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But First... Thank You


I know there are a lot of demands on your time and your wallet these days, and nowhere is this more true than in the publishing world.

When I started writing hotwife erotica, it was a whole different world for readers and authors, and I was able to give individual readers a lot more time and attention in private emails, join models like KU that make it less expensive for readers, and deliver books of lengths and frequency that tailored to the story – not the bottom line.

I know that the new pricing, the rushed release schedule, and the three-book model rub a lot of readers the wrong way. I want readers to know that this was the only compromise – other than caving to AI slop-spamming – that allows me to still make a (partial) living on this genre, while not using AI to produce LLM garbage, in the time that I have available. It's meant a lot less reader interactivity, and for that I am truly sorry.

Unfortunately, times change, and I've had to change with them: but most of my readership has stayed the course, and I can't tell you how much I appreciate that. It wouldn't be possible without the support of readers like you, so thank you for your continued readership.

I'm going to try and hang on as long as I can, writing good material and not caving to the "enshittification" of the internet. If you like my (wo)man-made stories, you can give me a boost by recommending me, leaving reviews, and just continuing to be the awesome fan base that you are.

Enjoy this story, and make sure to check out the recommended titles at the end of the book if you would like to keep the Caribbean, mature woman-younger man vibe going until the third book in this series is out.

Cheers, and thank you again,

Arnica


Chapter one


Iwas several days into a vacation in St. Lucia, and it was turning out a lot different than I had even dared to imagine.

In the weeks leading up to this trip, I had savored a perversely erotic fantasy, but it was fairly tame.

My wife and my friend Roger had dated once upon a time, long before Emma and I got married - so decades in the past. During all our time as family friends, nothing even remotely scandalous had occurred between these two.

So it was pure fantasy. An indulgence of mine, really, to pass the time. I like thinking that Roger and Emma were going to flirt together and leave me wondering if there was something between them.

I've always liked that idea.

I am the kind of man who likes the idea of his wife sleeping with another man.

But it was all fantasy that I didn't think would really happen. Emma wasn't that kind of woman. Roger had a new girlfriend he was serious about. Nothing had ever happened between Roger and Emma in all the years we'd been friends of Roger and his first wife and their family.

Really, it had been so far-fetched, with so many awful ramifications, that I had never considered anything like it seriously happening.

Until it did.

Just not with Roger.

Because it turned out that when we arrived on St. Lucia, to spend two weeks with our old friend, the man who was most interested in my wife was...

Roger's son.

Drew. Andrew. Now almost a doctor, finishing med school, in the prime of his youth, manly and carefree, a "sigma" male if I understood the term at all. What had seemed like a fantasy had heated into a steamy reality - but so far, Emma hadn't really done anything with Drew. (If not really doing "anything" was letting a young buck finger her downstairs while we were all barbecuing upstairs).

Exciting. Frightening.

And then there was this:

Meg - Roger's new girlfriend - had thrown a wild card into the mix. And now, somehow, it looked like Emma was going to indulge my fantasy.

Maybe.

I was looking at an impromptu road trip, with Roger's vampy girlfriend Meg, Roger, my Emma, and surprisingly, Drew. I was hobbling around on an injured foot - and Meg was going to take me to a spa. Emma and Drew were going to surf.

I had no idea what Roger was going to do.

Or how much he knew about any of this. It was hard to believe that Roger didn't see anything going on between Emma and Drew, or that his girlfriend was conspicuously flirtatious.

Really, I didn't even know what was going on. And that was how I awoke three days into our trip: aroused, hopeful, and utterly disoriented.

***

It was hard to tell if Emma really had any intention of "really doing this," after the plans were made. It could have been that she was just playing games with me.

She turned down an opportunity to go with Drew to rent a van for our trip, and instead headed shopping for some "last minute items" with Meg.

But the way she did it:

She lingered on it. She agreed to it at first, meeting my eyes over the table. She let my hopes soar by subtly winking, letting her mouth twist into a provocative shape. She packed erotic hints into her gestures, her glances, the glowing smile she gave to Drew when he asked her if she wanted to go.

And then:

"Gosh, you know what? I'm really going to need a new suit if we go surfing."

Obviously.

This declaration hung like a mist of sex in the air. Our male minds churned like the froth at the edges of the sea, the same waves that would knock Emma's little bikini clean off her body if she dared to surf in it. Drew needed to look at the ground and tuck away a smile. Roger looked out at the sea, as if searching for an answer there.

Meg purred like a big, predatory cat. "Mmm. She's right, you know." She let that settle on the male population in all of its provocative possibilities.

Then she became chipper. "Oh, Emma, let's go shopping together, then! We can let the boys pack up the car."

Nothing new there.

Roger and I threw ourselves into bitching about it the way we always do once they departed with our credit cards. This was great for me because it allowed my mind to wander to the sex my wife was going to deny me and give to Drew. I gave canned responses to Roger as he rattled on about "women."

Roger did not seem to notice the difference. Maybe he was as clueless as he appeared.

When we packed into the car for the first leg of the trip, Emma arranged herself in the back, by me. Drew was driving, which made sense. He lived there and knew his way around.

Roger cluelessly took the front seat and chatted with his son about all manner of things, while Meg stretched out in the middle row and pulled a silk mask over her eyes to sleep.

It being St. Lucia, it wasn't as if we had a million miles to go. I put my sunglasses on and pretended to sleep myself. I was really watching Drew's eyes as they occasionally flicked to the rear-view mirror to look at Emma.

Having done far more than shop for a new swimsuit, Emma was dressed in a new sundress, with printed red flowers on a white background. Like her vacation jumpers, it was a tube top, but this one fed into a pretty skirt, loose and flowing around her thighs, almost to her knees.

She looked like an easy-access cupcake princess, but I knew what was brewing in her thoughts. Sometimes she glanced over at me and smiled knowingly after letting her eyes wander to my crotch. An erection lurked there, rising and falling with the hills and curves of the narrow roads.

We stopped at a small cafe and everyone filed out of the van ahead of us. Emma grinned once Meg climbed out - her round ass on display prominently for us before she did.

Wickedly, my wife flashed what was under her sundress.

Nothing.

I caught her smooth thigh, the crease of her hip, skin, skin, skin - my eyes searched in vain for a sliver of white or nude silk, but nothing.

Her slit. Nothing else.

She got up and bent over to get out ahead of me, and I slipped my hand up the back of her leg to feel for myself what I had seen with my eyes. Nothing but smooth skin, slightly damp. The lip of her taut ass, a softer silk between her legs -

She was gone, hopping out of the van and smiling innocently back at me, her innocent sundress swishing over her bare ass.

Drew studiously ignored me and Emma, but he couldn't stop my keen eyes from seeing every longing glance in Emma's direction. Emma in her sundress. I wondered if she'd told him she had no underwear on.

Which of us had she been thinking of when she made that choice?

It suited me, and she knew that - but had she told Drew? Or shown him?

I hobbled around on my crutches, and Emma skipped ahead, letting the breezes tantalize me with near-liftoff of her skirt. Meg walked with me, her huge breasts set in black Lycra and overflowing. Only my eyes - like a reflex: they were, after all, very nice boobs - were drawn to Meg, though. My thoughts remained anchored to my wife, flaunting her easy-access dress and ordering something at the counter of the bar with Andrew.

I could see that they were inching closer to each other. Pretending not to be speaking. Emma said something, her lips barely moving. Drew's face changed, and his body got stiff. He dropped a hand behind the counter. They both stood, side-by-side, trying to look like they were waiting innocently for an order. Practically strangers.

And maybe to anyone else, they managed to pull that look off.

But I could see by the way Drew's hand moved that he was pulling her skirt up, inch by inch, maybe even bunching it in his fist, so that he could feel for himself:

Emma's legs were totally bare. All the way up to what was between them, which he would get to any moment.

I was seated (of course; trapped by my leg), and pretending not to look. Straining to see them in detail in my peripheral vision was giving me a headache.

Was Drew's hand all the way up her skirt? Would he finger her, here in public?

And Emma? Sweet Emma. She had never let me do anything like that to her in a public place.

That was when I felt it burning, a solid lump of jealousy that radiated a vaguely pleasant feeling across my chest. It jumped in the electricity of my heartbeat, worked its fingers into a very reptilian place in my brain.

They came back to our table, distributing the snacks and drinks they'd bought. Emma sat down in front of me and brought a juicy meat sandwich to her mouth in two hands. She grinned, lifted her eyes to look at me saucily, and then bit into the sandwich.

Somehow, this was all so sexual that my cock got hard, and Emma shimmied a little in her seat, chewing and smiling.

Because she knew it.

The afternoon went like that: in Emma and Drew's behavior, I saw every exchanged glance; every sexy, flirtatious gesture and comment. The meeting of their eyes. The way they would scurry to get ahead of us on a "quick walk to stretch their legs."

Every time, they disappeared around a building or into the trees, and I recognized that anxious, hurried excitement of new lovers hiding their illicit affair.

There was only enough time for them to kiss, for Drew to slip his fingers beneath her dress or dip his hand into her tube top and let the weight of her breast jiggle in his hand. We found them every time as pictures of innocence, Emma with her hands clasped behind her back, Drew a strange, improbable distance away from her: not close enough to be walking together as friends. Not far enough to be strangers.

I rode up front for the last hour of the drive because of my swelling leg, at Drew's insistence. Emma grinned at me each time I glanced back at her.

Our boutique hotel was inland, near the spa area where I was to be taken by Meg, while Drew and my wife went "surfing." No one, including Roger himself, had been particularly clear about what Roger intended to do on this trip, and I was beginning to worry that he was going to attach himself to his son and ruin my plans. I felt a twinge of guilt even thinking about it in those terms. But desire had a grip on me that washed my guilt away in a landslide of dirty thoughts.

It was wrong: it was all so wrong, and yet I needed it like I needed a drink of water.

Meg and Roger had a small villa, Emma and I had a small villa, and Drew had a smaller cabana to himself, which he called a "hut" because it looked like one. The resort was an archipelago of huts and small pools scattered through lush pathways of vegetation. Tiki torches made it look campy, almost like a movie set.

Emma twirled and skipped around the grounds in her sundress when we first arrived, bending over to smell flowers, letting the breeze pick up her skirt - always leaving the full view just out of reach. She was subtle enough about how she did it that if one didn't know she wasn't wearing underwear, it all seemed very innocent and sweet.

If you knew, though, that the flouncy little skirt she was wearing was all that was standing between her bare ass, her delicious slit, and your eyes... it took on different dimensions.

"Ooh," she cooed, walking into our villa.

I shut the door and went to her as soon as I could. She was twirling again, teasing me, and I caught her in my arms and pushed her toward the wall. She laughed and let me slide my hands up and under the skirt, all the way to her wet pussy.

"Did you tell him you're not wearing any underwear?" I asked.

I was enjoying the new freedom to just skip to the sexy part. It had been ages since either of us - let alone both of us at the same time - had been this interested in sex, thinking about constantly, ready to go at any moment.

Emma smiled, and then caught her breath as I slipped a finger into her pussy. Leaning close to my ear, she whispered: "What do you think?"

I growled and began to manhandle her a little: the sundress, the flirting, the obvious answer to my question - it was all too much.

"You're so wet," I told her.

She leaned against the wall, letting me finger-fuck her, tipping her head back so that her long, smooth throat was before me. I nuzzled it and curled my fingers toward her clit from the inside, making her pussy clamp around them. She tipped her head forward as I kept going, and her panting breath skittered across my earlobes and my neck.

She moved her fingers up to my head and curled them at the nape of my neck, digging in slightly. "I'm thinking about Andrew fucking me," she told me.

I shuddered, and I could feel her smile form against my skin.

"When are you going to do it?" I breathed.

Emma pushed my shoulders away from her, looking me in the eye. Her grin was mischievous. I thought she was going to tease me with words for a moment. She rested her arms on my shoulders, straight out, her fingers flitting around at my neck. Tipped her head to the side, grinned some more.

Slowly, she began to push on my shoulders. It took me a moment to realize that she was pushing me down, down to my knees.

I went willingly, of course. She lifted her skirt and let it fall over my head, brought one leg up to my shoulder, and pushed my head into her pussy.

I closed my mouth eagerly on her pussy, her juices welling up and dripping down my chin until I had a close fit on her. Her clit was hard, I found the spot easily and began to massage her gently with my tongue.

"I have to look for the right time..." she murmured, pushing me harder into her cunt. "So my husband doesn't find out. He thinks... mm... he thinks... you're... " Her voice trailed off, and her limbs began to shake. "I don't... want..."

She said no more, just pushed me with her leg and her hands into her pussy so deeply I couldn't breathe. When she came, my mouth filled with her juices and they poured from the corners of my lips. I drank them greedily, lapping at her wet cunt that was now swollen and burst, red and ripe.

She dropped her leg, unsteady when she set it down. I was pleased with the tremble in her thigh. She pushed me back, and the skirt brushed over my face before falling in place. I looked up at her, reaching, and pulled on the tube tube to bare her breasts. They were squished out by the tight fabric, like she was wearing a sexy, braless corset.

There was a rap at the door.

Roger.

We froze, like two teenagers caught in their parents' house. Emma's mouth was open, she was holding back laughter.

"Guys. Meg wants to know when you want to head to dinner. There's a place down the road with great seafood. You in here?"

Emma flipped her tube top back up in a flash and was already gliding toward the other side of the room, with an impish look back at me, when Roger entered the room.

I was sprawled on the floor, on one hip, trying to move my injured leg out from under me. In my excitement to eat Emma's pussy, I hadn't registered the pain resting on my calves and ankles would bring to me. Not to mention the throb of my distended cock.

"Jon!" he said, looking at me. "Did you fall?" His eyes moved to Emma, and dirty thoughts quite obviously flashed through them. The whole room - to me, anyway - smelled like Emma's pussy, and I was sure that some of it still shone on my jaw and chin.

"Eh..." he said, sheepishly. But Emma trounced up to him cheerfully - and very sexily - and his interest was immediately distracted.

"He's fine," Emma said, of me. "Just..." she looked over, winking, and fluttered a hand at the end of her sculpted, bare arm. "... inspecting something down there."

Very clever, for it was the kind of stupid thing I might have actually done.

"Roger, I think Jon needs a little rest, to elevate his foot for a bit after all that driving. Right sweetie?" She turned and looked at me again, her hands clasped in front of her skirt, like the picture of innocence.

"Uh," I said, hauling myself up with the aid of a desk, and groaning for real as I did so. I hopped a bit on one foot to reach my crutch. "Yeah, yes. Unfortunately."

"Oh," Roger said, disappointed.

"Listen," I said, dramatically, sitting down on the bed. "I don't want everyone changing their plans or not having fun because of me."

Emma turned to Roger. "He really doesn't," she insisted to him.

Roger looked torn. He didn't want to miss out on anything fun, either.

"What if we just let Jon have a little nap with his foot up? Meg can get some pool time in, and Andrew and I can get our surfing stuff rented, check out the beach? Then we'll come back and collect this guy for a late dinner?"

Roger scratched his head. "Well..." he said. He looked at me. I shrugged: whatever Emma said was what I was going to do, and happily so. He looked out the door, behind him. Squinted. "I guess I could get a little time in at the swim-up bar."

"There's no swim-up bar," Meg said, popping up behind him. "Yoo-hoo!" she called to me. Then to Roger, placing her hand on his shoulder and extending her fingers to rake his neck with her manicured nails: "Honey, there's nothing to be done, we can't possibly make Jon leave his foot down any more. Why don't you go with Drew and Emma, and I'll help Jon relax with an elevated foot by the pool?"

And this is when I noticed it, for the first time: Meg's sultry eye flutter and the movement of her lips. She was exchanging a look with Roger.

There was the way Roger smiled, knowingly, and then turned back toward us.

Emma, also smiling, clasped her hands behind her back and turned without moving her feet to blink at me. "How does that sound, sweetie?" She fluttered her eyes a few more time, in an exaggerated motion.

"I... " I began, my mouth hanging open.

I was still studying the exchanges between Roger and Meg, picking up on something for the first time.

But no.

Couldn't be.

I was projecting.

Emma blinked at me, her mouth twitching.

"Well," I said. "If you don't mind."

This wasn't working out like I'd hoped. I didn't want Meg to be after me, or have Roger going anywhere with Drew and Emma.

And what was Emma thinking?

"He's fine with it," Emma said, turning back to them. She took the door handle and began closing it, making Roger and Meg, a little taken aback by her sudden rudeness, to back out of the villa. "Just let me change clothes, and... I'll be on my way."

She closed the door and turned to face me, leaning against it. She raised her eyebrows and pointed in the direction Meg and Roger would have been walking if we could see them. "Is it just me, or do you think Meg is trying to have sex with you?"

I shook my head slowly, and then realized it was confusing, and turned it into a nod.

Meg was trying to have sex with me, and it was pretty obvious.

"So, what...? Roger wants to watch her with you?" Emma asked.

But Emma already seemed to know the answer to this question. She looked up at the ceiling, a big, wide-open smile developing on her lips. "That explains it," she said.

"Explains what?" I demanded, immediately.

Emma strolled into the room and lifted her bag to the bed. She unzipped it with one hand on her hip, still smiling. She shrugged as she started to rifle through her things. "It just seemed odd," she said.

"What?"

She found what she wanted and laid it out on the bed. Then she started to unceremoniously remove her dress. Halfway through the motion of lifting it and pulling it right off her body over her head, she seemed to change her mind.

Probably because she saw I was salivating. She swished playfully and then hiked the skirt up, tantalizing me with the possibility of seeing her pussy again. But she let it fall, just before I was treated to the view.

"Just Roger's... I don't know, disinterest. Cluelessness."

"About?"

"Uh..." she said, and waved her hands from her tits to her skirt. "This?"

She rolled the tube top slowly down. Her breasts jiggled as she shimmied a little to get it over her hips. I watched, entranced, as the dress rolled over itself and then all the way to the floor, baring her body one inch at a time.

She picked up a skimpy piece of black fabric and slung it over her neck, then stepped into an equally skimpy pair of bottoms and slid them up to cover her pussy and ass (and not much more), before reaching behind herself to tie her skimpy top.

"That's a little skimpy for surfing," I said.

She walked over to me, her breasts dangling loose amid the skimpy, untied top she had given up on. She gave a quarter turn and held her hair up as she sat down - ass jutting toward my face - next to me on the corner of the bed. "Tie me up?"

I did, after feeling around the front of her first, joking into a gooseflesh-covered bump on her spine that I needed to make sure she was properly arranged. The skin on her jaw stretched and buckled, indicating a smile.

She turned toward me and drew her fingers lazily over the swell of her breasts. Then along the hem of the skimpy bikini.

"Do you like this one?" she asked me.

"Uh..." I said.

She stood up and went back to her suitcase. She picked the dress up off the floor and shook it out, then draped it over a chair back. She pulled something out of her suitcase - also new - and shook it the same way.

"Is that new?" I asked her. She was pulling it on over her suit, and it wrapped up and tied into a very breezy, nearly transparent, white dress.

Which of course, I could see her black suit through. As would anyone else. As would Drew.

She left it open at the chest, just barely folded over itself and prone to drooping open to expose her whenever she moved a certain way. It was overtly the sexiest swimsuit "cover-up" I'd ever seen.

She threw her hair over her shoulders and then glided with her makeup bag into the bathroom. "Ooh," she commented. "Cute."

I stared at the door to the bathroom. I didn't know what to say or do.

Emma returned, with glossy, tinted lips that made her look even more stunning. She slid into her sandals and posed, one hand on her hip. "What do you think?"

"Uh..."

She walked toward me. "Can you smell my pussy from here?"

"Uh..."

She smiled. "Good. So listen: no sleeping with Meg. Right? That isn't why you're doing this?"

"Nuh... no," I said. snapping back to reality. "Baby, no - that has nothing to do with -"

"I believe it," Emma said, her eyebrows going up. She looked out the window and then leaned in close to whisper - because the whole place was so open and airy, anyone could be listening from outside. "Roger is seriously not interested in me at all. Like, before - he used to flirt, kind of watch me with that, I don't know... 'what if?' kind of look. Not now." She stood up. "It just makes me think that your, uh... fantasy... is more like... credible."

I would have probably taken some offense to this if the situation had been different. For example, if any blood had been making its way to my brain instead of my cock at this point.

"So," she said. "I'm going to go run this plan past Andrew -"

"How are you going to get rid of Roger?" I interrupted. I had already jumped to imagining that Emma was going to fuck Drew the moment she got the chance.

She opened the door and looked at me, feigning blankness. "Why would I want to get rid of Roger?" she asked me, grinning. She fluttered her eyelashes. "We're just renting surfboards, honey. Anyway. If you're right about this - and I think you are, then won't Roger get rid of himself? To come back and watch you with Meg?"

And then she sauntered out the door, casting a sexy, teasing look at me through the window as she headed toward Drew's cabana.


Chapter two


Hours later, I was at the pool, which did not have a swim-up bar, but did have a bar nearby. It was manned by a cheerful Dutch man with a heavy hand. I didn't want to get loaded, but Meg was plying me with drinks pretty hard - returning again and again to the bar to get me another so that I didn't have to walk there on my injured foot.

I'm the sort of guy who doesn't take well to sitting around.

I take less well to sitting around with a hot woman dangling her tits in my face - when I have been instructed not to go there. (I thought Emma had instructed me not to go there: I couldn't entirely be sure. Was Emma's last statement to me a sort of hint, that the only way I would get what I wanted was if I screwed Meg so Roger would be out of Emma and Drew's hair? Did Roger know what was going on between them?)

I'm also the kind of guy who gets past a certain number of drinks and just starts drinking for drinking's sake, which was what I was doing. Meg had tried to convince me to get in the water, which I had refused to do.

So she got in and got all wet, then emerged in a new skimpy swimsuit (red), that was tugged away from her breasts as she pulled herself out of the water. Just like her old suit. It gave me a nice view of her large, dark areolas and nipples. I tried to look away but I failed.

She was standing in front of me, dripping wet, rivers of glistening water running over her toasted skin. Long, winding trails that left her shoulder and pooled briefly in the indent of her clavicle before zagging in curved lines across the exposed mound of breast flesh or the deep valley of her sternum. Rivulets that jiggled their way to her knees over the firm flesh of her thick, cellulite-free thighs from the crease of her hip.

It was getting dark, so I commented on that while I sucked my third daiquiri through a straw. The bartender was making a version of a daiquiri that mostly consisted of rum.

While Meg jiggled and smiled, patting herself dry without actually stopping any of the glistening drops that traversed her torso, all I could think about was what Emma and Drew - and Roger, the third wheel - were doing.

Meg, for her part, definitely seemed to be hitting on me.

That was not my imagination, and not even confirmation bias.

She leaned over my armchair and let her breasts sway inches from my lips.

I crossed one leg over the other and rested my heel on my toes to hide the stimulation this was enhancing. It was enhancing my erection, not causing it, because Emma was doing that without even being present. I stared at a fixed point on Meg's sternum - where a tiny beauty mark marred her otherwise very supple and lovely skin.

"Do you mind?" Meg was saying. She lingered there, while I made some kind of sound. I didn't know what she was asking me. She smiled as though I did, however, and stood up.

She had my towel in her hand and began to press it to her breasts. "You aren't using it, are you?"

She fluttered her eyelashes at me and turned to sit down on the edge of my chair. "Could you just pat my back dry?" She asked me, moving a hand to my thigh and pressed the towel onto my leg. Her fingers fluttered over my inner thigh as she removed her hand.

Turning to me, she pulled her hair from a part up top to one side of her shoulder. It was damp, not wet, because she'd somehow piled it up on her head while she swam and then let it down as soon as she was out of the water. Meg was very into moving her hair around in provocative ways.

I picked up the towel and touched it to her back. There was clearly no reason for me to be doing this: it wasn't like she had a sunburn or something. It was an obvious ploy to get me heated up, but what could I do about it? Say "no?" Or: "Dry your own back, like a normal person?"

"Do you want another drink?" she purred, running her fingers through her hair as I dried her off as perfunctorily as I could muster.

I moved the towel away to indicate that my task was done. "It's pretty dark now - they wouldn't have gone surfing this late at night?"

She laughed and played with her lips, her fingers fluttering sexily around them. "Have you met Drew? Ugh. Ever since his ER rotation started, he's had such a stick up his ass."

I was unsure what answer she had given me, so I shrugged.

She rested her chin on a damp shoulder and blinked prettily back at me, her hands on one knee. "Anyway, Roger probably convinced them to stop somewhere and have a drink. Or two." She turned toward me again. Her eyes were hungry. She reminded me of a bird of prey. "So we're probably all alone here for a while."

Her hand brushed against the outside of my thigh again. I was certain she traced a finger over the muscles, but I didn't dare to look or even react.

"What should we do?" she asked.

"I guess I'll have a whiskey," I told her, scowling a little. Meg's eyes went from my face to my lap, and once there, she dented her lower lip even more vigorously with her clean, white tooth.

Then she rose, turning her ass toward me. It was large, round, glorious. The word "luscious" came to mind. I was sure I was not the first man to confuse his instincts toward Meg's ass with eating something savory and juicy.

She stood there longer than she needed to. More slowly than she needed to, she hooked her two pointer fingers beneath the material and pulled the suit away from her skin to "adjust" the bottoms. I glimpsed only flesh - toned and full, but not in a "workout" kind of way. Meg was just one of those women with a big, luscious, ass that she didn't have to work at.

Then she headed to the bar. She walked like she was on a runaway.

When she came back, she pushed the lounger toward me so it abutted mine as she handed me both the drinks. Then, as if she worked at this resort for a living, she adjusted the frame so that the end at my feet was lifted, and the lifted part near my head was lowered. We were facing each other this way. Then she sat in it and stretched out, making her boobs jiggle as she settled in. She reached toward me, and I stared at her momentarily, an unease in my abdomen.

At last I moved, and handed her the drink. She was having another daiquiri. I had a snifter of brown liquid that did not smell like whiskey.

She clinked her plastic glass against mine.

"Mm," I said, surprised.

"Oh yeah," she said. "They only had dark rum." She shrugged and smiled, putting the straw of her daiquiri to her lips and looking over it at me. "Sorry," she breathed over the straw, her thick, black eyelashes fluttering..

I would have those lips and that flippant "sorry" in my mind until the day I died.

Another stab of discomfort. Mild guilt. Helplessness. I was not supposed to be doing this or anything like it. I had control over myself, but Meg was a loose cannon. A sexy, tattooed, dark, big-assed loose cannon.

I watched her suck the daiquiri up and concentrated on my rum to distract my darkest thoughts.

"Mm..." she said, lifting the straw from the drink to suck her daiquiri off the end. A dribble fell between her breasts. Her eyes followed it, but fluttered back up.

To me.

"You have a, um..." I said.

"Oh," Meg said. She looked down more deliberately. Then she scooped it up with her finger and suspended it between us, her eyes glistening with mischief as she held it there for a beat.

It went into her mouth.

I shifted uncomfortably and looked around.

"So tomorrow," Meg told me, dropping a hand to my foot.

She stroked the sole of it as she spoke. I shuddered and tried to think about basketball - the sole of my foot is exquisitely sexual. "I hope you don't mind. I scheduled us for a couples package."

I stared at her. She was making little circles on the sole of my foot. It was too late to pretend I was ticklish, so I just froze. "Uh... wait, what?"

She flung herself back and laughed, taking her hand with her after slapping the bottom of my foot playfully. This sent an erotic thrill through me. "It's just to save money, Jonathan." She shook her hair out and sipped her daiquiri again. "This way we can have a mud bath, and a massage each, plus access to the springs - for like three quarters of the price."

I am not really a massage guy, and I was about to say so, but then calculated quickly that getting a massage with Meg could only work in my favor.

I also admired the conflation of monetary jurisprudence and shameless flirtation: this was the kind of thing that got an old guy like me going.

Also, looking at this Amazonian woman and her jiggling flesh, her fuck-you tattoos, and her dark eyes with even darker depths, I doubted I had much of a choice. About anything.

"Uh, okay, I guess."

Meg tipped her head and looked at me. Then she walked her fingers along my shinbone, grinning. "Jonathan, are you really as clueless as you pretend to be?"

I swallowed a great deal of rum, happy to have a reason to that could override my revulsion to the straight rum. I needed a drink, and I needed some time.

"Uh...." I said, after a satisfying "ahhh."

Meg turned on her side and propped her head against her wrist, moving her foot closer to my hip as she did. "So Roger hasn't said anything to you? Anything at all?"

I stared at her. She started moving her foot along my hip, over my thigh, toward my inner thigh, and then to my hard cock.

I looked around. We were in public, even if no one was there but the bartender. This was shameless.

She smiled, and placed a long lock of hair that she was winding up in her fingers into her mouth to bite for a moment. "You have to know something."

I stared down at the sole of her foot brushing over the tip of my cock.

"Look, Meg..." I began, and she smiled more and moved her foot. She rotated back onto her back, one arm flung up toward her head, one knee bent, her legs parting a little.

"Yes, Jonathan?" she said, when I didn't say anything further.

I looked around again. I didn't really have anything else prepared. "I, uh..." I began.

She pushed herself up with her elbows, thrusting her breasts toward me. "Listen to me," she said, her hands moving over her body suggestively. "Roger and I have an arrangement. So you don't have to worry about him. And this is perfect - Emma and Andrew will be surfing, and you and I will be alone."

A shiver traveled through me. It was hard to say if it was sensual or foreboding.

"And where will, uh, Roger be?"

Meg sat up and threw her legs over the opposite side of the lounger. She flipped her hair casually, leaned on one arm, used the other to touch my leg inappropriately again. "Does it matter?" she asked me. She indicated her breasts with one hand, by placing a finger under her bikini string. She pulled it away from her breast so that I had a momentarily unobstructed view of her full, beautiful tit.

"I'm just letting you know... it's an offer. And we've handled all the details for you. After all, your poor, poor leg..." she traced a finger down my thigh to my foot again.

Then she stood up, and made her way to the bar, without giving me a backwards glance.

***

"Listen," I said, when Emma turned toward me triumphantly after the door closed and Roger and Meg's voices faded away. Emma had closed the windows and turned on the AC, presumably so we could talk. It was a nice cool night and we didn't need it.

"Guess what?" she asked me, excitedly, pulling her swimsuit cover off. She started touching her body, shimmying toward me.

"Uh..." I said, completely distracted from what I had intended to discuss with Emma. "What?"

She frowned - fakely - and pouted, also fakely, before spinning around and throwing herself on the bed. "You have to guess."

She arranged herself on the bed with her arms spread out and her knees slightly bent, moving her legs in a windshield wiper motion. She had a playful look in her eyes.

I needed to tell her something... I squinted, trying to remember.

Emma was still waiting.

"You went surfing in the dark," I suggested. I already knew she had done this, because she and Drew had wet hair and had confessed to it in a very strange interlude at the bar. All five of us had gathered there when they returned. Emma had feigned disinterest in Drew, and Roger in Meg, and Meg in me, and me in everybody. Drew alone had been obvious in his desire for Emma, but then again, no one was watching him but me. It had been tense and ripe with sexual innuendo.

"Yeeeee-eeeees," Emma sang, letting legs drop to one side. "But what else?"

I froze, my blood quickening and my heart thumping wildly in my chest. The "thing" I needed to talk to Emma about was slippery; I couldn't retain a thought long enough to get it out of my mouth.

Emma brought a thumb to her teeth and bit into into it. When I didn't talk, she rotated one leg open and left herself like that, legs spread, one finger in her mouth, her eyes on me.

She put her fingers into her mouth and sucked on them, then moved them down to her swim bottoms and slipped them underneath the fabric. "It was very, very dark out there," she told me.

"Very dangerous," I commented, staring at her fingers working underneath her panties. The antagonistic ache I got whenever Emma did dangerous things in the water, splashed into the ache of desire and the thrill of the taboo, making me feel slightly sick.

"Well, you know I'm a very strong swimmer," she said. "And so is Andrew."

I barely heard this. She was masturbating now, her fingers moving underneath the fabric of her panties. I heard a sticky click as she started to rub her clit and the wetness of her pussy stuck her flesh together. The motions of her fingers pulled her flesh apart. The sound was intoxicating and raw. I shuddered.

I started to push my own swim bottoms down. They got caught on my hard dick and I fumbled like a teenager with them until they slid down to my ankles. "Did you... did you..." I murmured, staring. Emma smiled mysteriously. "We could have really done anything out there. It's very shallow, there was no moon, Roger was on his phone the whole time...."

I was thinking about Meg, typing and typing into her phone occasionally, after dropping her "arrangement" bomb on me, while we were waiting for them to return.

"Did you..." I asked, swallowing. My mouth was dry. My eyes couldn't have been unpegged to her fingers and her pussy if I had wanted to - which I did not.

I still needed to tell Emma something. What was it?

Emma stared at me. Her fingers were working quickly now, the stickiness louder and faster, her eyes narrowing in pleasure. "Do you want to find out for yourself?" she purred.

I climbed onto the bed, staring at her fingers.

"Emma -" I argued, wanting to stop her from making herself come. But she continued, staring at me, even as I crawled between her legs, heading in.

She started to sweat. As I moved in toward her pussy, placing my hands on her thighs, she extended her free hand to grasp my hair - hard - and keep my face at arm's length, away from her wet pussy hiding behind her bikini bottoms. My mouth fell open and I started to breathe heavily from it, like a dumb animal. Her grip tightened and she squirmed, and then let out a gasp - it popped out of her open mouth as her eyes flew open.

She relaxed her hand. I was able to lean forward, to move to pull her swim bottoms away from her pussy with my teeth. Her tangy juices stung in my nose and filled the air, they were smeared all over her bare pussy, which was red and swollen. I plunged my fingers into her flesh and pulled it apart, using a twisted wrist to hold the fabric away. My eyes searched the folds and contours of her cunt, hoping to catch a whiff of acrid cum, or the sight of it seeping slowly from inside her.

"Did you..." I repeated.

She lifted a wet finger to my lips and rubbed her juices on them. "Taste it," she told me.

She let me lick her clit, then work my way down to her hole. I savored her taste and then began to lap at her, and she gripped my hair and pushed me away again, smiling. "So?"

"I don't..." I said in confusion.

She laughed when I licked her again, and then folded her legs closed. Her silky thighs squeezed my head and then she wormed away. She escaped, swinging her legs up and over my head as I stared into the space where her pussy had been, in confusion. She rolled her legs away. "I'm too sensitive," she laughed.

"But did you...?"

She grinned. "No. But do you want to know something unexpected about Andrew?"

I looked back at her.

Surely she knew I did.

"You'd think he would be, like, Mr. Safety, and condoms, and stuff, right?"

I nodded, staring at my wife as she rolled around sexily, keeping her legs clamped infuriatingly together. In truth, I was stunned into silence: this wasn't the way Emma talked about anything, but especially not Drew.

"Well, he told me specifically...." she leaned toward me, grinning. Moved her mouth close to my lips. "Specifically, while he was eating my pussy -"

"What?" I breathed, heading in again, unable to resist. "How was he... doing that?"

She slapped me away, playfully. "I sat on the board."

I looked up at her, conveying my disbelief.

"It was a pretty still night. Still a little crazy, to try and do that like that - but he held on tight." She smiled. "He's very strong... anyway, that's not the point."

It was for me. My head was filled with images of it, which I was sure couldn't be accurate, and it was all I was thinking about as she moved her mouth over my ear. He's very strong...

But I was about to be ambushed by something even more intense. "He told me it was his longest, deepest fantasy to fuck me full of his cum, so he doesn't want to."

I was still, stunned. Maybe because I couldn't process all of this. Emma was embracing this too easily, too expertly. It was disquieting, deep in my abdomen. But her words obliterated my will. It was too hot for me concentrate on anything, to sort out the meaning of her words.

She laughed, slapping me on the arm. Then she rotated her legs off the bed, leaving me, abandoned and horny as fuck, to watch her saunter into the bathroom. "He doesn't want to wear a condom, that is," she said, and then skipped into the shower. I could see that she was delighted with what she had done to me.

I fell face-first into the pillows. I heard the water running. I rolled over and contemplated my very hard cock, wondering if I should try to sneak a jerk in while she was in the shower, or if she would want me for later use (hopefully) and I should hold it in.

In the end, I passed out.


Chapter three


We had breakfast at a charming place up the road from the hotel.

I was a mess: tired, grumpy, sexually high-strung. Emma had her rash guard and some board shorts on, her hair loose and blowing in the tropical breezes. She moved like her hair did - teasingly, prettily, going whatever direction the wind took her.

She and Drew exchanged steamy glances that made my blood boil.

I had spent the entire night fading in and out of thoughts and then lucid dreams about Emma, floating on a surfboard, her legs spread, Drew's head between them and his biceps resting on the surfboard to steady it while he ate my wife's pussy.

Now that I knew where Roger's head was in this saga, I understood how all of this was happening right under Roger's nose: he was too busy watching Meg flirt with me, and thinking of ways to get Meg and me alone, to see what was happening with Drew and Emma.

Scrutinizing Drew's interactions with Meg, I assumed that Drew knew what kind of relationship those two had, and that he was taking advantage of everyone's distractions to move in on Emma.

Don't get me wrong: I was all for that. I was having a nearly out-of-body experience about it. Emma was making me a little uneasy with her newfound domination of me: her teasing, her sudden sexual flexibility - but I didn't want it to end.

I wanted to savor it.

However, I had Meg to contend with.

Emma, after dressing provocatively in front of me and noting that I had an erection, had leaned over to kiss me on the lips before we left the room. Then, she had brushed her hand over my cock and reminded me:

"Remember," she had purred in my ear. "Don't fall for Meg."

She had gone to the door and opened it, but looked back to give me one final mandate.

"And... no jerking off."

Well. Now it was too late to have the discussion with Emma about Meg - the one that had eluded me last night.

Not technically, of course: all I had to do was grab her and tell her about it.

But as a logistical issue, it was tricky: telling Emma that Meg was after me because Roger was just like me (only ballsier) threatened to tip over the house of cards I'd worked so hard to keep balanced. Emma was so close to doing something I hungered for. She might spook if she knew about this.

At breakfast, I struggled to see reality. A vision of her looking over her shoulder, giggling as her eyes went to my crotch to see for herself what she had done to me, was pasted over everything I could actually see. Emma was so bubbly and sexual it seemed impossible to me that no one noticed it.

But they were occupied with other things.

Meg's foot kept wandering to my calf. Roger and Meg were exchanging looks. I was getting hot under the collar. Trapped in my head, clanging around, was my wife's voice as she walked away from our villa:

"I'm just going to go make sure Andrew's up."

I barely ate, my stomach knotted and my testicles strangled as the minutes ticked by while Emma "roused" Andrew in his room. What would that look like, I wondered? Were they kissing? Did she wake him up with her mouth on his cock? Would they dare to fuck right there in his room, a quickie before starting the day?

But Emma came back, still wearing her rash guard (a white top made of semi-transparent material that stretched across her breasts and allowed the exact shape of them, and of her nipples, to be seen clearly). Her nipples were erect and her face was flushed. She pushed her hair up with one hand as she sat down, snatched a piece of fruit from her plate, and smiled at me as she destroyed it.

Drew followed minutes later, his hair ruffled, his movements liquid and satisfied, like a man who had just released some pent-up sexual energy.

Emma had followed my eyes as he approached.

She brought her coffee cup to her lips with two hands and looked at me very deliberately, then shrugged, as Drew sat down. "Morning, everybody. Sorry I slept in."

Meg placed her pillowy lips on a grape as though she meant to make it orgasm, then sucked it into her mouth and crushed it. "It's your vacation, too," she said, cheerfully.

Emma stirred in her chair and very quickly glanced at Drew, delivering some kind of secretive smile.

There was an intense silence that seemed to crackle in the air between us.

"Well," Drew said, standing up to grab a bunch of grapes from a tray of fruit in the middle of the table. "We better get out there."

"Yes," Meg purred, nibbling on a strawberry while she looked at me. Emma had a hand on the back of her own neck and focused intently on the table. "Me and Jon have an appointment to keep."

***

I was dropped off at the spa with Meg. Roger drove my wife and his son away to go surfing. He was in the front seat, driving like a chauffeur, because of how we had piled in.

Emma smiled at me as the back door slid shut, rolling her fingers in a whimsical wave. Drew was sitting next to her on a bench seat, looking straight ahead - but it could not have been more obvious that the man's thoughts were calculating, scheming, thinking of when he would get his face - and his cock, and his fantasy-cum - into my wife's pussy.

They drove off, the three of them, leaving me and Meg standing at the expensive, open-air foyer of the spa. She turned to me and smiled, placing a hand on my bicep. "Shall we?"

Things proceeded so professionally from that point to the changing rooms - where we were split up - that I started to doubt my assessment of Meg.

I hoped this was the case: trying to ward off Meg while thinking about Emma and Drew was making my brain overload and my balls blue.

While changing - and thankfully liberated from Meg for a few moments - I took out my phone (roaming charges be damned) and texted Emma.

Tell me what's happening. 



What I wanted was the kind of salacious details I got the night before: Drew fingered me in the car. We're going off to an island without Roger to fuck... anything.

But Emma was probably actually surfing.

She didn't write back.

The couples massage was a terrible experience, but at least I was able to lie face-down for all of it after claiming that my back hurt most and then pretending to be asleep. Lying on an erection when you are my age is not the greatest experience, especially with a woman like Meg being rotated - in all of her fleshy, giant-breasted, dark beauty glory - like a rotisserie chicken, next to you.

She demanded frequent switches. She was covered in oil. This was an obvious effort to allow me to catch her naked body as she switched around. She smiled at me as if to confirm that intention.

The torturous massage lasted an hour and a half.

"Now," she said breathily, enclosing herself in a light robe that she barely bothered to cross in the front and tried even less diligently to tie up, "it's mud bath time."

I took my time in the mandated shower to remove the massage oil, trying to get my head on straight. How was I going to fend off Meg while dedicating my time to thinking about Emma? My cock was constantly hard, and the allure of Meg providing a quick release of that energy only intensified with each passing moment.

After all, who would know?

I peeked out to see Meg texting, frowning and then smiling, chewing on her lip. I ducked when she looked up.

"Jon?" she called out. "I'm heading out there, will you be much longer?"

I made an excuse by claiming that it was taking so long because of my leg.

Meg appeared second later in the shower, grinning with closed lips, her cheeks glowing an obvious aura of sexuality radiating from her. She leaned on the shower wall. She was sexy in every way, even in the way she wound her hair up and tied it on a pile atop her head. My eyes couldn't stop returning to the swath of her skin between her breasts: the shape of it, the depth of it and the way it pulled apart with the weight of her substantial cleavage. The natural, full u-shape of her tits and the promising looseness of her skimpy bikini.

She made a low, growly laugh in the back of her throat. "You could use your third leg," she said.

Her eyes were on my cock. I covered it with one hand, but kept the other on a shelf for support.

"I..."

"Your crutch, silly," she laughed, sexily. Then she turned, rotating her hip in such a way that the plump enormity of her ass rolled with her turn and seemed to expand, like a very round balloon. "See you in there."

I waited. When I came out to sit on the bench and pull on the tiny bottoms relegated to me by the spa, I saw a message light up on the screen of Meg's casually tossed phone.

So I snooped, because it was from Roger.

I'll tell them I have a work call just say the word. 




"Jon, seriously..." Meg called, her voice nearing the door to the bathroom. I turned the phone off without trying to dig any deeper.

I didn't really need to dig deeper: that message was from Roger, and "they" were Drew and my wife. Which meant that Roger was leaving them on a "work call," and it didn't take much to figure out what Roger was going to do instead.

All Meg had to do was "give the word."

Imagine my dilemma.

There was nothing I wanted more than for Roger to leave my wife and Drew alone together. There was literally nothing more that I wanted than that - except to be privy to whatever happened between them myself.

However, it seemed that I found myself in the ultimate trap: in order to make that happen, I would need to give Meg reason to think that she needed to give Roger "the word."

And I had been ordered, by my own wife, not to do that.

I was considering all this as I stepped outside into our private mud bath hut.

Meg removed her skimpy top, but I was relieved to see she left her bottoms on. A sign instructed us to do precisely that - but optionally.

"It's more of a suggestion," Meg told me, stepping into the gray-brown mud. "Because of the mineral content." Her breasts bounced beautifully as she stepped into the material and then lay herself out, scooping up the mud to smear it all over herself.

In the most provocative way possible. While staring at me.

It's probably suitable to note here that I was leaning on a crutch, wearing the uncomfortably tight suit as required by the spa, and had a huge erection that Meg was eyeing as she did this.

"Uh," I began. Again, I didn't know what I was planning to say.

"Oh, get in here, Jon. I'm not going to bite." She rolled her eyes, seated with her legs in front of her, and began to drag the mud over her nipples and on her inner thighs as she spread her legs open. She giggled. "It's so slippery, anyway. I doubt I could get a hold of you."

She rolled on her stomach and let her feet dangle above her now mud-covered bottom, which was a very nice sight that I was determined to observe at a distance.

I stepped in nervously, slightly repulsed by the sensation of the mud on my own skin. However, if you have never seen a half-naked woman rolling around in some mud and smearing it all over herself while coaxing you to do the same, well….

I advise you that a woman doing that, does make you forget any OCD tendencies you might have about mud.

She crawled to me at one point - sexy, muddy tits dangling, and smoothed mud over my injured leg. "This really does help relax your muscles," she told me, her hands working the mud gently into my calf. She worked higher, looking at me as she moved her hands to my thigh, to the inside of my leg, toward my groin.

"Meg," I said, at last finding my voice. I put a hand on her hands to stop her from going further. But I did so with extreme reluctance, and Meg obviously detected this. She smiled, devilishly, and recoiled like a sexy snake. She stretched her self out in the mud, rolling onto her stomach and kicking her feet up again.

"Oh, Jon," she said, running her hand over one arm. "Please don't tell me you're going to be a huge prude." She looked over at me and rolled to one side, propping her head up in her hand and letting her other fingers take a sexy walk all over her body. "I told you, Roger doesn't mind. We have an arrangement."

I scratched my head. I was decidedly un-covered in mud at this point. I was pulled in several directions - none of which helped me think clearly. Part of me wanted to roll around in the mud with Meg's fleshy body slipping out of my grasp at every turn. Part of me wanted to remain tortured by my promise to Emma - to not jerk off, and definitely to not fuck Meg.

Meg laughed, as if reading my mind. "Come on, Jon. Surely you've seen what's brewing with Andrew and Emma. You can't be that blind."

I did not know how to respond, so I faltered, which made Meg's mouth fall open into an expression of open-mouthed amusement. She tossed a bit of mud playfully at me, splattering it on my torso.

Meg had my number. She could see it as clear as day on my face: I wasn't shocked that something was going on with Emma and Drew.

Not only that, she knew that I liked it.

"Well," she said, getting onto her knees and then walking on them toward me. She put her hands on her breasts and rubbed the mud around sensually. "They're not going to get anywhere with Roger around..."

She was very close to me now, up high on her knees and looking Amazonian, not just because of the mud. She lifted one knee to put her leg between mine, shoving my thigh aside and thrusting her muddy breasts toward my face.

"Unless..." she continued, grinning as she leaned to swipe up some mud and dump it onto my right thigh, then work on it like a massage therapist as she inched her fingers closer and closer to my cock. "I could give Roger a reason to leave them alone."

"I don't..." I breathed, staring down at Meg's muddy hands and muddy, swinging boobs as she got closer, resting her ass on my left thigh but without putting too much weight on it.

"If Roger knew that Drew was moving in on Emma..." Meg said, casually, her eyes on her own hand as she wrapped it around my inner thigh and flexed her fingers to scrape her nail across my ball sac through the suit, "... he would put a stop to it. So it seems the only way for you to get what you want, is to let me get what I want."

"I prom - promised... uh, Emma... I wouldn't have..."

"Sex?" Meg said brightly, smiling. She squirmed on my thigh, settling her soft, luscious asscheeks on it even more. Her hand squeezed my thigh gently and she rolled it inward to graze my cock. Her fingers wandered to the lump in my suit. Lightly, driving me even more crazy, she traced the contours of it. It throbbed painfully and she smiled each time she felt it, power growing in her eyes. "You know, there are other things we could do..."

I exhaled, letting out a sharp bark, when she found the tip of my dick and massaged it with several fingers while running her tongue around her open mouth and under her top row of teeth.

"She said no... I can't... uh..."

Meg grinned even more perversely. She liked this. Her lips opened wider. Her tongue flipped upward to touch her incisor, her pussy-colored mouth flesh glistening. Strands of saliva briefly clung across the gap between the underside of her tongue and her lower teeth.

"Ha," she said, as her fingernails shifted and pressed into my ball sac. She cupped my testicles as much as she could through the fabric and squeezed, the nails indenting further. I sucked air through my teeth and almost winced - but it was maybe the hottest thing another woman had ever, ever done to me. "I did not have Emma down for that kind of chick."

I was unable to do anything. I was a man in a mud bath with a huge-breasted hottie squeezing her fingernails into my balls and laughing at me because my wife was cucking me so hard that I was going to miss a chance to cuck another man.

It was a pretty sorry situation, admittedly, depending on how you looked at it.

But I was not thinking with my brain.

"You know that Roger, if he found out about that - he would bring it to a screeching halt," Meg repeated, squirming some more, squeezing differently and a little harder. Her mouth seemed more open, her tongue more busy. She was above me when she rose to her knees and got even closer, looking down at me, her muddy breasts sliding against my shoulder - which burned, curiously enough, as erotically as if she had massaged my foot.

"He would hate to think his precious little boy is being taken advantage of..." Meg continued. She squeezed harder. "But if he were just a teeny, tiny bit distracted..."

She smiled.

She dug into my balls until I winced. Admittedly, with pleasure. "I think we could both get what we want."

And then, victorious, she pushed away and laid herself out in the mud, prone, arranging her head on a pillow against one edge, her hands moving sexually all over her squirming body. Then she settled, and closed her eyes. "Just let me know what you want to do."

I was almost shaking. I patted some mud onto my leg.

"I like sucking cock," Meg said, after a while. She didn't open her eyes, but she smiled broadly with her lips closed.

After all, a woman like Meg probably knew what kind of reaction that would get out of a man like me.

***

Luckily for me - or unluckily for me, depending on how you looked at it - Meg was not the kind of woman to sit back and let me decide about something like that.

After a mud bath, there is, of course, nothing to do but take a shower. I let Meg go first, and I waited, stubbornly, covered in mud, outside the private bathroom.

She emerged, semi-clothed (because Meg didn't really do "clothed.") Her eyes went up and down my torso. "I'm going to the juice bar," she told me, cheerfully.

I went in to the shower, hobbling on my crutch, and got under the water. I was surprised by Meg giving up, but it was for the best. I had time to think my way out of this sexual quagmire.

I wasn't entirely sure, but it sounded to me like Meg was blackmailing me: fuck me or I'll tell Roger what your wife is doing with his son.

A dilemma, to be sure.

But of course Meg came back. I heard her while my head was beneath the water stream, and I knew it was her even though it could have easily been a spa worker. We were running late. I couldn't open my eyes. My cock was hard, and there was telling if it was because of my imagination or Meg's advances or both.

And then, very suddenly, she was in the shower with me. Naked.

I squinted between my eyelashes and saw her long, lithe body. Meg had one of those well-sculpted, slightly thicker abdomens. She was curvy, large: her breasts and hips and the rounded shape of her thighs were Kardashian in proportions. Not my usual bag, not the kind of woman that ordinarily catches my eye.

But she was naked and two feet away from me. My cock reacted accordingly.

I shoved my hands up to my face to rub the water away, stepped forward and opened my mouth the protest, as I knew I should.

"Meg," I began.

But even as I did this, I knew I wasn't going to be successful in fending her off. When the sting of the mud that had crept into my eyes wore off and I was able to open them, Meg was no longer in front of me. She was on her knees, looking up at me, my cock pointed at her lips.

I stared down at her.

She shrugged, grinning, and her hand clamped on my shaft. She waited for my reaction, grinned even more when I had none, and then moved her lips even closer to my crown.

She squeezed my shaft and extended her tongue to touch just the very tip to the ridge of my crown and drag it lightly around its circumference. She squeezed her hand and extricated a drop of precum. Her eyes went to it and she smiled.

She then put about one inch of my dick in her mouth with her teeth bared, and very slowly, very gently, sank her white teeth into the tender tip of my cock.

I bent in two and exhaled almost childishly, but all without moving my hips. Not that my cock could have moved anyway - she had a firm grip on it. Her tongue swept over the crown, and I stared at my cock between her teeth as she did this and felt an urge to ejaculate that was so rapid and unexpected I almost let it go.

She squeezed her hand tightly to stop me.

And then she started sucking my cock.

To my absolute horror, Meg was a grade-A, super-suction, shameless expert of a cock-sucker. I put my hands out to support myself against the marble wall and looked at my hands to evade the image of her. This was only to prolong the pleasure of her literally sucking the cum from deep in my testicles, through my shaft, and to some inner dam where the pressure was building for an intense orgasm.

She released me, leaving her hand on my shaft, and so I looked down at her. She was smiling up at me, stroking me languidly. Her full tits and erect nipples swayed beneath her hand on my dick, just in front of her slutty smile.

"Meg," I said, one more time. As if I could un-do this somehow. She flicked her tongue at my cock.

"What?" she asked, fluttering her eyelashes. "Does Emma tell you not to masturbate?"

"I..." I managed to say, and then couldn't get anything else out, because Meg was stroking me with one hand, flicking her tongue at my cock with the other, and stroking her chest with her left hand. "That's too bad," she said, her lips touching my dick and getting smeared with precum in the process.

Her eyes went up to mine.

If I was going to say anything to stop her, now was the time, her face said. The wry smile inching up the corner of her mouth told me she knew I wouldn't.

But she surprised me, then, by pushing herself backward and spreading her legs open, blinking up at me. Shower water splashed off my shoulders, my balls ached so bad that I couldn't think straight. She purred and slipped her fingers to her pussy - taking my eyes with them. Her gash was slippery-wet, waxed like Emma's, and dark like Meg's nipples, with a purplish hue. Like everything about Meg, her pussy was round and generously fleshy, her clit a bulbous shape with a hot-pink center that protruded slightly from her dark hood in her arousal.

She started to move her fingers over her clit while looking up at me.

"Come all over my tits," she said. "And then I'll give you what you want."

I obeyed: there was not a single thought in my head that could whack through the lust at that point. I started stroking my cock while I watched her play with her clit, her eyes locked on mine and there each time my eyes wandered back to her face.

When I came, I had to lean forward again to hold myself up against the wall. I pointed the stream of cum at her tits and it splattered across her chest.

Meg, like a pornographic dream, smiled and watched the cum as it landed on her. She continued flicking her clit, the other hand at her hip. She thrust her tits into position to catch all the ropes of cum cascading across them.

Meg closed her knees together as I stood there, panting, water streaming from my neck to my cheeks and into my gaping mouth.

She slid up the wall, smiling. I stared at the creamy white streaks sliding over her bosom, curling around her nipples, rolling ahead of the waves of water that started to pour down her shoulders like foam at the edge of a beached wave.

She got closer. She slipped her hand between our bodies and squeezed my cock, making me shudder. She grasped my dick, which was still hard, and taking advantage of my disorientation, she guided my dick to her slit.

Meg was tall, but she had to pull slightly to get my crown against her clit, and my knees buckled. The strain in my thighs was intense and the guilt of what I had just done started to crawl across my back like ants. It swarmed over my shoulders and to my chest as Meg used my cock to jerk herself off, smiling smugly the whole time.

She tipped her head back and opened her mouth, emitting a squeal at a very low volume.

I stared at her tits as much of my cum rolled away with the shower water.

Meg lifted her fingers to her lips and sucked her juices from them. Then she rotated with her eyes holding me captive, making me turn with her until she was closer to the water. She rinsed herself off, grinning. And then, after looking at me huddled against the wall and still staring at her in disbelief, she smiled and pushed past me to leave the shower.

She kissed me on the cheek and wrapped an arm around my head as though she meant to separate it from my vertebrae. "That was nice," she said. She marched shamelessly out, lifting a towel from the hooks on the wall but not wrapping it around herself, and without looking back.

So I wasn't even entirely sure that she did say what I thought I heard:

"I'll give Roger the green light, then?"


Chapter four


Getting back to the hotel was a series of vignettes in my mind.

We sat in a hot springs pool for a while, and Meg settled herself in with her legs floating out and her head tipped back on a rock, eyes closed. She offered no timeline or plan. I sat, fully clothed, using my fading sunburn as an excuse, looking like the typical husband working hard to hate his down time at the spa.

When she got out, I climbed into the spring to avoid any funny business. Meg rolled her eyes, liberated herself from her swim top, and stretched out on a lounger with bare breasts. If she was concerned, in the least, about what was happening, or going to happen - and whether or not I'd go along with it - she did not indicate it in the least. She seemed to sleep peacefully as she dozed in the sun.

***

Changing - this time in the privacy of the men's change room - I texted Emma again. Meg wanted to take a cab back to the huts. She claimed to have received instructions from Roger to do so.

I was panicking. Inwardly panicking: I didn't really want to fuck Meg while Roger skulked about, watching us. Especially when I knew that my own wife was fucking his son at the same time.

I need to talk to you



Then we were in a taxi. Meg was smiling at me, and that was all she did any time I asked a question.

"Is... did Roger say he was, uh, coming?"

Meg smiled mysteriously, rather than answer, and turned her head to look out the window. Her long, straight black hair got caught in the breezes and fluttered all the way to my shoulder.

Her hand crept along the seat until it reached my thigh.

Her pinkie moved against my skin, sexily burning right through my khaki shorts.

Her eyes went to the rear view mirror, then to my lap.

She set her palm on my thigh, smiling and looking out the window again. After a brief glance at the driver in the mirror, she opened her hand and her fingers spread out, grazing my cock.

I was not given any other answer.

***

Still nothing from Emma as we got out of the taxi.

This was tantalizing. It would have been very tantalizing if I didn't have the guilt hanging about me from my time with Meg.

Meg – though beautiful - brought a patina of horror to the entire trip.

I turned and headed into the open-air lobby.

Meg slithered past me, glancing over her shoulder. It was now impossible for me to not see a sexual invite in every one of Meg's moves.

When we got to a fork in the pathways that led through the hotel villas, I followed her instead of going the way I should have: back to my room, behind the locked door. I needed to wait until Emma got back to me. I needed to loop her in. I needed to confess, I needed to find a way out of this mess.

The thing was, Meg was like a hypnotist. Her ass swayed in front of me, her bountiful flesh promised heat and softness in abundance.

She had already sucked my cock, I was already in trouble...

She unlocked the door.

As she turned the handle, I murmured: "So is Roger... coming?"

I was a newbie at all of this. I tried to convey this sentiment to her in my facial expressions. I didn't know how to ask about the logistics of it all.

She gave me an annoyed look over her shoulder. But it melted into a smile.

I could have let the door slam shut behind her, and run away.

I almost did.

But I went in.

"So is he here?" I asked.

Meg threw herself onto the bed and crossed one sexy leg over the other. She leaned back and thrust her breasts forward, tossing her hair over her shoulder.

She only smiled.

I looked behind me. I glanced at the windows - all were covered by slatted wooden blinds that pointed downwards, so no one could see in without crouching very low. Was Roger there? Was this something I could do: cheat on Emma?

The shower seemed like a situation I could tell myself some gentle lies about. It had "happened" to me. Meg had taken me by surprise. It was possible Emma would never find out. It wasn't premeditated - by me, at least.

But this was different.

Meg patted the bed. I was still frozen.

She twisted an ankle and let one of her sexy black sandals fall to the floor. Somehow she shrugged her shirt away from shoulders at the same time. She had no top beneath the cover-up, and her breasts bounded free.

Her phone materialized out of nowhere, in her hand. She played with it a little, swiping her fingers over it while she perched sexily and her tongue did all sorts of things with her teeth and lips. She stabbed it with one finger and then held it out for me.

I took it, mesmerized and confused, and turned it toward me.

"This is..." I started to say. She had set it on camera. "Uh, Meg. I'm not really sure what...?"

Meg let herself fall back on her wrists and gave her hair a toss. She posed a little like a Playboy model might - just before all the clothes came off. "I like to send him a before and after picture," she told me. Her eyes lifted to meet mine. She ran a tongue along her teeth, salaciously. "He likes getting them."

I continued to stand there. Inert, my thumb hovering over the picture.

"Meg," I said again. "I don't know..."

Meg batted her eyelashes for a moment after my voice trailed off. Then she scoffed, rolled her eyes, and leaned forward to snatch the phone from me.

Obviously, Meg was very accustomed to taking selfies. She primped herself, flung her hair around, positioned her loose shirt just so, and then puckered her lips for the selfie.

"It's so much easier," she said, holding her hand out for another shot, "if people are swingers."

I stood there like an idiot, my cock hard again, while Meg typed on her phone, ignoring me.

Then she tossed it away and gathered her hair up. She smiled devilishly at me and got onto her knees on the bed. The shadows made by the slatted blinds criss-crossed her lithe torso and her swimsuit bottoms clung to the crease of her ass at her thighs. She wriggled completely out of the top, as she let her hair fall from her fingers.

She started playing with her tits as though an audience was beyond the framed painting of parrots behind me.

"He's on his way now for sure," Meg whispered, still playing with her breasts. "If he isn't already here. But if you want me to play along with your little game..."

She rolled her hip down and then sat in front of the pillows at the head of the bed. She put a hand on one ankle, and guided it out and away, spreading her leg open in a display of unnatural flexibility.

And then she did the same with the other. She laughed at my shocked face and my paralysis, brought her legs together pointing straight up, and crossed the ankles.

"Then you have to play mine," she giggled. She put her feet down and tipped her head to look at me to the side of her knees.

The similarities between Meg now, and Emma the night before, unnerved me. Intensely.

I actually gulped. My throat was dry. "Uh... Meg, look... I don't even know what that means..."

She raised her eyebrows. "That means," she said, in a low and sexy voice. "You do what I want."

"Meg, I don't even know for sure if Roger -"

Meg hissed at me, holding up a finger. She rolled back onto her knees and rose up on them. Her eyes were suddenly scathing, glinting.

It was erotic as hell, for all the wrong reasons.

"If Roger has no really good reason to come back here, sweetie - then he won't. He'll spend every. Waking. Moment. With his son. Won't he?" Meg smiled, resting back on her ankles. She turned into a liquid, sexy beast again, rolling around, her tits bouncing lightly with her movements. Her dark hair shone and slipped through her own fingers as she primped again, enticingly.

I was shakily unbuttoning my shirt.

Meg smiled and waited patiently, her eyes on me as I undressed.

"That's it."

This made my cock flex. It was partially against my own will: I didn't want to be fucking Meg, I didn't love her bossing me around - but it made my cock jump.

"You have to do whatever I tell you," Meg whispered, loudly. "Tell me you understand."

"I... understand," I managed to choke out. I didn't really understand: I didn't understand what I was getting myself into. I knew it was probably a terrible idea. I was a man in my late forties, not a complete idiot: but in all my life I had never imagined a dilemma of this type.

So I just kept taking off my clothes.

She patted the bed when I was naked, and grinned at me.

"I'm not..." I said, putting one knee on the bed. I was thinking of being "not sure we should be doing this." But Meg had other plans.

Meg sat up. "Oh that's right," she exclaimed. "Your ankle."

And that was how I got seized, flipped onto my back, and Meg's pussy literally did fall out of the sky and onto my face. She positioned her knees on my arms and rested her weight slowly onto my mouth.

She tasted like pineapple and smelled like mineral mud and soap. The shape of her pussy was unfamiliar, and the unexpected sizes and flavors roiled in my mouth, her pubic bone and taint pressing to my upper and lower jaw. Above her mound, the soft slope of her belly, and above that, her huge breasts.

Looking down at me, she grinned evilly. Her thighs were strong, squeezing my head. She leaned back, and then looked over her shoulder. I felt her fingers close around my dick.

My eyes went wide, and Meg laughed. She stroked me delicately, and ground her pussy against my face with an opposite forcefulness. I closed my eyes and held on for dear life, unable to even breathe properly. I couldn't even move my arms because of her full weight being pressed on them.

My eyes flew open at last, to see Meg's head tipped back and her right hand stroking her right nipple. She was twisted slightly to hold onto my cock, and she was pumping me furiously with her hand as she did. I made a sound to get her attention: I seriously couldn't breathe. But Meg just kept right on grinding, her legs starting to shake against my cheeks.

I got to work: I had to. I was going to suffocate otherwise.

When she came, it was violent and she nearly squashed my head. It was only because I kept lapping at her clit that she lifted her hips enough for me to breathe. I gulped in air and Meg slid down my torso, freeing my arms.

So I was free to stop her, but I did not: I gripped her forearms and huffed, "Meg..."

But I was too weak to mount more of a protest than that, and Meg probably would have just done the same thing anyway.

She plunked her pussy right onto my cock, and rolled her hips against my pelvic bone. Her pussy seemed loose and fleshier than Emma's, and Meg had a talent for rolling on cock that Emma could not emulate.

I put my hands to her hips to try and push her off, just before I came. Meg gripped them and pushed them back up to my head, which I allowed her to do. Maybe it was the shock of it.

"If you want Emma to fuck Drew," she whispered, after glancing toward the window - maybe to assure herself that Roger was there, or wasn't there - "You have to fill my pussy up with cum."

Another overlap between Emma and Meg that temporarily stunned me.

"I... can't... Meg, what... if..."

Meg put her hand over my mouth violently. Her eyes jerked to the window.

I followed them, even though I understood her gesture: Roger could be here, witnessing this.

But she was bouncing so fast by then, grinning at me, her skin slapping hard against mine, that the cause was lost long before I even opened my mouth. I started to yell as cum poured from my dick. Meg kept fucking me, until I felt her pussy spasm on my dick and her interior seemed to boil away into liquid with my cock inside it.

And I had to hand it to Meg: she leaned back, letting go of my arms, and played with her own tits as she rolled me very slowly to a stop. Her mouth was open in a big, fun smile, and her hot cunt was so wet that even before she rolled off of me, her juices were rolling from her pussy to my balls. They tickled and wriggled in streams down my sac to my taint.

"Ooooh," Meg exclaimed, pushing her hair up and wiping her neck with the other hand. She was still riding on me - a slow, deliberate, hot, silky cowgirl riding and riding me, until the sensations were so intense that my limbs started to jerk.

This went on for a long time, and I was powerless to stop it.

At last, she threw herself to the right of me, draping her arms over my chest. She kissed my cheek. "That was hot," she told me, loudly. She nibbled at my ear.

Then she grabbed her discarded phone and got up on her knees to arrange herself for another selfie. This one, she took with a finger worked into her pussy lips so that the cum oozing from inside her was a visible detail. She primped her hair before that, but this time to make it look messier. It was very hot, very filthy... and something about it didn't entirely add up to me.

"Meg," I said, pushing up on my elbows. "Is this really kosher with -"

I wanted to know about Roger, whose participation in this I was beginning to doubt.

Her hand shot out and her finger went to my lips faster than I believed it was possible for Meg to move. She leaned over me to get close to my ear, and her fingers sent a chill down my spine when she raked them through my hair.

"I would keep you around, for more, but I'm going to let you go so you can indulge in your little secret."

I stared at the ceiling, not knowing what to do.

She leaned on my chest, her hair scraping over my pebbled nipples and making me shake a little again. Her full mouth swallowed up my lips.

"You better go," she said loudly. "Before Roger gets back."

As I hobbled around, getting into my clothes, Meg stretched like a cat and watched me. I wanted to say something - anything, really - but I didn't know what I could say, or couldn't say. Was Roger watching us now? Was I supposed to pretend like I didn't know that? Would Roger be judging me based on my lack of guilt for having fucked his girlfriend?

A worse thought nagged at me as well: did Roger actually know all about this? What did Meg tell him? What did she not tell him? What was with the photos?

So I said nothing. I dressed, crept out of the hut like a criminal and escaped to my own room. Adrenaline ran wild in my veins, enhancing the thrill of what I'd just done. The taste of risk was in my mouth, and I felt alive. I knew I shouldn't indulge that side of myself. But what could I do?

I took a shower as violently as possible, ridding myself of the evidence of Meg, guilt coursing through my body but ebbing away into the excitement no matter what I did.

Because the whole thing with Meg? It was bad, of course, but it was a risky bet as a means to an end. My thoughts went to Emma. Emma who was still not home. Emma who purportedly had been left at the beach by Roger, to bask with Andrew alone.

And then, I was right back where I had started: a horny man with a huge erection, one that felt like it would split my cock like an overcooked sausage any minute.


Chapter five


Sitting in a room by myself in a tropical paradise with an injured foot, and nothing to contemplate but the layers of lies and sexual games I suddenly found myself deeply embedded in, was both a thrill and a terrible time. I couldn't pace, because of my foot. I couldn't concentrate. I felt guilty for what had happened with Meg, but also guilty because it was so far from the nexus of my thoughts.

I knew I should - probably above all - confess my sins to Emma.

I also knew that when I did, Emma was very likely to blow up on me.

I knew that this was with good reason - I had, no matter how it had happened, done the one thing Emma asked me not to do.

So I found myself pondering whether or not I could get away with telling her later, which fueled more guilty feelings, because I could feel myself coming down on the side of not telling her.

And then I found myself making justifications for this: who was to say that Emma wouldn't have let Drew seduce her even if that hadn't been my fantasy?

I knew that was just my way of rationalizing the very big fuck-up I'd just let unfold.

Emma wasn't going to want to hear that Meg was so aggressive, I hadn't been able to fend her off. That because Roger leaving Emma and Drew alone had been necessary for our plans, I had been required to throw myself on my own sword-dick -

Yeah.

No.

Emma was not going to like this.

Minutes ticked away into hours. I picked my phone up again and again and tried to imagine what I would be doing, how I would be reacting, if I didn't know that Roger had left them alone at the beach. Which - to be fair to me -I still didn't actually know.

If I hadn't slept with Meg, I thought, what the hell would I be doing right now?

But typing out a message like that seemed like another lie, so that if and when Emma found out about this indiscretion, she would know that I'd been deliberate about covering it up.

I was paralyzed.

I decided to hobble out to the bar, passing by Meg and Roger's villa on the way. This would indicate to me whether or not Roger was actually here, whether or not I was supposed to - in this web of lies - be aware of that or not.

And also it would give Emma more time to solve my problem for me by texting me something - anything - about what was going on.

The lights were on and the windows locked down with the air blasting at their villa, even though it was very mild out. I didn't dare hobble up the pathway to the door or the windows, to listen in and try to figure out what was going on in there. I wanted to.

But I didn't.

I sat down at the bar, intending to rest my foot and then head back, and from there to deal with my dilemma head-on.

"Is it true you don't have whiskey?" I asked the bartender.

He shook his head, grinning, and poured me one.

I had no idea what it was about, but it incensed me that Meg had brought me a rum the evening before and claimed there was no whiskey. In my mind, my already-distrustful opinion of her slid a little. She was compulsive. And a liar.

The riskiness that introduced to everything only enhanced my high.

I wasn't thinking straight, that was for sure.

And then I started to get mad at Emma for not texting me.

"You ever get involved in something way too deep?" I asked the bartender, hitting him up for a double.

He laughed as he poured. "Every time I talk to a woman, man."

He seemed ready to listen, and I imagine he had some inkling of which guests I was "in too deep with." He was a skilled bartender and didn't press me on it. I sighed after looking at my phone again. No message from Emma.

It irked me.

I drank.

I became more irked.

I knew that I was grasping at straws of justification for myself, having screwed up.

But Emma didn't know that yet.

Why did she think she could just run around with Drew without even staying in touch with me?

Why did Drew think he could fuck around with my wife without her trying to cover it up just a smidgen?

"You drinking away your blues?" the bartender asked me when I beckoned him for another drink. We were alone in the dark, the sky in late twilight.

"Huh?"

He looked at my foot as he poured. "Can't be great, having a bad foot in paradise."

I felt like confessing everything to him. Asking him for his advice. But the energy required to tell the story, and the possibility of him blabbing it, soured my enthusiasm.

I paid, thanked him, and hobbled away.

Halfway to our villa, I stopped to type a message to Emma.

What is going on?

And then I hobbled on, taking a circuitous route, passing Drew's hut on the outskirts of the grounds. It was dark and obviously unoccupied, the windows open, no sound coming out of it. I checked the phone. Nothing from Emma.

I hobbled away toward my own villa.

When I turned a corner to take the path leading toward my own villa, after some disorientation, my phone vibrated in my pocket. I reached into my pants to pull it out, and at that same moment, Roger appeared on the path, walking backwards, his head tipped to the side.

"Doze, buddy!" Roger called.

A stab of guilt went through me: I had, after all, just fucked this guy's girlfriend.

I didn't really know if Roger was actually in on all of this, and for the first time in my life, I found myself scared shitless talking to another man. My heart was racing because of this when glanced at my messages and saw the first part of Emma's text:

Can't talked n9w bur5t Roger leade...

I put the phone away, hand trembling.

"Hey, Meg says she passed it on to you, but I had to leave Emma and Drew at the beach." Roger shoved his hands in his pockets as he approached me. "Work stuff. Had to make a call."

He peered at me. "You okay buddy?"

"I have... uh... pain," I said, faltering completely, but feeling pain in my armpits from the crutches, so this was a semi-honest answer.

Roger looked at me strangely. I racked my brains, trying to excise Emma's mangled text and any of its glorious possibilities from my thoughts, while trying to imagine what the appropriate thing to say here was.

My heart was racing and I was getting cold sweats.

"Yeah man. I see that. Well, uh... I left the van with them, so... uh, Meg and I are headed to the bar, if you want to, you know. Have a nightcap while you wait." His eyes went to the phone I had just slipped into my pocket. He pointed at it. "Were you just texting them?"

"I, uh... not exactly -"

Roger pulled his own phone out. I watched him: he was not shaky, suspicious, or out-of-sorts. I wondered what he thought of me, the man who had slept with his girlfriend.

Surely he knew about this.

But what did he know? What did he think I knew? Was he really blind to Drew and Emma? Would he really care about that, if he found out?

"Yeah, I texted Drew a while back, but nothing." He looked up, slipping the phone into his shorts. He seemed genuinely amicable, relaxed. "They probably just kept surfing - waves were really great, Drew tells me. Emma really took to it."

I had begun hobbling toward him, because it occurred to me that I looked like a man with a criminal conscience, standing so far away from him, afraid to go nearer.

"How was the spa?" he asked. He was giving me a strange look now.

I stopped to breathe, grateful that, other than wounding my cardiovascular pride, this would not seem suspicious.

"Uh... well...." I held my injured foot out and turned it a few times left to right. "This kind of puts a damper on almost anything."

I looked at Roger. What was the expression on his face? I really couldn't tell what the guy was about at that moment.

A knot began to form in my abdomen. Had Meg tricked me somehow?

"Okay, well... are you coming?" Roger began to back away, hooking one thumb toward the bar.

"I just, uh... yeah. Sure. Give me a minute, I actually... just came from there..." I mumbled, lamely. I felt like I was driving a car from the back seat at this point: I had no idea which lies I needed to keep straight to which people. No idea who was lying to me, the way I was lying to them.

And all I actually cared about was what my wife was doing with Drew.

Roger grinned. "I won't tell anyone if you don't."

"Heh," I managed to say, hobbling to the door. "Bartender might."

"Nah."

I shifted to open the door.

"Yeah, okay... you're probably... right. So, I will, uh... be down there."

Roger saluted me.

In a desperate bid to sound normal, I blurted: "Is Meg going?"

Roger looked in the direction of the bar. I thought I saw a look of confusion flit across his face, however briefly. "Already there," he said. Chummily. But I thought I detected a note of disorientation.

This also made no sense.

"Okay, well... yeah, let me just... I gotta do some... stuff. Foot. I'll meet you there?" I mumbled.

"Yeah buddy, sure, no problem."

I watched Roger, hands in pockets, strolling away to the bar. Where Meg was already, supposedly. Did he seem like a man who knew that I'd fucked his girlfriend?

Did he seem like a man who wanted me to?

I had no idea.

I whipped out my phone to read Emma's message, and instead saw that a message from Meg had arrived at almost the same time as Emma's.

pretend you don't know anything Roger incoming

I discarded this, confused only for a heart-stopping moment.

What I really cared about was my wife, and where she was and what she was doing.

Can't talked npow bur5t Roger leads forth worker clap so were along.

Clarifying.

I assumed this all translated to a hastily, sneakily written text that should have read "Can't talk now but Roger left for a work call so we're alone."

My ever-increasing heart rate fluttered out of control for a moment. A wave of nausea came over me.

Then I remembered Meg's text, and I felt even sicker.

What did she mean by, "pretend you don't know anything?"

I was balls-deep in games, and I had no fucking clue what was going on.

***

Meg's laughter preceded her. I heard it from around a tangled bit of tropical vegetation.

Meg had a low voice and a dramatic quality to her laughter. I was unsurprised to see her with her head tipped back and her mouth wide open, laughing. She was propped on a barstool in a risque little red dress that looked more like "Russian Night Club" than beach vacation. The skirt was tight and barely a foot in length, attached to wispy, translucent red fabric clumped like a mushroom atop the skirt. A very narrow line of opaque fabric "hid" her nipples, but everything else was imminently visible beneath the sleeveless drape of fabric.

Roger had returned to his Tailor of Panama getup and was eating an olive from his drink while staring at Meg like he was eating her pussy. The bartender was grinning, obviously enjoying whatever had been said.

Meg noticed me long before she turned her head, lifting her arm at exactly the same time. "Oh Joooooooonathan, there you are," she said, in a sultry voice. She clapped her fingers at her palm, beckoning me toward her. "Come here, Roger is just telling me how badly he was surfing."

Meg still had her arm extended to me. I approached cautiously, gauging Roger's expression as Meg slid an arm across my shoulders to pull me close to her and move in for a cheek kiss.

Her lip gloss clung to my cheekbone and her breath moved across my jawline. Her whispered words raked through my heart sensually, like fingers gently against my scalp. "Just play along."

The bartender stared at me, amused, as he twisted a glass and towel in his hand, drying it. "Another drink?"

I nodded. I was grateful to him for not saying "whiskey," because one thing I was pretty certain I didn't need was weirdness with Meg about the uncovering of the weird lie she'd told me the other day about the rum.

Her eyes went to my drink anyway, and something sizzled in the air.

Or maybe I just imagined that.

Meg held a straw with two fingers and put it to her lips in such a way that was obviously supposed t0 make me think about her lips around my cock.

Which I did.

I glanced at Roger as I turned my whiskey glass in slow circles on the counter. I was standing between Meg's long, bare legs and the killer tan pump sandals she was wearing - straps criss-crossing and giving off sexual bondage vibes - and Roger. I had no idea which way to go if I wanted to sit down, but my foot was killing me and it would seem strange if I didn't move to a stool.

I was also racking my brains, trying to think of something to say that would sound natural.

"So... what, uh, time did you... did Emma and Drew say they'd be, uh, gone 'til?"

Meg closed her lips around the straw and lowered her eyes. She was clearly amused by my awkwardness. A knife of sexual anger went through me and the metallic ripple of it zigged in my chest and the base of skull. Was she toying with me? And now laughing to herself about it?

Unbidden, an image of Meg on her hands and knees, my dick slamming into her hard, popped into my head.

"They were having a pretty good time out there," Roger chuckled. I glanced at him: his expression seemed fairly neutral. My eyes slid to Meg: her expression seemed devious.

The problem, of course - aside from the fact that I was too drunk to be a good reasoner about any of this - was that someone had to be devious here.

Either Meg, or Roger.

I hobbled to Roger's side and set my crutches there, then reached for my drink. The bartender was already bringing it. He shook his head so minutely that I must have been the only person to see it. No doubt he was remembering my "in too deep" comments.

"Emma is a really great surfer, for her first time," Roger offered up, swinging around to face the bar so he could talk to both me and Meg. The bartender's eyebrows rose up as he turned away.

I was willing to bet this guy had some stories.

"Although that doesn't really surprise me," Roger added, to the silence. He glanced at Meg, who smiled at him and rested her head in her hand, one elbow on the bar. Seated like this, she caused the tiny strip of nipple-shielding fabric to go low, and the shirt portion of her top to press against her breasts. The display was hot as hell. The bartender's eyes went to it via the mirror and stayed glued there.

"Emma loves the water," I said, woodenly. My throat felt constricted. Jesus, I was in so much trouble, and I could see for myself that I wasn't going to put the brakes on.

Meg brightened, shaking her long mane of hair and then repositioning her chin in her hand again. "I love the sun," she declared.

The bartender, who was slicing limes, bobbed his head in tacit agreement with his lips turned down in a "that makes sense" kind of way.

"I'm hungry," Meg declared, after a few moments of silence. She shook her shiny hair again. "I feel like I could eat a whole... huge -"

I cleared my throat. "Uh... yeah, you know, me too. Did you, uh, make any plans with Drew or -"

"Oh, don't call him that," Meg said, smiling into the mirror at me and popping a maraschino cherry into her mouth. The juice squeezed out like spurting cum and splashed onto her chin. "He hates that."

She drew her pointer finger over the juice and along the underside of her extended tongue, then smiled wickedly.

Roger was shaking his head. "She's over-exaggerating -"

"He likes it when people call him Andrew," Meg said.

Her eyes were on mine in the mirror behind the bar, and she grinned with such a devilish glint in her eyes that it was impossible not to read this as a very loaded statement. Something sexual - innuendo, a suggestion of impropriety, carnal knowledge - most definitely lurked in her statement.

But loaded with fucking what?

I was extremely, extremely ill at ease.

We sat in silence for a moment. Meg was amused, but there was definitely a sexual tension in the air. My cock was getting hard.

"So... are we going to eat anything?" Meg asked, turning to face us. "Or what?"


Chapter six


Roger ended up attaining the name of an excellent local place from the bartender. He texted directions to Drew, while Meg perched behind him, her chin on his shoulder, one hand stroking his arm. I stared straight ahead, then glanced at the phone - confirming that this was, indeed, what Roger was texting.

Meg met eyes for a moment and she smiled quietly to herself.

I watched Roger in the mirror behind the bar. Was this a man who knew what his girlfriend had done with me? Roger's right hand went down to Meg's leg, and stroked her thigh.

You could read it any way you wanted to, really.

"Okay," he said, pocketing his phone. "Let's roll."

We took a cab. Roger sat up front and Meg rolled the window down, making the evening air blow her hair across the bench seat to where it occasionally flicked at my neck, shoulder, or chest. Her hand moved across the seat toward me. Her pinkie finger stroked my thigh. She smiled.

I could see Roger's face from the side and back, a bit of him in the side mirror. I had no idea if he was paying attention to what was happening in the back seat. He could have, like me, been pretending not to notice his significant other's straying hands and mind.

Dangerously, I could also be on a ride crafted entirely by Meg. In which case, I was screwing over my friend and betraying my wife. All so my wife could "betray" me.

What a pickle. I preferred not to think about it.

Meg's body shifted next to me. I dared to glance over, and saw that she was slowly inching her skirt up as she rocked side to side.

My heart gave a strange, terrified thump: Meg should really not be going commando in that getup was my main thought. It seemed suddenly dangerous to have her in the car with us, hiking her skirt up, radiating the sexual energy that she was.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. Meg gave me a smug smile when I retrieved it, and she parted her legs so that I could see for myself that the long expanse of her tanned thighs led to even more tan, bare skin - and no underwear.

Another strange parallel between Meg and Emma. It jarred me for a moment, disorienting me as I read Emma's message.

We said we would meet you but we're going to pretend we got lost




My heart dropped. The car pulled up to a restaurant: beach-side, quaint, the scent of frying fish in the air. Dim hanging lights and scattered tables with close-knit couples jutted into the darkness of the beach, and the black water beyond.

Meg looked over at me and raised her eyebrows.

I shook my head, not knowing what to do.

She calmly leaned forward, between the two seats, pretending to be very interested in the cab fare. She wrapped one arm around the headrest to tap her fingers playfully on Roger's shoulder, while her left hand swept under her torso and snatched the phone from me.

Skillfully, she murmured something about the fare, folded slightly to look at the screen of my phone, and got herself back into position. The phone fell between my legs, grazing the tip of my distended cock. I jerked, involuntarily, making her smile.

Then Meg was getting out, smiling to herself. She tugged at the short skirt, the loose translucent fabric of the top of her dress billowed out in a breeze and her formidable curves were silhouetted in the glaring light from the restaurant.

"I'm starving," she said, stretching out.

My phone slid to the floor with a clunk.

***

I went to the bathroom and texted Emma.

Where are you going? 



And then, desperately:

I think you should come back here.



It was too late; I had already sent it when I decided that was a terrible idea.

I only wanted Emma back to "save me" from Meg.

And possibly Roger.

I wanted to avoid Meg's knowing looks, so I kept my eyes in the menu, on the thin ragged foam line of the water, on my meal.

When my phone vibrated against my thigh, I told them I had to pee again.

"Just go right there," Meg laughed, stretching her arm sexually over her head and to her right. The dark black of tangled jungle leaves yawned at the edge of the restaurant seating (on the beach, sand underfoot). Her bare foot - the sandal struts had been removed - brushed against my leg. "I won't look, I promise."

I ignored her with a shrug and my phone in my hand, and went to the restroom anyway.

Why? 




That was all Emma had written to me.

I paced. The restroom was also a storage closet, but there wasn't much walking room. I slid a small stool beneath a high, barred window and peered out, thinking I could maybe see Roger and Meg while I thought about what to say to my wife.

Meg was leaning in close to him, saying something with the body language of someone who doesn't want to be overheard, her hand under the table. I had to strain to see it, because of the sharp angle between my view and the angle of the window. I edged backward on the stool - one of those cheap plastic pieces of shit - and lifted my heels.

Which sent the stool flipping up, because I hadn't placed it against the wall. I lurched forward and cracked my face into the chunky plastered cement, immediately filling my mouth with the taste of blood.

"Fuck," I spat. It wasn't a bad injury - the bleeding was minimal. But it was ridiculous. My pride stung more than my lip.

I kicked the stool into place and looked at my phone, considering my options.

I typed out several messages, and deleted them:

I want to see you with him

Meg is a sex-crazed lunatic and she's scaring me

In a pique, panicking, I landed on a good idea, one that left everyone in the game:

I think Roger's getting suspicious



I waited. If I waited any longer, Meg would come looking for me, and who knew what would happen then. I ran my hands under the sink and threw open the door. I checked my phone one more time.

There was nothing from Emma.

***

"It's meeee," Meg sang loudly, again. My heart - already throbbing so intensely that I could hear each individual valve opening and closing in my ears - began to thump even more dangerously.

She rattled the door.

I jumped from the bed after glancing at my phone, which read 12:32am. Oh yes. I had returned, drunk, to the villa, successfully fending off Meg, but without any idea where my wife was.

"Meg!" I hissed, opening the door. Only a crack, my foot jammed against the bottom. There was no safety lock at this place, which was not unnerving until this moment.

Meg was in a silky, cream-colored robe that barely went to where her tiny red skirt had gone. She had pulled it closed with a matching silk belt, in such a way that each side met the other a few inches below her sternum. Her huge breasts were thusly on display at their most outrageous. Her thick black eyelashes fluttered. Her lips seemed to flash-bang into my head. They were bright red with a shiny gloss that I hoped she wasn't - and hoped she was - here to put on my cock.

"Meg, no -"

She pushed hard on the door, which I could have easily fended off. But I moved my foot. I didn't want her in the room: I still had no idea where Emma was, and the last thing I needed now was Emma finding Meg in here with me.

"Listen to me. Emma is not coming home any time soon, you idiot."

"What?" I looked around as Meg slipped into the room and closed the door. She already had one hand tugging at the silk of her robe.

"Meg, listen, I can't be sure of -"

She put her fingers to my lips and puckered her own. "Shhhhh," she said. She stepped closer to me, her robe falling open. My eyes, led by lust, dropped to look at her bared breasts, which pleased her immensely. "Roger's going to wait a few minutes," she said, smiling. Her hands went to the robe and pulled it open, just before she squished up next to me and slipped her hand between my legs to grab my balls and squeeze hard.

"Meg, I don't know when -"

"Emma is with Drew, and Drew is miles and miles away." She squeezed my balls even harder, and at that moment, she seemed to grow in both height and aggression. Her top teeth ground a little against the bottom ones, and a dangerous lust flashed in her eyes. She started to walk us toward the bed.

"Meg, even so, I -"

She shoved me hard and I fell onto the bed. "You don't have any choice in the matter, though, do you?"

I blinked.

So far, in the past five days, I'd had two very hot women boss me around like this. Sexually.

It had been a fantasy that I jerked off to on occasion: not a primary one, for sure.

And because Emma had never shown signs of having this kind of personality, I'd pretty much relegated it to masturbation material for days when I felt like being creative.

Now, I half-expected Meg to pull out a whip from behind her floor-bound robe.

The prospect did not entirely turn me off, but I was thrown off my game. My mouth fell open. Meg looked even more pleased with herself.

As you can imagine, this just turned into a runaway chemical reaction: the more Meg looked like she was laughing at me, the hotter it became. The more I tried to argue my way out of this, the more she looked like she was laughing at me.

Meg climbed on top of me, knocking my torso down. She squeezed me with her big, shapely thighs. She towered over me, letting the robe slide sexily from her shoulders, baring her breasts in all of their glory. Her narrow waist with its very soft, small tummy curve. The dark pink line of her gash, nestled in the smooth bare skin between her legs.

How did she know where Drew was? How could I know that Roger was okay with all of this?

These were questions I should have been asking, but did not: my eyes went to her pussy, to her tits, and back again. I was almost inert on the bed, and maybe I justified all of this to myself that way: Meg was manhandling me.

Meg displayed herself for a few moments, the robe caught on her forearms but the rest of her startlingly naked. She slowly sat back down - on my shins. Her hands went to the swim trunks I was still wearing.

I started to move my hands to hers: whatever it was that motivated me to do this, I didn't really know. She swatted them away impatiently. I didn't put up much of a fight. The danger of Emma finding us like this, and the suspicion that Roger might not be as into it as Meg was implying, both buzzed somewhere in the back of my mind, sure. But when Meg pulled my shorts down to liberate my cock, the buzz faded away into oblivion.

I watched her face while she appraised my dick. Her eyes lit up as she reached for it, and pleasure rippled in her face when she closed her hand around my shaft. "Mmm," she murmured, stroking me. Her eyes lingered on my dick as she swept her fingers along the shaft, over the ridge of my crown, into the slick precum that had oozed from the tip.

"How do you know where Drew is?" I hissed at her, after she toyed with me for a few moments.

She smiled, but her eyes shifted quickly to my face and anger flashed in them. She put her finger to her lips, grinned, and I thought she jerked her head in the direction of the window very subtly. When my head began to turn to follow that gesture, she continued smiling but her hand shot out to slap me on the right cheek.

Not hard: I barely felt it. But it was quick and dirty, like the bite of a snake.

And then she started moving down my legs. She leaned over, and her breasts swung low and grazed my chest, her nipples stiff enough to tangle with my chest hair. I lifted my head (an abdominal workout) to crane my neck and watch her as she slid down my body. Her hand still grasped my dick like a vice. Her mouth was getting closer and closer to my painfully erect cock. She continued to smile, and it was impossible to tell if this was sadistic or not.

Once she was in position to suck my cock, she lingered with her lips so close to it I could almost feel them. I felt my veins surge against the pressure of her hand when I remembered her cocksucking skills, and I could see that she was delighted by this. She pursed her lips like she would have for a whistle, and blew on my crown. The smeared precum turned her warm breath to a cool glaze. My cock flexed again.

Meg's lips were very plump, as I may have mentioned. She closed in on the crown of my dick, her tongue moving forward in the last glimpse I had of her mouth - the way a woman might eat an ice cream. The wet, muscly heat enclosed me, and her tongue pulsed rhythmic. Saliva poured onto my dick as she turned all of her attention to it, nosily and sloppily eating my cock like a delicious treat.

Then she swallowed my whole, and I had to let my head fall back. I stared at the ceiling, powerless to remove Meg's sucking, wet mouth heat from my dick. I could feel an orgasm surging inside me, so I tried to think of something else - anything else - to try and last longer.

"Oh God," I said, jolted suddenly by the sensation of Meg's lips reaching the base of my dick. The wormy muscle of her tongue, however, kept going - sliding from between her lips and my rigid cock to the rarely touched skin between the end of my dick and the beginning of my ball sac. And then down, swiping over my balls, saliva spilling around the seal of her mouth. I felt a tremor in her throat that rippled to her stomach as she gagged.

I looked down at her, alarmed, and her eyes lifted to meet mine at that moment. She seemed to be smiling. Her tongue continued to slide over my balls, moving inside her mouth on the underside of my dick.

I put a hand toward her head, but let it hover above her sleek raven mane. Languidly, she inched her way back up my cock, her tongue fluttering in her mouth like a busy animal, slithering and swirling around my dick.

She released me with a pop, grabbed my dick with her hand, and squeezed hard. This had the effect of shoving my orgasm right back into the bottle - but painfully so.

"Do you want to fuck my pussy full of cum?" she asked me, rising onto her knees.

"Ugh... Meg... fuck," I murmured, garbling the words.

Before I could get out a thought, or think ahead to the next move, Meg laughed, tossing her hair back. Quicker than I could process, she threw a leg over me - and it seemed for a moment that she was dismounting entirely. But she was just reversing herself.

The full, soft bounty of Meg's ass was suddenly in front of me. She leaned on her hands and wagged her ass - a tight, dark rosette perched above the now sodden, parting slit of her pussy.

Her hand went to my cock again, and then guided it to her gash. She rolled herself over me, stretching and then crumpling again, sliding the whole length of her gash over the tip of my dick. It sank a little deeper into the mush of her cunt each time. When I bumped her clit, I felt her legs tremble.

And then she sat down, sheathing my whole cock in her pussy. The big, full globes of her buttocks settled on my lower abdomen.

Meg threw her hair over her shoulder, looking to her right. Her mouth was open, her eyes went back to me but hen drifted away. She started to bounce on my dick, mewling softly. As she fucked me faster and harder, her mewling became louder.

Pretty soon I was just along for the ride. Meg's skin slapped against me, and she rolled and tossed her head, bit her lip, and fucked me even harder.

My thoughts zagged violently in search of something to distract me from this bad, good, awful, wonderful sex that I didn't want to be having. Unfortunately, thinking about my wife was the worst possible thing I could do in this situation: for a moment my mind played a terrible trick on me. I thought of Emma, sure: but Emma fucking Drew like this.

I lifted my head to watch in amazement: my shaft, sticky with her juices, being swallowed and excreted over and over again by her pussy, her ass spreading on impact, then firming into a rounded globes when she rose up.

"Meg," I whispered, in futility, just before I yelled and my whole body went stiff.

Meg kept fucking me, until at last she was where she wanted to be. By then it was hurting me to let her keep fucking me. I was relieved when her body seemed to go rigid all over the place. She threw back her hair. She yelled. And then she plopped onto my pelvis, all of her weight limp, cum and pussy juices gushing out in waves. It seeped into my pubic hair and tangled there. It rolled down my balls.

Meg threw her head back, shaking her hair in wave after wave of shiny, sweaty, ebony glory. I stared at a tattoo of a dagger that pointed toward her asshole along the narrow spine of her tailbone, nestled in her luscious ass.

"Oh," Meg said, turning her head so I could see her smile. "That was great."

I was dizzy. I stared at the image before me with stars gliding across my vision. The full horror of what had just happened seeped into my consciousness. The pleasant hum of post-coital satiation dissolved as though thrown in acid: this was very, very, very bad.

Meg had shed her robe as she turned around to ride me reverse cowgirl, and she leaned over to pick it up from the rumpled bed and slide herself - her shapely tanned arms and their elegantly trashy tattoos - into the silky sleeves. Her pussy pulsed and squished on me, my dick stubbornly (maybe fearfully) refusing to lose its turgidity.

She sighed again - pleasantly - as she loosely tied the belt holding her robe together.

The acid realization that I had fucked up big time continued to pour into my brain from every crack.

"Meg," I said, panic growing. She was just sitting on me, shaking out her hair, getting dressed with my cock in her pussy, like we had all the time in the world for this. "How do you know where Drew and Emma are?"

She turned her head toward me and glared.

Then she smiled warmly. I reminded myself that Meg was a total lunatic and that I needed to keep that strictly in mind from here on out.

She slapped my thigh and shimmied side to side, then giggled, because she surely knew how intensely I felt that in my current state. Then she rose up on her knees again, letting my semi-flaccid cock slither out with a wet splattery noise that she paid no regard to. She fluffed her hair again and sighed, readjusting her robe before swinging her leg over me and sitting on her left hip, facing the wall.

"Meg?"

She glanced at me and smiled. "Don't worry," she said. "I just do."

This was, of course, the moment that a light - however dim - went off in some deep, deep recess of my mind. It flickered, and then washed away in the tide of dark thoughts that continued to pour in:

Something else was up with Meg and Drew, it said, weakly. Just before flickering out.

***

Meg languidly removed herself from my room as I sat on the bed watching her and having increasing heart palpitations. When she was gone, I ran into the bathroom and got in the shower. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," I kept repeating, maniacally rubbing my pubes and my head under the weak, partially salinated water stream. "Fuck."

I heard the door click.

My heart literally stopped in my chest: this was an old-school place, with locks and keys, not keycards. This could be Meg, Roger, Drew, my wife... I had no idea. Whoever it was did not announce themselves.

"Honey?" I called out. That was safe: if I was wrong, no harm done.

No answer. I fumbled with at towel and almost slid into the hospital on the marble flooring, scrambling to the door and tying it around my waist, in case it was Meg or Roger. I forgot about my foot entirely, put too much weight on it, winced, and had to hop out to the room.

It was Emma. She was standing in front of the door, one hand on her hip. Her eyes were on the bed, and I followed them as my heart started accelerating. Cold, raw fear was now pouring into my arteries. The duvet covering the bed was twisted in a circular shape: it neither condemned me nor exonerated me of anything.

"You're back," I said. I was breathing rapidly and shallow.

"I am," Emma said. She smiled. Her hair was loose and beachy, and her cheeks flushed beautifully: either by the sun, the sea air, or fucking a twenty-four year old guy. Her face looked genuinely happy: flushed, glowing, excited: erotic.

But I was wary of something. My guilt was lurking in my thoughts, making me look for a trap of some kind.

I had no idea what I was going to do about Meg. The sight of Emma blew any thoughts of her out of the water. Emma looked happy, but something dark seemed to lurk beneath the surface.

I scanned her body, searching for evidence of sex: puffiness in her lips, redness on her breasts. She had only her bikini on, the white sarong tied sexily at the hip.

My mind traveled, like water, straight downhill to what fascinated me the most. I blurted it out: "Did you... did you have sex with Drew?"

Emma leaned her head to the side and looked at me. She brought her free hand to her neck and pulled on the string that tied her bikini to her neck. When it loosened the tie, the bikini triangles went limp, but Emma let go of the string before it completely untied, and moved her fingers down the swell of her left breast, to her sternum, and then to her navel. She swung low and brought her hand to the knot of her sarong.

While I stood there, mouth open, waiting.

"Emma?" I finally breathed.

"Why was Meg in here?" she asked prettily.

So prettily, that for a moment the words registered in my head as a sexual advance. Only with great and deliberate concentration did the meaning of what she said reach me: and when it did, it slammed into me like I had taken a belly-flop from a great, great height.

My wife was asking me why Meg, who I had just fucked, had been in my room.

I had only seconds to think.

While I thought, Emma distracted me and did incongruent things. She swayed a little, hand on one hip still. The bikini loosened, the slack triangles slipped. Her skin was exposed, one tantalizing inch at a time, but the fabric clung stubbornly to her - like the bad vibes I was picking up on.

I couldn't figure out what was going on.

I held up a hand. Whatever I meant to do with that gesture (I didn't know), it set fire to something in Emma's eyes. Her jaw set in a grind of her teeth, but she kept smiling with a dangerous prettiness. She jerked roughly on the knot and her sarong slipped like the bikini. She let it fall open, cling briefly to her body, and then peel away, crumpling to the floor.

But this was not an opening to a sexual overture.

I don't know how I knew this, but I did.

Something very strange was radiating off my wife. Maybe xrays: everything I had done seemed to be exposed by her steady gaze.

"Please listen to me?" I said. I felt helpless, because I really couldn't figure out what Emma was up to.

Emma nodded theatrically and brought both hands to her bikini top to untie it. She balled it up and tossed it at the dresser while I admired her pert, petite breasts bobbing around with her movements.

She then took off her swim bottoms, shoving them down, shimmying out of them, and kicking them angrily away from her feet as she looked calmly in the eye with a smirk on her lips. "Okay."

It was a dangerous "okay."

But she was taking her clothes off.

"Emma, please: I literally had no idea about this, okay?"

Emma was nodding, smiling, and walking - naked - to the dresser. She threw open a drawer and pulled out a handful of red fabric. "Idea about what?"

"Meg and -" I cut myself off, because I was speaking loudly. I lowered my voice. "Meg and Roger are... swingers," I told her. Technically, I didn't know if "swingers" was the right word. It was just there, and I grasped for it.

She lifted her arms and slid the fabric over her body. A curtain of red fell over her body, and she had to pull on it to get it down. It was a gorgeous dress: beachy, with a deep dive between her breasts, and a long skirt that clung to the shape of her hips. It was also red, creating another link in my mind between Emma and Meg, unsettling me yet again.

"Oh, well, then," Emma said, sarcastically.

There was a pregnant pause at the end of that, like she expected me to go on. But she was also conveying that she already knew what else I would have to say.

She was pissed off.

"Baby, please, look... I have to... this all took me completely by surprise..."

"Yep." She turned around and fished in the dresser for something else.

"Emma."

She turned around, something dangling from her hand.

"Roger is... look..." I ran my fingers through my hair as my mouth kept going on. I was spewing nonsense and half-finished sentences. I heard myself: I wanted to shut up. But I didn't. "Roger is like me, I guess. He wants to see Meg with... and Meg knew, she knew what you and Drew were up to, so when she started hitting on me, it was like... I don't know, it's just -"

"It's complicated," Emma said.

Cheerfully.

Fakely so.

She smiled and shrugged.

"Emma," I began.

"I get it," she said.

Her voice held strong indications of her not getting it.

"I did not expect Meg to come... in here, and, you know, be so aggressive," I continued.

Emma blinked slowly and unwound the panties in her hand to shake them out and show them to me. They were new, red, sexy as hell - they were so skimpy that at first I didn't register the clump of lace and satin as underwear at all. She examined them as she held them, and then shrugged again. She tossed them on the bed.

"I won't be needing those," she said. She turned to walk toward the door.

I was frozen in place for a beat. I lunged toward the door, but too late to really stop Emma from turning the handle and opening it a crack. I pushed the door closed and Emma left her hand on the handle and sighed loudly.

"Emma, I don't want you leaving mad."

Emma looked at me. A lot of emotions played out on her face, but she didn't say anything.

Finally, quietly: "I thought we had an agreement."

My heart crumpled. "We did... baby, listen, we did. Please listen to me: I didn't try to make any of this happen, okay? But Meg... Meg was threatening to tell Roger about you and Drew. She just... is so... crazy..."

Emma's mouth fell open. She shook her head and pulled on the door, which I blocked. She blew on her bangs and glared at me.

"If she did that," I continued, feeling like I'd grabbed onto a toehold. "Told Roger? Think about what would have happened. Okay? Think about it, please. I acted... really badly, I know, but I just panicked."

This was largely true.

This made some headway into Emma's mind. She blinked slowly again, and I could see that this statement made her emotions change again. She was thinking about it at least.

Then she pushed my hand out of the way. I let her, because she seemed so annoyed.

"You know? I was coming here to tell you that I'm going over to Drew's. To have sex with him. I was going to go back, and tell him that you're asleep. I was just coming here to tell you that. And about the little porch you could get to, around the side."

Emma paused only long enough for me to feel a sharp pain, once I understood what I'd lost. Then she started talking again. "You know, he was starting to feel guilty about all of this? Andrew? And I was starting to feel guilty, because he was. I was going to have to seduce him a little more, I was just coming back here to make sure that... you were still into this. You know. Because once you actually fuck somebody, you can't take it back."

Her eyes narrowed.

She threw the door open. She shrugged again. "It changes everything if you do that."

"Stop," I said, pushing on the door again and closing it. "Emma, please... you cannot tell Drew about me and Meg."

Emma looked shocked for a moment. I didn't know why that, of all the things I could have said, was the one thing I did say. I could see it did not go over well with Emma.

"Hmm. What would I be telling him about, then?" She pushed my hand out of the way again when I didn't answer. "Anyway, don't worry, I won't."

"So... what...?" I said, bewildered. What would she tell him? Emma pushed herself between me and the door and rolled her eyes.

"Just that he shouldn't feel guilty, I guess. I know I won't."

"Emma, would you please at least try to hear me out -?"

"Yep. Sure. But right now, I am leaving."

I turned with her, reached for her arm as she went out the door. She shook me away and gave me a devastating scowl.

Which, I admit, was also very hot. In a weird way, but definitely a sexual one.

"Do not try to stop me, or I won't think about anything you said at all."

"Are you going to -"

She turned and swished away. "I don't know."


Chapter seven


Iwaited in the room, with the lights off. The lights were off because I didn't want Meg to know I was in there. I didn't think she'd be coming back, but I didn't want to take any chances.

What I did want to know was what my wife was up to.

I didn't last very long. I put some clothes on, trying to look passable as a normal man on vacation in a normal way, not a man who had accidentally pissed off his wife, who wanted to creep up on her having sex - now maybe revenge sex - with a younger man.

I took a circuitous route to the section of smaller, single-room huts (ours had a sitting area and a small porch looking out on a shallow pool that wound like a river through the gardens and pathways).

Drew's hut was dark, the windows open, no signs of life. I knew it was empty as soon as I saw it, but I approached anyway.

I strolled around, skulking a bit in the dark. It wasn't terribly late, but the place was quiet. Anyone walking around seemed to have a destination in mind, a partner to hold hands with. I looked like a creeper.

They were not at the pool or the bar. I even strolled through the parking lot, and noted that Drew's car was there: but this didn't mean much.

I took out my phone and pulled up a text thread with Emma, but I faltered on what to write to her.

Then I got scared that I would run into Meg - so I took another long route back to my own villa. My heart soared when I saw a shadow move in the light of the window - but it was just the gentle sway of leaves outside the abode.

I raided the mini-fridge, but decided better of my plan two small bottles in, so I lay down on the bed to wait for Emma. Hours went by, I climbed in bed. I fell asleep.

Birds were already chattering loudly outside, even though it was still dark, when I awoke to the sound of Emma returning to the villa. The door flew open and banged into a small table, making things rattle and tip loudly and threaten to fall on the tiled floor. Emma giggled and made more of an uproar as she tried to steady them, knocking magazines to the floor and then stumbling on something.

I opened my eyes to watch her.

Her red dress had obviously been put on hastily: it was askew, clinging to her body in places as though she had put it on while still wet (from a dip in the ocean or a pool). Her hair was damp. She seemed tipsy. Her face bore a look of elation and satisfaction: the kind of look she hadn't had on her face since long, long ago in her twenties. For one brief moment, she seemed like a drunk college girl who had wandered into the wrong room.

I rolled over when she stood by the dresser and stripped the red dress from her body. She was facing the dresser, and trying not to make noise: when she opened it, the wood squeaked and she laughed softly. Then she abandoned whatever she was doing, swaying a little.

I stared at her ass, or more specifically, between her legs. It was dim and I couldn't possibly have seen anything, but I tried anyway. Was there some trace of what had almost certainly happened with Drew?

She turned around and for a second didn't notice me looking at her.

Then she let out a shriek. She muffled it quickly, and brought a hand to her mouth.

"Oh my God!" she said.

My own heart was racing: I didn't know what mood Emma was in for me, at all. I had no way of guessing, and I had been too afraid of the possibilities after she left to spend any of my time predicting what would happen when she got back: I had ruminated on more pleasant thoughts, like what was happening while she was gone.

There was a terrible few moments while she recovered from the shock of seeing me awake, and just stood there. I had no idea which way anything was going to go.

"You're awake," she whispered.

I nodded.

Emma moved toward the bed. I still couldn't get a read on her emotions: she didn't seem angry, but I couldn't have told someone what she was feeling. Emma generally swung between overly cheerful and somewhat annoyed, but she wasn't in either of these moods.

She put a knee on the bed and rested it there, twisting her bare foot behind her as she pushed her hair to one side and combed her fingers through it. My eyes went to her breasts, her nipples erect in the center of them. To her gash, because I couldn't them: even in the dim light, even if Emma had taken a swim or showered, it was obvious that she had been fucking someone recently. Her labia were red and puffy, the slit had cracked open like a ripened fruit, and the moisture that gleamed in the dark pink gash was not water.

I rested my head on my hand and we remained in the silence for a beat. Finally, I couldn't take the tension anymore. I reached for her thigh, the one she was resting on the bed. I slipped my fingers to the bend of her knee, where she was sexually ticklish.

My skin skidded on the dampness of hers - she was cool, she had obviously been in the water. But I felt a jerk in her leg as she absorbed my touch.

When I looked up at her, she was staring at me with lust in her eyes. I smelled her tangy scent at that point. My nose sought more information: I inhaled deeply to attempt to sniff out her delicious treachery: the bleachy notes of male cum nestled in the aroma of pussy.

"Where have you been?"

I tugged at her knee as I asked this, and Emma gave in, letting me pull her toward me. She fell to her right hip and draped herself across the bed, resting her head on her own hand, propped up on my chest.

"I told you," she said, walking her fingers up my chest. Her hair shook out behind her and the tips of it, damp and silky, grazed the tip of my cock. I couldn't see, but felt, that some strands clung to the precum boiling from my dick.

"So you did it," I croaked. Emma seemed happy, she was smiling, watching her own fingers as they walked up my chest. She paused on my right nipple to roll it between her fingers. Her legs were folded up on the bed, the curve of her hip and round bottom framed nicely in the morning light. My right hand gingerly went to her left nipple, which was red and swollen: Drew had obviously sucked long and hard on it.

She sucked in her breath when I touched it, but smiled. For a moment we looked at each other, naked in the pale light, the transgression I had committed and the bounds that we had broken between us... but somehow, in that moment, she seemed to be wickedly complicit in it all. She was with me.

I rose up and seized her head, wrapping my fingers at the base of her skull and pulling her face toward me. She was smiling when I kissed her. She moved toward me and kissed back, reciprocating. The level of her enthusiasm was as high as mine, our lust started boiling over at the same time.

She threw the sheet away from me and glanced at my cock, smiled again, kissed me, and then rose to her knees while her hand drifted down to my dick. She seized it and squeezed it, forcefully.

"Where did you go?" I asked her.

She smiled and squeezed, getting closer to me, but pulling away to tease me. "Lots of places."

"What did you do with him?"

She grinned again and lifted a leg to straddle me. My hands rose along her hips and then her rib cage as her breasts swung directly in front of my face. I licked her left breast and she smiled down at me. "Don't," she whispered. "That one is very sore."

I turned my head to go for her other nipple, but she laughed and put a hand in front of it. Leaning close to my ear she whispered, "Not there, either. He thinks I'm mad at you, remember?"

So she was planning to do this again.

So she wasn't mad at me.

Disbelieving of my good fortune, I stared up at her.

But my cock flexed and bumped against her leg, making her grin. She dropped the hand between her legs and felt for my shaft, before grabbing it again and slipping the crown into her slit. She pulled it to the front of her slit as she eased her ass down to my legs - disappointingly, the slick wet flesh merely kissed my cock and then its touch was retracted.

Her weight eased into my legs: the soft firmness of her ass, the steamy heat of her pussy, a drip of moisture sliding down my inner thigh. She placed both hands on my cock and held it in them like it was some kind of holy relic. Then she looked up at me.

Mischief seemed to be in her eyes. This was frightening and alluring, and the allure naturally won out. She began to shimmy her body down my legs - disturbingly, something she did seemed much like something Meg had done, and not like Emma at all. A brief disorientation shook me, then panic, and then I had the thought that I was only dreaming.

Emma was on her hands and knees, her ass tilted up into the air so I had a lovely view of it over her head, with her hand on my cock and her lips inches from it. I was glad for the faint tiki-torch light coming in through the windows. The tiniest bit more light to allow me to see her shape more clearly. I pinched the inside of my arm to assure myself I wasn't dreaming.

"So you aren't mad?" Emma asked, her voice coy. Danger again seeped into my mind but found no purchase: her lips were close to my dick and open to divulge the details of her tryst with Drew. Her tongue flicked at my shaft, my cock flexed for her obediently. She smiled.

She did something then that was different than anything she'd ever done, and again a feeling of danger blinkered away in my brain but was smothered by lust. She wound her tongue around the crown of my cock, lifting it into grotesque positions that flashed the underside of it. She turned her head to do the same up and down the length of my shaft, closing her lips occasionally in a kiss, squeezing me at the base of my dick.

She was holding it firmly in one hand when she kissed it - tipping my seeping crown to her pursed lips and lightly pressing my flesh to hers. She blew on the wetness and sent a chill up my spine. Then she squeezed me again and watched as a bead a precum boiled from the top.

I reached fro her head and she laughed, rising to her knees (over my shins) and shaking her head - and all of her glorious hair. "Not so fast," she said. She seemed playful. "You've been very, very bad."

"I know," I breathed, rising up so that I could reach for her. "I'm very, very sorry."

She let me put my hands on her hips. She dropped her hands to my arms and let her fingers graze my skin. When I turned my thumbs inward, toward her pussy, she let me. She twisted playfully, swinging her hair and her tits. "My pussy is very, very sore," she told me.

She edged forward. I began to recline - strenuously, holding myself at an angle by ab strength alone, afraid to let go of her for fear she would escape. She moved her other knee, bringing her pussy closer to my cock.

"I don't think I can have sex again," she teased me, smiling.

"Let me eat your pussy," I begged her, reclining further. Pulling her with me. She picked up a piece of hair and chewed on it sexily - something she'd done decades ago. Again, a wave of disorientation washed over me, and I wondered again if I was in a dream.

Emma shook her head, letting go of the hair and grinning. She launched her arms at mine and shoved me onto my back, holding my hands down. I was completely on board with this and relented easily - naturally. Emma shook her head slowly again, grinning at me. "It's so full of cum," she told me.

"Then let me go slow," I suggested, hungrily - meaning that I would fuck her slowly. I tried to lift my arms, but she had all her weight on them.

She was still shaking her head, grinning. "You don't deserve it."

This was so far out of character for Emma - and so hot - that I just lay there with my mouth open as my cock became the center of my being and swayed violently against her thigh.

"Emma, I'm sorry," I said, trying to lift my arms again. Of course I could have easily overpowered her, but I didn't really want to.

"Are you?"

"Yes," I whispered. "I'll do anything you want. Let me eat your pussy."

She shook her head slowly. "Maybe I'll just make you wait some more..."

"Emma..."

She laughed and released my arms. Again on her knees, rising high, she positioned herself above my cock and slid it between her lips. When it struck her clit, she shivered and paused, before starting again. "Maybe I'll just use your cock to make myself come, and leave you wanting more..."

She was moving my dick between her lips and grinning at me as she teased cruelly. The crown of my cock was between her sloppy wet lips, enclosed by their heat. Though I couldn't see it, I could feel the cum from her gash seeping, hot and viscous, from her cunt to crawl down the length of my shaft. My hands had migrated to her thighs, my fingers went to the backs of her knees.

"Emma, please," I begged her.

She lifted her eyebrows and kept using my dick to stroke herself. "I'm so sore," she told me.

"I'll go slow," I groaned, my voice turning desperate.

Emma grinned and hovered above my dick.

"You'll go very slow," she ordered me, diabolically. The heat of her cunt nibbled at my cock, then began to enclose me. Very, very slowly she lowered her pussy, swallowing me up so slowly I started shaking from concentration. Her pussy felt loose, used and stretched, overly wet.

As my shaft filled her, displaced liquids seeped between our flesh and rolled to my thighs, over my balls and down to my taint.

I tried to seize her hips and rock her a little bit, but Emma slapped them away and tossed them up toward the headboard. I let her. She stared down at me once her pussy was against my balls, her weight settling on top of me.

I started to roll my hips, and she shook her head.

"I have to go very, very slowly," she told me. She grinned again. Then she began to roll her hips back and forth, moving my dick from one angle to another. Her hot cunt swarmed around me. She put her hands on my chest and fucked me like this without increasing the pace of her thrusts, or saying anything.

I wasn't sure how long it took her, slow-fucking me like this, to come. It seemed like an eternity but all too quickly. Her muscles tightened around me, the wetness only seemed to increase. Her eyes retreated into her own mind, and I knew she was thinking of Drew as she began to pant lightly and the rhythm of her motions increased.

But it was an eternity before she yelped, tipped her head back, and gasped. Her legs shook, her abdomen rolled in a wave, and her pussy squelched as it spasmed and squeezed the waves of orgasmic delight against my shaft.

When I tried to move, to fuck her full of cum and gain my own release, she pushed me back down and grinned at me for a moment. She moved her hips side-to-side, tugging my dick in new directions. I was mere seconds, mere thrusts from relief.

Then she laughed and rolled off of me, leaving my dick wagging in the air, distended and painful, after a wet slurp. She threw herself on the bed and laughed as she looked at me.

"Emma," I protested, starting to turn toward her.

She put a hand to my chest and stretched her other arm up to the ceiling. Looking at me, she said, "You've been very bad," again, but she was smiling when she did. Her eyelids became heavy suddenly and she yawned.

Then she laughed and rolled over, taking the sheet with her and covering herself. "I'm so tired," she explained, grinning.

"So that's it? For me?" I asked her. I was smiling, I was turned on, but I was also horrified. She wasn't actually going to make me wait for her pussy?

Was she? My cock was in excruciating pain at this point.

"I'm so... tired," she barely managed to say through a yawn.

"But Emma..."

She lifted her arm and patted me, her hand striking the air and then my hip, bending at the elbow and then lazily swiping at me until she hit me in the face. Her eyes popped open and she apologized, in a weakening voice, before resting her hand along the line of her waist and hip. "Just do your thing... I don't mind," she said.

"Masturbate?"

She was smiling, her eyes closed, sleep overtaking her. She waved her hand limply and then pulled it toward her chest. "I can't find... any... pants that have... more than..."

She was drifting off to sleep, talking nonsense.

"I'm too tired," she said quietly, after a silence.

I rested next to her, facing her body, admiring the curve of her hip, the dip of her waist, her bare skin in the faint light of the moon and weak morning light.. I inhaled close to her skin: I smelled soap, and salt. Maybe some sweat. Seawater. Sex - and not all of it ours.

My hand went to her waist, and I kissed her shoulder blade. She didn't stir.

I was tempted to keep traveling down the length of her body to find evidence of what she had done with Drew. But I knew better, and so I lay back, face up at the ceiling. My cock was so hard the sheet hovered above my pelvis, but I didn't have the mojo to try and seduce Emma - not when she was this mad at me.

It didn't take me long to jerk off. I stared at Emma sleeping peacefully while I did. The juices of her cum and Drew's lubricated my fist, and I barked like a dog when the orgasm reached up and seized me suddenly, making my leg kick toward Emma.

All the time, she was asleep: the blissfulness of her conscience, the completeness of her exhaustion, the echoes of her dominance just then, all fed my mind as I jerked off next to her. My cum spurted into the air, fell to my stomach and thighs, and then left me hollow and satisfied all at once, as I stared at the ceiling with my cum growing cool beneath the breeze of the ceiling fan.

It was not a dream, I thought lazily: Emma's pussy really was full of cum, and the Pandora's box really had been opened, and I was not sure how any of it was going to look in the light of the actual morning. The danger that had been trying to warn me blinked forcefully, and sinister thoughts took flight... but I was tired, too, and fell asleep.


Chapter eight


When I woke up, Emma was no longer in bed with me.

"Shit," I said, after lingering in bed for a moment with this knowledge. I sat up and rubbed my eyes. Emma's side of the bed was still warm, the sheet tossed aside. Her red dress was no longer on the floor, but hanging over the back of a chair. I stumbled into the bathroom, peed, brushed my teeth, pondered what to do next. It was still very early - the light was pale and birds were being especially noisy.

I went back out and looked around for my phone - I couldn't remember where I'd stashed it. Passing through the small sitting room with a table for eating, I glanced at the porch area.

Emma's slender, bare leg was stretched across the open air window. I stopped dead in my tracks.

I realized, at that moment, that there was a scent of coffee in the air.

As if Emma read my mind in that moment, her leg retracted and her torso and head moved into view as she did a crunch to lift herself so she could look at me through the window.

The face that met mine was calm and collected.

"I thought about what you did," she said.

I inhaled deeply to steel myself for the conversation, which felt dangerous and like it could go any way I could imagine, and a few different ways even than that. I was no longer certain that the sexual interlude between us was real, even if I had been sure of it at the time.

I approached. Emma moved, setting a mug of coffee down on the small table and seating herself on a love seat that looked out into the dense vegetation as if there was some kind of view.

She looked up at me when I cautiously edged out the door. I wouldn't have liked to admit it, but I was scared to confront Emma in that moment. Her face was not angry.

"Drew and I are going to head out early to catch some waves at this beach we found," she told me. "So I don't have a ton of time."

I looked around. Emma was speaking quietly, but we were outside, and I didn't know who could be lurking around on the pathways, within earshot.

I inhaled deeply. "Emma," I began. "I know what I did was -"

Emma waved it away with her hand. "I told you, I thought about it."

I waited. She was looking at me.

"And?" I prompted, timidly.

She sighed and picked up the coffee mug, turning it in her hands and looking like she was thinking. "And... I'm still mad at you, don't get me wrong." She took a sip of the coffee. "Mmm," she said, interrupting her sip and what she was saying. "I'm sorry, do you want some coffee?"

Had she come home and fucked me? I was really unable to say definitively. I knew better than to ask, though.

"No," I was saying, before she was even finished. Did I not look like the hungry, begging dog I felt like? I didn't want any fucking coffee, I wanted her to speak. "Tell me," I said.

"Well, I was in a pretty crazy state when I went to go see Andrew," she said, tucking her feet under herself. She fiddled with the coffee mug and looked into it deeply. Bit her lower lip, in a way that I wanted to see as seductive but didn't dare. "And so... he asked me what the problem was."

She stopped talking, and I waited with a painful feeling in my chest. As long as I could. Emma didn't seem especially upset, but I didn't want to pressure her. Surely she knew that her story couldn't end there?

But I was starting to get nauseous. "What happened then?"

Emma pushed her hair over her shoulder and leaned an arm on the armrest of the love seat. "I was about to tell him. About Meg. You know? But then... I thought, well, if I tell him this... he'll think I'm only doing what I'm doing with him for revenge."

She looked ahead, wistfully, and then looked up at me. "And I'm not."

Something materialized in my throat out of nowhere, making me swallow hard. It felt like I had gravel in my trachea. I could feel tension in my blood vessels, pressure mounting, fear and excitement buzzing in my ears.

Who knew what Emma meant, exactly, by that? But dangerous things lurked in the corners and shadows of such a statement: if not for revenge, then why was she "doing what she was doing" with Drew?

Or was this her revenge? Not letting me know if she was doing that for herself, for me, or for some scarier reason, like feelings for Drew?

"You're not," I said hoarsely, when I didn't get any more from Emma, and the silence had dragged on.

"No," Emma said simply, standing up and setting the mug down. She stood up and faced me. I couldn't tell what her intentions were as she approached, but she was seductive in the way she moved. Again, so I thought: but maybe it was just what I wanted more than it was what was true.

"I was just kind of playing along, you know, when I told you not to... you know. Masturbate. In the beginning. Before last night. This was all so new to me. At first I was just kind of... indulging in it like it was your fantasy. Not mine." She put a hand to my chest and stroked me through the Hawaiian-themed fabric in a sexual way. She watched her fingers as she did this, and I couldn't help but wonder if she was imagining Drew's hairless, muscled, youthful pecs instead of my middle-aged, hairy, familiar and pudgier pecs. "But now I understand that I was just glad to have an excuse to do something... so... bad. Taboo. You know?"

I didn't know what to say, so I just held my breath.

She tipped her head. "Did Meg really throw herself at you? Tell me the truth."

I nodded. This was one question I could answer honestly and easily. "Yes." When she didn't immediately respond, I added, "She was very aggressive."

Emma smiled. She looked thoughtful for a moment.

"Andrew says she's a raving lunatic," Emma said. She lifted her eyes to look at me. "He said that before any of this happened. He really seemed to hate her, so I asked him about it. He told me he thought she and his dad had some crazy sexual relationship." She pressed her lips together, pulling them inward. "And he didn't have any problem with that, but he felt like Meg was trying to jump him all the time."

I exhaled, suddenly starved for oxygen.

Emma was looking at my chest again. "And I was being playful, you know, flirting with him a little - I see that now, that I was flirting all along..."

Emma paused here, looking away, her thoughts retreating into her own mind. I began to worry that she had started reminiscing about Drew so intensely that she had forgotten all about me.

But she started speaking again, as if the pause had never taken place.

"... and I asked him if he took her up on it. He said no, and I teased him a little - like, I said, I couldn't believe a guy his age would turn someone like Meg down. And he actually got pretty mad. At the time." Emma chewed on her lip. She was still looking at something else, as if she could see it all in the distance over my shoulder.

She sighed, and looked down. She was about to confess something: this was classic Emma. Something that she didn't feel entirely right about.

A dagger of fear stabbed me again, making me nauseous.

"That's when he told me he only had the hots for one older woman." She pressed her lips together and released them, with a tiny puff. Her eyes were distant, her cheeks flushed. I could almost see how this turned her on: the memory of whatever had happened immediately after that with Drew.

Because it was very obvious that she was the older woman Drew had the hots for.

Emma shook herself out of the stupor and looked up at me again, smiling sheepishly. "I guess when I think about it, it isn't really fair, me doing what I'm doing and expecting you to just... I want to explain that I was really playing along at that point, telling you not to jerk off. It seemed like you liked it -"

"Emma, it was really hot, that wasn't the... problem. I swear to you, Meg basically attacked me, I didn't seek it out, I tried to avoid -"

Emma put her finger to my lips and smiled prettily. This was an actually pretty smile, as opposed to the venomous one from last night.

"How about this?" she asked me. "What if we say, what happens in St. Lucia, stays in St. Lucia?"

My chest felt hollow at the sound of her words. "What... I mean, Emma, if that's what you want, but I want you to -"

"Okay," she said, very quietly. "Then it's a deal -"

"But Emma, I don't want anything with Meg. I really don't. I want to see you with someone else. And you had something going with Drew, clearly..."

"I have something going on with Andrew," she said.

There was a moment of silence. Even the birds seemed to have their breath taken away by this.

It was ominous.

Emma met my eyes. "And it's good. It's hot. I don't want it to end yet."

I felt a cold thud in my chest. I no longer knew what was real and what wasn't. Impatiently, I demanded: "Did you sleep with him last night?"

Emma dropped her eyes, and her hand, and flirtatiously bit into her lower lip, with the kind of aggressive teeth-clenching that she usually reserved for dogs, which was disconcerting. "I did."

Her fingers brushed over the front of my shorts. "Do you want to hear about it?"

I just made a breathing sound with my mouth and nodded. Emma stepped closer, turning her face up to me. Her breasts were barely restrained by her green bikini top, the nipples plumping to life. I could feel them against me. My hands went to her ass, I otherwise waited, expectantly. I knew she could feel my arousal against her body, She moved a leg between mine and moved her hands to my shoulders. "What do you want to know? Hmm?"

"Everything," I whispered.

Emma turned her head slightly and stood on tiptoe to gently feather kisses on my neck, sliding one hand down to my shoulder blade and then to my ass. "His cock was so hard. For so long. He's very... enthusiastic. You know? In a way that you just can't be."

She must have felt the tensing of my muscles, the spasm of my dick, because something made her smile.

"How many... times did you do it?" I managed to eek out.

Another smile. As if she planned to keep the information secret. She let me burn inside-out for a few moments, tilting her hips inward, reminding me of the proximity of her pussy. "Three times," she said. "I'm so sore. But that's not what I'm talking about, when I talk about his enthusiasm, you know?"

I shuddered. "No?"

She stepped away, grinning. "No."

"So what, then?"

Emma stood back against the end of the love seat and looked down at her hand as she moved it over the contours of the couch. She shrugged. "I don't know, he's just... more into me, like he's so thrilled to be fucking me, he can't get enough of it." She smiled to herself.

Then she giggled. "He has all kinds of crazy ideas, you know? From porn, probably. But I'm actually having a lot of fun pretending that I have all this experience." She looked at me, complicit again. "Like... I was married to you all this time. What does he think I know how to do?"

She was still looking at me. I couldn't tell if this was a rhetorical or real question.

She shrugged again. "But it's fun pretending."

I was stunned into silence. My own vast experiences with porn flooded my brain, making me obscenely ill and insanely horny at the same time, imagining Emma getting up to any of that.

"Emma, what are you talking about? Like what?" I demanded. There was an air of desperation to my voice.

She regarded me with a airy, amused expression. "Just... you know... stuff we don't do anymore. Some stuff we never did..."

"Like. What." I repeated this with a dry throat.

Emma could see that I was hungry for this information. This was a side to my wife I had never seen before: delight gleamed in her eyes as she registered how much she was unnerving me, how much I wanted to know details.

She beckoned me with a finger and when I came to her obediently, she pressed it to my lips and got very close to me. "It's so bad," she whispered sweetly, "what we're doing? To begin with? That I don't even feel like myself. I think I would do anything he asked me to. But what he says... what he says is that he wants to possess me utterly."

She let her words settle over me, a look of satisfaction on her face.

I no longer knew if Emma was doing this out of revenge, out of sheer lust, or just to screw with me and see me shudder and beg. It was only in this moment, as Drew's words to her settled over me like an erotic mist from hell, that I began to wonder if Drew wasn't going to be more of a problem: saying something like that implied far more than just a romp with an older, forbidden woman.

I got the distinct sense that I needed to put a halt to all of this. What a reasonable person would do would be to pack up, take Emma home, never speak of any of this again.

But the allure of it, the danger of it, the promise of my sweet wife doing something with Drew that came from a young man's porn collection... it overrode my good sense.

I was standing there like an idiot anyway.

Emma was moving on.

"Speaking of which..." she leaned toward me, bent at the hip, to look into the room, and, I guessed, a clock. "... I have to get going."

She stepped toward me.

Emma and I had been married a long time by then. Kissing was sort of a bygone thing: a peck on the lips, a perfunctory part of sex. Not like it was over a quarter of a century ago: and how could it be?

I had forgotten how Emma teased when she kissed like this. How she appeared to be going right in, but then only flew by my lips. Then brushed them. Then smiled and pulled away, making me lunge toward her. Then she dove into my mouth and really kissed me hard, her tongue searching for something, her eyes open to look at me.

Then she pulled away, grinning. "So we're good?"

"Uh..."

I was bewildered. Hard as a rock. My hands were in front of me, palms upturned where Emma's elbows had been, now empty.

"What happens here, stays here?" she said, her eyes fluttering as if she had meant to roll them and then thought better of it.

"I... yeah, uh..."

"I gotta go, then." She strolled into the villa and picked up a large, packed beach bag I hadn't noticed.

She was in a white surfing getup I had never seen before: another white rash guard, long-sleeved top that only came to her navel. Tight white boy shorts. She did not appear to have any intentions of putting anything else on, which was unlike her.

I stared at the shorts a little too long: they rode up where her ass bubbled out, forming half a pleasing heart-like shape, with her firm butt peeking out from the sides.

"You're really going surfing," I said, kind of stupidly.

Emma shook her hair out as she turned to me. She looked like another woman entirely, as much as she looked like herself. It wasn't that she looked younger: she looked like a woman in her forties, but a hot, fit, gloriously confident cougar, glowing with success. "I am," she said. "To start. I am actually getting the hang of it." She grinned. "Surfing, that is. Well... and other things..."

She grinned and threw open the door, smiling at me as she stepped out. She paused there to dig in her purse for her sunglasses, which she slid onto her head.

"What do you want - I mean, what should I do?"

She shrugged, smiling. "Anything you want, I suppose. Remember? What happens here, stays here." She paused, looking more like her old self for a moment. "That's the deal, right?"

There was only a brief pause there. My heart thudded loudly in my ears and I desperately tried to recall the blood to my brain, willing it to my frontal lobe

"But... Emma, I want to see you with him," I hissed desperately, lowering my voice because the door was open.

To my surprise, this made Emma step back inside and closed the door partway. She kept both hands on the handle, behind her back and leaned into it, letting the door sway slightly. "Do you?"

"Very much."

"Hmm." She smiled again and turned to leave. "Then I guess you'll have to find a way to make that happen." She pulled the door behind her, so it closed on her final words. "I have my hands full."

And then she was gone.
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Look for Arnica Butler's Amazon, Kobo, B&N, Smashwords and more!

Apparently, this cover was too racy for Amazon, so this book has been "dungeoned." Which is too bad, because it's a great story. If you like What Happens in St. Lucia for the themes of an older woman with a younger man, you will not want to miss this two-part series.

***

Sabrina Cole is an experienced hotwife with the perfect arrangement: she works with a lot of itinerant young men, and she has the perfect foil for renting hotel rooms. Her husband not only approves; he's an enthusiastic fan of her activities.

But this all gets complicated (and sexier) when she has a chance encounter with an older gentleman at one of her regular venues. He has an indecent proposal for her, and it's not at all what she expected. Sabrina finds herself pushing the boundaries of her marriage, her sex life, and the truth in A Slight Stretch.
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Maybe you want to keep the breezy, vacation vibe of "What Happens in St. Lucia" going?

If you enjoy mature women living it up on vacation, you will love….
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Jeff and Tasha are a happily married couple on vacation in Ibiza, where friends have rented them their condo at discount. Ibiza is 
definitely more of a wild party scene than they are used to or desire, but they're in a more peaceable corner of the island, and they've managed to work around the ever-rotating carousel of neighbors.

But when a group of young bucks takes up residence next door, Jeff discovers that his forty-something wife has an allure for the younger men from the moment they see her. They're not shy about flirting with their "sexy neighbor Natasha"... and Tasha isn't shy about her newfound power over younger men.

This is a fun, sun-drenched novel with no dark shadows about a mature woman taking the bulls by the horns, while her husband watches.

***

Like a bargain and a good time? Get 5 hot summer reads for just $8.99!
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