very quickly. So, deciding to get her off and then enjoy her at my leisure, I turned my full attention to her tiny button that had noticeably stiffened.

“Cum for me, baby,” I coached while taking a breath.

“Want to…I want to…” she moaned.

“Let it out…all of it…” I said and then returned to her pussy.

When a hand landed on my head, I knew she was on a good trajectory and when her other hand joined, I knew her orgasm was imminent. It took another minute, then she became quiet and her body tensed for several seconds before she exploded.

“Oh, yes…yes…oh God, yes…baby…baby, I’m there…” she panted loudly.

I maintained a connection as the waves rolled through her but when I sensed she had started to ebb, I lifted over her body and pushed in balls deep. My action seemed to reenergize the climax because her whines returned and her body started moving with mine. She had her mouth loosely open and her eyes squeezed tight forcing my thoughts once more to the beach.

Pretend it’s Wes fucking you,” I whispered in her ear.

My words were provocative, purposefully so, and I wasn’t certain about her reaction but instantly, her nails dug into my arm and her pelvis began to meet my thrusts. She was in a state I had never witnessed before, experiencing sex with complete abandon and I guessed her release continued to linger. The show proved too much for me as I felt the tingling in my groin that told me I was close.

“I’m going to cum,” I grunted.

“Okay…okay…do it,” she responded.

I pushed into her rapidly three more times then slammed my body against hers as my semen transferred. My cries joined hers before slowly devolving into gasps for air. Spent, I collapsed onto her and I could feel her heart pounding rapidly against my chest as we slowly recovered.

“Damn…” I declared when I had regained some control.

“Did you enjoy that?” she whispered as we exchanged a sloppy half-hearted kiss.

“Yeah…” I forced out.

The room became silent, save for our heavy breathing before she finally asked, “Why did you say that?”

“What?” I replied feigning ignorance.

“You know what,” she responded.

I sensed she was more curious than angry, so I offered, “After last night. How hot you got… I don’t know…it kind of stayed in my head.”

My response kept my knowledge of her time with the men at the beach secret. I wasn’t sure what to do with the information if anything, but something told me to leave it undivulged for the time being.

Once more, there was quiet and I had just about decided to apologize when she said, “I saw her today…our neighbor.”

The connection she created by raising the issue in the context of Wes and Robert wasn’t lost on me and although I wanted to drill her for more information, I forced myself to take a softer approach by asking, “Where did you run into her?”

“At the pool. She was with her husband…the guy that was with her at the bar,” she explained, and before I could ask another question, she added, “We chatted some.”

“You chatted? How did you meet?” I probed.

“They sat next to me while I was having lunch,” she replied.

“I see. Well, what did you learn?” I asked.

“Oh, she’s a predator,” she answered and then burrowed her face into my chest.

I got the sense she was hiding something and that feeling coupled with what I had witnessed earlier empowered me to say, “What makes her a predator? What happened? Something must have happened.”

Several times, she started to speak, but on each occasion, she broke out in giggles. Growing impatient, I finally pushed her away so I could look at her face and then raised my eyebrows to signal I wanted an answer.

“She tried to steal my guys,” she forced out as her laughter started again.

“Your guys? Who are your guys?” I asked even though I knew the answer.

“Robert and Wes,” she replied.

“What do you mean? They were with you at lunch?” I responded, and before she could speak, I added, “Kasey, tell me the story. All of it.”

“Okay, okay…don’t be so pushy,” she said, and after taking a deep breath she explained, “I was by the pool and Robert showed up. He asked if he could join me and I said yes and a little later Wes joined us. We went for lunch and that’s when Cathy and her husband Glen appeared and sat at the next table,” she said and then paused for a question but when I offered none, she continued, “She started flirting with them almost immediately. She’s very aggressive.”

“Did they respond or stick with you?” I asked.

“Oh, they stayed with me,” she answered proudly.

“No one asked about me?” I probed.

“They did. Robert when he first appeared and Cathy…well it took her a while but she finally did,” she replied, and once again when I didn’t immediately respond she took the opportunity to add, “I think she got the idea that I was like her…with them for sex.”

“Were you?” I asked.

“No,” she replied emphatically and hit me on the shoulder.

“They made you wet…soaked,” I said and then quickly added, “You had two huge orgasms in less than twenty-four hours with them in your head.”

“They didn’t…” she started.

“Stop!” I demanded and as she looked at me with a cowed expression, I said, “They did.”

“Are you mad?” she asked nervously.

“No, but I want you to be honest,” I responded.

She was quiet for a few seconds before she answered, “Maybe…I don’t know. I guess some.”

Deciding to move on, I asked, “Did they ask you? To go to their room…have sex?”

She stared at me for a moment as if trying to determine how to answer and then offered a simple nod. Almost immediately, I felt her hand searching for my dick and when she found it mostly stiff, she tried to pull me into her. I redirected her by turning on my back and guiding her on top. When we connected, she let out a contented moan and started to slowly roll her hips.

“They did it nicely,” she offered from out of the blue.

“Together or each alone?” I asked.

“We didn’t get into details,” she answered and when I started to chuckle, she joined in.

I let her ride me a little longer, and then deciding I would show my hand, I said, “I saw you with them on the beach. I spotted you and then sat at the bar and watched you for a while.”

“Why?” she asked and tried to stop.

I used my hands to get her moving again and then replied, “I was surprised to see you with them and I wanted to see what was going on.”

“Nothing happened,” she declared a little too defensively.

“How did you tell them no?” I pushed.

“I just said no…it wasn’t going to happen,” she replied.

While I thought about her message, I lifted my hands and started to tweak her small nipples. My efforts brought forth fresh mews and made her body squirm.

With growing suspicion, I asked, “Did you really say that?”

At first, she nodded her head a few times but I maintained eye contact with her and after several seconds, I could tell she was fighting back a smile. I let the tension build until it became too much for her.

“Okay, I teased some,” she admitted as the smile filled her face.

“So, you didn’t say no,” I challenged her.

“They got the message,” she responded quickly.

“What exactly did you tell them?” I asked, ignoring her assertion.

When she stalled with her answer, I pinched her nipples gently and nodded to her signaling I expected a response. Once more, she struggled to fight back her smile but finally managed to reply.

“I asked them why they wanted me?” she said.

“Oh, Lord…that’s needy,” I laughed.

“Shut up!” she fired back.

“Well, what did they say?” I demanded.

“I’m not saying,” she declared, acting annoyed, but it wasn’t long before she added, “They said I was beautiful…hot. They said they couldn’t stop thinking about me.”

“That’s it? You melted at that?” I laughed.

Now, truly annoyed, Kasey tried to roll off me but I followed her, pushed her onto her back, spread her legs, and found her slit. For the next minute, I took her fast but just when she started to respond, I slowed and lifted so I could see her face.

“That was mean,” she said.

“Kasey, all they did was state the obvious. It was kind of lame really,” I said.

“Well, you don’t say it enough,” she fired back.

“Yes, I do. I think you got off on the attention. Especially, after learning about our neighbor… Cathy,” I said and before she could reply, I added, “You kept her away from your men.”

“I’m not telling you anymore,” she responded in a faux pout.

Ignoring her statement, I asked, “So, you didn’t say no. What did you say?”

“I’m not telling,” she countered.

I took her hands from my arms and holding them tightly and pushed them over her head putting her in a vulnerable position. Then, I fixed her with a hard stare for almost a minute before returning to the question.

“Tell me,” I demanded.

“Maybe,” she said after a short pause.

“No, Kasey. You need to tell me,” I pushed.

“I told them maybe,” she clarified as a nervous look came to her face.

“My God, that’s naughty. That’s worse than yes,” I replied.

“No, it’s not! I was just playing,” she whined.

“You were being a tease. I think you were afraid of losing their attention,” I said.

“It wasn’t that bad. Would you rather I throw a fit? Besides, we don’t have to see them again,” she answered.

“How does maybe work? How is the final answer determined?” I asked, realizing much remained open.

“Kiss me,” she demanded as she stifled a giggle.

“No, tell me,” I replied.

“Not until you kiss me,” she answered while letting her voice drop into a seductive octave.

I lowered my lips and let her take the lead on the kiss. What I thought would be a quick connection lasted quite some time and when it finally ended, we were both out of breath.

Then, without further prodding, she explained, “I told them if we saw them at the bar tonight, then maybe.”

“You are mean,” I laughed and then added, “They are going to spend the rest of the day on edge.”

“They didn’t mind. They liked it,” she countered.

“That’s because they think they have a fish on the line,” I chuckled, and then a thought hit me and I asked, “Do they?”

“No, we aren’t going to the bar,” she replied.

My mind raced through all that had occurred and a sudden thought hit me that made me ask, “When you were leaving. When you were on the stairs, they high-fived each other. Why would they do that?”

Kasey tried to avoid my eyes by turning her head but I followed her movements and finally, she gave up and after taking a deep breath, she replied, “When I was getting ready to go, I asked which of them was first.”

“Jesus, Kasey. Where did all this come from?” I asked, truly surprised.

“It was just play…they know that,” she answered defensively.

“No, sweetie. I could tell they had real expectations,” I countered.

We stayed connected for a few more minutes and I continued to pelt her with questions but I didn’t learn anything more of significance. The discussion had filled our heads and taken away the ability to focus on our lovemaking so we slowly came to a stop. I let Kasey shower first which gave me time to think through all I had learned. Clearly, the impetus for the behavior was our voyeuristic sharing of our neighbor’s carnal activity, and, although she hadn’t admitted it, I think understanding that Cathy wasn’t some slutty freak impacted her as much as it did me. Also, I suspected that my non-judgmental response to the discovery of her arousal brought about by the men played a role, too. Without it, I don’t think she would have ever been bold enough to spend the day with them.

I traded places with Kasey to shower and by the time I emerged from the bathroom, she was already asleep. I joined her and when I woke the clock showed half-past five. I poured a drink and stepped onto the patio and felt instantly energized by the warm evening breeze. Our neighbor’s blinds were open but I saw no movement and just as I finished my drink, my wife joined me.

“Want to eat in the bar?” I asked, fighting back a smile.

“You’re not funny,” she countered, and then added, “I think I made it seem like more took place than did. Really, it was just a minute of back and forth, and then it was over.”

“Until, you asked who was first,” I offered.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” she agreed.

“It’s okay, honey. I kind of admire your spirit,” I laughed.


“Good, then take me to dinner,” she said.

“Where do you want to go?” I asked.

“The sushi restaurant in the hotel at the end of the road. I read it’s really good,” she replied.

“That’s expensive,” I replied.

“Yes,” she answered and turned towards the door.

We arrived at seven and managed to land a table with a view. After ordering a bottle of Sake, I took stock of the room. We appeared to be the youngest couple and since Kasey had dressed nicely, the occasional male head would look our way. She wore a knee-length dress held up by thin straps that exposed some of her now nicely tanned breasts. Around her shoulders draped a sweater that wasn’t necessary since our table was inside. The food was excellent and we took our time, so it was after nine when we finished.

“Nightcap here or the hotel bar?” I asked, trying but failing to hold back my smirk.

“Here,” she said with fake disgust and then added, “Jerk.”

We moved to the bar and ordered wine and even though I had made it through dinner with few thoughts about Wes and Robert, the vision of them longing for my pretty wife suddenly filled my head.

“Do you think they’re waiting for you?” I whispered playfully.

“I don’t know,” she answered dismissively.

I felt her cavalier attitude was a forced façade to avoid the teasing, so I regrouped for a moment before offering another comment.

“They’re probably having to fend off Cathy,” I laughed.

“Stop it. Quit picking at me,” she responded in a strange tone.

Her demand did reinforce my thoughts but also made me think she was dealing with some inner turmoil. Up to that point, I believed that her flirting with the men had been only that and she would never engage in sex with them. However, if she was indeed feeling distressed about the situation, it must mean she had some thoughts. The idea silenced me on the subject and we focused on other things until our glasses were empty, and then went looking for a taxi.

After arriving at our hotel, we headed to our room, purposefully avoiding the bar area, and once inside both of us started to change. Soon, we were beneath the covers with Kasey snuggled close as I flipped through the channels searching for something to watch. A definite tension existed in the room but based on the last exchange, I wasn’t sure how to deal with it.

“Nothing really,” I declared when I had circled the dial.

Several seconds of silence ensued before Kasey replied, “Want to make love?”

I dropped the remote, turned to her, and started to caress her body. Her mouth sought out mine and we shared several kisses, but whether real or imagined, I felt her mind was elsewhere. It just didn’t seem like I was getting her complete attention and since I knew my thought continued to drift towards the men and the bar, I guessed hers did, too.

“I’m going to check the bar,” I announced.

The thought came to me suddenly driven in equal parts by a real curiosity as to what I would find and my wife’s reaction. Would she get angry? Would she decide to join me?

“Check for what?” she probed.

If they’re there…if they’re talking to her,” I responded deciding to add our neighbor into the mix.

“No…c’mon. Who cares? Stay here,” she replied and then added, “They won’t be there. There are too many other things to do.”

Her words made me laugh which brought a pinch and when I was able to speak, I replied, “Sweetie, they’re there. No question about that. Probably, waiting like puppy dogs. She might be there, too, and if she is, I bet she’s forcing herself on them.”

Kasey didn’t respond and we lay together in silence for a minute before I rose and pulled on some slacks and a nice shirt. At any moment, I expected a plea or a comment from her but she remained silent which made me think she did indeed possess some curiosity. Without looking her way, I stepped outside and started the short walk while developing a plan of what to do.

When I arrived, I found the bar much more crowded than our previous visits. Every table was occupied as was every stool and small standing groups of people were scattered about in the open area near the pool. A livelier band played and the small dance floor was jammed with people.

I couldn’t spot any of the players in our little drama so I moved closer but when I was still unsuccessful, I decided to just join the throng. Almost immediately, I spotted Robert and Wes standing with Cathy and her husband. The group had staked out a spot just outside and behind the covered bar area, opposite of where I had stood, which was the reason I hadn’t been able to locate them. Along with the four I knew, a heavy-set drunk thirtyish woman tried to interact with Wes who appeared to be doing his best to ignore her.

I focused on Cathy while doing my best to deal with the constant bumping from the crowd. Her interest in the two men was quite evident but I didn’t feel her manor was aggressive. Likewise, Wes and Robert engaged with her pleasantly although I sensed they strove to maintain some separation. It made me think that they hadn’t yet given up on seeing my wife.

An opening developed at the bar and I took the opportunity to order a beer before moving back to my spot. For the next few minutes, nothing changed and I had about decided to go back to the room when I saw Cathy and Robert head towards the dancefloor. They only stayed out for one song so when they returned and with my beer now empty, I decided to leave.

On the way back, I mulled over what to tell Kasey, as, other than the presence of the men with Cathy, there really wasn’t anything else to share. Also, I wondered if my leaving had angered her and if I needed to be prepared to apologize. However, when I opened the door, I caught Kasey emerging from the bathroom in her favorite sundress with a fresh application of makeup.

“You were gone a long time,” she said as our eyes locked.

“Not that long,” I countered.

“Seemed like it was,” she answered nervously.

“You were on your way out,” I stated.

“Well…I…uhhh… I was going to look for you,” she stumbled.

“You’re too late. Cathy has them corralled. She was dancing with Robert when I left,” I informed her, taking broad liberties with the truth.

“Okay…well then…” she stammered.

I could tell that despite me busting her changing and hearing about her two friends with our neighbor she still wanted to go out, so without thinking it through, I asked, “Do you want to get a drink?”

“Do you?” she responded, trying to lateral the ball back.

“Sure, why not,” I answered ignoring the sudden sense of foreboding that swept through me.

“Just a minute then,” she said and returned to the bathroom.

Ten minutes later, she emerged having finished primping, and as we stepped towards the door, we shared an awkward look. We walked in silence until we neared the bar and then she grabbed my arm and stopped us.

“Just one drink and then we’ll go,” she said over the sounds of the band.

“This is your deal, Kasey,” I replied.

My words came out harsher than intended and I was about to apologize when she said, “Let’s go back to the room.”

“Look, I’m sorry. That didn’t come out right…it’s not what I meant. I just wanted to say your comfort level is what matters,” I explained.

“Are you sure?” she responded and before I could answer, she added, “You sounded upset.”

“Yes, I’m sure. It just came out sounding flippant which wasn’t my intent,” I replied and kissed her cheek.

A smile appeared on her face and she gave me a little nod before we once again started towards the bar.

In truth, I found the situation intriguing, especially my wife’s heretofore hidden flirtatiousness, and since I knew we could retreat at any point, I once more dismissed the dangers. Rather, I thought, the situation provided me with the opportunity to see into my wife’s sexual psyche which was both entertaining and potentially beneficial in the long term When we arrived, I pointed out where the group had congregated but rather than approach them, she decided to maintain a distance. I left her to get us some drinks, and when I returned, an older man was making a half-hearted attempt to hit on her but when he spotted me, he moved away. For the next fifteen minutes, we sipped our drinks, took in the crowd, and even though Kasey tried hard not to look towards the others, multiple times I caught her stealing glances.

“She’s so aggressive,” she suddenly said, acknowledging the interplay for the first time.

“Should we go over?” I asked.

“No…no, not yet,” she replied.

“Testing your guys to see if they’re worthy?” I teased, but when she shot me a strange look, I knew I had hit on something, and said, “That’s it, isn’t it? You want to see if they’ll stay true to you or succumb to Cathy.”

“Shut up,” she responded as she fought back a smile.

“God, you have high standards. You just met these guys and you expect a lot,” I laughed.

“I’m worth more than her,” she countered shamelessly.

“Of course, you are, sweetie,” I responded.

“Are you being a smartass?” she shot back thinking I was teasing her.

“No, not at all. I’m completely serious,” I replied.

She gave me a suspicious look but at that moment our conversation was interrupted by the loud voice of our neighbor, “Kasey! What are you doing way over here?”

Engrossed in our conversation, we hadn’t noticed the woman approaching us, and we stood speechless for a moment before my wife said, “We just stopped on our way back from dinner for a quick drink.”

“Come over with us. Wes and Robert are there,” she replied, ignoring my wife’s message while dangling her afternoon partners as bait.

The vixen was dressed in low-cut linen pants and a cropped top with an unbuttoned long-sleeved shirt as a cover. The ensemble left her tummy uncovered and my eyes were immediately drawn to a narrow trail of hair that started at her belly button and descended until it disappeared into her pants. The width was only a few dark hairs and the way it was presented made me think she had purposefully groomed herself to make a statement. I had never seen anything like it and it mesmerized me for several seconds before I realized I was being rude by staring.

When I looked up, I could tell I had annoyed Kasey, so I stood quietly as she replied, “We were just going to have one drink and go.”

“Oh, that’s too bad. If you change your mind though…” she responded and as she began to step away, almost as an afterthought, she said, “I’m Cathy.”

“Kevin,” I replied and she gave me a seductive smile that I knew would irritate my wife even more.

“What was that about? I thought you were going to start drooling,” she declared when the woman was out of earshot.

“I don’t know…I guess…I’ve never seen anything like that,” I stammered.

“Yes, because it’s nasty,” she replied.

I didn’t find it offensive at all but wanting to leave the conversation, I didn’t argue. Kasey went quiet which gave me time to ponder the situation, and I struggled to understand why she had made such a point of determining the situation with Wes and Robert but now elected to retreat to our room. Something didn’t fit and the mystery enflamed my interest to the point that I decided to challenge her decision.

“We’ve come this far are you sure you don’t want to visit for a bit?” I pushed.

“I don’t like the way you looked at her,” she countered.

Her message and the way she delivered it seemed almost perfunctory, like she was just throwing out excuses, so I replied, “Let’s have one drink with them.”

“Why?” she asked.

“I like watching you flirt,” I chuckled trying to soften the mood.

“I got carried away this afternoon and now that I’m coming to my senses, you’re pushing me,” she whined.

“You can’t leave them to Cathy! Besides…” I said before deciding to stop.

“Besides what?” she demanded.

“Besides…I want you soaking wet for later,” I laughed.

She slapped me on the arm but deciding to act, I took her hand and pulled her towards the others. She resisted just for a second and then moved with me as we covered the short distance through the lively crowd.

“Great!” Cathy declared when she spotted us and quickly took my wife’s arm.

The three men all sported smiles although Wes and Robert seemed nervous, too, and I suspected it was a result of the inappropriate conversations they had earlier with my wife. They mostly avoided eye contact and after chatting for a minute, I left to collect a fresh round. When I returned, Kasey, Wes, and Robert were standing quietly as Cathy and Glen described their day. Several times, I noticed my wife’s admirers giving me inquisitive looks as if trying to determine how much I knew but I made sure to provide no clues. Despite our neighbor’s efforts to keep the conversation flowing, the vibe remained awkward and I realized things couldn’t remain that way for much longer. Strangely, the respite arrived when Glen suddenly asked my wife to dance.

“Uh, I guess…sure,” she responded.

The look on her face showed some relief and I’m sure she saw it as a momentary escape.

“Wes, come with me,” Cathy demanded seconds later, and dutifully he followed her to the dancefloor.

Now left with Robert, we stood silently for a bit before I started telling him about my afternoon at the golf course and along the way, I sensed he had concluded I was oblivious about the flirtations. Now noticeably relaxed, when the two couples returned, he somehow managed to communicate with Wes whose demeanor softened as well. I could tell Kasey picked up on the new vibe but not knowing how it had occurred, she remained uncomfortable. Finally, unable to take it anymore, she pulled me towards the band.

“Did you tell them you know?” she asked when we joined the moving throng.

“I just told Robert about my afternoon of golf and how I got delayed. I think he took that to mean I was out of the loop,” I explained.

“Okay…okay, I guess,” she replied, and then a moment later asked, “When are we going?”

“When I’m sure you’re hot,” I laughed.

“Hot? I’m a nervous wreck,” she replied and tried to look upset.

“Why? You’re in control,” I asked.

“It’s just so weird,” she answered over the din.

When the song ended, we returned to the others and found that Wes and Robert had purchased shots for everyone. Kasey tried to decline but the others goaded her until she finally relented and we all got a chuckle from the contorted face she made as the liquor went down. Glen started to chat with my wife and stepped closer to be able to converse over the music. Now next to the other men, I could see he was the same height as Wes with a similar physique. He had dark hair too, but he wore it longer, and in one ear was a small diamond stud.

“C’mon,” Cathy said and tugged on my arm.

Fearing my wife’s look I didn’t turn as the woman guided us to the dancefloor just as a slow song started. I knew Kasey would be incensed to see the woman in my arms but with a deep breath, I dutifully embraced her. For a moment, she rested her head on my chest but suddenly she looked up with a wicked smile.

“Do you like my trail?” she giggled.

“I…I’ve never seen one before,” I replied, caught off guard by her question.

“You want to see the rest of it?” she asked as her laughter suddenly stopped.

Uh…. What? Cathy!” I answered, truly shocked.

After all, this was a woman I met formally just a few minutes ago and if I understood her message, she just asked if I wanted to see her pussy. Likely, it also meant that she also wanted to have sex. It seemed our suspicions concerning her predatory tendency had been correct.

“Do y’all play?” she asked as her smile returned.

Unsure how to respond, I merely said, “Play?”

“Yeah…let her do it with other guys while you’re with another woman,” she clarified.

“We never have…” I started.

“You know Wes and Robert want her. She better hurry or I’m going to take them,” she giggled.

“Yes, she told me about their attention today,” I said, deciding to confide in her.

“Good. They were worried you would be pissed and start a scene,” she replied.

Her response meant that they had openly discussed their efforts with Kasey, and hoping to learn more, I asked, “They thought they made progress?”

“Yeah…they did,” she answered without hesitation.

“Certain she would appear here tonight?” I followed.

“Yeah…” she replied without elaborating.

“Why so confident?” I chuckled, wondering whether there was more to learn or if it was just the result of out-of-control male hormones.

“Because they got so close,” she replied.

Suddenly, I wondered whether my wife had shared everything about the afternoon. A nervous wave swept through me but knowing I needed to be coy, I went quiet as I considered the best way to extract more information. Unfortunately, the song started to wind down, and realizing it would be difficult to get another chance to hold an intimate conversation, I pushed.

“Not that close,” I offered, deciding to be vague.

Fortunately, she took the bait, and responded, “Made it up to their floor. That’s pretty close.”

The woman’s message stunned me as it meant, if true, that Kasey had been enticed to their room before getting cold feet. On top of that, rather than return to our room, she went back to the beach with her admirers and continued to flirt. Now, my wife’s on and off interest in the bar dynamics made a little more sense as there was a deeper involvement.

“I suppose,” I said to her wanting to keep our connection alive.

“Yeah…so let’s get her going and you can come with me,” she said.

“And Glen?” I asked,

My question made her giggle for a few seconds before she replied, “He loves everything about sex.”

I wasn’t certain what she meant but the indication was that he wouldn’t get in the way of her play. The music had stopped and I realized we were standing by ourselves as the band left for a break, so I took her arm and directed her towards the others.

“How did you get them to tell you everything?” I asked as we moved.

“Baby, I know how to deal with men,” she laughed.

We arrived just as Robert appeared with another tray of shots and this time Kasey didn’t hesitate to down hers. Glen stepped to join us while Wes and Robert took up positions on either side of my wife, now much closer. It made me wonder if she had indicated an interest or if their actions were driven by alcohol, lust, and hope. None of them showed any nervousness and indeed, seemed oblivious to our presence. However, a few minutes later when the band returned and struck up a lively song, Robert took my wife’s hand and as they stepped towards the dancefloor, she reached back and grabbed Wes. Together, they walked past us and she shot me a defiant look that I knew was a result of the time I spent with Cathy. The three of us watched as they merged into the moving crowd and then looked at each other once they disappeared.

“Beautiful lady,” Glen offered with a taunting smile.

“She’ll be in their room soon,” Cathy laughed, and after a pause, added, “No turning back this time.”

“Has she ever played before?” he asked in the same bold manner as his wife.

At first, their boldness caused a wave of anger to sweep through me, but forcing myself to calm, I answered, “No, never…”

“Well, it is vacation…” he chuckled, and then said, “Be supportive and you can have an incredible experience.”

“Yes, no judgment. Never that,” Cathy added.

“You seem fairly certain about things but nothing’s going to happen,” I answered, feeling I needed to defend her honor.

“We’ll see, I guess. I win either way,” she replied and looped her arm through mine.

My wife and her admirers were out for three songs and when they returned a sheen of sweat covered her neck and shoulders. A strange look emanated from her eyes that I took as hunger and I wondered if Cathy and Glen had been correct, and if so, whether I had the desire to see it through. With a slight nod, she indicated she wanted to talk and so we moved several feet away. Based on all I had learned, I expected to hear her make a plea to spend time with the two men, so when she suggested we go to our room, I was surprised.


“If you think you’ve had enough, let’s go,” I said.

“I think so…have you?” she asked.

I knew her question referred to Cathy, but I ignored her provocation and answered, “Yes, I have. Plus, I’m sure you’re ready.”

“Give me a sec,” she said and stepped towards the men where she held a brief, whispered conversation.

“When she finished, she looked towards me indicating she was ready and I announced, “Thanks, everybody. We enjoyed the evening but it’s time to go.”

Cathy made a last attempt to change our mind, but we held firm and soon the sounds of the bar faded behind us. When we stepped into the room, Kasey paused for a moment as if she expected me to attack her, but I wanted to explore the information our neighbor shared so I walked past her and started to prepare a drink. Behind me, I heard her enter the bathroom, and just as I finished, she reappeared in just her thong.

“C’mon,” she said in an excited voice as she made for the bed.

I let her climb up and then sat on the edge with my drink, looked down at her, and said, “You know Cathy shared something with me.”

“What?” she asked in an irritated voice.

“She said that your friends told her you went with them to their room…they almost got you there before you got cold feet,” I challenged her.

“I stopped…I didn’t go in,” she replied immediately.

“You didn’t tell me,” I replied.

“No…I…I was too embarrassed I guess,” she said as her voice lowered.

We stared at each other in silence as the seconds ticked by and I could tell she was trying to gauge my state and determine if I was angry. I let her stew for a while but the whole situation was so bizarre that I couldn’t hold back and finally had to speak.

“You really are shattered, aren’t you? You’re a mess…all over the map. You’re excited one moment and scared the next. It’s so foreign to you that you can’t deal with it. You want to see them and then you don’t…you want to be near them and when you get there you can’t take it for long,” I stated.

“Yes! And you’re not helping me…you’re pushing…bringing them up in bed,” she declared and then added, “And dancing with that…that tramp.”

“Well, you’re safe now. I won’t let you be by yourself anymore,” I responded while fighting back a smile.

“Good,” she said but before I could reply, she added, “Smartass.”

She reached out and gripped my arm, pulling me towards her, and I set my drink on the table then snuggled against her mostly naked body. We kissed and I let my hands wander over her breasts which soon had her moaning into my mouth. We continued to caress for several minutes and then I stood to remove my clothes. As I pulled mine off, Kasey wiggled out of her thong, and then smiled up at me in anticipation. When I was back next to her, I reached for her pussy hoping to find it dripping but when my hand landed, I discovered it was just a little moist.

“Did you clean up in the bathroom?” I asked.

“I had to…I peed,” she giggled.

“Shit, I was looking forward to a wet pussy,” I replied feigning disappointment.

“Then get to work. It won’t take long,” she sighed.

I started to gently stroke along the sides of her folds and when she started to whimper, I teased her slit with my fingertips. Soon, her juices were flowing and with a needy whine, she pulled on my shoulders to get me on top. Halfway there, she gripped my dick and pulled it to her opening. With contented sighs, I pushed in deeply and then became still to enjoy the wonderful sensation.

“Go, baby…” she whispered.

I made several slow strokes into her and then stopped and looked down at her face. More questions were in my head and I wanted to know everything before we continued.

“What made you stop…turn back,” I asked.

“Baby…” she whimpered and tried to get moving again, but after a moment when I wouldn’t move, she sighed, looked up at me, and said, “It suddenly felt dirty and… And we hadn’t talked about it…not really.”

Before I learned about Kasey’s near visit, I thought on our little vacation she had been more flirtatious, more sexually aggressive than I would have imagined possible. In and of itself, that was thought-provoking, but leaving the beach with them took things to an entirely different realm. In some ways, it was strangely exciting but also frightening and as I thought about the spectrum, I suddenly realized I was in the same confused state as my wife. I thought her answer was sincere, but thinking we both needed more reference points, I decided to continue.

“Does that mean if I had said it was okay you would have done it?” I asked.

“No…I don’t know…no, that’s not enough…” she replied, and after a pause, she continued with, “I don’t know…maybe…”

“Maybe? You’ve used that word a lot today,” I teased.

“Ass! Why? Would you have given permission?” she asked.

“Good question. I don’t know. I’m in the same messed-up place you are, I guess. It just seems it’s all happening so fast. In just a few days… So weird but I admit it’s been interesting…different…I don’t know. Seeing you with them…knowing you’re getting wet is…I like it. I don’t know why,” I explained.

“Jealousy?” she asked but before I could answer, she continued with, “I don’t like you talking to her. She might look respectable but she’s trashy.”

“Some, I guess. Not as much as there should be,” I admitted, ignoring her comment on Cathy.

Kasey rolled her hips which started us again and for the next few minutes we made love but the conversation had diminished our fire and I wondered whether it made sense to continue or rest and start again later. However, before I reached a decision, noises from the next room let us know that our neighbors had returned from the bar. Without speaking, we became still and concentrated on listening, hoping we could determine what was taking place. At first, there was just some general indistinguishable movement but then we heard voices and it sounded like there were multiple males present.

“That’s Wes,” my wife stated.

“Means Robert is probably there, too,” I offered.

“Probably,” she concurred and I sensed some sadness.

Seconds later, as we continued to concentrate, a soft knocking started on the adjoining wall, and intuitively I knew it was Cathy signaling to us that she was going to play with Kasey’s men.

“Bitch,” she forced out having come to the same conclusion.

“God, she’s more than a predator. She’s a…” I started before my words were interrupted by the shrill sounds of the phone.

We shot a quick questioning look at each other as I reached for the receiver and I managed to just grasp it without losing the connection with my wife. Bringing it to my ear, I was truly shocked when I heard Cathy’s husky voice.

“Hey, over there. You guys want to come watch the show?” she asked.

By her breathing, it was easy to discern she was already being pleasured, and I glanced at my wife before replying, “No thanks, Cathy. We’re done for the night.”

“Okay, then,” she responded and a clattering noise made me think she dropped the phone on the floor.

“What did she want?” Kasey asked.

I took a deep breath and then told her, “She wanted to know if we wanted to watch.”

“Oh my God…you’re joking?” she fired back.

“Nope…not joking. She’s evil. I think she just wants you to see she has Wes and Robert,” I said.

Kasey didn’t respond and wanting to move on, I kissed her deeply as I started to move. However, the sounds from next door started to become more pronounced and as I contemplated whether Cathy was purposefully being vocal, my wife surprised me once more.

“Let’s go,” she said boldly.

“Next door?” I asked.

“Yes, let’s call her bluff,” she said with a sense of purpose.

“Honey, I don’t think she’s bluffing,” I replied.

“I don’t care, let’s go. I’m tired of her shit,” she said with a definite edge in her voice as she tried to push me off.

I rolled to her side but didn’t share her sudden eagerness as I thought that once there, things would get strange very fast. Plus, I had never seen my wife in such an aggressive state and it made me worried because I didn’t know what to expect. However, with barely a look my way, she moved to the bathroom and I had just stood when she returned with her dress on.

“Honey, are you okay? I’m not sure this makes sense,” I counseled.

“Get dressed. I want to see it,” she responded.

Her voice showed determination which once more made me worried about her state and how she might react once in the room. Curiosity I could understand or even lust but I had a vision of her standing next to the bed tossing out verbal taunts that might lead to a confrontation.

“No, I’m not going,” I said thinking it would end the discussion.

“Fine, then,” she declared and with a last look at me, she moved towards the door.

“Kasey,” I called out but in a quick move, she pulled the door open and let it slam shut.

I hoped they would ignore her knocks and she would return in a minute or so, but when I heard a fresh wave of voices, I realized she was inside. I knew I needed to follow but rather than chase her like a fool, I slowly gathered my things, put them on, and then finished my drink. Along the way, I tried to focus on the sounds filtering through the wall and was fairly certain that Cathy was in the bed with one or more of the men.

About five minutes behind, I left our room, took the few steps to the next door, and knocked softly. The seconds ticked by and I was just about to knock again when the door was partially opened by Glen who stood before me in just his boxers. He gave me a look that I knew was equal parts annoyance and disappointment but stepped back and let me enter. Before me on the bed, Cathy was being fucked by Wes while Robert knelt near her head with his average-size circumcised cock in his hand. She filled the space with a litany of sexual moans that indicated she was thoroughly enjoying the attention. My wife stood watching from the foot of the bed and immediately I wondered where Glen had been positioned before I arrived. As I moved closer, Kasey, as if awakened from a trance, looked my way and took several steps back.

“Are you okay?” I asked as I stepped next to her thinking, she might be upset seeing the two men in bed with her nemesis.

“I’m fine,” she replied but I could tell she had deflated some since she bolted from our room.

To my right, Glen moved forward until he stood near the side of the bed. His eyes were fixed on the mating couple and his boxers were tented from his erection. When my eyes returned to Kasey, she had an odd expression on her face that I couldn’t discern.

“Let’s go,” I whispered even though the sexual sights and sounds had my dick swelling.

“Uh…okay,” she said but I got the distinct impression my suggestion disappointed her.

Wanting to understand where her mind was parked and no longer fearing an emotional outburst, I didn’t push but did nod to her to step back so we weren’t so conspicuous. She followed my lead and we ended up close to the small sofa that was a standard feature in the rooms.

“Let’s sit,” I suggested.

Kasey nodded and sat next to me as I took a position on one end but her attention quickly returned to the bed where Wes was now taking Cathy aggressively. Her sounds were now both louder and more urgent leaving little doubt that she was on a path to a release. Despite the strangeness of it all, the sexual electricity was so profound that I couldn’t stop from letting my hand move to my wife’s leg and I slowly started to stroke her thigh from her knee upwards, forcing the hem of her dress up a little each time. The sight of her exposed flesh drove me onward, and soon I had it almost to her pussy.

“Hey, Kasey,” a male voice said.

Looking up, I saw that Robert now stood before us naked with his erect cock thrusting out from his hard body. Somehow, with my focus on my wife, I had missed him leaving the bed, but evidently thinking she had more to offer, he had made his way over. She didn’t reply but undeterred, he sat on the sofa next to her, opposite me. As soon as he settled, he looked my way as if seeking permission and I gave him a little shake of my head, indicating he should leave her be.

“Ready to go?” I asked as my hand continued to stroke her soft flesh.

She looked at me and started to speak and then her eyes returned to the bed leaving the question unanswered. At this point, I could only surmise that she was highly aroused and wanted to see the action on the bed completed. I understood her desire and although I was prepared to see it through, I couldn’t keep my hand from roaming. Pushing a little higher, I felt the heat emanating from her pussy, and knowing I needed to feel it, I lifted her dress until my fingers found her uncovered slit. The fact that she had forsaken panties, and likely her bra, in her haste to come to the show, surprised me and made me consider the meaning.

“Don’t” she whispered and grabbed the hem.

She managed to get it down several inches but I maintained my touch and then I watched as she took several glances between Robert and me.

“Are you total naked…underneath?” I asked softly.

She nodded quickly and then admitted, “Yes…”

Once more, my brain fired with the thought of her leaving the safety of our room to come here to watch covered only by her simple dress. It could mean nothing or it could mean everything which put me in an anxious state. I stared at her, as my brain worked to decipher things, but she remained mesmerized by the scene on the bed. Robert’s eyes were focused on my hand no doubt hoping to get a look at her prize and suddenly I felt myself losing control. Seconds later, he looked up, and through our eye contact, I could see the carnal desire he held for Kasey. Even though I felt utterly confused, something made my head nod several times. Instantly, a smile appeared on his face and just seconds later, his hand landed on her other leg.

The sudden touch made her look towards the man who she had forced herself to ignore despite his closeness. They held a short, whispered conversation I couldn’t make out, and then she turned to me with a searching expression.

“I’m going to take your dress off,” I told her.

“No…let’s go,” she replied nervously.

With my blood practically boiling, I dismissed her suggestion and started to work on her dress. She fought me for a few seconds, but when Robert joined in, the garment was quickly off, and my lovely wife sat totally exposed between us. The man’s hand returned to her thigh but within seconds he traced upwards on her body until he found a breast. She gasped at his touch but before she could do anything else, I turned her head and kissed her deeply. Soon, she started whimpering into my mouth and I knew it was the result of Robert’s touch that was rapidly taking her to an extreme level of arousal.

When our kiss ended, I saw that Robert’s lips were attached to her nipple. Sensing that something had changed, his eyes opened, and I put my hand on my wife’s chin and turned her head in invitation. Quickly, he left her breast and found her lips and after a momentary shudder, she accepted his kiss eagerly. While they connected, I let my fingers run gently through her folds and reveled in how completely soaked she had become.

“I’m going to fuck you all night,” Robert said to her openly when the kiss ended.

“No…I can’t…” she gasped but then quickly asked, “Do you want to?”

“Yeah…I want to,” he said which made her turn my way.

“Oh…oh my God…” she whined, as her eyes got big.

I took her head in my hands and found her lips but just seconds later I felt her body shift and she broke our connection. Looking down, I saw that Robert had moved between her legs, pulled her to the edge of the sofa, and buried his face into her drenched opening.

“Feel good Kasey?” Cathy’s voice called out.

Only then did I realize that the other sounds in the room had stopped. Somehow, with my attention on my wife, I had missed the couple’s climax. Now, all eyes were on my Kasey with Wes and Cathy propped on pillows on the large bed while Glen stood just a few feet away. Now naked, in his hand, he held a fat cock that had to be at least eight long. It wasn’t completely hard and made an arc from his hand to the fat knob on the end. I realized it was the same instrument I had seen through the glass door fucking Cathy a few days ago.

My wife didn’t respond to the woman’s question. Indeed, I doubt the words even registered as she was too into the expert tongue lashing she was getting from Robert. The lapping sound he created made me think he must be practically drinking her juices and for a moment, I felt jealous as I recalled how wonderful she tasted.

“Take her to the bed,” Glen said.

At first, Robert didn’t act like he heard the words, and I thought that, like my wife, he was too consumed in the moment. However, perhaps thirty seconds later, he stopped, rose to his feet, and pulled on my wife’s hand. It was the moment of truth and I expected her to turn to me for permission but she rose to her feet and followed. She climbed onto the bed without prodding and then opened her legs in a clear invitation. Robert wasted no time and took a position, guided his stiff cock towards her, fumbled for a moment, and then thrust forward.

“Ugggghhhh…ohhhh…ohhh yes…” my wife groaned loudly.

“Damn…” Robert followed with a deep sigh.

“Fuck her good. She needs it,” Cathy offered lustily.

Whether he heard the comment or not, my wife’s new lover started moving into her rapidly which brought forth a sudden wave of whimpers and squeals of pleasure. On her own, she raised her legs until they were wrapped around his waist and her final act of submission was when she pulled his head down into a deep, soulful kiss.

She was on fire when the man entered her so we all knew she wouldn’t last long. Fortunately for her, he maintained a consistent assault on her pussy, and seconds after her hands moved to his ass, she let go.

“Ohhh…oh yes…oh God yes…don’t stop…oh yes…yes…” she cried out before her voice softened and serenaded us with needy whimpers.

Robert, no doubt impacted by her passionate response, didn’t make it much longer and in a series of deep grunts, he deposited his seed. In a final move, he pushed in hard and ground his pelvis against hers as if he were trying to extricate the last drop of fluid. Then, with a deep groan, he fell onto her heaving body.

“Your turn” Cathy laughed as she slapped Wes playfully on the shoulder, and then added, “It worked out after all.”

For a moment, it looked like he might push his friend off my wife but he held back and all of us watched in silence as the panting couple slowly came down. Finally, Robert started to rise and as Kasey’s face came into view, I could see she had her eyes squeezed shut. I thought about going to her and taking her back to our room, but a decadent part of me wanted to see how she would react to Wes’ approach.

Kasey let out a little gasp as her lover’s cock pulled free and seconds later Robert stood at the side of the bed looking down at my wife with a smile. Without speaking, Wes made his move and he had positioned himself between her spread legs when she finally opened her eyes. She put up no resistance and merely looked up at the man as he worked to feed her his reenergized shaft that was about the same size as his friend’s.

“Told you I’d be first,” Robert taunted just as my wife let out a low moan.

Once completely inside, the man paused for a moment and then set out on a torrid pace no doubt feeling confident he had staying power after his recent ejaculation. All eyes were drawn to the sight of my wife receiving her second cock in the span of just a few minutes and soon it became apparent that Wes’ efforts were rapidly reigniting her passion. His pistoning tool forced her excited cries to morph into deep grunts and her excited hands started to wander his body unable to remain in one place for long.


“Come here…” Cathy whispered to me breaking my concentration.

I knew what she had in mind and since Kasey’s actions had left me feeling vulnerable, I moved her way. When I got close, her hands went to my belt and within seconds she had it released as well as my pants. She tugged them over my hips without leaving the bed and when they were at my feet, I unbuttoned my shirt with shaking hands.

“Here?” I asked when she tried to pull me onto the bed.

If I understood her intent, she wanted us to do it next to my wife and Wes which seemed perverse.

“C’mon! Don’t be a dud. It will be naughty and nasty,” she giggled.

Now, close to her side, I had a great view of the trail of hair on her tummy that started at her navel and ended at a thick but tightly groomed bush. For a moment, my thoughts went to tracing the length with my tongue but remembering that she had just received a load of cum, I fought back the urge.

She grabbed my arm and I let her guide me between her legs and as soon as I was in position, she took my dick in her hand and pulled me towards her opening. Then, I was penetrating her and as I made my way deeper, her sighs became louder. Her pussy was warm, exceedingly wet, and unsurprisingly she felt looser than my wife.

“Damn,” I gasped as I started to move.

“God, I love cock,” she moaned.

I tried to go slow but Wes’ efforts had an effect and soon I accelerated until I had matched him. Cathy loved the change and serenaded us with all kinds of sexual pleas while my wife, although clearly very excited, remained less demonstrative.

“Worth the effort?” I heard Glen say and looking over my shoulder I could see he now stood next to Robert.

“Hell yes…” the man answered as his eyes remained fixed on the bed.

Soon after that, Wes’ grunts let us know he was approaching a climax. Strangely, once again I felt my mind and body respond and a surge of energy raced through me as my balls started to tingle. His release arrived first but when I heard Kasey squeal in joy, I exploded into Cathy. I tried to continue but soon my movements became awkward so I slowed and then collapsed onto her body.

“Sorry…” I whispered into her ear.

“No need…the night’s young,” she answered openly.

Maybe for her, I thought, but I felt completely spent. The erotic build-up to the evening, watching my wife experience another man, and then the sex with Cathy as Kasey enjoyed her second lover just an arm’s reach away had resulted in a ball draining release. Now, my thoughts turned to how to extricate ourselves from the situation with the minimum drama. I looked towards Kasey to gauge her state and found her staring towards me with a look that appeared to be equal parts anger and disgust. I knew she didn’t much care for Cathy but I didn’t think it was fair for her to expect me to stand around foolishly while she played with her men.

“Shit,” I said in a low voice.

“Forget her…she had her fun,” Cathy whispered, and then after a pause added, “She’s wanted it this afternoon.”

Her message reminded me of her near indiscretion and gave me the strength to make eye contact again. I wanted to give her a sign for us to go but when I looked her way, she was engaged in a low conversation with Wes. It seemed to go on forever but finally, she looked my way and I nodded towards the door. At first, she just raised an eyebrow in a questioning way, but after a few seconds, she nodded her concurrence.

“Cathy, we need to go,” I said softly.

“Don’t go…not yet. You don’t want to go yet,” she implored me.

“We need to…really,” I countered.

With that, I lifted from her body, gently removing her hands as they tried to pull me back, and started gathering my clothes.

“Ohhhh…” I heard my wife moan, and looking over, I saw that Wes had started to move into her again.

It seemed that he had elected to take a physical approach to encourage her to stay and as I watched, Robert stepped forward and started to tease her breasts.

“Kasey,” I called out making no effort to hide my irritation.

Wes continued to fuck her for almost a minute and just when I was about to intervene, she said something to him and he stopped. A short conversation ensued and then he lifted off her body and she turned and stood. Instantly, my eyes went to my wife’s shaved pussy which glistened from the combination of her juices and the cum she had received. The eyes of all three men followed her as she moved towards me and I couldn’t help but notice that each had a full erection.

As she fumbled with her dress, I spotted multiple hairs on her breasts that I knew had come from Robert’s hairy chest and for some reason it made it all seem even more sordid. Offering short goodbyes, we fled to the sanctity of our nearby room.

“I didn’t want you with her…I don’t like it,” Kasey declared as soon as the door closed.

“Uhhh…I don’t think you’re in a position to pass judgments. What did you expect? For me to just stand around like a fool?” I countered.

“I don’t like it,” she repeated as she turned.

She made for the bathroom but I caught up and stopped her before she entered. For some reason, I wasn’t ready for her to wash away the sin we had experienced.

“Not yet,” I said.

“Why not?” she asked.

“I want to talk first,” I replied.

“Why? You started it. You let him sit next to me and touch me,” she shot back.

“Kasey, you went in there alone. It’s pretty clear what you wanted,” I challenged her.

“I was just watching. Nothing happened until you arrived,” she said showing clear irritation.

“Maybe…maybe…” I responded deciding to slow things down, but when my thoughts went to her use of the word earlier that day, I launched again, “You wanted to protect your men from her but it was too late for Wes.”

Just then, a soft rapping came from the door and I knew it had to be one or both of her admirers. A glance towards Kasey let me know she was thinking the same thing and without speaking, I stepped towards the sound.

“Hi, I just wanted to check and make sure everything is okay,” Wes said.

I knew the real reason for his presence was to determine if Kasey might somehow still be available but before I could respond, she said, “We’re fine.”

“Okay, then. I’m headed to bed,” he announced as he turned.

Kasey was still where I left her when I returned and when I took her in my arms she struggled for a moment before calming. We stood in silence as the seconds ticked by and although I had many questions, I didn’t know where to start.

“Did you enjoy it?” I finally asked.

“I…I don’t know yet,” she replied in a tiny voice, and before I could continue, she asked, “Are you mad at me?”

“I don’t know yet,” I replied.

“That’s…that’s not fair…that’s mean,” she answered and tried to wiggle free.

“What did you talk to him about…you had a long discussion after he finished,” I pushed recalling what I had witnessed.

“I don’t know…just stuff…normal stuff,” she replied.

“Like what?” I asked.

“How good it felt…stuff like that,” she said.

“Did it feel good?” I probed.

“Yes,” she answered without hesitation.

“Who was better?” I asked, intentionally being provocative.

“I don’t know…Robert, I guess,” she answered.

With my lust building, I pulled her dress over her head, and with her back to me, one hand went to her breasts while the other moved between her legs. Still flowered open, I dipped a finger inside her extracted some of her thick juices and used them to massage around her clit. Soon, she started emitting little whimpers and looped her arm around my neck.

“Did you talk to Wes about going to his room for more?” I asked once I felt I had her in a vulnerable place, and when she didn’t respond, I continued with, “Did he tell you they wanted to share you all night in their room?”

It took some time, but finally, her head nodded, and she announced proudly, “I said…maybe.”

Her boldness surprised me but her wit impressed me and I started to laugh as I said, “God, you’re bad.”

She started to laugh too, and replied, “Maybe, I am.”

“Jesus…” I responded and after giving her a moment to settle, I asked, “Do you want to? Want to go to their room?”

My fingertip moved to her button and I swear I felt it swell and in my sordid brain it was due to her thoughts about her two new lovers. Time seemed to stand still and twice I felt her body tense before relaxing. Without question, her mind was in turmoil, but I remained silent wanting the answer to be all hers.

“Yes…” she whispered, acknowledging what I knew to be true.

“Go…” I said to her.

With her back to me, I couldn’t see her face and when I dropped my arms she remained still for several seconds before turning. We locked eyes and several times it seemed she was about to speak but she remained silent and then with a deep breath turned and went to the bathroom. She closed the door behind her and soon I heard the shower running. When it stopped, she remained inside for thirty minutes and when she finally stepped out, she looked fresh with a new coating of makeup. Oddly, she put on panties and a bra and then selected a new dress. Her effort left little question that she intended to make an impression.

“Okay, well…” she said as she prepared to leave.

“You think you can win them back…from Cathy?” I asked.

“Yes!” she declared, and then turned and left.

As soon as the door closed, I picked up the remote and started to mindlessly flick through channels. It dawned on me that I had no idea of the room number she went to and a feeling of stupidity and emptiness wafted through me. Turning the TV off, I poured a large drink and went to the patio to clear my head. I had been sitting for about ten minutes when I heard the sliding door opening and seconds later, Glen appeared completely nude. Not aware of the idiosyncrasies of the divider, he remained unaware of my presence and I thought about keeping things that way, but curiosity got the better of me.

“Glen, how are you?” I asked.

My voice caused him to jump back a bit, but after peering through the foliage and recognizing me, he replied, “Good I guess.”

“I’m just having a whiskey. You want one?” I asked.

“Sure, why not,” he answered and while he pulled up a chair, I rose and headed inside for ice and glass.

When I returned, I passed the drink through the hedge, and with us both sitting close to it, it almost felt like we were in a confessional.

“Cathy go to sleep?” I asked.

“Nahhh…she followed Robert to his room,” he answered.

For a moment, I felt shock and sympathy for what my wife discovered but soon the comedy of the situation caused me to laugh, and I explained, “Kasey left a little while ago to go there, too.”

Glen, with a chuckle, replied, “Shit, I feel left out.”

“Yeah, I understand,” I offered and then asked, “How long have y’all been married?”

“Uhhh…we’re not married. She’s my sister,” he responded.

The message floored me as I was certain I had seen them having sex as I sat on the patio the first night, but the silence felt awkward, so I said, “Okay…”

After that, things became quiet again so Glen woke me from my thoughts when he said, “You know you have a very beautiful wife. I hope you don’t mind me saying but I was looking forward to spending some time with her.”

“It’s been an odd day for us. I’m not completely sure how all this came about,” I answered.

“Well, I get her interest in Wes and Robert. They worked her hard all day,” he laughed.

“I guess,” I said thinking what had occurred was still outrageous and would never take place in our normal lives. Then, after another brief silence, I added, “She got possessive with them. I think Cathy’s interest kinda goaded her on.”

The man let out a full laugh and when he started to calm, he replied, “Cathy is insatiable. She has to have sex almost every day or she goes crazy. I mean that. She goes nuts if she goes without.”

I considered asking about his relationship with his sister but decided not to and after chatting a little longer, he went back inside. Thirty minutes later, I was almost through my second drink, when Cathy suddenly emerged through the sliding door.

“Are you still out here?” she called out.

“I’m here,” I laughed.

“Then get over here, now,” she demanded.

Part of me just wanted it all over but I couldn’t deny the aggressive woman intrigued me and since there was the potential to learn something about my wife’s current situation, I decided to go. Glen, still naked, opened the door, and I couldn’t help but glance at his impressive cock that hung flaccid between his thighs. As I stepped in, Cathy emerged from the bathroom, naked as well, and beckoned me to her as she jumped on the bed.

“Kasey, okay?” I asked unable to hide my thoughts.

The question caused the woman to laugh loudly and she was still giggling when she explained, “Wes did her good but they’re about out of gas. When I left, she was sucking his cock, trying to get him hard while Robert took her from behind. That’s why I came back. I knew there was fresh cock here. Now, get naked.”

“Jesus, Cathy,” I said shaking my head at the woman’s irreverence.

“Hush…come take another look,” she said as she ran her fingers through her tummy hair.

Intuitively, she knew the trail had me enthralled, so once more she used it to manipulate me. As soon as I had undressed, I joined her on the bed and as her hand stroked my hard dick, I let my fingers explore down to her hairy pussy.

“You groom it,” I stated.

“A little…lick me,” she replied.

Once more, my mind went to the cum already deposited in her pussy, and the sight of some of Robert’s body hair provided further deterrence.

“Let’s shower first,” I suggested.

“Oh, hell…men are such babies. They’ll taste their own cum but are revolted by anyone else’s,” she spat out.

“Yes,” I said, offering no defense.

With a roll of her eyes, she left the bed and I followed her to the shower. We washed each other in the flowing water and I paid particular attention to her pussy wanting to get it thoroughly cleaned. When I was satisfied, I dropped to my knees lifted a leg over my shoulder and began running my tongue from her navel to her clit. It didn’t take long to get her aroused and soon her hands rested on the back of my head directing my attention to her hard nub.

“God, you can lick pussy,” she whined.

Even though the tile hurt my knees, I wanted badly to make her cum so I kept my focus and took direction from her responses. Several times, I thought she was close, but her excitement faded. Finally, she started up again and this time she continued to build until she let go in a series of loud grunts as her hands pulled me hard against her mound. When she finished, she started to slip down, so I rose and lifted her to her feet. She had enough strength to pull me into a deep kiss that lasted for over a minute and when it ended, I could see the fire returning to her eyes.

“You like that?” I asked.

“Let’s get in bed. I want to suck you,” she said.

“No, I’m ready to fuck you some more,” I answered, deciding to take the initiative.

After drying, we stepped into the room and discovered that Glen was missing. I thought maybe he stepped onto the patio or went for a walk, but Cathy didn’t seem disturbed so I followed her onto the bed.

She rolled to her back, but deciding to be forceful, I said, “On your knees.”

“Mmmm…yeah, baby…” she purred as she turned.

My licking had left her juicy and I slipped in with ease and after pausing to enjoy the feeling, I started thrusting into her deeply with one hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder. The slapping of our bodies helped fuel my passion and even though it had been well over an hour since my climax, I felt firmly in control.

“You like that?” I asked when her whimpering started.

“Yeah…take it, baby…” she moaned.

Reveling in the feeling, I had just decided to go faster and push towards an orgasm when I heard the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from our room. It caused me to come to a sudden stop, and I wondered why she had returned to our room with one of the men.

“Kasey, getting fucked,” Cathy giggled, clearly hearing it, too.

I started moving again and was almost in rhythm when my wife’s sounds became more pronounced.

“Why did she come back with them?” I said mostly to myself.

“Mmmmm…maybe it’s Glen,” Cathy replied, and before I could respond, she added, “Listen for a minute and I’ll be able to tell.”

We focused on the next room as my wife responded to her lover in a loud litany of grunts, groans, and cries. Then, like a gear had been shifted, she started to offer verbal encouragement that told us she was on fire.

“Oh, baby…do it…do it…God, don’t stop…” we heard Kasey cry out as clearly as if she were in the same bed as us.

“That’s Glen. He’s giving your wife’s little pussy a workout,” Cathy laughed.

Then, as if to put an exclamation point on her statement, we heard my wife say, “Oh, Glen…don’t stop. God, don’t stop.”

With that, she turned to look at me and said, “He needed to get some.”

“I want to watch,” I said, not caring how my reaction might look.

“Don’t interrupt. Let them have their fun,” she replied.

Undeterred, I pulled free and started towards my things but a sudden thought hit me and I turned towards the sliding glass door, grabbing a towel from the floor as I moved. Inspecting the hedge, I found a thin spot where it met the wall and I covered the shrub with the towel and then slipped through the small opening. Behind me, I could see Cathy watching and when she saw my move she stepped forward and I helped her through. Fairly certain I had left the door unlocked, I took the handle and with a slight pull got it to open with little sound until we had a two-foot opening. Holding the curtain back, I took one side while Cathy positioned herself on the other and we peered inside at the mating couple.

Glen had her in the center of the bed in the missionary position as he fucked her with a steady pace. Instantly, I realized that his lack of aggression meant that all the responses she showed were coming from just the simple feeling of his fat cock splitting her folds. Of course, now with no intervening wall, we heard her cries more clearly and it seemed to me that he had managed to take her to a level of excitement that was just short of a climax.

It seemed like minutes had ticked by but it was likely less than one when I felt Cathy’s hand on my shoulder and leaning towards me, she said, “She’s in heaven.”

I nodded to her and then returned to the scene, but seconds later, I felt her hand on my dick, and looking at her she smiled at me as she fell to her knees and swallowed my dick. I thought about trying to stop her, but that would likely cause us to be discovered, so I let her continue as my eyes returned to my wife.

“Oh, Glen…ohhhh…oh, baby…what are you doing to me…” my wife whined.

Her lover, who had been mostly silent to this point, asked, “You like it?”

“Yes…oh, yes…don’t stop,” she begged, and after emitting several mews of pleasure, she added, “It’s so good…so good…”

“You made me wait all day…” he said to her.

“No waiting…no more waiting…it’s all yours…all yours…” she declared.

Kasey, never very verbal during sex, now seemed quite happy to share her carnal feelings with Glen. It made me a little jealous as I knew much of it resulted from the thick shaft buried inside her.

“I want you to cum,” Glen told her.

“Okay…okay…I want to…” she answered.

With that, he started to thrust into her more deliberately and each time he hit bottom he forced a loud gasp from her mouth. I could tell it wasn’t from pain and soon her sounds turned into high-pitched whines. When I saw her legs start to rise, I knew she was close and when her body suddenly became rigid, I knew she was at the brink.


“Ohhhhh…oh, God…oh, baby…oh do it…don’t stop…do it…I’m there…oh, Glen do it, baby…oh yes…” she called out as the waves of pleasure swept through her.

Glen’s thrusts seemed to carry the orgasm forward but finally, her body started to relax and her hands which had gripped his arms moved to his ass.

“Where do you want it?” he asked as his heavy pants signaled his imminent climax.

“In me…cum in me…” she moaned.

“Good,” he declared and started moving faster.

He made it about a dozen strokes before his fat cock exploded into my wife as he grunted loudly. He slowed and then stopped but they continued to offer each other low purrs and mews. When he fell to Kasey’s side, I let Cathy pull me back towards the hedge and soon we were in bed.

“That made me horny,” she giggled.

“You’re always horny,” I laughed, recalling Glen’s description of her appetites.

She responded by finding my dick and tugging on it until I had moved between her legs. Quickly, she had me inside and as we moved slowly, I marveled at her sexual stamina. As I moved, I thought about all that had occurred during the past few hours which made my balls tingle. I didn’t try to fight my climax, and although satisfying it didn’t come close to matching the previous. Thankfully, Cathy let me roll to her side without protests and in less than a minute, I felt myself drifting off.

Sunlight showed around the edge of the curtains when I woke the following morning. Cathy, curled next to me, was breathing deeply indicating she was enjoying a contented sleep. Moving slowly, I managed to leave the bed without waking the woman and after gathering my clothes, I dressed near the door and then left. When I stepped into our room, I could see Glen had my wife’s back pulled against his chest as they slept. I thought about waking them or going to the bathroom to shower but fortunately, sensing my presence, he looked over his shoulder towards me. After a quick nod, he started to leave the bed and when he was standing, I couldn’t help but look at the heavy cock, now flaccid, that had filled my wife, and I suspected that if the light was better, I would see his pubic hair matted and crusty from her fluids.

He dressed quickly and without speaking, he stepped past me and left. I stripped and slid into the bed next to Kasey and unable to hold back, my hand reached for a breast.

“No, baby…no more. I need to rest,” she whined

I guessed she thought Glen was still in bed with her which made me think that they might have fucked some more after I fell asleep. I turned to my back and stared at the ceiling thinking about the night and contemplating the best way to handle Kasey. Finally, I managed to drift off for a few hours, but when I woke, Kasey was still out, so I rose, took a quick shower, and headed towards the beach.

Just after ten-thirty, an hour and a half after I had left the room, I spotted Glen walking towards the water. After a quick look around for Cathy, I realized he was alone and after wading through the surf for a few minutes he turned and headed towards the lounge chairs. Halfway there, we made eye contact, and after pausing for a moment, he moved towards me.

“Hey there. Mind if I sit?” he asked when he arrived.

“Sure,” I answered and he dropped into the chair next to mine.

For almost a minute, we sat in silence but he finally offered, “Interesting night.”

“Yes, it was,” I concurred.

“If you want me to shut up just say so,” he replied, concerned about my state.

“You’re fine,” I answered.

Strangely, I didn’t feel any anger nor did I want to create any drama. Plus, there were some missing elements in my knowledge of the evening that I hoped he might fill in. Still, it was an awkward situation so we returned to silence and I was watching the waves when he jolted me back.

“Your wife…Kasey. She’s a beautiful woman,” he said, reiterating a message he had delivered last night.

“Yes, she is,” I acknowledged, and deciding to move things forward, I asked, “How did you end up with Kasey?”

“I heard the door open and close while y’all were showering so I just decided to give it a try,” he laughed.

“And it worked,” I replied, mostly to myself.

“Yeah…it did,” he said, laughing again.

With that, we became silent once more and I stared at the waves rolling in as my mind churned on all the strange things that had happened in less than twenty-four hours. Multiple times we had gone to the brink but managed to back away but somehow Cathy’s taunting had created the needed motivation to take the final leap.

“Well, look who’s here,” Cathy called out, jolting me from my thoughts.

Boldly, Cathy took the chair next to me, opposite her brother and after exchanging pleasantries, she began to look between us with a silly grin.

“What?” I finally asked.

“Oh, come on. Don’t be all serious! It was a fun night!” she said a little too loudly causing several nearby heads to turn.

“It was interesting,” I acknowledged as Glen chuckled.

“Where’s your pretty wife,” the vixen asked with a wicked smile, and before I could answer she continued with, “Better hurry if she wants more of Robert and Wes. They’re leaving today.”

“Cathy quit it,” her brother demanded as he gave her an annoyed look.

“I’m just playing!” she declared and then added, “I bet she’s sore. Maybe Glen should check on her.”

“No,” I replied.

“C’mon! Don’t be a fuddy-duddy. You can play with my tummy,” she giggled as she grabbed my hand and tried to pull it towards her line of hair.

“No! In fact, I need to go see how she’s doing,” I announced as I started to rise.

“Would be more fun if Glen did,” the woman said to my back as I stepped away.

The walk only took a few minutes but once again I found myself thinking about the crazy situation we had landed in. I wondered how I would find my wife, so it was with some trepidation that I slid the card into the reader.

“Kasey?” I called out when I saw the room was empty.

“In here,” she replied from behind the closed bathroom door.

Entering, I found her in the tub with her head resting on a rolled-up towel, and she gave me a nervous smile as I stepped closer.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I hurt…I’m sore…” she whimpered, proving Cathy’s prediction true.

“Well, you had a workout,” I replied.

“Don’t be mean,” she answered and then asked, “Where have you been?”

Recalling how I found her earlier, I wasn’t sure if she was even aware I had even returned to the room, so I decided to play a bit.

“With Cathy,” I answered.

“Shit, Kevin,” she responded as a worried look swept over her face.

“Honey, I slept in bed with you. I came back and Glen left and we slept together. You were so out of it you didn’t even know it. I left earlier so you could sleep,” I explained.

“You saw him…Glen?” she asked nervously and when I nodded, she stared at me for a few seconds before an impish smile appeared and she said, “I was exhausted.”

Her mannerism emboldened me and I turned off the light so that the only illumination came from the main room and then pulled the vanity stool close to the tub, took her hand, and started to softly stroke it.

“Tell me what happened,” I said.

“Really? Do I have to?” she whined, and when I nodded my head, she added, “Can’t we just agree to let it go and move on?”

“No, honey…tell me,” I pushed.

“I…I did it with them. I mean…you told me to go. I did it with Wes and then I guess…both of them. When I came back Glen knocked on the door and…I guess I let him in,” she explained.

“Was Cathy there?” I asked.

“Yes! For a while…she’s so damn pushy but she left,” she replied.

“What happened with Wes and Robert? Were you in a threesome?” I pushed even though I thought I knew the answer.

“I guess so,” she answered.

“How did they have you?” I asked wanting her to admit the naughty details.

She stared at me for a few seconds before replying, “I had one in my mouth and the other was in me…then they switched.”

“How many times did they switch?” I asked as I felt my dick stiffening from the vision.

“Once…just once,” she offered.

“And you had a bunch of orgasms,” I stated and then added, “Did they cum in your mouth?”

“No, I think they were…empty,” she answered, ignoring my first question.

“I watched you with Glen…from the patio. I heard you having sex and found you with him. He made you go crazy, too,” I said as I dropped to my knees and reached out with my hand to her breasts.

Her eyes got wide and she held my stare for a while before she reached out with her hand and pulled me down until our lips met. We locked into a passionate kiss that seemed to last forever as I gently pulled on her nipples.

“It felt so good. I thought I was wiped out but he found more,” she said in a seductive voice when we finally parted.

“Cathy’s and Glen are down on the beach. She said Robert and Wes are leaving today,” I said.

“Yes, they woke me up when they called to say goodbye,” she responded with some pride in her voice.

“Seems you made an impression,” I responded and then stood and left as she giggled behind me.

It took her thirty minutes to emerge from the bathroom and when she did, I could tell she had put a lot of attention into her appearance. She was also completely nude and as she moved about, I spotted something on her inner thigh.

“Kasey, you have a mark on your leg. Is that a bruise?” I asked.

“Where?” she replied as she looked down and when she found the dark area, she said, “Shit.”

“Who did it?” I asked as I inspected the discoloration.

“I think…maybe Robert. He did it really hard,” she replied, and then added, “I can’t wear a bikini.”

“Yes, you can. You have to own it. Cathy wouldn’t care,” I responded.

“I’m not Cathy,” she shot back, and when I didn’t reply, she reiterated, “I’m not.”

I let her move about the room to finish getting ready and was pleased when she selected one of her sexier bikinis. With it, she picked out a long beach cover that left me wondering if she would shuck it when we arrived.

“Should we sit with them?” I asked.

“I don’t know. No…maybe…what do you think?” she replied, but before I could answer, she added, “No, let’s not.”

“Okay,” I said as she stepped into the bathroom for some final touches. After sitting by myself for a minute, I joined her in the small space and when our eyes met in the mirror, I asked, “Why did you let Glen in last night?”

She looked at me nervously for a few seconds before responding, “I don’t know…maybe because of Cathy.”

“What’s that mean?” I pushed.

“Well, the bitch kept chasing my husband, so I should get to do the same with hers,” she said showing some defiance.

“Honey, Glen’s her brother,” I announced, and instantly a shocked look appeared on her face.

“She…they…they’re depraved,” she gasped.

“Yes, it’s far from normal,” I agreed.

“We did it with them…my God…oh my God,” she forced out as a stunned expression appeared on her face.

“We’re definitely not joining them,” she stated.

“Kasey that’s something between them. It doesn’t involve us,” I replied, now thinking I had created unnecessary angst.

We made our way down and were on the steps when Glen spotted us. Cathy began waving as her brother stood which meant we would at least have to speak with them and it was Kasey that took the first step their way.

“Hello Kasey,” Glen said in a voice that carried some intimacy, and after briefly taking her hand, he added, “Why don’t you sit here.”

For a moment, she looked at me but then she allowed Glen to take the bag from her shoulder and help her sit. Although surprised at her acquiescence, I followed her lead and returned to my spot.

“Honey, did you sleep well?” Cathy asked when we had settled.

“Wonderfully,” she answered sarcastically which made everyone laugh.

Within minutes of sitting, we were engaged in two separate conversations so I wasn’t watching when Kasey removed her cover. It took a few minutes but when I saw Glen engaged with her in a whispered conversation while taking glances at her thigh, I guessed they were discussing her bruises. Strangely, it left me wondering whether Glen would feel sympathy or jealousy around what Robert had done.

For the next hour, we sunned, engaged in flirty conversations, and occasionally ventured into the water. Cathy and I would make the occasional trip to cool off together and separate but each time my wife rose Glen followed her like a security detail. The third time it happened, they moved into chest-high water and in my crazed brain, the man’s hands were roaming her body.

“She wants more cock,” Cathy announced, responding to the same thing.

“Do you?” I asked.

The question made her laugh openly and when she calmed, she replied, “I always want cock. Are you going to give it to me?”

“I think we already exceeded our crazy limit,” I replied.

“Ha! Don’t be a dud,” she laughed.

The woman was truly insatiable and I couldn’t help compare her to my wife. In reality, Kasey had been equally provocative the prior evening but, in my mind, hers was a one-time indulgence rather than a way of life. I thought at some point she would view the sexual play as something too far outside her comfort zone and be disappointed in her behavior. However, as I watched her in the water with the man that had recently taken her to a sexual peak, I wondered if she would consider a repeat encounter. Had she had her fill or did it whet her appetite. And what about the brother and sister relationship? Would her knowledge of Glen’s incest create an insurmountable block? Her current interactions with the man were surprisingly far friendlier than I expected after witnessing her reaction when learning of their relationship. These thoughts and others churned in my head although I never managed to emerge from the fog. After almost an hour, we decided to move to the bar for lunch which proved to be a good solution to refresh my mind.

“Well, that was nice. I think we’re going to go rest for a while,” I said when the meal was over.

“Are you coming back to the beach later?” Glen asked my wife.

“Maybe…” she replied and shot me an impish look.

Cathy and Glen didn’t understand the inside joke which made it even harder for me to maintain a straight face but somehow, I managed.

“Enjoy your nap,” Cathy said seductively when we stood.

“She’s such a predator. I can’t believe you did it with her,” Kasey spat out when we were out of earshot.

“You seemed chummy with Glen,” I fired back.

“He’s a gentleman,” she answered.

“Oh, that’s what it’s called,” I laughed which made her hit my arm.

After a quick shower, we turned the thermostat down low and jumped beneath the covers naked in the dark room. I pulled her body close and with our lack of sleep, it didn’t take long to drift off. However, our sleep was interrupted just a little later by the clear sounds of sex coming from the next room.

“Are you up?” I whispered.

“Yes, my God it’s so sordid. And we…we were with them,” she said repeating the comment she had made earlier.

Cathy’s sounds were so loud I thought she might be intentionally putting on a show for our benefit but I kept my suspicions from my wife, and despite the situation, I could feel my dick begin to swell. When my hand wandered to her breasts and found her nipples rigid, it became completely hard within seconds.

“C’mon,” I said as I pushed her onto her back.

Rather than reject my advance, her hand found my dick and brought it to her opening. It slid in easily signifying her arousal and after taking a few strokes, I stopped and kissed her passionately. When we broke, I started taking her hard wanting her to be heard and whether it was her arousal, the competition with Cathy, or both, she didn’t disappoint as she flooded the room with her excited cries. It put me into a fevered state and when her pussy began emitting wet smacking sounds, I went into overdrive.

“Go, baby…let them know how good it feels,” I told her.

“Don’t stop…ohhhh…do it…do it…” she whined.

Just then, the piercing sound of the phone ringing filled the room and I knew it was Cathy and Glen calling. I focused my attention on my wife and tried to block out the noise but the message was clear.

“He wants you…he’s calling for you,” I told her, unable to hold back.

“You have me,” she forced out between grunts.

“Yeah…” I said, her message forcing my mind to clear but it didn’t last long and I asked, “Did you like being with him? Like his big cock?”

“Don’t…” she started but I cut her off.

“Did you? Tell me,” I demanded.

She stared up at me as my thrusts forced out rhythmic gasps and then looped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a sloppy kiss. It only lasted a few seconds but when it ended, I could see fire in her eyes.

“You saw us…you saw what he did,” she whispered.

“Do you want him some more?” I pushed.

“Do you want me to?” she responded.

“I want you to tell me you want to feel his big cock some more,” I pushed.

She stared up at me, expressionless at first, but slowly a smile came to her face and she replied, “I want to feel his big cock some more.”

Just a few minutes later, I stood at the door of the room next door and when it opened, I smiled at the naked man and said, “You’re wanted.”

He moved to let me pass and I had barely stepped inside when Cathy said, “Took you long enough.”

I stood by the bed as Glen hurriedly dressed and as soon as he left, I stripped and climbed in bed. Cathy first took my dick in her hand and then with a silly smile she scooted down and inhaled it into her mouth. I let her have her way enjoying the amazing feeling while wondering when I would hear my wife. The hyper-sexed woman’s talents soon had me building and I was just about to let myself go when the sounds started from the next room.

“Ohhh…uhhhhh…ohhhh…” my wife groaned.

“She loves it…she told Glen she never felt so full,” Cathy giggled, taking a break to look up at me.

“I think she’s become you,” I replied, half teasing.

“Is that bad?” she asked but rather than wait for my answer, she returned to my shaft.

The aural inputs from Kasey and Cathy’s talented mouth soon had me at the point of no return and I held the woman’s head firmly as I fired my seed down her throat. She gave me a few minutes to recover before she pulled me onto her and for the rest of the afternoon we fucked and listened to my wife and her lover do the same. Later, we met up for dinner but as soon as we finished it was back for more which lasted until it came time for them to pack early the next morning.

“You have a beautiful wife,” Glen stated when he returned to the room.

“How is she?” I asked.

“Sleeping…out of it,” he answered with a proud smile.

I gave Cathy several tender kisses and then moved to our room. As the man described, I found my wife in a deep sleep so I crawled in next to her and it wasn’t until the maid came to clean the room a little past noon that we finally woke. Still groggy, we managed to shower, throw on our suits, and make for the beach.

“You look like you’ve been ravaged,” I said when I spotted more bruises on her thighs.

“Yes…” she replied glancing down and then added, “I’m so sore.”

“I guess you’re not in as good as shape as Cathy,” I teased.

She gave me a dirty look that lingered and then said, “I didn’t like you with her.”

“Uhhh…may I remind you that you were with three guys?” I countered.

“You made me,” she replied.

With that, I knew how she had decided to justify her actions but deciding not to push, I just rolled my eyes. We enjoyed the rest of our vacation and mostly avoided any further discussion about the sordid few days. Indeed, we had been back for almost two weeks when over a shared bottle of wine, the subject finally came up. After debating things for over an hour we both decided to agree that our behavior had been driven largely by being away from home in the exotic locale and the strange set of circumstances set in motion by our neighbors. Several times, Kasey mentioned with disgust the incestuous relationship of the pair but I managed to lead her away from the thought knowing that it would only devolve further if she dwelt on it.


“Do you think you could grow a trail?” I asked one night in bed as my finger slowly traced over her feminine tummy.

“God, no…it’s trashy!” she declared.

“What’s wrong with being a little trashy?” I teased.

“Ass,” she replied, and then after a few seconds of silence, she asked, “Do you think you can grow a bigger dick?”
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