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    Was it boredom? No. Not really. Victoria’s relationship with Mark was… fine. Safe. Sterile. They had good sex, a date night once a week (well, maybe more like every two these days), two kids that ranged from “tolerable” to “not so tolerable” depending on the day, a modest two-story home in suburbs that didn’t feel paint-by-numbers, and good jobs that would see them retire by fifty-five, maybe sixty if they decided to get that second home in North Carolina where Mark loved to golf. 
 
    So why, then, did Victoria do it? Why did she decide to let two men seduce her? Two men young enough to be her sons? Two healthy, horse-cocked young men who pounded her so hard she screamed from the pleasure? Why did she let herself be discovered by her husband, coated in their debauchery, her eyes wild, her whole body trembling from the string of countless orgasms? 
 
    Why did Victoria throw it all away? 
 
    The answer was simply this, the oldest and most primal of human emotions: 
 
    Lust. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Pepita Island was as lush and gorgeous as the advertisement in the vacation magazine that initially drew Victoria’s eye. An extinct volcano rose majestically through a bank of fat white clouds. Fronted by lush trees and thick, colorful foliage, it made for a grand sight that left her breathless. She took Mark’s hand. 
 
    “Is it what you hoped for?” he asked her. 
 
    “Yes,” Victoria said emphatically. “My God, look at it.” 
 
    “I think I’d rather look at you,” he said. 
 
    Mark was laying it on thick, but he needed to. When they first started talking about a vacation for her thirty-sixth birthday, he pushed none too subtly for a trip to Florida, where coincidentally one of his dream golf courses just went through a massive redesign. That led to some tension and even an ugly fight that spilled into three days of a cold war between them. Mark could be incredibly selfish. It was always what he wanted for dinner. It was always what he wanted for takeout. It was always where he wanted to go on vacation. It was always his way or no way, and Victoria finally had enough of it and screamed at him that for once, on her birthday, they were going to do what she wanted to do. The funniest part? The absolute best goddamn part? He had no idea what she was mad about. Even if they had the talk twenty times about listening to her when she wanted something instead of pushing his way into whatever they were planning, his complete lack of awareness left him guilt-free. Any remorse he should have felt, his ego erased. 
 
    That was just the tip of the iceberg, though. Victoria was feeling more and more frustrated with little things in her life and she wasn’t entirely sure why. It wasn’t Mark’s fault. Apart from his lack of empathy towards what his wife and kids, he was a decent man. A good husband, an even better dad. Victoria sometimes resented him that, the way he’d come through the door and Jerry and Heather would both warm up by degrees. He didn’t have to try to be the cool dad. He didn’t have to bribe them, the way Victoria did sometimes, and when he disciplined them, they generally listened. 
 
    It fucking sucked. 
 
    Victoria’s problems lately weren’t just with Mark. For most her life she hated the feel of other men’s eyes on her. She was that soccer mom, the hot one, the one the dads eyed at the games. Her boss, Alexander, sometimes gave her raw unguarded looks that spoke volumes as to why he liked to keep her close at hand. Store clerks rushed to help her. Women on the block hated her because she was the one their guys fantasized about. And those neighborly men? Just about every single one of them tried palming her ass or getting a feel of her tits with a too-long hug at the neighborhood parties. 
 
    Victoria knew she had a hot mom body, one she worked damn hard for. The only things not real about her were the vaginal reconstruction and boob job she got when they decided not to have any more kids. Her trim waist was the result of hours of working out every week. Same with her luscious, peachy ass. The older Victoria got, the prouder she was of her body, the dark fantasy of the married woman made flesh. Over the last few years, she started liking the eyes on her. Liked the attention, especially as every other woman in her circle started down the road towards getting fat or lopping off their hair for the dreaded mom bob. Liked to fantasize the soccer dads would take her behind the stands and make her kneel to suck them all off. Began to fantasize about a late night with Alexander at the office, where she’d shove him down in his chair and fuck him until she broke him.  
 
    Those were bedroom fantasies. Nothing Victoria ever expected to act on. They remained in her head, locked away firmly and only brought out on the nights when Mark couldn’t quite get her there by himself. Then she would let herself fantasize about the Victoria waiting to come out, the secret slut she wanted to be. 
 
    Victoria squeezed Mark’s hand, and murmured in his ear, “You know, you might just get lucky this trip.” 
 
    His hand moved higher on her thigh. They couldn’t get up to much on the small ferry, but the gesture made her smile. Just as Victoria leaned in to whisper in his ear what she planned on doing with his cock in twenty minutes, the captain announced they would be docking soon. Everyone cheered and they joined in. 
 
    The resort took up a big wedge of the island, a sprawl of tiki-style wood huts, swimming pools, and best of all, sands so white they nearly hurt the eyes. There was no room on the island for a runway, so they only aircraft that could come in or out were either helicopters or watercraft. The resort brought its guests in by ferry from the mainland. It was as away from the world as they could afford, and it looked to be paradise. 
 
    The ferry slowed and came around to the docks. Men and women in Hawaiian and camps shirts emblazoned with the Pepita Island logo cheered and clapped like they were hailing long lost friends, and Victoria had to admit, it made the experience that much more pleasant. The staff was, to a person, either handsome or beautiful, ranging in age maybe from eighteen to about forty. She knew Mark would be looking at the doe-eyed blonde at the end, her shirt open over a pale blue bikini top. Victoria herself stared at a tall, young black man, his hair done in long braids and his camp shirt barely hiding his broad shoulders and powerful body. The man caught her looking and winked. She smiled back, blushing and looking away hastily. 
 
    Another handsome young man, this one Latino with a severe, short crew cut, knelt on the pier and took photos of everyone as they disembarked. Victoria eyed him too. His Hawaiian shirt hung open over his rock-hard pecs and abs. Christ, that wasn’t a six pack. That was more like an entire case. And was it her imagination, or did his camera falter for a fraction of a second when she disembarked? She blushed as he started clicking away again. 
 
    To assuage her guilt, Victoria elbowed her husband. “Don’t be thinking about running away with that blonde.” 
 
    Mark pinched her butt. “Oh no. You’re stuck with me.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The resort’s rooms were arranged around the two main pools and a central forum-style meeting hub, with each room angled in such a way that the ocean was visible from the windows. Though the accommodations were on the small side, neither Victoria or Mark planned on spending much time in there, save for sleep – and one other reason. 
 
    Feeling guilty about her dark thoughts about their marriage and eyeing the two studs on the dock, Victoria showed her appreciation for her birthday present by stripping down to her thong and resting on her heels before devouring her husband’s six-inch cock. Victoria liked control, but she loved being controlled, and when Mark’s hand rested on the back of her head, she moaned and stared up at him, swallowing him deeper. After so many years together, she knew all the tricks to get him to come fast, and she used them now, twisting her head back and forth, running her tongue along his base and his sides, jacking the first couple inches of him now and then until he was good and primed before dropping her hands to her ass, the way he liked to watch when he finished. 
 
    Mark knew to pull out of her mouth – she only swallowed for special occasions – and did so at the last, aiming his cock at Victoria’s big breasts. “Here… it… comes,” he groaned, and shot a few ropes against her chest. She hoped he would return the favor, but instead he grinned down at her and helped her up. 
 
    “Thanks, honey. I needed th-” Music started up out at the forum, and Mark moved to the window to pull the vertical wooden blinds to look out. The Spanish music was bright, vivacious, the sort of thing perfect for dancing, and Victoria couldn’t help twirling to the beat. Mark came to her, laughing, and they danced together, the come still drying on her chest. “Want to hit the pool and listen to some music?” 
 
    They kissed, and though she felt a twinge of irritation at him not even offering to go down on her, Victoria took pleasure in their comfortable intimacy. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Latino photographer approached people at the fringe of the crowd and talked to them rapidly before snapping pictures of them as they danced. When he saw Victoria and Mark approach, he worked his way slowly towards them, snapping more pictures of happy couples and solo dancers. 
 
    “Here comes a sales pitch,” Mark said, but his words were good-natured. Victoria barely noticed. She was entranced by the young man’s muscles, like some statue carved from stone. And his eyes, so smoldering, so dark. She could imagine him between her thighs, licking her with that kind of intensity before he roamed up her body, held her in his massive arms, and took her for his. 
 
    A shiver of pleasure coursed through her, and she was already blushing when the young man finally arrived. 
 
    “Ah, the last arrivals!” he said. “Esteban, the resort’s photographer.” 
 
    Mark introduced himself and Victoria. Esteban’s hand was so damn big it dwarfed Mark’s. Another flash, those hands roaming Victoria’s back as Esteban pushed her up against a wall, his cock at her entrance, insisting on being let in.  
 
    The two men shook like they were arm wrestling, and Mark came away looking less than pleased. Esteban raised his camera. 
 
    “With permission, I take photographs of guests throughout your stay, and then send you on the highlights within a month of your vacation. Of course, if you want actual prints, we offer those too.” 
 
    “At a price, I’m sure,” Mark said. 
 
    “Mark!” Victoria said. 
 
    Esteban chuckled. “It’s true. But are you telling me you wouldn’t want a framed photograph of this beauty in her prime, wild and free on vacation, in your living room?” 
 
    “It’s a good sales pitch,” Mark said. 
 
    “Well, how about a photo together at least to celebrate your first night on the island?” 
 
    Mark wrapped an arm around Victoria’s waist and kissed her cheek while Esteban snapped a couple pictures of them together. When he lowered the camera, he smiled wide. “Beautiful! Be free, be merry!” 
 
    He sauntered off, and Mark shook his head. “That guy couldn’t have been perving on you any harder if he tried.” 
 
    “Oh, he had to be half my age,” Victoria said as she undid her robe and let it slip from her shoulders. But when she looked over Mark’s shoulder, Esteban had circled back, standing not quite hidden by a group of waist-high ferns. He grinned and dipped his head. She fought back a smile as he raised his camera again and twirled one finger in a half circle. Victoria turned and headed for the pool’s steps, making sure the young man had a terrific view of her bikini-clad ass. 
 
    What am I doing? I’m married. 
 
    She was just having a little fun, Victoria decided. It was a moment of harmless flirting. As if he read her mind, Esteban snapped a few more photos, then turned away, his attention back on the group of guests dancing to the Latino band. That was it, she decided. Her would-be Latin lover gave her the attention she craved to make a sales pitch. Nothing more. And if it gave her a harmless thrill, so what? 
 
    They swam for a while, enjoying the cool water and the warm, muggy air. When they hopped out and dried off, the drinks started flowing, and soon Mark led Victoria to the midst of the dancers, she still in her bikini and a diaphanous wrap, him in his swim trunks. She would have felt foolish if half the crowd wasn’t dressed just the same – or even skimpier. 
 
    The music, the joy of the moment swirled through them, lifted them up. Mark’s arms wrapped around her from behind and he swayed with her. Victoria raised her arms to the sky, thinking about Esteban’s words. Be free. Be merry. 
 
    Again, she saw him at the edge of the dancers, but this time, he was talking to that other handsome young man from the docks, the tall black one with the long braids. Victoria thought at first it was her imagination that they were both staring in her direction. There was a lot of gorgeous flesh on display in that ring of dancers, some of whom were ten or fifteen years younger than she was. But no, their eyes fixed on Victoria and stayed on her. They knew she was looking back. Esteban grinned, but the braided one simply stared, his eyes intense, unreadable. Their gazes left Victoria feeling marked. Maybe it should have made her uncomfortable. Maybe she should have sought out their supervisors or told Mark. But in the end, she watched them too, unaware that in her own eyes was a hunger twice as feral as theirs. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Every vacation, Mark always drank too much. It was a strange tradition, as he wasn’t much of a drinker back home, but when they were away from the world, he let himself go and guzzled whatever was at hand, always after promises he would do no such thing. 
 
    It wasn’t that Victoria minded so much. Her husband was a silly drunk, sweet and goofy like an overeager puppy. He invariably would pass out by six or seven each night, leaving her bored and wanting to do something. This too wasn’t so terrible. It was how she experienced her first desert sunset, on a hike by herself, a walking stick in hand as the magnificent yellows and oranges blazed across the sky as she wept to see it. It was how she met her good friend Minka, at a museum just about to close for the evening and both of them without companionship. 
 
    And it was, on that vacation to Pepita Island, how she met Everard Boutroux – sort of. 
 
    At most, Mark was a five or six drink guy, and that would see him stumbling through the door and into bed. That first night, after being out in the sun and the intense wet heat of the island, Mark was a chortling mess after his second margarita where Victoria was just getting started. By his third drink, a sunny yellow concoction that tasted like a banana, Mark was ready to call it quits for the night. He tried to drag Victoria into bed with him and she lay under him for a few half-hearted pumps before he lost the thread of what he was doing, fell to one side, and passed out. 
 
    Victoria sighed, and got up to get dressed again. They hadn’t eaten yet and she was starving, so she made that her first priority. The resort featured several restaurants, but she knew the one she wanted to try first, open aired and closest to the ocean. Warm lights contrasted nicely with the onyx-topped tables and bar. She was drawn to the veranda overlooking the water, entranced by the ocean waves rolling in. The waves were so loud, but it was a sound she grew used to fast. It lulled her into a near-hypnosis, and when a waiter spoke next to her, she jumped. 
 
    “Oh, I’m so sorry, Miss,” the mousy man said. 
 
    “Don’t be. I was lost in the waves. I suppose you get that a lot.” 
 
    “We do. And it happens to me all the time.” 
 
    “This must be a magical place to work.” 
 
    He grinned. “It certainly is.” 
 
    Victoria gave him her drink request – rum punch, heavy on the ice – and read through the menu while he hurried away. Everything sounded delicious, and with Mark passed out, she didn’t need to worry about hitting their agreed-upon food budget for each day. She ordered the peppered shrimp and fresh sushi. Out of the corner of her eye she spotted the tall, braided young man from earlier as he took up a spot at the bar. He was out of his uniform, but still dressed for the beach in long shorts and a panel shirt open nearly to his stomach. He caught Victoria’s eye, nodded, and turned his attention to the bartender before she could respond in kind. That irritated Victoria for some reason. 
 
    She focused on the beach again, but soon her imagination drifted towards the young man at the bar. What would she do if he did actually come and talk to her? Clearly he and Esteban had been interested earlier, and they were two of the most handsome men she ever laid eyes on. Would she blow him off? Play it cool and hold up her hand to show off her wedding ring? 
 
    He didn’t come over, but he did acknowledge her presence in one way. The waiter came back halfway through her meal with a fresh drink in hand, this one a bright blue daiquiri. “From our head masseur, Everard Boutroux.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, but sorry, your head masseur?” 
 
    The waiter turned and pointed at the young man at the bar. Everard looked in their direction and raised his bottle of beer. Amused, Victoria raised the enormous daiquiri in response, expecting him to sidle over and ask her if he could join her. Still no response, other than that slight gesture of acknowledgment. 
 
    He was really playing this cool. Why oh why did that irritate her so much? 
 
    Victoria finished her meal and half the daiquiri. Somewhere in the middle, Everard, her new, silent benefactor, disappeared, leaving Victoria looking every which way for him. When the waiter came back, she asked, “What’s his story?” 
 
    “Everard? He’s a dangerous one,” the waiter said slyly. “Our most popular masseur, and not with the men.” He winked. “And he’s the owner’s son. He left word with us that you and your husband aren’t to be charged for food or drinks this week.” 
 
    “I’ll have to thank him if I see him again.” 
 
    Yes, she thought as she took one last sip of her daiquiri. Thank him. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Because you’re the hottest woman here,” Mark said around a mouthful of fried salami and mashed plantain. He chewed, closed his eyes, and moaned. Victoria leaned forward and speared a forkful for herself. It was good, but not as good as the butter bread, sardines, and tomatoes on her own plate. 
 
    “I guess. It’s just weird is all.” 
 
    “Want me to talk to their manager?” 
 
    “That’s just it,” Victoria said, piling another slice of bread high with the tomatoes and the sardines. “He’s apparently the owner’s son.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll talk to him then.” 
 
    “No, it’s fine,” Victoria said, kind of wishing he would. Her dreams the night before were uneasy, dark things, full of her children crying and Mark’s raging voice. Not that he got angry often. In any case, the thrill of the young men’s attention was now firmly behind Victoria, and she was left with an uneasy sense of guilt about it, even if the worst thing she’d done was give that Esteban a good shot of her bikini-clad butt. That wasn’t so bad. 
 
    Right? 
 
    After breakfast, they went on a sightseeing tour of the island. Footpaths led around and up to the lip of the volcano, extinct now for well over ten thousand years.  The interior was far too steep to climb down, but they were told of a charming local custom of taking up a small pebble, making a wish spoken only to the stone, and casting it into the volcano. Unsurprisingly the tour guide just so happened to have a bucket of pebbles on hand. Mark was among the first to hold his stone to his lips, staring at his wife and grinning before he spoke a few words and tossed his pebble in. 
 
    Victoria didn’t really know what to wish for. She had it all. Good kids, a good husband, a good job. She thought of Esteban’s words. Be free. Be merry.  
 
    “I want to be free,” she said under her breath, not really knowing just what the hell she meant, but knowing it to be true anyways. If she expected some great sign from the heavens when she pitched it in underhanded, there was none, save for the cry of distant circling birds. 
 
    They walked back with a lovely middle-aged couple, James and Lisa. They bonded over mutual birthdays – James had one that day while Victoria’s was the day before she and Mark would fly back – and talked some their hobbies. When Mark mentioned golf, James lit up and said, “You need to try this course on the mainland. It was built by Pierre Boutroux.” 
 
    “Boutroux, as in ;owns this resort; Boutroux?” Victoria asked. 
 
    “The one and the same. It’s gorgeous. Ocean views, never seen greener grass in my life.” 
 
    “Ahh, I promised the wife no golf this trip,” Mark said. 
 
    You also promised you wouldn’t get falling down drunk. 
 
    “I think you could probably fit one day of golf into the schedule,” Victoria said, trying to mean her smile. She was a little pissed Mark was positioning her as the no-fun police, but it was a tactic she grew wearily accustomed to at home when the kids wanted to do something she expressly forbid. 
 
    “We’re going on a boat tour tomorrow,” James said. “How about the day after?” 
 
    The day after was Victoria’s birthday, and the last full day of their trip. Say no, Mark. Make me matter more than your fucking game.  
 
    “Well, it’s Victoria’s birthday,” her husband said hesitantly. 
 
    “It’s an hour there and back, and if we hit it fast and hard, we can be back early in the afternoon,” James said, more to Victoria than her husband. 
 
    “Oh, go, have fun,” Victoria said, inwardly screaming.  
 
    Later, on the beach under palm frond awnings, Victoria tried to get into a thriller she meant to finish on vacation. Mark tried to sit still next to her, sipping on a Corona and watching a handful of fishermen on the docks. Her anger hadn’t faded, but developed a sharp, fiery edge to it, and she said nothing as she fought the urge to clench her jaw. 
 
    “You’re obviously pissed,” Mark finally said. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Look, I’ll tell him I can’t play golf.” 
 
    “And paint me as even more of the evil villain in your life,” she said. 
 
    “Goddamn it, Victoria, I’m the one who said I didn’t want to golf because it’s your birthday.” 
 
    “No. You used me like a crutch. Like you always do when you want to have a good time and you know you shouldn’t.” She sighed and set aside her Kindle. “Look, I don’t want you to be miserable. It’s important that you have fun too. So go. Golf. We don’t have to be together twenty-four seven. Maybe I’ll treat myself to a spa day or go to the mainland and shop.” 
 
    “That’s an idea,” Mark said. 
 
    “Just promise me we’ll spend some time together that night.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She tried to grin at him and found it easier than she expected to fake the gesture. “And I see you eyeing those fishermen, baby. I’m going to take a walk, maybe go get some ice cream or something. I expect swordfish on the menu tonight.” 
 
    He leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Best wife ever.” 
 
    Oh, how those words would haunt her. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Victoria walked up the beach, heading towards a group gathered around a gorgeous thirty-something staff member playing a guitar. Victoria stopped to listen for a while, lulled into pleasant numbness. The guitar player was good, with a soulful voice and just enough of a lisp to give her a unique flavor all to her own. The guys must have gone crazy for her. She was nearly as busty as Victoria, though her hips weren’t nearly so curvy. 
 
    A man came down the sands, camera in hand, and Victoria smiled to see Esteban again. He snapped a few pictures of the group at different angles, circling them to catch the surf behind them. His eyes seemed to linger on Victoria, and by now, she knew it was not her imagination. Eventually she stood up to wander again, aware of the handsome young man trailing her at a distance, 
 
    The water called for her, and maybe Victoria wanted to show off a bit. She unwrapped her diaphanous sarong and let it fall to the sand along with her towel. Behind her, she heard a click click click as she kicked off her sandals. She stopped to look over her shoulder once with a smile before she headed into the surf, the waves crashing around her ankles.  
 
    The surf was good and warm, nearly as warm as the flush to Victoria’s cheeks as she imagined Esteban coming out in the water behind her. She wished he would. In that moment, she wouldn’t have stopped him if he tried to do something to her. In the distance, so far he was almost indistinguishable, she could see her husband on the dock, casting a line in. His sight was good, but not nearly so good as hers, and if Esteban had come to her, Mark would have seen nothing, even if the Latino man fucked her raw right there in full view of the world. 
 
    She wanted to sink her hand into her bikini bottoms and play with herself, but instead, she leaned down and splashed the water. The bikini bottoms tugged up snugly between her cheeks and she knew her full, ripe pussy lips would be outlines nicely by them. She knelt in the water and cupped it in her hands. When she rose up, she turned and raised her hands over her head. Esteban watched with his camera raised as she poured it all over her forehead, down her breasts, across her stomach. 
 
    “Again,” he said. It was the only word either of them would speak in that moment out of time. 
 
    She knelt and cupped more water, this time drizzling it between her fingers across her breasts instead of her head. Esteban clicked a few more pictures, then without looking or caring if they were being watched, he reached down with his free hand and unzipped himself. Out flopped one of the meatiest, fullest cocks Victoria had ever seen, and she moaned imperceptibly as he began to stroke himself. Anyone could see – did see. The group she had just been sitting with watched down the beach, a few murmuring to themselves. Victoria blushed, her eyes flicking between the man jacking his cock at the sight of her and the people watching, judging. 
 
    It should have made her feel guilty. Instead it made her want to spread her legs and beg for Esteban to take her, to fuck her senseless, to use her. 
 
    He stopped to spit into his palm, and Victoria nearly shouted at him that it was her job, that she should have been on her knees worshipping that cock with her tongue and her mouth, but instead, she watched, chest rising and falling, squirming with the desire making her pussy so very wet. 
 
    His hand blurred faster and faster. She turned for him, bringing up more water to spill down her body. The guitar player stopped and turned, grinning with a flush of her own cheeks. Victoria felt like she was on fire, and if she didn’t get fucked soon, she was going to burn up. She wanted to drop her hand to her pussy, wanted it so badly, but she wasn’t quite there, not ready to take that step. And in the end, it didn’t mater anyways. Esteban released, his come spurting out in huge arcs and landing in the sands. He did himself back up, raised the camera again, took one last picture, and walked away. 
 
    Victoria ran for her room. She dropped everything by the door and didn’t bother with taking off her bikini bottoms. She crashed onto the bed, legs dangling off the sides, and yanked the thin fabric to the side to drive her fingers into herself. Her body was already aflame, and it only took her half a minute before her back arched and she gasped a name that wasn’t her husband’s. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Something dark like thunderclouds pressed in at Victoria’s mind as she watched Mark down his third cocktail of the night. She didn’t care anymore that he got drunk. She wanted it. Wanted him out of her hair so she could have fun. He smiled at her like a faithful puppy and she felt… nothing. No love for him. No contempt. Nothing. Returning a smile felt as automatic as taking out the garbage. 
 
    “This fish is really good,” he said. “Want a bite?” 
 
    “No, I’m good.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    She gripped her fork, trying not to whip it at his hand, and speared a bite off his plate. It was delicious, cooked in some kind of wine sauce, and all she could think about was how much she’d rather be swallowing down Esteban’s hot load. 
 
    “Yummy.” 
 
    “I upset you again?” he asked. 
 
    Victoria took a deep breath. “No.” 
 
    “Because it seems like you’re upset.” 
 
    She deserved awards for her calmness. Behind Mark, she saw the guitar player from earlier step into the restaurant with her tan guitar case at her side. The woman saw Victoria too and winked. This time, when Victoria returned her attention to her husband, her smile was genuine.  
 
    “No, really, I’m… thinking about the kids,” she offered lamely. And she did earlier, sort of. After her orgasm, she thought about what an affair would do to their marriage. The worst of the damage would be to the kids, who were too young to really know what the word “affair” would mean but plenty old enough that they understood and had seen divorce. She thought of Jerry, his eyes so like hers watering. He was the crier of the two, so full of raw, unchecked emotions, but he was sweeter too. Heather always treated Victoria like background noise, a daddy’s girl through and through. If Victoria left them all, she doubted Heather would blink an eye. 
 
    No, that wasn’t true and she knew it. Heather loved her, even if sometimes she didn’t show it. This… this would devastate them. 
 
    That thought did not hurt as much as it probably should have. 
 
    Mark’s face softened. “Aw, hey. they’re fine.” 
 
    “Me too.” Victoria settled into her role as a dutiful mother, hating herself for how easy it was to lie. “But you know I worry.” 
 
    “I was thinking one of those plush sharks for Heather from the gift shop.” 
 
    Inwardly, Victoria winced. The plushies were marked up so much, maybe forty dollars more than they were actually worth. But in that moment she would have agreed to give the kids yachts if it meant drawing Mark away from the true source of her… 
 
    Her what, exactly? 
 
    Her lust? Her dark thoughts? Her strange newfound desire to pull down the bricks of who she was simply because she wanted to watch it all crumble? 
 
    “Oh, she’ll love that,” Victoria said, and she meant it. Heather would have loved a smelly gym sock if it came from her father, but she really did love sharks and stuffed animals. “But what for Jerry?” 
 
    “That’s the question,” Mark said. His words were dry and knowing. Unlike Heather, it was impossible to shop for Jerry and get it right, even when he told them what he wanted. “Plane peanuts.” 
 
    “The free soap from the room,” Victoria said, eyeing the guitarist as she approached. “Hello again.” 
 
    Mark turned and smiled quizzically. The guitarist said warmly, “Hello again.” 
 
    To Mark, Victoria said, “I was listening to her play earlier on the beach. Wonderfully, wonderfully talented.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re too kind. And that was some show.” The woman winked, and Victoria froze, her eyes huge. “You going swimming like that and nearly losing your top, I think you had my entire audience watching you.” 
 
    “Oh jeez,” Victoria said, wanting to jump up and kiss the woman. “And here I thought that could be my dirty vacation secret.” 
 
    Mark laughed. The woman introduced herself as Hayley and took a few minutes to chat. A pleasant, low-key woman, she was pretty, in a girl-next-door sort of way, with a smattering of freckles and dimples when she smiled wide. It was her sky-blue eyes that sold her attractiveness. The killer body didn’t hurt much either. 
 
    Finally, Hayley said, “Well, I should start setting up. I’ll be performing here for an hour or two, depending on the turnout.” 
 
    “Looking forward to hearing you play,” Mark said. 
 
    “Good to see you again,” Victoria told the young woman. 
 
    “You too!” Hayley said. 
 
    They stayed to listen to her sing the first few songs. Victoria ordered fresh refills for her Long Island and Mark’s glass of scotch, knowing full well why. She wanted Mark passed out again, but to what purpose, she wasn’t entirely sure. Maybe she’d see Esteban again. Or maybe Everard – and why did that send such a thrill of pleasure up her spine? She really only saw the man a few times, and had yet to speak to him. But she couldn’t deny her animalistic attraction to him, the way she wanted to knock him down to the sand and mount him like a bitch in heat. That was a crude and ugly way to think of it but no less true. She wanted Everard to fuck her everloving brains out. 
 
    After a bowl of delicious fruit-infused ice cream, they took a walk around the resort grounds. People danced and swam and sat out on the verandas of the bars and restaurants. They recognized a few people, but blessedly no one else from the beach that afternoon. One open-aired building had some pool tables, foosball, and other games set up. James and Lisa were playing a game of pool with another couple, and invited them to join in. While they finished up their current game, Victoria went to get fresh drinks for everyone. 
 
    At the closest bar, she leaned on the counter, not thinking about much at all. It should have surprised and maybe upset her when a man placed his hand on the small of her back, but when she turned to Everard’s smile, she melted instead. 
 
    “Hello again,” he said, moving his hand away and sliding up on the stool next to her. 
 
    Christ, he looked good. His linen shirt was wide open over muscles she wanted to tongue, and his hair was loose that night, hanging wild down his back. 
 
    “I’m not sure we had a hello for the first time.” 
 
    He chuckled, a low, throaty thing that filled her with warmth. “True enough.” 
 
    “Never got a chance to thank you for the food and drink upgrade,” Victoria said. 
 
    He waved that away. The bartender spotted him, raised one finger, and Everard nodded slightly. Back to Victoria, he said, “Where is your husband?” 
 
    “Playing pool.” 
 
    “He’s an idiot for letting you out of his sight.” 
 
    She smiled. “Maybe he is.” 
 
    “Mm. Enjoying your vacation?” 
 
    “Something tells me you know the answer to that.” 
 
    “Maybe I do. And maybe I’m jealous Esteban got to show off for you first.” 
 
    “He would be a hard act to follow.” 
 
    “Oh, I think we’re on pretty even ground,” Everard said, his eyes twinkling. “Want to go somewhere and I can prove it?” 
 
    “Yes. And no.” Victoria sighed. “I’ve never done anything like this before.” 
 
    “Small steps, then,” Everard said as the bartender brought over a rum and coke. He thanked the man absently and raised his glass to Victoria. She raised hers in return, and they sipped. “You leave in three days.” 
 
    “You’ve done your homework.” 
 
    He turned to her and now his eyes were dark and contemplative. “I have been interested in you since the moment you stepped off the boat. I don’t say this lightly. You’re one of the sexiest women I’ve ever laid eyes on. Your curves. Your face.” 
 
    “I’m old enough to be your mother.” 
 
    Everard leaned in, so close his lips nearly brushed her ear. “And what about that isn’t supposed to turn me on?” 
 
    Victoria shivered with pleasure as he pulled away. “Yes. I leave in three days.” 
 
    “You don’t have to, you know. You could stay. We could put you on the payroll. Or you could do nothing but lounge around in my bed.” 
 
    “And what about poor Esteban?” Victoria said, her thighs spreading without her realizing it. Oh hell, but she wanted to run a hand down and get herself off again. 
 
    “Esteban and I share everything. He’s like a brother to me.” Everard looked down at her parted legs and she closed them again. When he looked back up, his eyes were serious. “You ask about him, but not what your husband might think.” 
 
    She looked away at her drink. “Or my children.” 
 
    He reached out and gripped her chin with two fingers, twisting her head gently back to look at him. “If we were to do this, if you were to stay, you would not be my one and only. I wouldn’t promise you love. You deserve to know that.” 
 
    “Such a charmer.” 
 
    “I would not want to break your heart. Say no, and I will back off. I’ll tell Esteban too. We would leave you alone.” 
 
    Victoria hesitated, but didn’t say the word. Everard smiled, but his humor didn’t touch his eyes, and when she glanced down, she saw how hard he was. “I should get back to my husband,” she whispered, her throat suddenly dry. 
 
    “Come by my building tomorrow, if you like. Get a massage. Julissa is magic with her fingers.” He caressed her side, his hand falling all the way to Victoria’s ass. “Or perhaps you’d like one from me.” 
 
    Victoria didn’t trust herself to respond to that. When she returned to Mark, he asked her three times where the drinks were before she finally realized he was speaking to her. 
 
    A massage. 
 
    Yes. That sounded… perfect. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Victoria woke with Mark’s fingers at her pussy and almost moaned another man’s name. All the previous night, she dreamed of Esteban and Everard, their faces fusing together as they took her. 
 
    Mark kissed her shoulder and breathed, “Happy birthday eve.” 
 
    She almost wept. She almost laughed. Instead, she joined her hand to his and squeezed her eyes shut, reimagining the most potent of the dreams, Everard spearing her from behind in the surf, tugging her hair back as the waves washed all around them.  
 
    “Take me like that,” she breathed, and Mark obliged, spooning with her and sliding into her depths. She never tried to fight the images making her swell, swoop, fly. She never thought once about Mark as he fucked her from behind, his grunting and panting never reaching her ears. She thought about Everard and Esteban, and she knew what she wanted most that day. 
 
    Victoria came. She came so hard she saw stars, the light dimming, red sweeping her vision. Then she was moving, rolling on top of Mark, pinning his hands above his head and fucking him. He came far too soon and still she rode him, panting hard, needing to scratch an itch he could no longer satisfy. He tried to make it good for her, tried to get his hand down to her clit and play with her button, but Victoria fell away, diving for her toys in her bag and coming up with a finger vibe. Mark looked hurt at that, but his hand joined hers again. She let him, but it was the fantasies that held her rapt, not his fingers or the vibe. Esteban behind her, filling her ass with his cock. Everard beneath her, sucking at her full, thick nipples, his cock hammering up into her pussy, stretching her so good. She came again with a cry, and her toy fell away from her fingers as she rested on the bed, catching her breath. 
 
    Mark retrieved the vibrator and shut it off for her. “Wow. Been a while since I saw you that excited.” 
 
    “Mm hm,” Victoria said, still not wanting to look at him. 
 
    “I like my vacation wife.” 
 
    He showered, and she stepped in after he was done while he dressed in the other room. As the spray hit her head, Victoria finally allowed herself to recognize what devastation an affair would create. What loss it would bring. She sobbed silently, her whole body shaking with it. 
 
    You can stop this. It’s not too late. You’ve done nothing you can’t come back from. This will break him. This will break them. 
 
    And still, when her thoughts drifted back to Everard, her hand slid low, cupped her sex. Victoria knew what she wanted. 
 
    She wanted a massage. 
 
    James and Lisa caught up to them that morning at breakfast. It wasn’t too late to sign up for the boat tour, and Mark looked excited at the prospect. Perfect. Victoria, who had been silent up to that point, said, “I don’t want to seem like a downer, but I have not been feeling right all morning. I think I might stay here, take a nap, maybe just relax with something cold to drink.” 
 
    “I’ll stay with, take care of you.” 
 
    “No,” Victoria said gently, taking her husband’s hand and nearly crying again as she kissed it. “I’m so sorry I got snappish with you about you wanting to do your own thing. I… I really am, Mark. Please. It would make me so happy if you would… if you would go with them.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” he asked. 
 
    “With all my heart,” Victoria said, hating that the words were true. 
 
    * * * 
 
    She didn’t trust Mark not to do something noble and come back to take care of her, so she saw him off with the tour group, waving and fighting off the terrible feeling she was about to step off a cliff. She saw Esteban on the boat and nodded to him. He nodded back, raised his camera, and winked. 
 
    Before Victoria got her massage, she wandered. Just a short walk, trying to clear some of the fog of lust from her mind, and maybe trying to quash the last embers of the voice deep, deep inside herself telling her this was the worst idea of her life. 
 
    Her aimlessness turned to aim, and Victoria slowly trudged to her room and changed into a bikini and her best shorts, a blinding white pair that showed off the bottoms of her cheeks. She stared at herself in the mirror, touched up her makeup, and dabbed some perfume behind her ears and a touch at her mound. She shivered when she touched herself, and nearly fell to the bed to take care of her building need yet again. Instead, she headed for the building housing the resort’s spa. 
 
    It was gorgeous inside, keeping to the island’s tiki sort of vibe. A cheery, beautiful woman inside at a desk asked her what she’d like done, and Victoria almost responded with, “Me.” Instead, she smiled faintly and said, “I was hoping to get in for a massage.” 
 
    “Ooh, perfect timing. Julissa is free for the next half hour.” 
 
    Last chance. Last chance to save your marriage. Because when those hands are on you, he will own you. 
 
    Victoria took a deep breath, and with a trembling voice, said, “I, um… I was hoping… Everard said he could…” 
 
    “Ohhh,” the woman said. “Yes. Right. You’re the guest he mentioned might be stopping by. He’ll be about ten minutes, and then we’ll slot you in.” 
 
    Victoria nodded, biting her lip. “Is he… good?” 
 
    The receptionist licked her lips, then quietly said, “The best I’ve ever had.” 
 
     Oh, fuck. 
 
    Victoria couldn’t sit still, so she browsed the spa’s products in the corner, then tried to flip through two magazines. What was she doing? She should walk out of there. Go back to the hotel room, dive beneath the thin blankets, and take care of herself that way. This was a fling. This was stupid. 
 
    And oh God, when Everard stepped out with a thick, middle-aged woman, Victoria so very nearly came just at the sight of him. 
 
    “Thanks a bunch,” the client said, turning to Everard. “Best massage I’ve ever had.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” Everard said, and gave her a friendly squeeze of the shoulder. “Keep up the good energy at home, Deb.” 
 
    “I will.” The woman winked at Victoria. “He’s so good. I feel like a big bowl of pudding right now!” 
 
    “So glad to hear that,” Victoria said faintly. She tried to smile, couldn’t, and watched the woman walk out the door, humming. 
 
    “Come on back, Victoria,” Everard said. “Glad to see you decided to see us.” To the secretary, he added, “Push everything back you need to.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said meekly. 
 
    Yes… sir, Victoria thought, and shivered. 
 
    She followed him past a mud bath, a sauna, and some occupied mani-pedi stations. One of the women being tended to there was from the guitar group the day before, and she winked when Victoria passed by. Victoria smiled back but her mind was adrift, lost to what was about to come. 
 
    The room was spacious and breezy thanks to a wood-slatted window opened to the ocean air. A row of candles and incense burners topped several gorgeous driftwood cabinets along the walls. Everard moved to them and lit a sandalwood candle, then a stick of rich flower-scented incense. He waved it in a slow half-circle, and stuck the stick into a holder. A tablet on the wall lit up at his touch and he started up a slow, primal beat with no lyrics. Then from one of the cabinets, he pulled several towels. “You may undress or leave the bottom and top on,” he said. “Get on the table and cover anything you don’t want me to touch. I’ll wait for you out in the hallway.” 
 
    Victoria nodded, blushing, and he left her to whimper, “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, what am I doing?” 
 
    You know. You always knew. From the moment you saw them, you knew. 
 
    She closed her eyes, swallowed hard, and eased out of her wispy shoulder wrap and her shorts. It left her in only her tiny bikini, her pussy lips fat and full against the thin wisp of material disappearing up into her ass. Victoria left the discarded clothes in a pile on a chair, then with a final look out the window at the ocean, she climbed up on the table, draped the towel across her ass, and rested her chin on her folded arms. 
 
    Weakly, she called out, “I’m ready.” 
 
    Everard reentered. He carried a folding tray with him loaded with oils and set it down next to the massage table. Hesitantly, Victoria reached behind her back and untied the knot to her bikini top. The sight of her big breasts pillowing out to the sides drew his eyes and already he was hardening in his white pants. Victoria’s breath came quicker. 
 
    “Are you comfortable?” Everard asked. His words were calm, but his eyes feasted.  
 
    “Yes,” Victoria said. 
 
    “Good. Where are your centers of tension?” 
 
    She couldn’t help a desperate laugh at that. My pussy. My ass. The back of my throat. They’re all desperate for you. She didn’t know what to say to that, but he spoke first. 
 
    “This is just a massage. I’ll start with your upper back and your neck, and we’ll work from there. You tell me if something is particularly sore or needs more attention, and I’ll give it to you.” 
 
    Victoria was well aware of the double meaning behind his words, but Everard was also giving her a way out of this if she changed her mind. She nodded, silent, and rested her head against the face rest. 
 
    Everard warmed the massage oil in his hands, something dark and citrusy. His fingers brushed her shoulders, and she tensed naturally. “Listen to the music,” he murmured. “Relax. Let yourself drift.” 
 
    “Drift.” 
 
    His fingers danced across her shoulders, her upper back. He wasn’t really settling in for the massage, not yet, but letting her body get used to him, relaxing her with deft, butterfly touches. He did the same down her spine, nearly to the towel, and then came back up to her neck, where she tensed the most. 
 
    The light brushstrokes transformed into rubs with just the tips of his fingers, really only working her skin. Where he touched, warmth spread through her in lazy ripples. Everard wasn’t just some sexual being. He was damn good at this, and despite the trepidation consuming her, Victoria relaxed, letting his fingers sap the resistance out of her. 
 
    “That’s good,” she whispered as he began to press harder along the base of her neck. He eased away knots she didn’t even know she had. His fingers moved up to the base of her skull. The musk of him wafted to her, made her drink him in, and her thighs parted. She whimpered as his fingers ran back to her spine, rubbing deeper now, so deep. It hurt, but it was the good kind of hurt, the kind of release she needed. His fingers neared her ass again and oh God, could he feel the heat between her legs? He could have taken her right then and Victoria would have let him. She was deliriously ready, so fucking wet, and if he touched her ass, her pussy, she would come, she would come so hard… 
 
    His hands traced up her back again, deeper, harder rubs, and on his next press down Victoria’s body, he grazed the sides of her tits and a hard shiver of pleasure fired through her. His fingers traced the topmost expanse of her breasts then along her tan lines across her back. Oh God, she was going to come, and he had yet to even touch her pussy. She clenched as his fingers slid back to her sides, touched the tummy she worked so hard for, then moved up, up, up… 
 
    “Ohhh, fuck!” she cried out as Everard wrapped his hands around the sides of her tits, his breathing hard and fast. And like that, it was happening, the orgasm threatening her the entire massage spilling over, taking her. She came with a jolt forward, her breath catching in her throat. 
 
    Victoria’s mind spun on a wild axis. Another man’s touch made her orgasm. Someone other than her husband. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mark,” she whispered. 
 
    Everard gave a low, throaty chuckle, then his hands were moving again, flowing south below her thighs, leaving the towel in place. He stopped to warm more oil between his hands, and when he brought them back to her legs, the towel fell away. By his hands or by her quivering body, she wasn’t sure, but it was gone. And he could see, see the thickness of her lips against the fabric, the wetness of her thighs, her ass, her everything. 
 
    “I love that fit mommy ass, baby,” Everard growled, and Victoria moaned wordlessly as his big strong hands ran up and down her calves. He was still in no hurry, massaging her with slow, sure strokes. Victoria wasn’t fooled. A palpable lust hung in the air and it wasn’t just emanating from her. He was ready for this. So was she. 
 
    Everard’s oiled hands slicked up her feet. She was so relaxed at that point her ticklishness didn’t kick in and he took his time tracing the pads, the toes. He brought them up behind her, almost to her butt, and she gasped when warmth enveloped them. He was sucking on her toes, one by one. Had a man ever done that to her before? She didn’t know, but it made her squirm, the sensations new and not all that unpleasant. 
 
    He let her ankles down, then rubbed his way back up her well-oiled legs. He worked the calves again, going deeper and slower. Images of Mark again, their first time together, the smile she loved to kiss while she rode him. Everard’s hands slid higher, higher. Of a vacation like this one, their heads turned towards the setting sun while Mark made love to her. Higher still, to the base of her ass, and Victoria whimpered again, squeezing her eyes shut. Mark, sliding her wedding band onto her finger, both of them so eager to start a life together. 
 
    “One last chance,” Everard whispered in her ear. 
 
    Victoria’s eyes opened, and the memories fled. She twisted to look at him, her words so faint she could barely hear them herself. “It’s my birthday tomorrow.” 
 
    Everard’s fingers brushed Victoria through the fabric of her bikini. “Then happy birthday, baby.” 
 
    His fingers parted her lips through the bikini bottoms, pressing into her moist cunt. Victoria’s head rocked back, already so wet, already on the edge. Down he went, and up, snagging his fingers into the strings and pulling the fabric up into her pussy. Then he was yanking the fabric away, the knot undone, and his fingers sank into her, making her writhe, making her wild for him. She turned her head, her mouth falling open, and Everard grinned as his thumb brushed her bud – then sank in. 
 
    Victoria jumped, and his free hand went to her back, rubbing it, calming her like she was a wild animal. And in that moment, she was. The pleasure of being filled, of the taboo nature of this, of finally having what she wanted despite the future cost made her that way. Wild. Ready. 
 
    “Ahhhh, God, oh God,” she whimpered. “This is wrong but it feels so fucking good…” 
 
    Everard was silent except for his hard breathing. His thumb and fingers worked an alternate rhythm, pressing in hard and fast in both of her pussy and her ass. He fingered the married MILF with abandon. Her pussy squelched around him, so wet and trying to grip him tight. 
 
    The hand on Victoria’s back moved across her shoulder then underneath her chest. He squeezed her tit, drawing another illicit moan from her as she rocked back and forth the best she could, driving more of him inside her.  
 
    He dropped his lips to her shoulder, sucking the skin, biting it, marking her as his. Victoria should have cared that Mark would see, but she was too far gone, her eyes half-lidded, her mouth wide as he finger-fucked her. He finally spoke, his mouth just above her skin. 
 
    “I don’t care who you fuck besides him, but your limp-dick husband never touches you again like this.” 
 
    “Nnnnngh!” Victoria wailed. 
 
    “He should be here, worshipping this fucking body. Now this is my cunt. My ass.” 
 
    “Yours! My pussy! My ass! Ah-all yours!” 
 
    He squeezed her tit again and drove his fingers into her. She bucked up, her ass shooting high, her orgasm immense and so sudden. Then his fingers were free and he was moving, jerking his pants down, shedding his top, and she stared, gobsmacked at the huge cock pointing up at her. 
 
    “Time to do your front,” Everard said, his grin more like a sneer. 
 
    Victoria flipped over and he grabbed the oil again, rubbing her tits, running his hands down to her cunt again. His hands moved all over her, making her gleam with the oil. He bent down to suck her nipple into his mouth as Victoria slid her hands down to her pussy, fingering herself as she spread her legs wide for him. He moved to the head of the table and pulled her under the arms to the end so her head was dangling down. 
 
    His cock pressed to her lips and she opened wide, staring at his balls as his fat prick drove deep into her mouth. There was so much of him he could barely fit the tip into the back of her throat before she could take no more. Everard grabbed Victoria’s tits as he began to thrust in and out of her mouth, zero to sixty, no warning, no warmup. Used, just the way she wanted it. 
 
    “Ulk,” the married woman gagged around his cock. He pulled back and thrust in again, making her jiggle with the force of it. “Ulk! Ulk! Ulk! Ulk!” 
 
    Everard slapped her tits, then grabbed the nipples between his fingers and twisted, hard. It hurt, but he knew when was too much and she fingered herself faster to the pain, her hips spreading, closing. 
 
    The swing of his balls as he fucked her was hypnotizing, the feel of him owning her throat so fucking hot. With two fingers stroking her spot and her other hand working her clit, another orgasm wasn’t long, and she could say nothing about it save for an explosive breath when Everard finally pulled out of her mouth, his dick gleaming with her spittle. 
 
    He came around the table, his eyes as wild as hers, and he flipped her over, pulling her again, this time to the other end of the table and off it so her feet were on the ground and her ass up high. His cockhead slapped against her asscheeks and he moved it, the tip not at her pussy, but at her bud. Victoria’s eyes widened, and he slid home. 
 
    ‘Ohhh GOD!” she cried out. 
 
    “Take every inch of me now, baby, good slut, good fucking slut.” 
 
    Victoria pounded at the table as his cock went deeper, deeper until all of him was inside her up to the balls. He grabbed her shoulder and started back out again before fucking Victoria’s ass with the same kind of wild abandon as her face. Her head bounced with every hard thrust, her breasts brushing the massage table’s surface. Conscious thought fled her and all that was left was primal pleasure as he stretched her and used her. Her hand was back at her pussy, stroking her clit, flicking it. She might have come once or a thousand times, she didn’t know, but the orgasm stretched on and on and on, leaving her boneless with only Everard’s hand and prick holding her up. 
 
    Finally he lost control, his thrusting reaching a manic pace, and he grunted, “Ah, fuck!” as he slammed deep one last time, his warmth shooting out of him into Victoria’s ass, deep, deep within her. He pulled slowly backwards, and with a wet sucking sound came free. His juices drizzled out of her, dripping to the floor and along her thighs. 
 
    Victoria nearly fell and he was there, an arm around her waist, holding her upright. Both of them gasped for air as he dragged her to a small bench seat, pulling her down with him onto his lap. Victoria kissed him fervently, her ass so sore but the pleasure still rolling through her in tiny waves. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Mark came back to a changed, wild wife. Victoria rested with her back against one of the bars, still unable to sit down without some discomfort after the ass fucking Everard put her through. Esteban was talking to her, his eyes greedily drinking her in. Her tits kept wanting to bob free from her off-the-shoulder bikini top, something she laughed about and fixed as her husband approached. 
 
    “Someone’s in a good mood,” he said, coming to her for a kiss. She twisted her head at just the right moment and his lips landed on her cheek instead. “Feeling better?” 
 
    “Feeling like a new woman,” Victoria said. 
 
    He glanced at her shoulder and winced. “Looks like you got bit by something. Ouch.” 
 
    “It’s not as bad as it looks. How was the boat tour?” 
 
    “Saw so many fish. Amazing, hon. You really missed out.” 
 
    “I had my own fun here. You remember Esteban?” 
 
    Esteban placed a hand at the small of Victoria’s back as he reached around her to shake Mark’s hand. Victoria would have blushed at the visible indiscretion but she was beyond the point of caring and just wanted to get Mark loaded so she could get fucked again, this time by the handsome photographer. 
 
    “Right, right, yeah,” Mark said. He glanced down at Esteban’s hand as it pulled back, and added, “Hey, that’s awfully close.” 
 
    “Oh, relax,” Victoria said. “Let’s get you a drink and you can tell me all about the fish.” 
 
    “And I am going to get back to work,” Esteban said. “Victoria. Mark.” 
 
    He lifted his camera off the bartop and aimed it at the pair of them. Victoria raised her fingers in a peace symbol, the gesture making her tit fall out again. Mark stood behind her, unaware, smiling vaguely as the camera went click. Victoria pulled her bikini back into place as she turned. 
 
    Now that she was beyond the point of no return, she couldn’t stand the sound of Mark’s voice, or his longwinded way of telling her every detail about the boat tour. She ordered him a margarita and he protested it was still awfully early, but Victoria told him she wanted to get wild that night. 
 
    She just didn’t tell him with who. 
 
    They met up with James and Lisa again. They invited Mark and Victoria to play pool, and Victoria agreed with chirpy good humor. “Don’t you think maybe, ah, that top isn’t the best choice for it?” Mark asked her. 
 
    “Oh my God, when did you turn into the fun police?” she asked him with a dazzling smile. “Fine. I’ll sit and watch, and you three can play.” 
 
    She got another beer in him during the game. James kept flubbing shots when he’d stare a little too long at her tits. It clearly pissed Lisa off how much Victoria was flaunting it but she didn’t care. She was lost to a full-blown “burn it all to the ground” attitude. 
 
    Mark drank another bottle of beer when they took on another couple, and again later when they went to the pool, sans James and Lisa. Victoria had a very distinct feeling James was incentivized to make love to his wife, and didn’t expect them back anytime soon. Mark laughed at her wildness and asked, “What got into you?” 
 
    If only you knew, dear. 
 
    Two hours later, after an early dinner, she had Mark on the ropes. They were still seated at their table, a small pile of crab legs and the remains of a lobster between them. He smiled loopily and said, “Am I really okay to play golf tomorrow?” 
 
    “Honey, if you don’t go, I’ll drag you there myself.” 
 
    “But it’s your birthday.” He dragged the r in “birthday.” 
 
    “I have everything I need here,” Victoria said sweetly. She patted his leg. 
 
    “Want to go back to the room?” he asked. “Fool around some?” 
 
    “No, I’ll be taken care of,” she said. 
 
    “What?” he asked, blinking at her as though he were fighting off sleep. 
 
    “Sorry, bad turn of a phrase. Here, honey, just because we get our drinks paid for doesn’t mean we should leave glasses half full on the table.” 
 
    “I can’t,” he protested. “I’m gonna barely be able to walk.” 
 
    “That’s the point,” Victoria said, picking up his glass and pushing it at him. 
 
    “You’re pissed,” he said, and took the glass. 
 
    “No. Not anymore.” She watched him tip the glass into his open mouth. It couldn’t be called drinking, not really. He more or less poured the liquid into his mouth. Some of it might have made it down his throat. She wasn’t sure and didn’t care. He was drunk enough. “I did love you, Mark.” 
 
    “Love you too, baby,” he mumbled. 
 
    She got him up and moving, but he rocked with every step and nearly went down a few times, especially when there were stairs to navigate. As if he’d been waiting – and Victoria was sure he had been – Esteban came to them, cheerful. 
 
    “Whoa, looks like he’s had a few. Need some help?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” Victoria said. 
 
    “Nah from you,” Mark mumbled, trying to fend off the other man as Esteban got under his arm. “Tryin’ to hit on my wife.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t dream of it, my friend,” Esteban said, practically dragging Mark. The guilt that should have filled Victoria was instead replaced by a need to laugh. Her mind felt as fragile as blown glass, and she knew this wasn’t healthy, knew she wasn’t right, but she didn’t care. Not anymore. 
 
    They got Mark into the room. He made it to the bathroom mostly by himself, and when he was done in there and down to his boxers, Victoria guided him to bed. Esteban walked behind her, groping her ass, fondling her tits. Together, they got Mark into bed and under the thin covers. 
 
    “Why’s he still here?” Mark mumbled, his eyes already closing. 
 
    Victoria leaned down and kissed his forehead. “Because he’s going to fuck me, baby,” she whispered. 
 
    “Nnngh…” 
 
    Mark dreamed that night of terrible things. Of a bright light falling across the bed, and the devil man positioning a camera to his wife’s mad giggles. Mark lifted a hand to shield his eyes. In the middle of the beam was Victoria, her hands on her tits, offering them up to the camera. Mark moaned and sank back under, coming awake again when the weight on the bed shifted, and his wife was there beside him, a hand at her pussy, spreading herself wide. Mark reached for her instinctually but she swatted his hand away to someone’s dark laughter. 
 
    He slept and felt like he was being tossed at sea. The bed, he thought vaguely, the bed is bouncing. No no no, it’s the ship, the ship is bouncing. He thought he heard Victoria squealing with an orgasm. Mark settled into a dream of taking his wife from behind, smiling faintly. The squealing continued and his dream twisted into nightmares. Victoria rested with her legs off the bed, still spread wide. A man was there between her thighs, Esteban, and his head rocked up, his lips wet with Mark’s wife’s desire. “Oh Mark!” Esteban called. “Your wife’s cunt tastes like cream, did you know that?” 
 
    Mark whimpered and flashed into darkness again. “Hurk, hurk, hurk,” he heard to his side, and looked over to see Victoria on her back, head twisted away from him, a man right beside her, ramming his hips back and forth, back and forth. She rocked as she sucked the man’s cock, her hand at her pussy, playing with herself fast and hard. It was the clicking that woke Mark that time, the clicking of the camera in the corner. 
 
    “Gonna come… take it… slut, take it… all!” the man growled and Mark wanted to fight him, wanted to lunge over his wife and punch the bastard, but then Victoria’s throat worked as she swallowed, the “gwork gwork gwork” haunting Mark back into befuddled darkness again. 
 
    One last image, the most horrendous of them all, waking up to see his wife rocking on her knees, and at first, in hi discombobulated, drunken mind, Mark thought it was him she was riding, but no, she was atop another man – Esteban. Her pussy spread wide around the man’s massive girth. Dried come trailed out a corner of her mouth and down her chin. She cupped one breast, her other hand behind her on her ass as she bounced and rocked atop the other man, the slapping of their flesh the last thing Mark remembered until he woke in the morning. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Victoria breezed into the room wrapped in a towel, her wet hair trailing down her back. “Morning, sleepyhead,” she said, and Mark grunted as he rubbed his eyes. 
 
    “My mouth tastes like shit,” he groaned. “I didn’t want to drink like that, baby.” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry. But hey, an hour before the boat leaves. Gotta get up, get moving!” 
 
    He nodded, swallowed, and sat upright, clutching his forehead. “Christ, I had the worst dreams. You and that Esteban guy, uh, together.” 
 
    “Oh, that. He helped me get you to the room. You were taking a few drunken swipes at him so it’s probably just the alcohol and nightmares.” 
 
    “Mm,” Mark said. If he reached behind him, he would have felt the drying puddle left by his wife and her “nightmare” friend. But he didn’t, and during the time he stumbled off to the bathroom to do his morning business, Victoria made the bed up just enough to cover it all up. 
 
    They used the island’s spotty internet to make a quick video call to the kids so they could wish their mom a happy birthday. Victoria’s bounciness faltered at the sight of her babies, and the gibbering voice of reason that she thought was locked away once and for all begged her to stop this, to get out while there was still a chance of salvaging things. It was Heather that nearly broke her. When her baby girl sniffed and said, “We want you home!” Victoria nearly slammed the laptop shut. Instead, she cried a few tears herself, whispering a goodbye and meaning it.  
 
    Breakfast saw them both pushing around crepes, Victoria’s favorite breakfast. Neither of them ate much, and at one point, Mark said helplessly, “It feels like we’re falling apart.” 
 
    Victoria, who’d been staring over his shoulder at Esteban and Everard as they waited like hungry lions in the distance, looked back at her husband. “Yes.” 
 
    “I’ll stay. I don’t want to piss you off, not on your birthday.” 
 
    “Don’t you get it?” Victoria asked. “I’m tired of you not having what it is you want. I’m tired of not getting what I want. I want you to go golfing. If you wanted to hit a strip club today, I honestly could not care less, Mark. Let’s stop shackling ourselves to each other all the goddamn time.” 
 
    “That’s what marriage is to you? Being shackled?” 
 
    “That’s how it feels sometimes. We have a good life. Great kids. But I am constantly riven by this internal voice that says not to rock the boat, that everything I am belongs to you and them. I’m not saying it’s right, or even fair. And I’m not asking you to change. We’ve had that argument a dozen fucking times and it doesn’t matter what I say, you’re still going to want to control everything or we all have to suffer through your pity tantrums.” 
 
    “My pity tantrums?” Mark snapped. “What are you doing right now but having a pity fucking tantrum?” 
 
    “I’m taking what it is I want, Mark. And I want you on that boat so goddamn bad it’s making me shake. Go. Go golf. Go do anything so long as you’re not anywhere near me. That’s what I want for my birthday.” 
 
    He grabbed his napkin, patted his lips, and threw it on his plate. “You got it. Enjoy whatever the fuck you’re doing here behind my back.” 
 
    He knew. 
 
    Oh God. He knew. She would have told him eventually, maybe a day or two after the vacation, because she knew it was over and she wanted a divorce, but not like this. 
 
    “Mark…” 
 
    But he was going. He turned only once, to stare at her with liquid eyes, his fists trembling at his sides. It was the image she would carry with her through the long dark months of the divorce. The image she would see every time she thought of him or the kids. 
 
    Victoria could have run after him. Maybe could have salvaged something out of this. But Everard and Esteban were moving now, and she knew, despite the twisting in her gut, what it was she wanted. Where it was she belonged. 
 
    They came to her, and as Mark walked down to the beach and the pier, Everard kissed Victoria right in full view of the gaping crowd that had just witnessed the fight. She turned, ad Esteban was there too, his hand roaming her ass. 
 
    With hint of a tremor to her voice, Victoria said, “Take me wherever.” 
 
    They did. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Everard’s house was the largest on the island. It was built into the side of the volcano, with a view of the resort and the sands below. A man cave, but a sophisticated one, with sparse furnished and a severe elegance. 
 
    He pulled a bottle of wine from a vertical glass rack, nothing fancy but extremely good, and they stood together in a close triangle as they sipped. Then, finally, Victoria set her glass aside and pulled Esteban to her. He kissed her noisily, filling his empty hand with her ass. She turned to Everard, and he kissed her hard too. Esteban worked her wrap off her shoulders and dropped it to the floor before starting on the knot to her bikini top. His lips chased the flesh he revealed, kissing down her neck, her back, her spine. 
 
    On the other side of her, Everard pulled back far enough to pluck at the button on Victoria’s shorts. She stared up at him as he tugged them down. Nothing underneath to stop their pleasure. That pleased him, and she saw it in his eyes. He set aside his empty glass of wine and took her half-full one to drizzle it across her breasts before leaning down and sucking the red liquid off her chest. It dripped all the way down her body to the gorgeous wood floors She moaned at his suckling, and behind her, warmth brushed her ass. Each cheek Esteban kissed before sliding his tongue along her cleft, stopping to play at her bud. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered as the photographer began to eat out her ass.  
 
    Everard sank lower. Clearly the men did this before. Everard nuzzled her mound with his mouth before dragging his tongue down further, flicking her clit, then settling at her pussy. They worked in tandem, Everard controlled, Esteban more frenzied and wild. She thought back to riding him the night before. She felt so horrible doing it right beside Mark, but there was a deeply unsettling thrill to it too, the shame and pleasure twining through her and making her come nearly as hard as she had with Everard. And the pictures, oh God, she couldn’t wait to see the pictures.  
 
    The men’s tongues played her pussy and her ass Victoria felt new, free, strange. She thought of all the pleasures in front of her now. The eighteen and nineteen-year-old boys on the block back home she’d have ramming her in a week or two. Her boss. Her coworkers. She would never again be caged, and she would take what she wanted, society’s rules be damned. Hands reached for her breasts and she guided them, squeezing them even tighter. She tossed her head back and moaned with all her heart, finally throwing herself into the moment. All that could be broken, was. Victoria made her choice, right or wrong, and she was going to enjoy it. 
 
    Her first orgasm was a rush of pleasure brought on by her mind and the men. Her hips spread wide, her eyes rolling up, her fingers clutching at Everard’s hair. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” she cried out, and they were moving, climbing up. They freed themselves of their clothes and she stroked their two gargantuan dicks, staring between the two of them. 
 
    “Do you have your camera?” she asked Esteban. 
 
    “Always. It’s in the bedroom, all set up.” 
 
    “Good. Today, I want every load on me. Tonight I’m staying here and you both can come inside me as much as you want, but I want a memory I’ll never forget.” She jacked them harder and they grunted their pleasure. “Think you can handle that?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Esteban said, and Everard echoed him. 
 
    They guided her to Everard’s bedroom, the only one in the place. Two whole walls were nothing but glass, casting brilliant light across the massive bed. She gripped their cocks and guided them to the only place in the room that mattered, sitting on the edge of the mattress as they pushed at her eager and willing lips. 
 
    Victoria took Everard first. He was her dominant one, the alpha, though Esteban wasn’t lacking in that regard either. She played his tip with her tongue, staring up at him. Her hand reached out to grip Esteban’s cock and she turned er attention to him to spit on his tip. 
 
    “Yeah, stroke that cock, you hot slut mom,” Esteban groaned. 
 
    Victoria grinned and did just that, jerking his first few big inches. He was so thick she could barely wrap her hand around him. Then she returned her lips to Everard’s ungodly dick, and sucked him down. She popped off him again just as fast with a loud slurp and rested her cheek against his cock. 
 
    “These are dicks to be worshipped,” she said. 
 
    “Then do it,” Everard growled. 
 
    She gripped his with her free hand. Now she had both of them, and slurped Everard down again, bobbing her head back and forth down his first three or four inches before pulling off him and shoving her mouth down on Esteban’s. 
 
    “Her husband woke up while she was choking on me,” Esteban said. “Just laid there trying to figure out what the fuck was going on before he passed back out again. And all the while, his hot fuckin’ wife is sucking my cock for all she was worth.” He thrust deep into Victoria’s mouth. “Weren’t you, baby?” 
 
    Victoria pulled off him and with her lips against his tip, she said, “Uh huh. And I came so hard when you slammed it into my throat.” 
 
    “Ain’t been a bitch that’s ever took it better.” 
 
    Victoria shivered with pleasure at the name-calling and the thought she was the best cocksucker Esteban had. Maybe it was just bedroom lies but she didn’t care. She was too far gone to the fantasy of this moment. Every time she drove down on one of their cocks, she felt a tiny surge of pleasure herself. Their control over her, the control over them, it all made her feel so fucking good. 
 
    She swirled her head up and down Esteban’s shaft, her throat filling with him as she took him all the way to his balls. Victoria stayed there, eyes watering from a need for oxygen, then pulled off him with a gasp. He wouldn’t let her go back to Everard and she was fine with that, deepthroating him again and again and again. 
 
    “Hurk! Hurk! Hurk!” she said emphatically every time he choked her. 
 
    “That’s it, slut, that’s it, right there, I’m right fucking there…” 
 
    Esteban grabbed her head and started face-fucking her harder and harder, driving his cock against the back of Victoria’s throat. Her hands fell to her pussy and she thrust three fingers inside herself, timing it to his harsh, fast pace. Then he was pulling out, his fist wrapped around his cock, and it wasn’t more than two or three seconds before he was spurting all over Victoria, her chin, her tits, her stomach. 
 
    Then Everard was there, pushing her back on the bed until she was sprawled out, her tits beneath his cock. “Get me some lube,” he snarled, and Esteban, breathing hard, hurried to obey. He came back out of the bathroom with a few bottles and some towels and tossed one of the bottles to Everard. In a moment, Victoria’s big motherly tits were oiled up and ready for his cock. He brought her tits together around his monster, and she arched her back, thrusting them up even higher for him as he started the tit-fucking.  
 
    Her plentiful breasts squelched around him lewdly, but neither of the men laughed. Everard’s expression was almost angry, so severe was his concentration. He fucked her breasts hard and fast, holding nothing back. To their side, Esteban hoisted his camera, taking off the lens cap and positioning himself for the best angle. Fingers on Victoria’s chin twisted her face to look back up at Everard. 
 
    “Eyes on me, slut mommy,” he said, and she shivered with pleasure at the debasement. “You like that, don’t you? Being called names? Being humiliated?” 
 
    “Yes,” she whimpered. 
 
    “When you come back here, I’ll have a collar for you made up. SLUT on the side of it. You’ll be the resort’s resident fuck toy.” 
 
    “Ohhh, fuck.” Her hands went down to her slit again. 
 
    Esteban started taking pictures again, starting with long shots of Victoria being used by Everard, then sweeping closer to get closeups of her parted lips, the tip of Everard’s cock sliding out between her lubed breasts and hitting her chin, the backside of the other man and Victoria’s hands between her legs. He zoomed in close on her pussy and growled, “Yeah, there’s that MILF cunt. Spread yourself for me, baby.” 
 
    Victoria did, pulling at her pussy lips and presenting her slick folds to him. Esteban came around the other side, getting more shots of the come drying on her breasts and chin, and she reached for him. He came to her, getting up on the bed on his knees, and she fed herself his spent cock, suckling at him instinctually as she was rocked up and down the bed by Everard fucking her breasts. 
 
    It was easy to forget the virility of the young and despite their experience, these two were that. Victoria’s eyes widened as Esteban started to harden. “Again,” she whimpered, pleased. Esteban grinned down at her, the camera at his face as he snapped picture after picture of the MILF sucking his cock. 
 
    Everard stopped and she glanced down, expecting another jet of come across her body, but no, he was positioning himself between her knees. He grabbed her legs and held them high as he lined up his cock to her slit, and she moaned sharply around Esteban as Everard sank into her pussy for the first time. 
 
    As Everard threatened to split her in two, Victoria yanked her lips away from Esteban and cried out, “So… fucking… big!” 
 
    Esteban moved, positioning himself above her face and pointing his cock straight down at her mouth. Victoria wailed when he dropped his cock down into her mouth. The wail turned to a gurgle as he hit her throat again and again, pumping down at her at a crazy angle. Everard, deep in her pussy, hit his depths and filled her to the absolute brim. Victoria quaked with a fierce and sudden orgasm, her body shivering with only his third or fourth stroke, and he kept going, fucking her with hard pumps of his cock, slamming deep into her each time. 
 
    Esteban pulled away and picked back up the camera again. He knelt on the side of the bed, snapping pictures of Everard’s hard fucking. Victoria’s tits bounced with every hard thrust from the young black man. She clutched at her head, her hair, her full breasts. Esteban snapped pictures of that too, jacking his cock, keeping himself ready for her cunt when Everard was finished. 
 
    He didn’t have long to wait. Everard yanked out of Victoria and growled, “On your knees. Suck me off until I come all over your face.” 
 
    She hurried to do as she was told, slurping down on his cock and her juices, her mind gone to a hum of pleasure. She was aware of Esteban behind her doing something, and of motion above them – a projection screen coming down – but she was utterly focused on Everard’s need to come. He drove his cock in and out of her mouth, her jaw spreading wide to accommodate him. Used. So very used. She loved it. She craved it. 
 
    Everard pulled out and Victoria grabbed at him desperately, a keening whine escaping her at the loss of the cock inside her mouth. He let her jack him, thrusting his hips back and forth. She closed her eyes just in time, his come streaking against her face, painting her in their debauchery. 
 
    Then she was being twisted, positioned. On a screen in front of her played a slideshow of pictures and clips from the night before, all the scenes in and around the bed where Mark slept. Victoria cried out when Esteban punched inside her cunt, as fast and as hard as he could go, his balls smacking off her flesh. As he fucked her, she watched herself dance for Esteban, hands covering her tits teasingly before she dropped to the bed so he could take pictures of her revealing herself to him, her tits, her pussy spread wide. She even let him take pictures of his fingers in her asshole, still so wide and red from Everard’s intense fucking. 
 
    More pictures, of resting on her back, Esteban eating her out. God, how she came and came and came from his mouth and tongue. He was so good for someone just a shade over twenty. On the screen, she kept playing with herself as he repositioned her up next to Mark, twisting her head to the side so he could get his kicks watching her husband sleep as he drove his cock over and over into her mouth. In a short video, it looked like he came gallons, so much of it leaking out of her mouth simply because there was no way to swallow it all. 
 
    And then the last mages, of Victoria’s frantic need for him, riding him, fucking him with hard, intense grinds and bounces that made her tits jump. Together they watched her orgasms repeat themselves over and over and over again. Victoria should have felt guilt. Should have felt anything but the intense pleasure of her sins, of humiliating her husband like that. Did she hate Mark? No. Did she love this? Unquestioningly. Watching herself bounce on top of Esteban made her come so hard she nearly blacked out. By the fourth or fifth time the video looped, she wasn’t watching herself, but her husband, and laughing her way through another throaty orgasm. 
 
    Damned as she was, Victoria was free. 
 
    With the film still playing behind her, Everard laid on the bed when he was ready again. She mounted him, just like in the film and the pictures, and rode him hard and fast while Esteban prepared her ass and his cock. Someone called Everard’s phone and Esteban answered it. Victoria heard the conversation and didn’t want to interpret it. Esteban laughed, telling someone on the other end to escort someone up, and she knew, she knew, she knew, but she couldn’t stop herself, couldn’t stop this train from flying all the way off the rails. Esteban took her ass at the same time as Everard fucked up into her pussy, and in the early afternoon light, they rocked together, all three of them gleaming with sweat and Victoria crusted with come from her head to her pussy.  
 
    It was that scene her husband, returned early from his golf trip to salvage what he could of their marriage, walked into. It was that sight that ended Mark’s love for her. He cried out a name, and Victoria didn’t care that it was hers. She was on the verge again, her tits being manhandled by Esteban as he fucked so deep into her ass, and she was coming again, and laughing, and gone to her wickedness. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Her things were brought up to the house that afternoon as she slept entwined between Everard and Esteban. They took her again late at night and well into the morning hours, using every hole, fucking her until she gurgled nonsense syllables, her eyes rolled up. 
 
    But there had to come a time when she needed to head home. Everard offered to fly her on a separate flight, but she knew she had to speak to Mark sooner or later and she did want to say goodbye to the kids. If she didn’t go now, she had a feeling she would never get the opportunity again.. 
 
    Mark rode at the front of the boat back to the mainland despite the chill breeze. No one would look at or speak to Victoria and she didn’t care. Twice she caught herself reaching down to her pussy, smiling loopily about the amazing sex the day before. Both times she caught herself, but it was a close thing. 
 
    On the airplane, Mark sat silent next to her as they waited to depart. It was only until they were in the air that he began to speak, his tone as vicious and cold as she’d ever heard from him. 
 
    “I want a divorce. You’ll say goodbye to the kids, and then I never want you around the house again.” 
 
    “Mark, I-” 
 
    “Don’t. I don’t want to hear a fucking word. You might not realize it now but you just threw away the world, and I’m not going to have you tell me this was my fault again. I’m done. I want everything, and you’re going to give it to me. Otherwise I will make this as nasty and as drawn out as I can.” He turned in his seat and said loudly, “I’m not drunk, I’m not crazy. My wife… my soon-to-be ex-wife has just cheated on me and I desperately do not want to look at her this flight. If someone wants to switch seats, I’ll give you two hundred dollars for the inconvenience.” 
 
    There was silence, but two people eventually volunteered, a fat man in his sixties or early seventies, and a middle-aged woman who as cooked as leather from the sun. Mark picked the old man. When they got up to swap, Mark told the man indifferently, “Play your cards right, she’ll probably give you a handjob.” 
 
    “Mark…” Victoria said, then sighed. 
 
    When the fat man settled in next to her, he grinned at her with nicotine-stained teeth. Two hours later, when there were far fewer eyes on them, he finished in Victoria’s palm, and she not-so-discreetly reached up to lick the foul-smelling drops from her fingers, staring sightlessly at nothing but the seat in front of her. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Home again. Mark took their car, leaving her to get an Uber. They came together at his parents’ place, Mark going in to pick up the kids. Victoria heard their cries of joy and a spike of horrid regret finally pierced the hardness inside her. She didn’t fall, not exactly, but she staggered, leaning on their car and gasping for air. The kids rushed out to see her, and she hugged them tight, kissing the tops of their heads, her tears falling fast and hard. 
 
    But they were temporary, and in the morning, when Victoria woke up on the couch, she packed one more time, and left. 
 
    The following Monday, she waited in Alexander’s office for him. She knew his habits, knew he would come in an hour early to check emails. He always did after the weekends. He found her there in a short skirt and her blouse tied off beneath her tits. They fucked on the conference room table, his secretary the only one who heard their grunting and moaning. Alexander was pathetically small and unsatisfactory, but she needed a place to stay while the divorce proceedings happened. He gave her that, and was a willing participant when she invited four college aged young studs, all over eighteen but none older than twenty, to fuck her brains out on his living room rug. Now they were satisfactory – maybe not on Everard or Esteban’s level, but Lord, did she love watching Alexander’s piggish eyes as they reamed her asshole, her pussy, and her mouth. 
 
    When all that was left were ashes, Victoria said goodbye to the few friends and family who would still speak to her, bought a plane ticket, and left. Alexander paid for first class, his parting gift for her along with a grand in cash. By now some semblance of her mind was firmly back into place, so when the handsome thirty-year-old guy asked her if she wanted to sneak away to the plane’s tiny bathroom and fuck, she refused and only gave him a blowjob.  Snack-wise, it beat the hell out of the dry, unsalted pretzels the flight attendant gave her. 
 
     There was paperwork to fill out on the mainland, hands to shake, NDAs to sign. Then Victoria was off again, this time on a small, speedy staff boat with none of the friendly accommodations of the passenger ferries she rode in and out on the first time. 
 
    There were no more tears left to shed. Victoria was resolute now, and grinned when she saw the island. This might not have been worth the smoldering wreckage she left behind but she would not look back any longer. A few years here, then maybe another ten at the offices on the mainland, and Everard would see to it she retired early and happily. That was his promise, anyways. Whether he would hold to it or not didn’t really matter to her. She was free now, and would float upon the waves wherever they took her. 
 
    Esteban greeted her at the dock, cheerful, so achingly handsome. He wasn’t shy about kissing her or groping her ass, and walked her through the resort and up the path to Everard’s. There he left her with another kiss and a promise to meet up soon. If it was anything like their farewell, she looked forward to it. 
 
    Victoria opened the door and let herself in. Everard was in bed, the guitar player from the vacation astride him in only a straw cowboy hat. Victoria felt no jealousy, nothing but amusement. She began to strip, and Everard watched her, his eyes dark and hungry. And did he smile when she approached the bed, nude and ready for this next chapter? 
 
    Maybe a little.  
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