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Chapter one


"Roger has a terrible hangover," Meg announced, plopping herself next to me at the hotel bar.

Her hair was loose and wind-blown. Unlike Emma's blonde locks that took on a waves at the beach, Meg's black hair remained straight and glossy. Her one-piece black suit, which I'd seen before at Drew's house, cut low into her cleavage. Her breasts overflowed from the material. She wore only a thin, linen cover-up that was the shape of a long jacket - but open, fluttering away in the breezes, and basically doing nothing to keep the eyes of every man off her voluptuous body. A necklace dangled in the deep groove of her chest and jewelry flashed on her hands and wrists.

I was in a terrible state.

I had been turning over what Emma had said to me that morning: How about we say... what happens in St. Lucia stays in St. Lucia. Turning over fantasized images of Emma and Drew, fucking in ways that became more and more dirty in my mind with each passing minute.

I was beginning to feel like a pure cuckold, wondering if I'd just been played this entire time: by Emma, by Drew, by even Roger - all in some kind of cabal that involved the gorgeous and scary Meg.

I had added some rum to this situation and it was not helping.

I didn't really want to run into Meg, my friend Roger's girlfriend.

Don't get me wrong: she was hot. She was an opposite of my wife in many ways and therefore exciting. She was down for having sex with me.

But I wasn't really interested in Meg.

I was interested in seeing my own wife with another man.

This other man happened to be Roger's son and half my age. Fit, good-looking, and perhaps most importantly of all - in possession of more testosterone than me. I was beginning to wonder what kind of idiot I was, letting my wife run around with him.

"One virgin Bloody Mary," Meg told the bartender, flirting shamelessly with him as she did.

I became very annoyed for a moment, because Meg was, in a way, the source of my problems with my wife.

Problems I wasn't even sure were problems. Sexy problems - and problems I had invited.

But problems nonetheless.

Meg pissed me off, flirting with the bartender like this when she had caused so much trouble.

As soon as he turned to make the drink, though, Meg tossed her sunglasses on her head and turned to me. Her big lips, her dirty, tattooed energy, all poured toward me. Tits, flesh, and Meg's wide, alluring smile.

I was in no condition to resist this. Meg's arms and teeth and tits came at me like a tidal wave of forbidden fruit I'd already taken a bite out of.

"What he really wants is for us to go 'enjoy the day' -" (she put this in scare quotes) - "and head to the beach."

Ah yes. Roger.

Roger also wanted to see his fiancee, Meg, with another man. Who was I to judge? That's what I wanted, incidentally.

The problem was, Roger was getting what he wanted, and I wasn't getting what I wanted. Because Meg had convinced me that it was absolutely crucial to keep my wife Emma's liaisons with Roger's son a secret.

I could see the logic of this, so I'd gone along with it.

At the same time, I was starting to doubt whether Meg was telling me the truth about anything. I had no real proof of Roger's feelings: I didn't even know for a fact that Roger wanted to see me with Meg.

It was just something Meg had said, and Meg was... well, something else.

It was the kind of mess I knew better than to get myself into, but it was so ripe with sexual promise that I had gone and done it anyway.

Meg turned to the bartender, who was handing her the drink.

"Thank you very much," she purred.

Her eyes went up and down his body. This was a new bartender, one who was seeing Meg for the first time. His dark skin turned red and he lowered his gaze, scurrying away - after giving me a look of sheer terror.

You and me both, buddy. I would have to come back and sympathize with this poor bastard later, I thought to myself.

"So," Meg said cheerfully, taking the straw between two fingers and deliberately stroking it a few times before closing her lips on the end of it. She sucked some of the liquid up and then swallowed provocatively - and you may have no idea what a provocative swallow looks like, but if you saw Meg do it you would understand. "Just tell me when you're ready to go."

"Uh... Meg," I said, nervous again. "A beach is... not exactly..." I struggled to find the right words. I hated the sand. I hated the beach. And I wasn't exactly sure what I wanted with Meg - she scared me more than anything.

"...what you had in mind?" she finished for me. "I know." She drank more of her drink. "Mmm... that hits the spot." She scowled at my beer and then tossed her hair, crossing one sexy leg over the other. Her feet were tied up in the same criss-crossing, sexy sandals as the day before. She put her hands on one knee, looking for all the world like a very scary, dangerous, sexy teacher for some reason. She smiled knowledgeably, coquettishly. "But you will like the beach we're going to."

This made me nervous. It also annoyed me, because it was just one more plan that would steer me away from Emma and Drew, and into "something" with Meg.

"Uh... why is that?"

Meg brought a spicy pepper to her lips and bit into it while smiling behind her very sharp, white teeth. The juice squirted into her mouth and she extended her tongue to suck the rest of the pepper inside. She shook her head slowly while she did this. Meg was big on teasing me.

"Meg," I said.

It sounded like the beginning of something, but I didn't have any clue what to say next.

"Do you want Roger finding out about your wife and Andrew?" she asked me, after calmly chewing. She was already shaking her head slowly "no," because she knew the answer.

"Of course not," I whispered. I did not see Roger taking very well to his son having sex with my wife. It was practically incestuous, given how close our families had been. It was very likely to throw a wrench into everything.

"Then you have to keep Roger's mind on something else, don't you? Which means you have to keep me happy." She laughed, and it sounded more like a witch's cackle than anything else.

I stared at her.

Sure, I know what you're thinking, dear reader: tough problem, big guy. You have to fuck one woman to see your wife fuck another guy. Boo hoo.

But Meg put me highly ill at ease. I was off my game after talking to Emma this morning: her sudden acceptance of my dalliances with Meg was more unnerving than anything else: I took her not caring about what I did with Meg as a sign that Emma was deeply attracted to Drew. On a much deeper level than I had ever intended.

"You know as well as I do that Emma and Andrew aren't coming back from the beach any time soon to do family vacation activities," Meg added, sliding from the bar stool after uncrossing her legs in the most Sharon Stone style a woman could do. She delighted in the way my eyes went unwillingly between her thighs and lingered there.

"So what is it that would keep Roger from asking himself where his son is?" Meg continued, when I didn't answer. "Hmm? And noticing that Emma isn't here, either? Putting it all together? Making a big... complicated... mess?"

I didn't know.

"I... don't..."

My eyes were on her tits, I couldn't help it. Her flesh swam in front of me and made me light-headed.

"The only thing that's keeping Roger's attention on me is the hope that he'll get to see me fucking you, Jonathan. So you see..." she smiled devilishly. "You don't have much of a choice."

Meg was more right about this than probably even she knew.

Emma had discovered Meg slipping out of our villa the night before.

And I had fucked Meg - in the sense that Meg had fucked me, and I hadn't done much to stop her.

Emma's reaction to all that was... unexpected, to say the least. She'd had an interesting conversation with me this morning: she'd suggested that we decide to employ the old Vegas mantra to our activities in St. Lucia. "What happens in St. Lucia, stays in St. Lucia."

So I had permission to fuck Meg.

To a lot of men, this would have sounded like a dream.

The problem for me was, I was not a lot of men.

I was a man who wanted to think about how my wife was running around with a younger man, the son of a family friend, engaging in very taboo activities with him. I wanted to savor some of the things Emma had said to me about Drew - that he wanted "crazy stuff" from her that he had seen from porn.

To "possess her utterly."

Which sounded like anal sex to me. Something I couldn't even imagine Emma doing.

But then, I'd never have believed Emma would so any of this, which was why I was almost fifty and had never confessed my fantasies to my wife.

Before all of this, I might have believed that just getting Emma to think about my fantasy was a win.

But like everything else in my life, once I had a taste of it, I just wanted more.

And when I got more? When Emma let Drew finger her?

I wanted more.

When Emma let Drew eat her pussy, floating on a surfboard in the dark water?

I wanted more.

When she fucked him?

More.

You get the picture.

I wanted to see Emma with Drew.

And Meg - gloriously trashy Meg, whose voluminous ass had bounced on my pelvis when she rode me reverse-cowgirl - was gunking up the gears in the machine.

I didn't even know, really, if Meg's activities were actually sanctioned by Roger. We hadn't had the conversation (me and Roger, that is).

I didn't really want to, either. Meg was secondary to my actual goals.

What I did really want was to keep Roger's mind off his son, and what his son was doing, and so far, whatever it was that was happening between me and Meg seemed to do the trick.

"So what are we doing, then?" I asked Meg. Emma and Drew had the van we had rented to come here. They were supposedly surfing - and maybe, they really were. Emma, it turned out, unsurprisingly, was a good surfer.

Meg laughed sensually and scooted toward me. Her body always seemed to be oozing from her clothing. Don't get me wrong - in all the right ways. But it was difficult to know where to look, to not feel intimidated by all of that soft, abundant flesh. Her lips were big, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"I have a plan, big boy," she said, one finger going to my chest to draw a line to the first button of my shirt and pop it open.

I glanced around, nervous. "Okay," I said. "What is it?"

Meg laughed and tossed her hair over her shoulder, returning her attention to her drink. "Has anyone ever told you you're a stick in the mud?"

"Yes," I said. "I just... need to know what the plan is."

"So you can see Emma with Drew," Meg said, matter-of-factly. She grinned. Meg was, I was discovering, a truly unstoppable force. "I know."

Meg let me simmer with these words for a moment. She sucked on her straw, fluttering her eyes at me over the drink. One hand occasionally traced nonsensical patterns on her breasts. She was taking her time, teasing me.

"You're going to like my plan," Meg told me, after she abandoned the drink, having reached the icy bottom.

I waited, hoping for more information, but Meg smugly paid the bill, slid from her stool, and walked off.

She didn't even look behind her.

Because she knew I was following.

And I was.

What else was I going to do?


Chapter two


If Meg was an impressive liar, Roger was not.

He appeared neither hungover nor like he needed a moment's rest as he filled out the paperwork for a boat and chatted with the man we were renting from.

"This is a gigantic boat," I said, uneasily. "For just the three of us, " I added, looking at Meg.

Meg had been keeping the fire beneath our "relationship" turned to "low simmer" all morning. She never told me what we were doing, exactly. She was wearing next to nothing and prancing around in it, her every movement somehow sexualized.

She had led me to the villa she and Roger were sharing, without explaining why. So on the walk there, I wondered what to expect: would Meg throw me onto the bed and fuck me again? Was this her plan for the day? And where would Roger be?

I didn't want to get involved in a threesome with my friend. Not while I knew my wife was out screwing his son. It was just too much. And yet, I knew myself - and I knew Meg pretty well now, too - so I didn't think I'd be able to resist the opportunity.

Not that Meg gave me much of a chance.

And of course, I was still thinking about Emma. Emma who was off with Drew, since nearly this morning, "surfing." Things weren't working out in my favor, as crazy as it seemed.

I sent Emma a text, because it was the only thing I could think of to do.

As I typed, I realized that I didn't know a lot of things: was Emma telling Drew about all of this? Any of this? Or was she just letting Drew think he was scoring with her and it was all a well-kept secret?

You will not believe this



We're heading out on a boat



How is your day going?



I didn't get a reply, but I didn't really expect one. Emma, after all, was either surfing or not surfing, and if she wasn't surfing, she was probably doing something intimate with Drew.

It looked like I was going to have a long time to think about that.

Meg's plan began to materialize as soon as we left the marina.

"We're headed out to a little-known beach!" Roger yelled at me over the motor. "The surfing guy told me about it. I texted Andrew... whoa!" Roger interrupted himself to steer through the sudden appearance of two speedboats as they approached the marina.

I waited. Roger didn't give me any more information, and I didn't want to press. I felt like I was salivating already.

Meg was sunning herself on the deck seats. She was still in her one-piece getup with the cover sliding off her shoulders and the straps pulled down. Meg was one of those women who hated tan lines and loved being naked, and thought nothing of taking her top off. I was surprised that she hadn't just stripped down completely.

Her big sunglasses hid her eyes, but her puckish smile led me to believe she was watching us through their dark lenses.

I stood behind the captain's chair as Roger continued motoring out to sea. At last, he slowed, and the noise died down a little.

"Where is this beach?" I asked him.

"Oh, it's close, I have it here..." he started explaining the maps to me, but I wasn't really listening. I didn't care where the beach was, or even about going there - what I really wanted to know was where my wife was.

And what Meg was plotting.

I looked behind me, and Meg smiled beneath her sunglasses. The fingers of her right hand lifted one by one, to give a little roll against the sideboard before making a definitive "cut it out" sign by slicing through the air.

It took about twenty minutes along the coast to reach a cove with a narrow entrance. Roger slowed the boat and took out his phone. "You can only get here by boat," he said, absent-mindedly, reading from his screen. "Oh."

I peered at him with what I hoped was an innocent face. "Oh?"

"Well," Roger said, putting his phone into his pocket. "Nothing from them yet - I told them we can swing back to that last beach we passed and pick them up whenever. So we'll see." He smiled at me. "They must be having a great time surfing."

I had no idea if any of this was true or not, or if Roger really thought Emma and Drew were surfing too hard to respond to texts.

Roger looked down at my foot, which I was keeping elevated by resting it on the lower rungs of a railing. "Why don't you take a load off, buddy?"

Because I didn't want to sit by Meg, but I wasn't about to tell him that.

So I hobbled down to the deck and stood there uncertainly. Roger was puttering the boat into the narrow entrance to the cove. I could see that the beach was not as unknown as I had feared (and hoped): there were some umbrellas and vendors scattered on the sandy shores, people sunbathing and splashing in the water, and fishermen and yachts anchored in the smooth waters.

"Sit down," Meg purred at me, without moving a muscle.

I sat, putting ample distance between me and Meg, stretching my leg out on the bench seat to make the situation look more manageable. I felt pretty sure that I saw Meg mouth the word "baby" and also that she rolled her eyes. But she remained draped on the seats with her arms outstretched, cool as a cucumber.

She sighed dramatically very soon after that, however. She shrugged the cover-up away entirely and leaned over to her big beach bag to pull out a bottle of baby oil. "Honestly," she said, in her sexy voice, as she pulled the straps of her suit down and shrugged her torso - one shoulder and jiggling, bountiful tit at a time - out of the suit. "I could just sit in the sun all day."

She poured oil onto one palm and smeared it onto her chest. She then began massaging it into her skin - across the sternum, over to her left breast. She cupped it, squeezed it, pinched her nipple between her fingers, and smiled innocently as she did this.

She repeated this on her right breast, and then down each arm, before returning with two hands to massage the oil in. The whole time, she smiled - maybe to herself, but probably at me.

I stared openly at Meg's tits: they were, after all, incredibly nice. Despite my best intentions, my cock had gotten hard just watching this.

Roger continued steering the ship, seemingly oblivious. Was he oblivious? Who knew? It was only making me hornier, not knowing. An air of danger and risk was never a good environment for my brain doing any clear thinking.

Meg had her tits out all the time. But it was one thing to sunbathe topless, and another thing to rub massage oil into your tits for the obvious titillation of another man while your husband steered a boat.

"How about we drop anchor here?" Roger called out, slowing the boat.

"Lovely," Meg called out, her shoulders re-settled against the seat, her lips barely moving, giving off an impression of being in a sunny slumber. Her black hair shone in the sunlight, its darkness as sleek and frightening as the rest of her.

The realization that I was trapped on a boat with Meg and Roger slowly poured over me. I sat there, awaiting my fate. I sneaked a glance at my phone, doubting that reception was even a thing here: I was correct, and there was no word from Emma.

Roger climbed down, loudly took in a breath and a stretch, remarked that this was all "wonderful," and then ducked into the cabin. "Hey buddy, need a cold one?" he called out.

"Sure," I said, warily. Meg smiled and adjusted her shoulders, making her breasts jiggle.

"Gotta put some hair on the dog," Roger said, cracking open a beer from the doorway. He took a huge gulp, then picked up a can and tossed it at me. I caught it despite not being prepared.

Roger went back into the cabin.

I looked over at Meg, whose beautiful face told me nothing. But her lips slowly spread into a smile again.

I drank my beer.

What happens in St. Lucia, I reminded myself, would stay here.

This was going to be a long, weird day.

***

"Well," Meg said, after listening to Roger snore for several minutes of awkward silence.

She stood up - abruptly. Smiling at me, she stretched her arms and torso, knowing full well what kind of show she was giving me. Then she shimmied out of the remainder of her suit, turning to face me as she pushed the tight fabric over her ass and down to her ankles. Her breasts swung low, treating me to pleasant spectacle, especially when she stood up and they bounced heavily on her chest.

She stepped out of the wilted fabric pile and kicked the suit up to her hand in an impressively athletic feat.

Not that I really noticed, because I was staring at her Amazonian nakedness, nerves tingling everywhere.

"I need to cool off," she said, after frightening me by standing there for a few moments. She shook out her hair, gathered it, tied it in a knot with some ninja-like moves of her hands.

Then she stood on the swim platform - fully naked, every gleaming, toasted inch of her oiled body supple and hairless - and lifted her arms before diving neatly into the water. Her form was perfect, but her tits bounced and flew in the air as she hurtled toward the water. Beneath the surface, her slender legs kicked away, and her ass surfaced first, followed by her head. She stood up, revealing that the water was barely four feet deep where she was.

"Come in," she called to me, in a low voice. "The water is perfect."

I hesitated, looking back toward the cabin.

Meg smiled and lowered herself so that her mouth was level with the calm surface of the water. She kicked herself back toward the boat, her naked body gliding behind her. "Are you scared, Jonathan?"

She gripped the platform with her long fingers and looked up at me. "Don't worry, he's actually sleeping."

I looked at the cabin again.

"Have you ever had sex in the water?" Meg asked me.

I rotated my head slowly back to her. She kicked away again and grinned at me. "It's soooo warm in here."

Of this, I had little doubt. I scanned the shoreline. The beach was far enough away that no one would be certain of it, but close enough that most people would suspect that Meg was naked. I wondered if this mattered to anyone.

Meg beckoned me with a finger, gliding on her back, tits out of the water and glistening with rivulets, rolling down her oily skin. She opened her legs wide to propel herself in a strange kind of backstroke - obviously meant to show me her pussy more than to swim.

"Come on," Meg said.

I climbed over the transom, onto the swim platform, and lowered myself awkwardly - avoiding my foot problem - into the water.

Meg started toward me as soon as I was in the water. Gliding in the glimmering sea-blue, her hair slicked back, she gave off the terrifying vibe of a predatory mermaid.

I glanced up at the boat. This made Meg smile with the kind of taunting, high-school girl, "don't be a pussy" grin that both invigorated me and made me ill on some level.

As she approached, I stood there like an idiot - grateful that I didn't have to tread water.

Her eyes were on mine, watching where they went. She smiled when they strayed to her curves under the surface. She rose in front of me and put either hand on the platform. This forced me to bend my knees to accommodate her arms on my shoulders and stay in the water.

"You're still wearing your shorts," Meg said. Her naught smile got naughtier somehow. I jerked my head down to look below the water, because at that same time I felt something sliding up my leg on the inside of my thigh.

Her foot. Then her toes seemed to take on a life of their own, and they nibbled at the edge of my shorts before curling, grasping the hemline, and pulling hard.

One side of my shorts slipped down, and the rest got hung up on my erection, which had been fueled to even stiffer life by Meg's weird toe thing.

Undeterred, she dropped a hand to pull at the other side. Her eyes went to my cock and she smiled before looking back up at me.

My hands went to her waist. I think I had the intention - or reflex - to push her away. But when I felt the supple flesh of her waist and remembered the slight curve of her belly, Emma's voice came into my head:

Maybe what happens in St. Lucia...

My hands began to wander. Over her hip, to the bounty of her ass.

"Mmm," Meg purred, smiling and getting closer. Her hands freed my cock from the shorts as her lips came close to mine. Smiling, she bit gently into my lower lip. "So?" she asked me. "Have you?"

I was lost. I moved my head "no" very subtly, in confusion.

"Done it in the water?" she asked.

My eyes went to the beach, which seemed suddenly closer and more occupied than before.

Meg's hand squeezed my cock. Things happened very quickly after that moment. I savored the feel of her fingers on my dick - forceful and assured.

Next thing I knew, the base of my skull floated into the deck and the collision hurt enough to make me open my mouth. At the same time, Meg's wet, shiny tits emerged from beneath the water like a great beast surfacing. Her legs moved around me, her tits swallowed my face for a moment, and I struggled to maintain my balance and keep my body from floating under the platform.

Not too hard, of course, because I didn't want to drown in this lifetime, but drowned by huge tits was not the worst thing that could happen.

I felt the hard balls of her heels push into my lower back. My cock hit her thigh and bent slightly as she tried to mount me. She realized the error, wiggled, and re-aligned herself.

The water was tepid, but cooler than Meg's body - so when her pussy lips nibbled on the end of my dick, she felt hot. The viscous heat of her pussy juices was deeper inside her. When she pulled me to her with her legs, encasing my cock, the first inch or so of the passage into her hole was rubbery and squeaky.

And then she slammed our bodies together and put her arms back on the deck. Her tits were right in front of my face and my neck was slightly impeded by the deck. So when Meg began to pump her body on my cock, her tits rose to my face and then back down.

Pooled in the large crevice between her tits, saltwater rose up with the buoyant orbs, giving a whole new meaning to the term "motorboating.' I tilted my head and just dove in. Meg fucked me hard, bouncing on my cock. I let it all happen: her tits smashed into my face and then fell away while salty water hit me in the face and burned my eyes - which I didn't close, because I wanted the view. Again and again her tits surfaced and enclosed my face in hot, watery, salty boobs, before falling away. I tried to suck at her flesh a few times, but they were always sinking away.

My hands were at her ass, squeezing it.

She rode me like this for a fairly short time and I was already ready to come.

"Meg," I blubbered, my voice mangled and muffled by her tits. "I - b - go -igghhhh - t- co---ugh- m."

She seized my hair and pulled on it hard, tilting my head back onto the deck. Sunlight pierced my vision, but I could keep my eyelids almost closed and look at her breasts as they bounced in and out of the water. "Not yet," she ordered, pumping me furiously.

I concentrated hard, holding back until I felt Meg's pussy squeeze against me, and she clasped me close to her and pushed my face into her tits. While she came, panting and moaning, I couldn't breathe: I was stuffed into her tits. My own orgasm shot free without warning, my cum spilling into her pussy. I felt a thunk in my heart, a momentary light-headedness, and a surge in intensity of my orgasm that took me by surprise.

I tapped Meg's ass frantically at that point, because I was getting dizzy.

She laughed and released me from her tits. I gasped for air and she leaned back, dipping her head into the water. Her tits were above the surface, a reddened mark on them that I realized was from my teeth. She laughed and her legs fell away from my body. She swept her arms out and did a single stroke to carry herself away. Her legs went last, toes grazing my cock. I was now in the cold water instead of her hot pussy and the effect was jarring. I shuddered as the final spurts of cum left me - when I looked down I saw them. Cloudy poofs of liquid, swirling in the contrails of Meg's fluttering feet as she floated away on her back, a mirthful smile on her face.

A shadow moved somewhere above me.

I could have sworn.

But when I looked up, there was no one above me. I stood, grateful for the water to buoy my shaky legs. I turned to look at the boat: Roger was still in the cabin.

But his snoring had ceased.

I rubbed my neck.

Meg rose behind me, her hands crawling up my chest, her hard nipples grazing my back as she rose. She twisted a nipple and her mouth sucked at the painful spot on the back of my neck. "Sorry," she purred, giving me one last kiss.

And then she was gone again.

It was only then that I realized that my shorts had somehow worked off my legs. I fished them out from under the boat with one leg and put them on, which made Meg coo in disappointment as she floated by, smiling.

***

Meg was still floating around naked in the water for almost an hour after I got out of the boat. I had to enter the cabin to find the towels: I peeked at the room Roger had taken to sleep in. His feet were there and he did seem to be asleep.

A pang of guilt and worry throbbed in my chest: once again, I had no idea if Roger was really in on this or not.

But I didn't care about that as much as I cared about what Emma was doing. I dried off and got my phone. I walked outside toweling my hair and squinting at the screen, the glare of the sun obscuring the only information I wanted: whether or not Emma was texting me.

I saw Meg float by and remembered my manners. I may have been doing a lot of risque things, but no need not to be a gentleman. "Do you want a drink or something?" I asked, her, leaning over the railing.

Meg eyed the hand holding the phone. "Texting Emma?" she teased. She didn't sound particularly jealous or put-out by this, but I got a cold, twisted feeling in my abdomen regardless.

Meg let her feet fall to the sand and used her hands to push her hair away from her face. She stood up, not caring a whit about her tits emerging from the water. A boat passed by, about 100 yards away. A group of young men were on it, and they gaped for a few seconds, unable to believe what they were seeing.

Meg waved. "Hi, boys," she called out.

They clapped and whistled and slowed the boat.

Meg turned to me and grinned. "Tell her to send a picture of Andrew's cock," she said, lowering her voice. She smiled mischievously and her eyes slid toward the cabin. "I can't ask him for it, for obvious reasons, but I've always been curious."

I stared at Meg. This particular request, while not technically incestuous in the least, was a little too over-the-top, even for me.

Meg laughed at me and swam away. "Don't be so prude," she teased.

The boat of young men was slowly moving away, its crew in various states of disbelief. Some of them seemed to be suggesting that they return, the rest were obviously just hoping for another view of Meg's tits. They hooted again and Meg stood up for them and waved, turning to float away on her back while giving me a flippant smile.

She was headed toward the boat.

The stunned crew hesitated only a moment, to watch Meg swim closer without looking at them.

And then the boat turned slightly, and started toward her.

I had no idea what to do with any of that, so I wrote Meg off as capable of being responsible for herself, and turned my attention to my phone.

No messages from Emma.

What are you doing? Please send me anything.



I heard Meg chatting with the guys on the boat.

A glance at the room at the bow of the boat revealed that Roger's feet were no longer at the foot of the bed.

I looked back at Meg. She was talking now, standing fully upright in the four-foot-deep water. She was unapologetic. The guys were staring right at her tits, but by the way they were laughing and talking, I felt sure they were just counting their blessings that woman as hot as Meg would stand there in front of them like that.

"Sweet," Meg said, some time later, as she hoisted herself from the sea. She took my towel and put one sexy leg up on a bench, stretching her thigh out pleasingly. "Those guys know of a party on some island beach, out there." She pointed.

When she turned to me, her eyes were full of ideas. They glinted dangerously in her eyes.

"We should go there. And Emma and Drew of course."

And then, completely naked, Meg dried herself off at a leisurely pace and climbed back into her swimsuit, while I checked my phone one more time and sipped a beer.

It seemed like the only thing to be done.

Meg winked at me as she sauntered into the cabin. "I'm going to go wake Roger up," she said, grinning.

I watched her disappear and then took the phone up to the captain's chair, along with a few beers, because I suspected that it would take a while to "wake" Roger up, and I didn't really need to be a part of it.

Naturally I spied the skylights on the bow that looked into that room, and it was tempting to slide down there and have a look. I felt pretty confident in Meg's abilities to arrange for a pleasant viewing situation.

But Meg wasn't the woman I wanted to see fucking somebody.

***

We ended up eating a lunch - a hodgepodge of different treats purchased from a few vendors tucked away on the strip of sand. During this time, Meg flirted shamelessly with the group of guys, though she did it with her suit on. Roger watched all this without hiding his Pavlovian love of it. Meg squealed and flirted, standing very close to everyone she talked to.

"I guess by now you've figured out that Meg and I have kind of an unconventional relationship," Roger said, out of nowhere.

We were sipping beers and trying not to look like dirty old men who hated the beach, sitting in low-lying beach chairs that no one seemed to mind us sitting in.

I coughed as the beer I was drinking froze in the cold, stunned guilt of my chest.

I was completely unsure of whether or not this was an entreaty to discuss the fact that I'd fucked - or maybe "been fucked by" was more appropriate - his girlfriend. In the silence that followed, I honestly couldn't tell.

"Andrew hates it. He says it's disrespectful of Gloria." He sighed and there was a long pause that threatened to get heavy, but Roger brightened suddenly. "But he seems to be getting over it."

I was absolutely frozen in time and space. Roger really did not seem to be implicating me, or Emma, in any of this. Could he actually be both this libertine, and this clueless?

I kept my mouth shut. Both because this is what I usually did with Roger, anyway. And also because I really didn't know where things stood.

He rolled his head back to watch Meg as she playfully flirted with the group of young men. They, for their part, gave wary glances in our direction: we were obviously the men Meg was with, and we were older, and the cuckolding vibes were high. Some of them looked mildly frightened.

"The thing is," Roger said, turning to me with a new, sudden energy. "And this is what Andrew doesn't understand: she just needs a lot more sex than I can give her. She likes to do crazy things. And it's so hot."

I looked diplomatically into my beer can, racking my brains for something I could say that would give no game away, if any game was there to be given away. "As long as you're consenting adults," I said, triumphantly. "I don't see what difference it makes what you, uh... do."

"Exactly what I told Andrew," Roger murmured. He sipped his beer. "Meg isn't trying to be his mother, for Christ's sake."

"No," I agreed.

That was certainly true.

"This trip has been really good," Roger said, still watching Meg. "I knew it would be good if you and Emma came down, and he saw that it's just a new chapter in the same old life."

"Yeah," I said, warily. I was getting the definite impression that somehow, some very awful somehow, Roger was not actually aware that Meg was fucking me. Now would of course be the time to confess that, if I was going to.

"Uh... you're talking about -?"

I was going to say, "... like the cuckolding thing?" but Roger interrupted me.

"It's sort of awkward, that his girlfriend couldn't come. Uneven numbers, you know? But I think things are working out." He leaned over to get another beer. "Thank goodness for Emma being such a sport."

This was the very first time that I had heard anything about Andrew having a girlfriend.

Of course he would: he was a good-looking guy, young, unencumbered. But Drew had been messing around with Emma before this vacation-within-our-vacation was proposed, so this information made me more nervous than anything.

I wondered if Drew had blown his girlfriend off so he could get at Emma instead - and that idea made me nervous. What if Drew was really, really into Emma? More than just as a taboo fling?

My anus had sucked up into my ass so far I wouldn't shit for a week. I had never really felt like I was in competition with Drew: in my mind this was all just a fling that would go away after we left, never to be spoken about again. I had pictured Drew as an opportunist: he had found himself between women, and Emma had turned up in a swimsuit, he had caught me with Meg's foot on my dick and taken advantage of that knowledge to lure my wife into bed.

This information – about the girlfriend - made it seem like a little bit more than that.

Meg was bouncing on the beach, luring one of the guys into the water with something she was holding in her hand. Splashing, bouncing breasts, and seedy young male exchanges ensued.

Meg came bounding over, after relinquishing whatever she had been teasing the young men with. She tossed her hair loose as she walked toward us, looking like the black sheep outcast of the Baywatch cast. She had been showing her tattoos to the guys - peeling away her pesky swimsuit as necessary - earlier.

She was slightly out of breath. She plopped onto a towel in the sun just a few feet away from us and lay down. "Heh," she breathed, pulling her swimsuit down and jiggling her breasts into place. "We should probably head back and look for Emma and Drew. I think we should go to that party. They say there's some kind of ferry, honey. So you don't have to keep the boat."

Roger's eyes were on Meg's tits. Mine were between her legs, thinking about how she had fucked Roger after fucking me, and if he had even noticed. Was that possible? Maybe Meg's pussy was always swollen, wet and dripping. Maybe the seawater hid the effects.

It was, however, seemingly - not abundantly - clear: Roger did not really know what was going on here.

And that had some potential for disaster in it.

And even though it wormed through me, making me cold with fear, pumping fears of betrayal and lust and confrontation into my veins - it only served to make the whole thing...

...even hotter.

It had been a long time since sexual riskiness had been in my life. Sneaking around, doing illicit things that happened at the borders of taboos. There was even something thrilling about Roger being so clueless about Emma and Drew. A dark thrill about hearing that Drew had a girlfriend, one who mysteriously "couldn't come" on this vacation. I liked imagining that Drew had arranged this absence himself, in order to have Emma to himself.

At every turn from now on, there was danger.

And it was making me high.


Chapter three


Drew squinted into the sun and set a beer down. "I don't know, pop. I'm kind of bushed."

He looked meaningfully at Emma.

As did I.

Emma looked "bushed" herself, and I hadn't been able to get her alone to give me the details of her "surfing trip" with Drew. Once we were back at the marina, and had cell service, I was inundated with missed messages.... but only one from Emma.

Surf was great. Going back to hotel




She hadn't answered any of my texted questions. Now we were at the pool, enjoying drinks while Meg floated in the water, a fresh bikini loosely covering her nipples and the bare triangle of her pussy, but not much else.

Both Emma and Drew were radiating a glow, and the uninitiated might have thought it was from all the fresh air they'd taken in while surfing. They had stories to tell, so it appeared that they had done at least some of the sport they had set out to do.

I wondered if Emma had checked her phone at all. I was enjoying a fantasy in my head, in which she slipped her phone off the table while relaxing on Drew's bed while he took a shower, and then smiled to herself while she read my messages. Drew's cum slippery between her thighs.

In fact, I was staring at her a little too lecherously. I was wondering if she'd let Drew "possess her" yet, or if she would.

I could see a casual jealousy brewing in Drew's face, in his body language, in the way I caught his bold stare in my direction when I was watching Emma. He looked away, but not quickly enough.

Emma didn't respond immediately. She seemed a little dazed. She yawned and held a fist to her mouth. "Oh," she said. "I'm so sleepy..."

"But how often," Meg's voice piped up from the pool, sultry and sexy. "...are you in paradise?"

"All the time, Meg," Drew said, extending his arms. "I live here."

Meg dropped a hand to push her floaty in a circle and turn her away from us, a smirk on her face. "There will be some ladies your age there, Drew," she said. "You should go."

Roger looked at me and gestured with his shoulder - a fleeting shrug. He seemed to think we were now complicit in something, and that made me uneasy.

Emma rolled her head toward me, stretching her arms out. "I don't know, honey, what do you think?"

"Is this one of those Caribbean swinger parties, Meg?" Drew asked her floaty. "Or maybe some Gen-Z Coachella thing that will make us all deaf?"

Emma tipped her chin to her chest and smiled.

Meg was still rotating, smiling. She waited until she was facing us, but her eyes were hidden behind her sunglasses and seemed to be closed either way. Her shoulders moved. "Both?" she said. "Who cares? Wear earplugs. Take condoms. Stay home. But we should all go, and have some fun."

I looked at Emma as meaningfully as I could. Beneath the table - made of a warped glass - I saw Drew's knee move toward Emma's and nudge her. Above the table, he looked disinterested, his hands behind his head, elbows out to the side, a cool customer. Meg was rotating in her floaty, seemingly ignoring us. Roger's lips were tight and he met my eyes.

"I say we go," he declared. He looked at Emma, who had turned her head in disbelief toward him.

She met my eyes briefly before raising her eyebrows at Roger. "Seriously?" She smiled.

I could see Drew getting ready to say something. His eyes were on the back of Emma's head, his knee against hers, his fingers fidgeting beneath the glass table. I thought quickly. Drew didn't care about any of this: he just wanted to be alone with Emma.

"Yeah, well... you only live once," I said, making Emma turn toward me again. She had her forehead against her palm, and she peered at me from under her wrist, eyes wide.

"Seriously?" she repeated. "Isn't this for college kids? And what about your foot?"

Meg's smile widened and her tongue scurried to her teeth. She said nothing, simply exuding the confidence of a beautiful, slutty woman who was getting her way. An urge to fuck her while choking the life out of her surged inside me and temporarily blocked out all thoughts.

"I will not be responsible for holding everyone back," I said. "I can go and sit at the bar."

Emma's light eyes, cast green by something at the pool, smoldered at me. The look poured into my brain and then set my blood ablaze, most of the heat coming to rest in my ball sac. Her lips turned up in a quick, sexy smile.

"I haven't been dancing forever," she suggested.

Drew was staring at his fingers, scowling. Emma's knee pushed against his again, gently. She turned her head to Drew, balancing her skull on the palm of her right hand this time. "Maybe it'll be fun," she said. She gave him a grin, the kind of sexy, flirty grin she used to give to me, back in the day. "Maybe you'll find a hot girl."

Drew shook his head, but in a good-natured way.

"I did buy a very nice dress, in case we had a special occasion," Emma said, as if to no one in particular. She smiled at me. "It would be a shame not wear it."

Meg somehow managed to grin even more smugly. "Oh yeah. The red one," she said.

The red dress. The one that Emma had left crumpled on the floor after going to see Drew the night before. Emma met my eyes and set my blood boiling again, fueled in no small part by the barely noticeable turning up of one corner of Drew's mouth.

Was it the memory of that red dress, and the way he had removed it from Emma's body before filling her pussy with his cum repeatedly? Or was his mind on how he would get to see it on her again? Or on how he would get her away from everyone and remove it again?

His eyes were cold and calculating, and told me nothing.

Emma sat back with a look of satisfaction on her face.

"Great!" Emma said cheerfully. "It's settled, then."

***

Emma was standing in front of the mirror, adjusting the red dress to her form, turning to the side to view her body. Her fingers fluttered near her stomach, where a tiny swell seemed to be infuriating her.

"You look so hot in that," I told her, meaning to reassure her.

She smiled first, but then frowned, twisting a little to change the angle of her reflection. "I guess."

"Emma," I said. "Trust me." A chuckle escaped my lips. "You've obviously got the mojo. You were making Drew practically drool at the table."

She sucked in her stomach, making almost nothing happen - except for making the small, sexy pooch smaller. She met my eyes in the mirror and laughed. "You would say that."

I stood up and approached her. Standing behind her, I slid my arms around her waist and put my lips on her shoulder. "You look so fucking hot," I said. I moved my hands down and grasped the material of the dress, pulling it up, bunching it in my hand as I did. Inch by inch, Emma's shapely legs were revealed, tanned and smooth, well-toned and maybe even shapelier than when we first met. I wanted to see if she was wearing any underwear, but I didn't get the chance. She pushed my hands down.

"Don't," she giggled. "You'll wrinkle it all over again."

"Show me what you're wearing underneath," I told her. "Just a flash."

She looked at me in the mirror. Then she quickly lifted the skirt and flashed me her bare pussy. It was gone in much too short of a flash.

"No one's going to be looking at me either way," she said. "You should see Meg's dress, if she wears the one she bought when she went shopping with me."

"Red? Mostly transparent?" I asked.

Emma's mouth fell open. This began as a surprise - with some indignation - but she turned it around almost immediately and looked playful when she scoffed. "You've already seen it!"

"I had to go to dinner with Meg, remember? Because you were out with your lover." I was starting to pull the dress up again, watching my fingers as I stroked her smooth skin on my way up, up the dress -

Emma looked at me in the mirror. She softened against me, her muscles relaxing and warming up. I lifted my gaze to meet her eyes, and she beamed at me with a simmering look, her lips slightly parted. She was engaging in that soft breakage of resistance that I found so stimulating, and my erection throbbed against her back. My fingers were just reaching the crease of her thigh and her eyes were aflame like glittering emeralds when -

She giggled and escaped my grasp, twirling, ducking, and slipping away. "I don't have time for that," she said. "And anyway..." She paused by the bed to organize something in her purse before looking up at me. "I don't want Andrew knowing about our arrangement."

A searing flash of jealousy raced through me. Fuck "Andrew," I thought: he was getting to fuck a hot older woman and live out his fantasies: who cared what he thought or found out about?

It must have showed in my face. Emma's features slumped into disappointment.

Which made me incensed, in a way. I could feel the flush of jealousy creeping over my skin, staining my face, making my blood actually boil. It had been a long time since I'd felt this kind of primordial rush: but now that I was older, I knew enough to bring it to heel. "Oh you don't, huh?" I said.

Emma sighed and sat down on the bed to attach some earrings. "Listen... he's pretty... freaked out by Meg." She gave me a pointed look and shifted her hair to better put the earrings in. They were long and dangly, very sexy and very different for Emma. "I'm worried that if he gets a whiff of us being like... doing the same kind of thing... he's going to put a stop to it."

Emma finished what she was doing and stood up. "You don't want that, do you?"

This was all very reasonable and logical, but it also bugged me. "You wouldn't want that, would you?" I said, and I was unable to keep the bitterness out of my voice.

Emma pressed her lips together and tipped her head. This was what she did when I said things that I knew full well I shouldn't have: it was like a secret language between us, where I was allowed some grace to retract what I just said.

"I did not mean that like that," I said, dutifully.

"No, I didn't think so," Emma said, putting her head back to a straight angle. She walked past me to look at the earrings in the mirror. As she turned her head, they sparkled and slapped against her neck. "Oh no," she said, reaching up to pull them out. She smiled at me. "These might get in the way."

"Of what?" I said. It was reflexive, out of my mouth before I could think.

Emma smiled at me coyly. It was a simple reaction, but it made a chill run through my veins: this wasn't my wife. She was never so quick on the uptake of an insinuation like that. She was quick to roll her eyes about it once she "got" it.

She certainly never took that kind of comment seriously, and she definitely never lobbed it back at me in volley of flirting.

"Oh," she said lightly, grinning as she set the earrings down on top of a small shelf. "Stuff."

I moved closer to her. "Like what kind of stuff? Exactly?"

Emma wriggled away and slapped me playfully on the shoulder. "Hurry up, we don't have time for that."

I stopped her, sliding an arm around her waist and catching her as she tried to walk by. She relented, grinning, but when I went in for a kiss, she put a finger up between us. "No. Don't mess up my makeup."

"What kind of stuff does Drew want you to do?" I asked.

Emma smiled prettily. "Well," she said, leaning in, her breath on my neck. "He wants to do... all kinds of things." She pulled away suddenly and spun toward the bed, snatched up a purse, and skipped to the door. "But I'm not going to tell you what they are... or we're never going to get there." She opened the door. "Anyway," she whispered hoarsely. "It's not like we're going to do any of that at a beach party."

I imagined this might have explained why Drew was not particularly eager to go.


Chapter four


We took a ferry from town to an island, with Meg guiding us via messages on her phone.

Meg sat up front with Drew on the drive down, leaving us with an awkward seating arrangement that Emma only exacerbated - with a wink in my direction - by climbing onto the bench seat with Roger.

From the back, Meg appeared to be wearing nothing more than a shirt, her long legs bare and her see-through dress providing little barrier between her naked body and our gaze.

I was grateful to Meg for keeping the situation slightly less tense by constantly reporting things aloud from the messages on her phone. Otherwise, it was just me with an erection, Roger squirming uncomfortably, and Drew's eyes dashing to the rear-view mirror to try and make eye contact with Emma, who reciprocated as subtly as she knew how.

The ferry was small, kind of crowded, full of party-goers of almost all adult ages. Younger women began to glom on to Drew - and he played along, but his heart was obviously not in it. Emma, for her part, played along as well: she pretended not to even notice. Meg chatted away with Emma, each of them playing their own game, studiously ignoring us men.

But I saw Drew's eyes - and his attention - being pulled away from the twenty-something girls on the ferry, and back to Emma. In them I saw something that unsettled me. Drew's looks were becoming possessive, or obsessive: if all he had hoped for from Emma was a casual fling, that was not apparent in the way he devoured her with his eyes whenever he thought no one was looking.

Meg was behind me when we disembarked down a narrow plank. I had no idea how she'd gotten there, and she daringly slipped her hands around my waist. Emma was right in front of me, and then Roger - and I didn't know where Drew was.

I bristled. She leaned in close enough to me that her lips grazed the back of my neck as she spoke in a low voice. "I think I'm going to look for those gentlemen from the beach," she growled. "So I'll be out of your hair, and so will Roger. "

I pushed her hands loose, getting nervous that Drew would see her with me. I didn't know what the score was with Meg and ... well, anyone, really. But I didn't need some wild card torching my plans now. Maybe Drew would get some crazy idea in his head if he saw Meg hitting on me. I didn't know.

Meg was annoyed when we stepped onto the dock. "You're welcome," she said, pointedly, strolling past me with a little glare.

It was obvious where the party was, and it was obvious that it was the kind of "place" we'd get lost in: the bars, dance floors, and gathering of young people were organized like the scattered toys of a toddler.

Meg strutted ahead of us, twirling in her dress and holding her arms open. "Oh, this is fantastic, I'm so glad we came!" She walked back to Roger and kissed him on the lips - really tonguing him, putting both of her hands on his face and grinding her barely-clad pelvis against him.

"Jesus," Drew muttered, walking past them with his hands in his shorts. A very cool customer.

Meg released Roger's lips, but not his face, in order to smirk at Drew. Then she let go of Roger and became serious. "Okay. I'm going off to find the guys who told us about this, and then go dancing. Emma? Do you want to join me? They're very attractive younger men."

Emma put her hands on my bicep and smiled at Meg. "I'm not much into younger men," she said.

This rippled through the group - maybe except for Roger - and there was a moment of awkward silence as we each pondered the true meaning of what Emma was saying.

Drew looked at his feet and grinned, and I was pretty sure I saw his jaw clench. Meg purred sexually and rolled her eyes. I tried to smile benignly at Emma, wondering what sort of face I would make if I didn't know how untrue that statement was.

Even more intoxicating was Emma's reaction: her eyes sparkled with the mischief she was causing. She squeezed my bicep and leaned her head against my shoulder.

"Andrew?" Meg asked.

"I am, actually, not so much into younger men myself, Meg," Drew quipped. He removed hand from his pocket to point vaguely behind him. "I'm going to go mingle."

He smiled at Emma, who smiled back, and then he was absorbed into the crowd after turning on his heel.

Meg giggled and shrugged. "The man doesn't want to be seen with his parents. Odd," she quipped sarcastically.

I could see Meg was getting ideas, so I decided to put a stop to it before she sent me on some bizarre errand. I was riding on high on her promise from the gangway - to leave me alone - and I wanted to facilitate her endeavors with these young men as much as possible.

"I need to sit down," I said, pointing at my foot.

Roger jumped at this opportunity. "I'll join you."

Emma looked unsure about what to do. She and Drew hadn't had any time to make plans in person, and I hadn't seen her typing on her phone. But she wanted to go find Drew, and I wanted her to find Drew, and from the looks in the car - Drew most definitely wanted to find her.

"Why don't you go wander around with Meg?" I suggested.

I thought this was very quick and clever on my part. I'm not usually one to keep up with all the intrigue in our groups of friends - probably because it usually wasn't this exciting.

I wasn't 100% sure about anything, but I did, for some reason, trust Meg to pursue her own interests. Meg didn't know that Emma knew about me and Meg. I'd concluded it was in my best interests to guard that secret. Meg did seem to know about Drew and Emma, though. Since that was Meg's "leverage" over me, I had faith that she wouldn't intervene in whatever excuse Emma used to sneak off to be with Drew.

My only problem was Roger - but because Roger was on his own mission - to watch Meg with someone - I knew he wouldn't interfere with me sneaking off to find my wife and Drew together.

The only thing I wasn't certain about was whether or not Roger knew Meg was fucking me (I was coming down on the side of him not knowing). While that was certainly disturbing, I had other things on my mind.

As far as I could tell - and it was all very confusing, so maybe I was nuts - all I had to do was keep Drew in the dark about me and Meg, and also about me watching him with Emma. And Meg was already handling most of that, so that she could fuck me.

I supposed.

What troubled me the most was whether or not our phones would get reception. (So much planning and plotting would be required of this evening). So I took mine out. "Do you think we can call each other out here?" I asked, just as the music got extremely loud. I waved my phone at Meg, who was beginning to get antsy. "Can we text here?!!! When it's time to go home?!!"

Meg shrugged, grinning, and lifted her arms. Some guys - I noticed they were in their thirties or forties, and felt relieved - clapped for her as they walked by. Meg blew them a kiss and flirted shamelessly. Roger drooled. Emma took out her phone and started doing something on it, then smiled and looked up at me from the screen to wink.

"I don't know!" Meg yelled.

"Well, should we set a time to meet up, in case they don't -?" I began.

Emma waved a hand at me. "It's fine, look, see? I sent you something."

hi




Emma jerked her head in the direction Drew had walked off, while Roger and Meg huddled their heads together over her phone. Roger said something about Starlink, and we waved the ladies away as Meg grabbed Emma's hand and pulled her away toward the life of the party. Somewhere beyond where there were a lot of people, lights, and loud music.

"I really am fine by myself," I told Roger, as we walked aimlessly toward what appeared to be a bar - tiki torches and plastic chair and table sets were scattered around on a stretch of flat sand that led out to the beach. A large rock and some vegetation blocked the sound and we saw a hut being used as a bar when we rounded the corner.

Roger seized me by the bicep. He had a wild look in his eyes. "Buddy, I may have to leave you at some point. Can we just say that everyone will find their own way home? I mean, as groups of course. I'm sure Drew will either get bored and leave early, or find an attractive lady to flirt with, so you and Emma just make your way back?" He seemed nervous as he was saying this, like I might judge him.

I felt terrible - not terrible enough to say anything to him, but terrible for lying. In more ways than one: not only was I not judging him, I wanted to tell him - but I had also evidently slept with Meg outside their arrangement, and was keeping a secret about Drew. And Emma.

I put my hand on his shoulder. "Don't worry," I said. "I'll tell Emma we're playing it by ear. If I ever see her again."

Roger grinned. We were in line for drinks and arrived at the front, so we placed our orders.

"I really appreciate you being so cool about this," Roger told me, as the bartender prepared our drinks. "I didn't know what you'd make of it. Believe me," he chuckled, shaking his head. "I did not expect to meet a woman like Meg. I didn't even know what to make of it at first."

We took the drinks.

I was just starting to feel very satisfied with this outcome, because everything was going to work out so that everyone got what they wanted, with minimal hassle. But the Roger's mood soured a little and he looked at his feet while tapping his glass with his fingers nervously.

"I just... really hope you won't mention any of this to Emma," he said. Hos voice was ponderous and he couldn't look me in the eye. "She has a real connection with Andrew, she was so close to Gloria... I don't know. I don't want her to know about it, I guess."

I clinked my plastic cup against his rather than tell him a lie. I was now convinced that somehow, Meg's throwing herself at me had escaped his notice, and so it was a secret that absolutely needed to be kept. I wondered if they had some kind of rule about that.

I felt doubly bad about it, given that - while Meg was fun, and she was probably facilitating all of this for me and Emma - I didn't even really want to be sleeping with her.

It wasn't the worst thing to ever happen to me, of course.

But it wasn't my main focus.

"So... how is this going to work, if you don't mind me asking?" I said, after a beat of silence. I was hoping to change the subject.

Roger came to life, suddenly invigorated. "This is what I never know. With Meg. You know? I asked her to put a lid on it, while you guys are here, and so I wasn't expecting all this. But she's insatiable."

An understatement. Another mildly bad feeling roiled inside me.

"And you're... okay with all that?" I ventured.

Roger rubbed his face. "I am, Dozer. It's nice to have you here, someone I can talk to about it. You're the only friend from my past that I can even talk to this about." He sipped his drink and looked around. "You know... Meg's the one who knew you would be cool with it."

A knife of guilt went through my heart.

"She has a sixth sense for this stuff," Roger mused. He looked at me - and I must have looked a little strange, not because any of this shocked me, but because I didn't how to react to such a statement. "You must think I'm crazy."

"Uh... No, Roger, I don't think you're crazy. I mean... I didn't see this coming, but..."

Roger leaned toward me. "I thought about this. All the time. With Gloria? But it was... well, you knew Gloria. And when I met Meg, she just... knew. You know? She knew what kind of guy I was. She brought it up on our first date." Roger shook his head. "I'll never forget that. She just dropped it out there. 'I like to have sex with other men. It's okay for you to watch it.'" Roger looked at me, almost as if he needed to run something like that past me, to make sure it was real. "Who just says something like that?"

I chuckled - genuinely, tipping the last of my drink into my mouth. "Well. Maybe Meg. But that doesn't really surprise me," I told him. There. That was the truth, at least.

It was Roger's turn to look surprised.

"About Meg," I clarified. "I meant about Meg. Now, you: I honestly am surprised."

Roger seemed satisfied with this. I personally felt like a heel: I wasn't lying, not really. But I was deceiving my friend. And that felt a little shitty. "You want another drink?" I asked him, to break the new chill between us.

Roger smiled. "Steels the nerves," he said.

"Great. I call you to go get them," I joked. I had a little buzz going: we'd slammed the drinks and they must have had a lot of booze in them. "I'm a cripple."

Roger stacked the glasses and swiped them from the table, standing up. He had appreciated the childish bait and switch. "It's your foot that brought us here, and I'm hoping to get lucky tonight - if you know what I mean - so I'm happy to be your waitress. Least I could do."

I smiled blandly and then took my phone out as soon as his back was turned.

I texted Emma.

How's it going? 

Roger says we can find our own way home.



But of course, I got no reply from my wife before Roger came back.

***

Roger frowned at his phone frequently over the next half hour. It occurred to me that the messages were probably going nowhere, or that people were "too busy" to write back to us. He kept glancing at me, looking more and more agitated as each moment went by.

His agitation was like looking in the mirror, and I didn't particularly like what I saw. I had to hide my desperation; Roger was fortunate that he did not. His knee bounced his foot crossed over his ankle; he tapped his plastic glass incessantly. He was like a caged animal.

"Roger, I uh... look, man, just go ahead and head off. Okay? Chances are the phones aren't working that well out here or something. I can handle myself here."

Roger seemed relieved to hear this. My own story had been soothing to my own ears while I was saying it, but now that I was thinking about it - Emma's text to me had gone through. Which meant that messages did work. So why wasn't I hearing from Emma?

As with all things that had happened in St. Lucia, my feelings could go from content and excited, to unstable and paranoid on the turn of a single thought. My heart began to pound, my mind filling with all kinds of possibilities: Emma had no intention of texting me; she was falling for Drew and just waiting to find the moment to tell me. Or the phones really didn't work, but because I wouldn't find her, Drew would have a chance to confess his obsession with her, and he would win her over.

Roger's foot tapped, he looked in both directions, he set his jaw and bared his teeth a few times in the expression of a man with one thing on his mind. One thing that wasn't going his way and eating him alive.

"Okay," he said suddenly, then looked at me. His agitated face held notes of apology. "I hate to do this to you, man, you're a good - but I just have to find her."

My God. Did I look this pathetic as well? I hoped not.

"Go on, Rog," I said. I grinned. "Man, I'm not so old I can't understand wanting to get laid. Or, uh... the next best thing, or -"

"It's better," Roger told me. He was serious. He seemed more like a drug addict than anything else. His foot tapped, he made a face, then he stood up, almost knocking the table over. After steadying the tipping drinks, he looked at me. "Okay... so. I probably won't see you again. Until tomorrow. Okay?"

"I think that's easier for everyone," I said smoothly.

"Thanks man," Roger said, and he awkwardly turned, bumping the table again, and then disappeared into a throng of people.

I sat back to contemplate my situation. Scanning the people at the "party," I was relieved that a few people nearby looked to be as old as me, otherwise I would have felt like a total perv. The vast majority of the party-goers appeared to be in their twenties, though, so the sensation wasn't entirely erased. Interestingly, a couple of very attractive young ladies caught me looking at them, and wiggled their fingers in my direction.

I sighed and took out my phone to see if Emma had sent me anything.

Nothing.

My foot actually did hurt, but it looked like my options were very narrow: continue to sit here and hope that Emma contacted me (and that I was able to receive the message), or wander through the party in the hopes of finding Emma.

When I looked up, I found a trio of scantily-clad, very young women hovering over my table. They were clustered, in the way that young women often are, with shoulders brushing and hands on each other's shoulders. Their torsos twisted flirtatiously, and one of them sipped a thick drink through a straw, her lips turned up in a smile. Their eyes were as round as saucers, so I suspected drugs, and sounds like warbled giggled escaped them in random spurts.

"Ladies," I said, glancing around. The tables around me were far from crowded. "I suppose you want my table?"

One of them laughed and looked at the other two, who giggled.

"The chairs?" I asked, noting that empty chairs were all around us.

They giggled again and plopped into the two available chairs. The other girl looked accusingly at my foot resting on the third.

"Ah," I said, pulling my leg toward me by holding the knee. "I have a bum foot," I explained.

"Oh noooo!" one of them cooed, looking genuinely shocked. The girl who had been in the process of pulling my footrest chair away looked ashen and let go of the back. "Oh, I can't take your chair!" she exclaimed.

The other two were on a time delay, likely caused by the same thing that was making their pupils so dilated that they looked black. The three were clad in pink, sparkling dresses, and some of the dress glitter - or maybe some actual glitter - had landed on their faces. They were blond, attractive (mostly by virtue of being very young), and with their dresses and glowing, party jewelry, were at once reminiscent of cupcakes and strippers.

My foot was on the ground. "Please," I said, extending my hand toward the empty chair. "Have it."

One of them laughed and popped a lolly-pop into her mouth. The hard candy rattled against her teeth and her tongue darted around it vigorously before she pulled it from her mouth with a sexual pop.

"Are you sure?" the third one asked. But she was sitting down as she said it.

"I was just about to go," I said, grateful that something had come along to smack me out of my paralysis. I started to push myself up.

"Oh noooooo!" the middle girl squealed, extending a hand to mine across the table. "We don't want you to leave!"

"Yes, stay," the third one said. Her eyes dropped to my foot. I followed them, and scanned her very short pink skirt, which was fluffy like tutu, and the long youthful legs tucked away in all the taffeta.

And by "all the taffeta," I mean a very short length of the material, bunched up at her hips and barely covering what I was sure were also pink panties - hot pink, lacy, with the appearance of a thong.

"What happened to your foot?" the first girl cooed, returning the lolly-pop to her wide mouth.

Dear lord. I reflected for a moment on the fact that, in another time in my life, this would have actually been my fantasy several times over.

"I'm just old," I told her sincerely.

They looked at each other and giggled.

"We know," one of them said.

"We're looking for a daddy," the middle one, the most dangerous one said.

"Kennedy!" one of them shot at her.

Kennedy's eyes flashed with triumph. This girl: she looked like she had gone to class at Meg's School For Lolita Vamps and been head of the class.

"She's joking," the last one explained. "She's high."

Kennedy smiled at me, the meaning clear: She was not joking.

"Really," the first one said, as the lolly-pop clattered against her teeth. She took the lolly from her mouth and bent her wrist, so that the sticky ball was pointed at the middle girl. Kennedy's eyes landed on the lolly and mischief flashed in them. "She's high as a kite. We're actually just taking a break."

"Mmm-hmm," Kennedy said, moving her whole head to get her mouth around the lolly. She slid her eyes sideways as she did this, meeting my own. The ball of the lolly-pop pushed against her cheek.

I am not very good with symbolism, but even I captured the implication.

"Okay," I said, sighing. I slapped my hands on my thighs. I had an erection from this last antic - but it wasn't so much because I was interested in Kennedy. It was because my dirty mind had superimposed my own wife on Kennedy's face, and Drew's cock over the lolly.

That was the porn trope I wanted to see right now.

But I was trapped, at least temporarily, because I did have an erection, and I didn't want any of these girls to see it and get the wrong idea.

I looked at my phone again.

They giggled.

"Actually," I said. "Maybe you three can help me. Do you know if there's like, cell service out here?"

This prompted the three of them to exchange a series of glances and then burst into giggles.

Kennedy was the first to stop giggling. The other two girls had lowered their heads to the table and were still cracking up, but Kennedy looked at me with a predatory nature.

"What is it you're trying to do?" she asked me, in a smokey voice, before licking her upper lip seductively, and then grinning.

"I just need to send some text messages to, uh... the people I came here with," I told her.

She grinned wickedly. "Your, uh... what? Girlfriend? Mistress?"

"There's a wifi network," the third girl giggled, reaching out for my phone. "Do you want me to connect you? What app are you using?"

The phone was gone from my hands before I could do anything about it. In the fervent, quick-moving fingers of a very young girl, who set to typing rapidly and shaking her head. Kennedy leaned over to look at what she was doing, smiling to herself.

"So who are you here with?" she asked me, without looking up.

"Old people," I told her.

The first girl laughed. "Why are you at a rave then?"

Someone's foot brushed against my shin. Kennedy leaned back in her chair and twirled some of her hair with a finger. She raised her eyebrows. "Whose idea was it?"

I stared at her, which made her laugh. Then she abruptly peeked under the table. "Here. Give me your foot. The 'bum' one."

"Better not," I said.

"I'm a massage therapist," she shot at me.

"She is," the first girl concurred.

The third girl nudged my phone toward me. "All set up." She looked at Kennedy and rolled her eyes.

I took the phone, giving Kennedy a meaningful smile.

"Okay," I said. "So... just send like usual?"

This sent them into hysterics. They started asking all kinds of questions about what apps I used, most of which seemed to be thinly-veiled jokes at my expense.

All of this, under any other circumstances, might have affected my male pride. I grinned instead, because they managed to kill my erection: thus freeing me to look for my wife.

"Okay ladies, well... I am really taking off now. It has been... very pleasurable, chatting with you -"

"Thought you said you couldn't walk," Kennedy shot at me, suddenly serious.

"I have a bum foot," I told her.

I received only an icy stare in response to this.

"So I just... can't dance. Have to sit down sometimes," I added.

The first girl laughed. "Why are you at a rave?" she repeated.

"Oh, don't go yet! I'm sorry we - I'm sorry Kennedy scared you. That's..." the third girl slapped her friend and looked at me somewhat sincerely. "Kennedy is always like this."

Kennedy nodded.

"But why are you at a rave?" the first girl repeated.

"You can't dance, you don't want a foot massage..." Kennedy grinned.

"You're here with old people?"

"Are any of them good-looking like you?" Kennedy asked, batting her eyes.

I laughed at this. "Ladies," I told them. "You are clearly intoxicated."

"Maybe," Kennedy said. "But not so intoxicated that I can't conse-"

"O-kaaaayyy," I said, starting to stand up again.

"Okay? Come on. Why are you here, if it's not to have a good time?" Kennedy challenged me. She leaned back again and fluttered her eyes at me. "I really am looking for a one-time daddy."

Jesus.

"I'm poor," I told her. Truth be told, I was feeling very buoyed by the attention of these girls, even if it was because they were high and looking for a sugar daddy. I was also grateful to have the wifi connection. So they weren't all bad.

But they weren't all good, either.

"You're in St. Lucia," Kennedy drawled at me, rolling her eyes. "How poor can you be?"

I looked at all three of them. Now they did, actually, look a bit crushed. I had no idea why I was unable to leave them like that, but I was. "Truthfully? Ladies? You're all very lovely, but I am, uh, looking for my wife."

"Ohhhhh," Kennedy said. "So you're already somebody's daddy."

I shook my head, grinning. "She's only a few years younger than me. Kennedy."

Kennedy made a face and snorted. The two other girls laughed.

"Why are you at a rave?" the first girl repeated.

I had my phone out. I wished I had my crutches, and I didn't really understand what had been done to my phone, but no messages had come through, so it didn't even really matter. I sighed, swiping uselessly through my apps and messages.

"You would not believe me... if... I... told you..." I murmured. Where the fuck was Emma, and how was I going to find her? I took a step away from the table.

"Try me," Kennedy said. I made the mistake of looking at her, in time to see the kind of slutty, challenging, come-fuck-me look that I imagined Meg must have left the womb with as well.

"Okay," I said, all of my frustration-attraction-guilt for Meg transferring to Kennedy. The prospect of a confession was suddenly alluring, and if this girl was demanding the truth, so be it.

"I am here with my wife of twenty-six years, and an old family friend. And his son, who is in medical school. And his new girlfriend - not the son's, the family friend's. And his girlfriend is having sex with me, and my wife is having sex with the son. Who she has known since he was two years old."

Kennedy's mouth fell open, as did the other two's - but not for a few moments, while they processed the unexpected.

"Seriously?" Kennedy guffawed.

I tucked my phone into my breast pocket and patted it, emphasizing both my age and the two fucks I didn't give about how these ladies perceived me. It felt great, because it had been a long time since a young woman had flirted with me - drugs or no drugs, gold-digging or no gold-digging - and I was actually in a place where I not only had to turn them down, but could - and really wanted to. "Yes," I said.

They exchanged glances again.

"You have to sit down," Kennedy said.

"You have to," the third one said.

"Please?" the first one said. "I'll... are you serious? We'll buy you a drink."

"I'll still massage your foot," Kennedy added.

"I'll even go get it for you," the third one offered, standing up. She pushed me roughly back into my chair, almost knocking me over. "Sit tight. You have to talk to us."

"We won't hit on you," the first one said, folding her arms on the table.

"Promise," Kennedy said, dangerous glimmers in her eyes and her smile.

I shook my head. Sure, this was weird and hot and seemed to have fallen out of an old-school porno right into my lap - particularly with the matching outfits. And sure, I was basking in the delightful knowledge that I now had proof that the way to bag younger women was to be genuinely disinterested in them.

But there was a huge Catch-22 here, because I really was not interested in them.

"Surely you ladies have something better to do than talk to an old guy who has no intention of being your sugar daddy."

Kennedy laughed. "I don't need a sugar daddy," she said haughtily. "I just want a daddy."

I stared at her.

"Like daddy-dom," the first girl said. As casually as if she was drawing an analogy between an unusual cocktail and a more familiar one.

"I'm very naughty," Kennedy added, grinning.

My erection returned.

I sighed.

"So where is this woman you're sleeping with?" the first girl said.

"Is she old too?" Kennedy asked, disbelief dripping from her voice. "Are you into older chicks?"

Kennedy shot a look at the first girl, who sighed.

I smiled, intrigued. "Is this an ongoing problem for you?" I asked, unable to hide my condescension or my mockery. I was also genuinely interested in the answer.

"It's all because of these old Hollywood bitches," Kennedy told me, waving the rest of the question away with her hand. She crossed her arms after throwing herself petulantly against her chair. "It's like old is hot or something now."

The first girl shook her head in disgust. "Boomers."

I decided it wasn't worth pointing out that I was technically Gen X. These girls were from outer space.

She then looked at her phone and got up without saying anything. Kennedy continued to stare at me, completely unbothered by her friend leaving so abruptly. Her friend skipped over to the drink cart, and the third girl began handing her large, fruity-looking drinks.

"Do you want some MDMA?" Kennedy asked me. Her foot brushed against my leg.

"No," I told her, and she gave me a grin that seemed to imply that she would see about that.

I looked at my phone again.

"No dice?" she asked, curling her tongue around her straw. "Why didn't you just stick with the girl you're fucking?"

"It's a long story," I said, moving my leg.

"And why didn't you just stay home for all this?"

"Even longer," I chuckled.

She rested her head on her palm and fluttered her eyes. "I bought you a drink. Tell me the story."

My drink - and the other three pink, umbrella-laden nonsense drinks, was headed my way. In the hands of a very attractive young woman, one of three attractive young women pressing me for details about my (now somewhat interesting) sex life.

"It would be very rude to just take off, I guess," I told her.

She smiled.

This was going to be an interesting evening.


Chapter five


"Idon't get it," Kennedy said, after absorbing the entire story.

The other two girls - Maezee (I was provided with the spelling without requesting it) and Hazel, looked at each other and then agreed with Kennedy. "Yeahhhhh," Maezee said, vacantly. "Neither do we."

I was drunk, and had received nothing on my phone. I sat up, smiled at the girls, and prepared to make my departure. "I think I need to go look for them," I said.

"For who? Your wife or the other one?"

Maezee and Hazel were bubbly, pretty, and dumb as rocks, and at first glance, Kennedy had seemed to be cut from the same cloth. But as the conversation had gone on, Kennedy had become more tempting: she was brighter than the other two put together, for one thing.

A keen interest glimmered in her eyes, for another.

I had poured some alcohol on that and talked about sexual adventures to her rapt audience of one, and was now on the verge on making some silly decisions. I needed to get out of there.

"I'm always looking for my wife," I told Kennedy.

"Mmm-hmm," she said, grinning. "You'd rather watch your wife get banged by this young guy, than find the other woman?"

"Truthfully? Yes."

"Didn't she say you could do whatever you want on vacation?" she asked me, dead-eyed with disbelief.

I set my cup away from me and started to stand. "You'll understand when you're older," I told her.

Maezee and Hazel were losing interest in all of this. I started to limp away, taking my phone out again.

"You're seriously leaving?" Kennedy called out, to my back.

I waved my hand in the air and kept walking. I hoped that would be the end of it. Mainly, I didn't need the complications of this very, very young woman at this point in my adventure. But if Kennedy kept scratching at me, I wasn't exactly in the state of mind to send her packing.

As I hobbled away, without looking back, I realized that I had no idea where I was going, or where to start. So I just motored forward, eyes scanning the people around me and dropping to my phone to confirm, again and again, that I was getting no response from my wife or Meg.

This was irritating. I sort of wanted to go back and pan out whatever I could get going with Kennedy, just to spite both Emma and Meg. Where did either of those two get off, just ditching me like this?

The hopelessness of my cause became much more apparent to me the further into the "party" I went. There were large clusters of people dancing to very loud music, and most of the younger women seemed stoned, staring at me creepily, reaching out with sweat-soaked arms and hands to touch me.

I walked around, feeling like a creeper (for all the wrong reasons. I was attempting to creep something, but it wasn't any of the ultra-young women here). I was more drunk than I had intended to be, and the longer I walked under the barrage of electronic music, the more intoxicated I felt. My foot had ceased bothering me, and I lost sense of time and wandered back and forth for a bit. A few girls grabbed my hands and made me dance with them: this happened twice before I realized that I wasn't just drunk.

I also wasn't just feeling high because everyone around me was high.

I was also high.

I stopped and rested my arms on a barrier erected around a pit of dancing people in the sand. My phone told me it was one am, but I chose to disbelieve this because it didn't seem possible that so much time had gone by.

Kennedy.

She had drugged me, I concluded.

But the high was so good, and my mood so elevated, that I couldn't bother being mad at her.

I have no idea how long I stood there, and the drugs I had taken were playing games with my memory, so I might be recalling things out of order. I was thinking about Emma, and how she'd told me I'd have to find a way to make it happen (watching her with Drew) and how I'd failed at that mission. It was tough going, because my thoughts came in rushes of incoherent swarms, before trickling off to nothing but the sound of my heart and the chilly, tingly rush of the drug. The breeze across my skin felt sexual, the goosebumps it gave me felt like post-coital thrills, turning over the vaguest idea of Emma in my mind felt like masturbation.

And then I saw Meg.

My heart sped up, skipped a few beats, left me breathless for a moment. Maybe Meg had been there all along. She was seated on the edge of a platform where the DJ was playing, legs crossed, long hair glossy with bright red light from something that shone on her body and gave her a red tone reminiscent of a perfume ad. Her skin was shiny, like her hair, and the dark tattoos were even inkier and more formidable in the light.

She was moving to the music, arms above her head, eyes closed. Her hair swished around her in its glossy curtain of silk, some strands clinging to her shiny body.

I watched her, detached - both psychologically and because of the chemicals. Confused thoughts collided with even more confused thoughts. For a few minutes I marveled at Meg, thinking she was alone and just half-dancing, beautiful and oblivious, for her own pleasure. Maybe she was high, too -

No.

Meg was not alone, she never had been. There was a young - young - man before her, between her legs, minimally faking dancing. Mostly he was watching Meg as she turned her head side to side with the music, as she shimmied her torso, as she "danced" from her seated position. His eyes were trained on her huge boobs as they writhed withing the mostly transparent confines of her dress. It was hard to see clearly from where I was, but he appeared to have his forearm between her thighs.

A pale, shiny, young pair of arms came to rest next to mine, balanced on the railing. The hands held a bottle of water. The owner had rested her left arm against mine. The smoothness of the ivory skin sent a chill traveling up my arm and across my shoulder blades. My cock throbbed.

"Is that her?!!!"

I turned to my right to see Kennedy, bottle lifted to her lips, eyes in front of her, staring at Meg. She yelled, but her voice was faint in the sea of music. I heard it distinctly.

"Did you give me drugs?!" I yelled at her.

She blinked up at me, her eyes even blacker than they had been back at the beachside table. She smiled, confirming my suspicion. She shrugged, grinning, to deny it.

"That's a crime," I pointed out.

She leaned against my arm. "Do you care?!"

Her silky hair felt exactly like the finest, silkiest sand, pouring down my arm. A ripple of frissons exploded along my bicep and forearm, where Kennedy was trailing her fingertips. A drop of sweat left her forehead and splashed in the crook of my elbow.

"Which one are you looking at?" she yelled, turning to me. She lifted my right arm to duck beneath it, and I let her, as if I had no control over my arms at all. Her face appeared just beneath mine, grinning. I stepped back, and her body filled the void I created. Hot, damp skin. The shape of her young, very firm breasts pressed against me.

Her face was startlingly young.

This was very, very bad. I looked up, focusing on Meg.

Kennedy squirmed between my arms, having placed my right arm back in the position she'd found it in before lifting. Her fingers were walking all over my chest, sending erotic pulses in all directions. My heart was fluttering, off-kilter, out of rhythm. Kennedy leaned her elbows on the railing, thrusting her breasts in their pink and glittery encasement toward me. Her abdomen was taut, and it wriggled against my cock. Kennedy smiled up at me and moved her hips against my body.

I was trying to blow her off, but in my attempt to look aloof, I had only encouraged her. Between the drugs, the pent-up frustration, the anger at losing track of Emma and finding only Meg (superslut that she was), and the excitement of the prospects of the evening, my dick was getting rock-hard.

"Which one is she?" Kennedy repeated. A sly grin was forming at the corners of her lips. There was a competitive snarl lurking in her voice, an aggressive sexuality behind her eyes. Her hands moved between us (I was not dancing, or even attempting to: my body moved with a restless energy that I had to get rid of, though). Her fingers found the contours of my hard cock and she seemed very pleased with it, or herself, or both. "Which one?!" she demanded again, when I didn't answer.

I very distinctly remember pausing at that moment to just absorb it all. I looked out over the sea of bobbing heads, the flashing lights, the red and black of Meg, the noise, the collage of bright, ripened ecstasy fueled by whatever Kennedy had given me. For a moment - a very brief one - I wondered what the fuck I was doing.

Then my attention snapped to Meg, at the same time that Kennedy's fingers closed around my cock and squeezed.

"Black hair," I yelled, eyes still on Meg, who was tipping her head back with her eyes closed and appeared to be having an orgasm. The man who was bringing this on had tipped his face into her tits. "On the stage," I added.

Kennedy had turned to view this.

"No!" she screamed, when she turned back to me. She laughed. Her fingernails sank into the flesh of my shaft and my balls. "Which one is she?"

I looked down at her, the question causing me so much confusion that I almost went into a disassociative state. Kennedy was looking at me with a wicked gleam in her eyes. She didn't seem to be awaiting the answer, but the question churned in my mind, disorienting me. Which one is she?

Kennedy also appeared to be getting shorter. The music was getting louder, the crowd thicker, the dancing more synchronized. I looked back up at Meg.

She was making out with the guy. Their mouths were open and their tongues visible even from where I was: wrapping around each other, darting and poking into lips and teeth before pulling away. Meg's mouth opened wide: at one point, the back-lighting made the saliva linking their tongues gleam enough to see it.

I don't know how long I watched this before Meg's head, resting against a column, slowly rotated in my direction. As if she knew I was there, all along, standing rather than dancing, staring at her as she made out with this guy. Her eyes locked on mine, but her expression didn't change.

Then she was sliding from the stage.

I briefly glanced at Kennedy. She was so shrinking, grinning up at me.

Back to Meg. She was turning around in the arms of the guy, smiling wickedly. Saying something, one arm cradling his jaw, her neck craned to say it in his ear.

I felt hands on my waist, tugging at my shorts. A moment of panic ensued, then abated with a wave of drug-induced calm. It was just someone behind me... no. I looked down.

It was Kennedy. Kennedy who had sunk down, was resting her ass on the lowest rung of the railing, Kennedy whose hands were now dipping into my shorts and wrapping around my cock. Skin on skin. An absurd thrill jolted me: a hand on my cock hadn't felt this good since the first time a girl had done so, more than thirty years ago.

Kennedy grinning. "Is she the wife?"

I put a hand to her shoulder. What I intended to do with that was not something even I knew. My eyes went back to Meg as Kennedy's fingers swirled at the tip of my cock. Their soft touch slid down to my balls.

Meg was done talking to the guy behind her, and now they were wrapped up together, standing. Meg's arm went up and around the man's head, her face was slightly turned toward him. Her mouth was open, her eyes were closed. His hands slithered around her torso, one squeezing her breast, the other pointed downward and cupping her snatch. They writhed like snakes, and Kennedy's fingers writhed in my shorts. Everything was so public, but it barely registered.

When Kennedy's wet mouth touched my cock, I wasn't even surprised. My mouth fell open and my chin tilted. I looked down at her, saw my cock in her grip and her lips open to take me inside her young mouth. In the middle of all the dancing. In public.

I smiled. I put a hand to her hair and let her fine, silken strands filter through my fingers as she closed her mouth around the tip of my cock. She was impossibly hot, almost to the point that I wanted to recoil. It felt so good my eyes wanted roll back inside my head.

I looked at Meg. She was looking at me. Smiling. Because we were at a small ledge, the full scene of Kennedy with her face in my crotch, and her hair in my fingertips, was not hidden from Meg's view.

She smiled, she turned to play tongue hockey with her man again. The music and the dancers seemed more synchronized with each passing second. The music and the rhythm of Kennedy's mouth, the music and the rhythm of Meg's squirming...

Meg had stopped looking at me. I realized then, as she focused on some point before her face that she wasn't even really looking at, that she was being fucked over there. It had looked like the dirtiest dancing, but as she tipped forward and placed her hands on the stage, her eyes vacant, I saw it for what it was.

Her hair fell forward and swung back with each thrust from behind. She tipped her head back and the man placed his hand over her throat as they slowed to a panting halt.

All the while, Kennedy's mouth worked on my cock. She was young, inexperienced, not the equivalent of Meg, but she was enthusiastic. When I looked down at her, she smiled with her mouth full of cock, and then released me to look up at me with her challenging grin. She jerked me off as she smiled up at me, and it wasn't long before a rope of cum fell across her smiling mouth.

She kept pumping me, grinning, before closing her mouth around me again. Her tongue was busy, lapping and tugging at the seed that spilled from my dick. The orgasm that shook me spread out like tentacles, spiraling around my limbs to deliver pinpricks of ecstasy, coiling in my gut, racing along my spine. She released me and a final spurt of cum splattered onto her chest, rolling slowly between her nubile breasts.

I was still shaking when Kennedy started to stand up, placing a hand on the cum stain on her rack. My eyes went to Meg, who had turned around to kiss her lover again, tongues flashing in the lights. Back to Kennedy, who was rising from the floor. She had her palm turned toward her face and was licking the cum from it grotesquely, veins on the underside of her tongue visible, the scent of my own bleachy cum stinging my eyes.

Her hair had humidified, strands of it springing loose. The dark eyeliner I hadn't noticed had smeared, her blonde color turned to dishwater in the lights. She looked supremely trashy, even the pink and silver sparkles of her dress took on a disturbing quality as the vestiges of carnal pleasure careened in my loins like the dying inertia of a pinball in a machine. Her hand moved, her face came at mine, and she seized my head and licked my lips without attempting to kiss me.

It was so trashy, so singularly filthy, that my high seemed to crash into a brick wall momentarily.

My eyes went back to Meg. She was laughing now, head back, hair swishing. They were being absorbed by the crowd behind them. The scent of spit and cum rose in my nostrils. I felt low: my eyes shifted to Kennedy and she seemed even trashier than before - but only for a moment.

The music, which had been ebbing away at some beat that was slowly building like a charge, exploded suddenly. The anticipation building in the crowd exploded around me. Hands went into the air, Kennedy's included. She smiled broadly, transformed into an attractive girl again, and threw her face toward mine to suck on my lips. Her wet tongue licked me and she smiled. "I love sucking cock in public!" she screamed.

And then she had my arms in her hands and was dancing, lifting my arms up. Her sweetly proportioned waist and hips swam in front of me. Meg was gone when I next looked out at the crowd. I was dancing, Kennedy's skin, breasts, teeth, tongue, hair all smacking me amid the sweat that splashed when our bodies collided accidentally.

What happens in St. Lucia... my conscience, in the voice of my wife, sang sweetly to me, as I rolled on another wave of drug-induced ecstasy. And for a few moments, I forgot about my wife, who was almost certainly fucking Drew right now somewhere, another opportunity missed because pussy had literally fallen on me from the sky.

Again.

***

"Do you want to have a foursome?!" Kennedy screamed at me next.

I didn't know how much time had gone by. In truth, I felt like I was driving my life as I did cars in dreams, from the back seat, careening into everything. I had been in the same place, "dancing," for an amount of time I couldn't have guessed in a million years.

Her question snapped me back to reality. I was suddenly aware of how soaked in sweat I was, as a cold chill swept over me.

Her cheek, bouncing with her dancing, was sliding against my own. Her tongue kept licking me: my neck, my earlobes. Her hands were everywhere, brushing against my cock again. "Maezee and Hazel are into it!" she screamed over the music, her fingers on the back of my neck. "Do you want to?"

I stood away from her, staring. She laughed and continued to dance.

"I have to go get some water!" I yelled. This was true: a thirst so profound I would probably have gulped up piss had caught me by the throat and I needed gallons of water immediately.

"That's the molly!" she yelled. She smiled at me and kept dancing.

I was walking backwards. The dance area, which just moments before had seemed as vast as a stadium, was shrinking all around me. The music was attenuating, the dancing seemed less vibrant. I was sobering up, thank fuck.

I leaned toward her. Kennedy did not appear to be sobering up, but launching to another level. "I'll be right back!" I yelled. Then I mimed pouring a water bottle down my throat.

Kennedy just kept dancing. I turned and headed out of the swarm of flesh and glowsticks, grateful to be escaping, fishing for my phone.

I stared at the screen. The numbers stared back at me, unflinching, but unintelligible.

01:47


I was still walking, but I came to a dead stop. Someone ran into me and laughed, slinking by, an attractive and very young blonde.

No messages.

It was now almost four full hours since we'd arrived.

"Fuck," I said, walking again. I walked with determination, my mind racing and my eyes seeing nothing. I had no idea where I was going. The sand shifted under my feet and my balance was terrible, I was drunk, I felt depleted. The thirst was killing me, but I wanted to get away, to get out of there, to figure out where the time had gone and how.

To know what my wife was doing with Drew.

The whole point of everything I was doing here in the first place.

I stumbled in the sand to a hut that appeared to be selling beverages. "Water," I croaked.

"All out."

"Just a... anything. Soda," I said. I was panting. My heart was racing. No one had called me, no one had messaged. I had a single notification: the network was lost. I was freezing and then suddenly hot.

The bartender gave me a can of Sprite. I shoved a handful of money onto the table and left, chugging it. I was disoriented, looking for anyone I knew - Roger, Meg, Drew, my wife.

Anyone but Kennedy or her two friends. A foursome that I was determined to run away from.

I reached the water and re-oriented myself. I saw the ferry at a dock, fished in my pockets for the return ticket, didn't find it, stumbled onto the boat anyway. I found a seat, and sat, waiting, with my heart thumping loudly. I kept a panicked eye on the gangway, planning to hide beneath a tarp covering a lifeboat if I saw Kennedy.

When the boat at last began to chug toward the mainland, I rubbed my face in a sigh of relief. My mind was on fire; I was in no danger of falling asleep. I could only feel anxiety, only replay the scenes I had just witnessed in my mind, I could only hear my wife's voice in my head:

Then I guess you'll have to find a way to make that happen.

As we docked, my phone began to vibrate with incoming messages. They had been sent long ago. Meg, Roger, a coworker back in the US about work, but none of that mattered.

Only one message from Emma:

We're going straight back to the hotel. xoxoxo




It was a mystery when she'd actually sent it.


Chapter six


Iwandered aimlessly and finally found a taxi. I had to describe the hotel to the driver because I couldn't remember the name. I was relieved when we rolled up to the the familiar and dead-quiet smattering of villas and huts. The roar of the water was distant and a jungly night song pervaded the foliage as I walked briskly to our villa.

The lights were out, a breeze floated through the open windows. I went to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror: my eyes were black like Kennedy's had been, and I was a wreck. The scent of her saliva seemed to be suddenly everywhere. I eyed the shower, I turned to leave and march to Drew's hut, then I turned back, then I turned back again.

Out the back, climbing over the low wall of the porch. The ground was uneven, I slipped and hit my knee on a rock. I scrambled to the path, wondering what the hell I had been thinking with that maneuver.

But obsession was taking over my mind, driving me to do things that made no sense, like crawl around in the jungle.

The fine, loosely packed gravel of the walkways scraped loudly in the very dark silence of the night. Only the steady hum of night insects and the peeps of frogs broke the stillness, and every sound I made seemed too loud as I crept - literally - toward Drew's hut.

I went around a bend to approach his hut from the back. Drew's accommodations had a very small patio in the back that had room for a single chair, and a deep rut in the vegetation presented a problem for me climbing to it. There was a soft light emanating from the interior, a general aura of someone being awake inside.

I went to it like a moth to a light.

I fished out my phone and messaged Emma.

I'm here. 



And then I tackled the vegetation after waiting a few minutes in the very cool, very early morning air.

Disappointment settled over me. Meg kept flashing through my mind, her skin red, her mouth open.

I had missed my opportunity for the one thing I actually wanted.

I was drunk and probably still high. I was climbing around in the bushes like a madman. I had the spit of a possibly underaged, trashy girl on my cock and my face.

But nothing would stop me from getting to that patio.

It took a long time. Every noise I made felt like a gunshot. I knew that Emma was inside: I don't know how, but I did.

Once I was finally on the patio, I paused, standing, to let my body calm. I pressed myself against the cool adobe. Crickets were chirping wildly. The sky was black but the stars had begun to fade into the inky night as the very slightest indigo crept into the horizon. I kept my arms plastered to the wall and leaned out, craning my neck, to look into the room through the open slatted blinds.

I saw the white of the sheets first. The bed, like ours. The bright coverlet was gone, the sheets were bunched and twisted. Used. Then the flesh: the soft curve of Emma's ass, the sinews of her back muscles, her arm, a pillow. Her face, eyes closed. A smile forming on her lips.

Drew's chiseled chest, no fat marring the shapes that worked beneath his skin. He was sitting up, leaning on one arm, his head tipped down. He was watching his fingers as he moved them delicately from the crack of Emma's ass up her spine and then back down again.

Emma's lips smiled. She made a sound. Her words were unintelligible, as was Drew's response.

Emma's arm dropped to the floor. She patted around, and then pushed up, opening her eyes. If she had looked straight ahead she might have seen me, but maybe not: I was in the dark, peering around the corner, being a perv.

She lifted her phone and the glow caught her face.

My message? Surely it had to be. She looked very briefly alarmed, then pressed her lips together, and then turned off the phone and placed it back on the floor.

She made a sexy noise and rolled over to face Drew. He pulled away the sheet that had wrapped around her waist as she turned, his eyes happily drinking in what he had uncovered. Another throaty, sexy sound from Emma.

"I have to go," she said, her voice a low murmur I could barely hear. "He's coming back now."

A small flare of satisfaction sprang in my chest: Emma was at least lying to her lover, covering for me. Still, ultimately, she was on my side.

Though I wondered if that would remain true if I confessed my antics with Kennedy.

I pushed the thought out of my mind.

I watched the young man my wife was sleeping with. Drew didn't have to say anything for me know what he was thinking. How many times had I done the same thing, reacted the same way, long ago in the past when Emma had told me the same thing and I still wanted more of her?

He tipped his head, his longish locks falling forward. I heard a growl. He pulled the sheet away and shook his head, diving into her breasts, his lips planting to her sternum. Emma giggled and wriggled, but her hands did not push him away: her fingers went into his hair and she made a vague noise of protest while wholly embracing him.

She let him kiss her, move down to her abdomen, smile up at her, and continue down.

Her hand dropped to the phone on the floor.

"Let me see where he is," she said.

Drew did not care about this. He moved down her body, between her thighs, and Emma brought the phone up to type. I fished my phone out of my pocket and held it, my breath and my hand shaking, waiting for her message.

She shrieked suddenly and laughed, sitting up and kicking herself backward while laughing. "No!" she said playfully. "Wait, I have to see where he is... oh my God, it's so late."

Drew sat up and then back on his knees. He looked at Emma as she typed, his obsession with her plainly evident on his face.

I typed to Emma, unable to wait for her message.

I'm outside on the porch. Give in to him.



My finger hovered over the send button. What if Drew saw it?

As I hesitated, Emma's message appeared on my screen.

Come to Andrew's he's going to fuck me again




I stared at the message. By the time I looked back up, she had turned off the phone and set it on the nightstand. I had heard her voice in the room, in real life. But my mind had been swallowed up by the text message. I struggled to remember the words she had said to Drew.

Whatever they were, Drew was smiling.

He began to lower himself down, presumably to pick up where he left off. His face went to Emma's stomach, his lips grazing her abdomen. He was going to move south, but Emma rose up on her elbows and caught his head in her hands. She spread her legs wide as she pushed him up to his knees again, fingers gripping his head. Tilting her own head to whisper into his left ear, she exposed her neck and Drew dove for it like a vampire, sucking at the smooth expanse of skin between her ear and her shoulder.

His eyes were closed when this began, but they opened wide as she whispered to him.

When Emma leaned away from him, she was staring at him intently, watching as he absorbed whatever she had whispered in his ear. He looked shocked, and for a moment I careened into despair and fury: she had whispered her secrets to him, she was telling him the truth. I stared at her fingers working their way through his hair, the disbelief on his face.

"Really?" he said. Perhaps I heard it, perhaps I only saw the word formed on his lips. The abyss of despair that was swallowing me seemed to open, to confirm my wife's treachery. She bit into her lower lip, grinning, and nodded.

I crumpled. Now I was on my knees on the small porch, hands on my thighs, staring into the room. The world swirled around me, my cock throbbed painfully. What was she telling him? The truth? More lies? Why whisper it to his ear? Did she know I was here - was she caving to her instincts for honesty and kindness and telling Drew the truth after all?

Drew, though, did not have the look on his face of a man who had just absorbed some bad news. It was news he couldn't believe, but it hardly splashed across his face as betrayal or discomfort.

And why would it? He had bagged a beautiful older woman, so even if her husband had approved of it, he was still ahead -

My thoughts ran into a brick wall as Drew sat back - still in disbelief - on his heels again. And then, he grinned. Almost shyly. Uncertainty played about on his features for the first time since I had seen him as a grown man. Emma tossed herself back onto the bed, one hand to her mouth, a grin on her lips.

"Get me wet first. Make me come."

Whatever it was that she had whispered into Drew's ear, he was very eager to get it done. He smiled, he hopped to work with enthusiasm, his eyes narrowed with sexual hunger.

He moved his knees backward slowly and deliberately, eyes on Emma as if she would evaporate if he looked away. His feet went to the floor, and Emma continued to look at him, her knees bent, her finger at her smiling lips. Drew stood at the end of the bed, surveying my naked wife for a moment.

Then he dropped one hand to each ankle, held them for a moment, and finally pulled her roughly to the edge of the bed.

Bile rose in the back of my throat as he slid his hands beneath her ass and lifted her hips, lowering his face to her pussy at the same time. Emma did nothing at first, but tilted her head to look at the blue-green eyes that hovered over her mound, staring at her. As though something were sprouting beneath her abdomen, she arched her back and thrust her breasts high toward the ceiling, arms to her sides.

A sexually guttural moan, the kind I had never heard her make, left her open mouth. And then another. Her hand balled up the sheet and gripped it furiously. Drew continued to eat her pussy, making her turn her head side to side and moan, then squeal, then gasp. Her back fell to the bed and she tilted her head to look at him. Then she arched her back again, fell down again, twisted her body as Drew held her firmly in his grip and worked on her pussy until her thighs began to shake.

He came up for air for a moment, and Emma howled, lifting her head to stare at him, panting. He grinned, and she mewled when he flicked his tongue at her pussy.

"Don't... stop..." Emma panted.

Her thighs closed with a snapping motion when Drew just grinned back at her. She wrapped one leg around his neck and pulled him into her thighs, forcing his face to her pussy.

But Drew moved his hands and wrapped them around her slender thighs to pry them apart, grinning. His face was wet from the nose down. He was grinning. Emma twisted in his hands and moaned with disappointment.

"Don't stop... oh, I'm so close..."

Drew was standing up, letting Emma's legs fall from his hands. He wiped his mouth and stared at my wife, whose face was twisted in pleasurable agony. All of her attention focused on him, her legs spread. She lifted a foot to his chest and then drew it down to his pelvis.

Drew shook his head. "I want to make you come while I do it," he told her. He put his knees back on the bed, extending a hand toward her, beckoning her to sit up. When she was within his reach he slid a hand to the back of her head and pulled her close to him to kiss her. His other hand dropped to her pussy, working between her legs slowly and delicately at first. Emma's body shook as he played with her clit, and she mewled into his mouth. Then he shoved his fingers is deep, and I could hear the squelch of her moisture even where I was.

He kissed her obscenely while he fucked her with his hand - all four fingers seemed to dive into her cunt. He slathered the juices on his own dick after a few pumps and repeated the motion several times, while Emma mewled and moaned and gasped for breath when he let her do so, however briefly.

I was mystified until she rotated in his arms, doing so under his command, his lips whispering next to her ear and her neck as she twisted to get her feet and legs between his. His hands seized her breasts, slid up to her throat and held her to his shoulder as she tipped her head back and let him work on her body like she was dough requiring a thorough kneading. Fingers dove into her pussy, which he cupped from the front, sliding his palm and fingers over her clit and making her legs shake again.

"Are you ready?" he asked her, lips against her neck.

Emma nodded, moaning in pleasure. He pumped her pussy a few more times, and then his hands went to her hips. Emma bent forward, falling to her hands and knees. If she had ever been thinking of me at the beginning of this event, she was no longer doing so: she flipped her hair over her shoulder immediately and looked back at Drew.

Who, for his part, was staring at her ass. One hand gripped his cock and stroked it. Now that I had a full view of him, I saw he was as well-endowed as Emma had proclaimed. Hard as a rock, his cock looking turgid enough to burst.

He played with her pussy with his free hand, staring down. Emma watched him, her ass bobbing for him, her hips thrusting with a familiar (if long absent) need. Drew's eyes flicked to her face as his fingers massaged her ass. I couldn't see for myself, but I knew by the gasp and the tremor that went through Emma: he was playing with her tight eyelet.

Drew paused for a moment, as I probably would have, too: he clearly wanted to soak in the scene before him. Why not? He was a man in the prime of his youth, fucking an older woman he had probably fantasized about since adolescence. He had his finger at her asshole, and she was on her hands and knees, ready to let him fuck her in the ass.

"You're sure?"

Emma made a slutty purr of a sound, so unlike her that I had a disorienting moment. She sounded like Meg, and her voice sounding like Meg's broke some kind of spell, allowing Meg and Kennedy and the whole evening until that moment seep into my thoughts. Perhaps it should have soured something, and in some ways it did: but then it compounded in my dick as a hard-on so intense it made my eyes water. I felt, simultaneously, punched in the gut. Sick.

"I'm going to go slow," he told her.

Emma was looking at him as he drew his dick along her slit, over anus, and then back down again a few times. She howled when he stroked her clit with it, her legs trembling. Drew was focused on her ass as he did this, and while he lined his cock up with her hole, but they went back to her face as he pushed forward with his hips.

"Oh my... oh my... Andrew," I heard Emma gasp, as my vision blurred and a hum overtook my ears. I felt suddenly heavy, as though underwater.

Drew went slowly as Emma mewled, and soon his pelvis came to rest against her ass. He stroked her lower back, and Emma turned at last to face the headboard. Her eyes were as vacant and black with enlarged pupils as Kennedy's had been at the rave. Her mouth was slightly open, she squirmed a little and stare ahead of her, too stunned to speak.

Drew sawed slowly in and out of her, murmuring something that I couldn't hear. I made out "...hot, it's so.... tight.... silky..." He moved a hand to her hair and pulled on it, lifting Emma from her hands to just her knees. Spooning her like this, his hands went to her chin first to tilt her mouth toward him. They couldn't kiss like this, but he tried, his tongue seeking her mouth, his fingers between her teeth. Her head fell back again and he murmured in her ear. Her eyes were closed now, and the only sound I did hear clearly was her moans of pleasure.

He moved his right hand down to her slit again. Sat back on his calves, pulling her with him. His fingers played with her gash - now that I could see it clearly, it was obviously red and swollen and had been ventured into several times before this. And his dick was not in it: he was clearly in her ass.

Emma was the one who began to bounce on his cock, rising up and down, with Drew trying to keep her calm.

"I want to make you come first," I heard him say, as he pressed on her thigh to keep her from moving. Emma squirmed as he played with her clit and made her howl. She opened her mouth and her eyes at the same time, no sound leaving her lips, as she neared her orgasm. "That's it," Drew coaxed. "Good, let me feel it..."

Emma's body went rigid, and Drew smiled. His fingers didn't stop stroking her pussy, which became so wet that I could hear the sticky clicking of his fingers loudly, over the frogs and the night jungle sounds. Emma's breath left her suddenly, like a gun shot. Then she squealed and fell forward. Drew let her, and then thrust into her rapidly as she mewled loudly and continuously.

When he came he drove in deep and grunted, his body shuddering from head to toe in one jerking motion. His biceps flexed, his veins grew prominent and blood rose to his face. Something pulsed at his set jaw, his eyes fixated on Emma's ass. Three times he drew back and rammed into her hard.

And then he pulled her back up, to rest her back against his chest. They were both panting. Drew took her by the jaw to tilt her head and suck on her neck, speaking lowly against her skin. Emma was staring emptily into space, too stunned for me to read her emotions.

Had he hurt her? Broken her? For several minutes it was impossible to tell. Drew massaged her tits and kissed her neck, tenderly and roughly, alternating as though he couldn't decide what he wanted to do more: consume her or pet her.

His fingers went to the side of her head to press her ear close to his. He kissed her tenderly while he whispered into her ear. They were still locked together: his cock still in her ass, probably pulsing, probably still hard. His cum was seeping from inside her, and my wife was depleted. Totally and thoroughly used, a limp rag doll in his arms. Whatever he was saying to her, she wasn't coming back to life.

He wants to possess me utterly.

This went on for a long time. Drew fondled Emma as if she belonged to him: his hands moved with familiarity over her torso. His lips found her earlobes, her neck, her jaw. He made her close her eyes and squirm again. His fingers slipped downward, into her swollen gash.

A smile crept onto Emma's lips again.

Then her eyes opened wide, as if she had been shocked awake.

"I have to go," she murmured sexily to Drew. She wriggled herself free of his grasp. He was obviously reluctant to let her go. She tipped forward, onto her hands and knees, to unsheathe herself from his dick, and as she slid away from his groin he relented. Just before seeming to change his mind: he grasped her hips and tried to pull her back toward him.

"Oooohhhhh," Emma mewled. It was an antagonized, pleasured sound.

"Don't go, Emma, stay with -"

Emma turned to him and laughed softly, pulled away, but relented when he pulled her back. "I'm so soooore..." she complained.

This seemed to inspire Drew. He had seemed like any man after fucking a woman: ready for more in the abstract sense, reluctant to let her go, but largely playful in his attempts. His features changed and he seemed very serious again. Like a man on a mission, a man who hadn't yet fucked the object of his desire. His hands went to her hips and pulled her back. "Emma that turns me on so much," I distinctly heard him whisper. "I want you to think about me all day."

Emma relented, and then she twisted away, laughing. Drew's cock flopped out of her ass, a wet splurt announcing their separation. Emma turned onto her hip, and then swung her legs over to the far side of the bed.

I stared at Drew's cock, which was twitching back to life already. "Emma," he crowed, reaching for her hair. He pulled her toward him, and they started kissing again. He bent down to do it, but pulled Emma back up, making her turn and climb onto the bed again. His hand went to her ass, and then his fingers pried her cheeks apart so that he could dip his middle finger into her hole. I was treated to the sight of her stretched hole very briefly, shiny and open, cum dribbling from it.

"Stay just a little longer," Drew said, staring at her face as he worked a second finger into her. Emma just mewled incomprehensibly.

"Is it sore? Hmm?" Drew asked her.

"I have to goooo,' Emma whined. But her hand went to his cock, gripping it tightly. When she stroked it, he groaned in pleasure.

Finally, she twisted away from him again, jumping up to stand by the bed. Her tits jiggled and she smiled broadly, smacking playfully at his hand as he reached for her. "I really have to go," she said, dancing away, giggling. "Where is my dress?"

Drew sat back on his heels and watched her, his hand stroking his cock idly. "Are you going to sleep with him now?" he asked. A note of bitter jealousy was in his voice. Maybe only a man could hear it.

Emma had found her dress and was hastily bunching it up to pull it over her head. She shook out her hair, using two hands to bring it to heel around her shoulders.

She looked at him and laughed. "I doubt it," she said, taking a step toward the bed.

Drew lunged for her and pulled her to him, burying his face in her tits and inhaling deeply. I didn't hear what he said: it was lost, muffled by my wife's tits.

Emma then dared to look toward the window. But I don't think she saw me. The glance was brief. She played with Drew's hair and tipped his head back to kiss him. "I have to go."

"Don't sleep with him," Drew said.

Emma shrugged. "I'll do my best. But I have to be home..." she kissed him and he leaned into it, biting on her lower lips so that it stretched between them when she tried to pull away. She was sucked into another kiss, and melted into him, his hands busy pulling her dress up, feeling for her pussy or her ass again.

She pulled away. "...or he'll want to know what I was doing. Andrew." She giggled and wrested herself from his grasp. Andrew seemed genuinely disappointed, but he let her go and put on a game face. His disappointment lurked in his unusually slumped shoulders.

Emma hurried around, gathering things up. When she had her purse in her hand and her sunglasses in the other, she turned to Drew and planted a kiss on him. He was sitting by then, watching her, hoping to grab her one more time.

Emma was too fast, though. "I have to go," she giggled. One last kiss, and she spun away, out the door, and I was unable to see if she even looked back. I heard her scurry away in the dark.

She did not come my direction to look for me.

Drew fell back on the bed, and sighed loudly. His cock was still hard, pointed at the ceiling. I backed away, creeping the edge of the patio. And then I tried to creep over the balcony carefully, slipped, and fell into the bushes. This seemed so loud that I panicked and scrambled away, up toward the direction I had come from. The air was colder than I remembered, and I had pain in my foot again, but adrenaline was in my blood and I practically ran back to my own villa.

As I ran, it occurred to me that Emma's phone had been left behind.

I was too horny to care about that for long, though.


Chapter seven


Isaw her going through the door, so when I entered the room, she had a light on and was just turning around to survey the villa. Her red dress was sexily askew. She smiled at me, stepping backward, her hips tilting provocatively. Something was altered in her gait. I mistook it for drunkenness as the door clicked quietly closed behind me.

She smiled at me and tossed her shoes and purse to the side. "Did you make it in time?" she asked me. "Did you see it?"

I was taking off my shirt. Emma watched me, smiling, her eyes drifting to my erection. She grinned.

"Was that your first time?" I asked, stepping out of my shorts, moving toward her too soon and clumsily almost tripping.

Emma looked confused for a moment.

"Him fucking you in the ass? Was that your first time?"

Emma smiled and pulled her dress off in one swift movement. She grinned and turned toward the bathroom. "First time with him, first time with anyone," she told me.

My eyes were on her now-naked body. As she walked toward the bathroom, I realized that her strange gait was because of her ass-fucking. I couldn't see the evidence of her cheating outright, or say really what made her look so used. Her hair, sticky and sweaty, in disarray mostly in the back? The red blotches that might have been in the shape of handprints not long ago? The general sheen on her body, made by sweat and fluids? She smelled intensely of sex: the scent made a wake of bitter semen, her sweet pussy, the partial filth of those two smells mingling.

"No," I said. "Don't take a shower."

Emma laughed and turned around to look at me. "You're not serious," she said, turning around. "Do you have any idea how many times we fucked?"

Her eyes were on my cock when she said this. It throbbed, brutally hard and aching. This made a devious smile flicker on Emma's lips. "Anyway," she said quietly, grinning and looking at my dick. "I'm too sore to do anything with you tonight."

"Because Drew told you not to?"

Emma grinned. Her eyes were on my dick, which she seemed to be reading like the window to my soul: what she saw there clearly informed what she did next. She turned partway, put a hand to her shoulder, lifted her gaze to burn a hole through my chest with her eyes. "Andrew," she said quietly, "doesn't want me to, but no, that's not why. I told you." She smiled and turned. "I'm too sore."

She walked into the bathroom.

I followed her. The ideas that were in my head seemed to filthy to even be there, let alone be shared with Emma, let alone be acted out. I wanted to bend her over and stick my fingers into the wet mess inside her ass, to pry open her pussy and watch the cum seep from it, to sink into her flesh and find it loose and distended, make her squirm and complain and take another fucking, come again and again until she passed out.

Emma turned on the water and let it run, looking back at me. She fluttered her eyes at me and grinned as she let the water run and picked up her toothbrush and toothpaste. I stared at her as she put toothpaste on the brush and grinned at me, lifting it to her mouth.

My hand reached out and grabbed the toothbrush and her fist. I just held it, burning with desire.

"You were gone a long time," she said. Her eyes went to the toothbrush. "I did a lot of things with my mouth."

I squeezed the toothbrush from her fingers by crushing her fist very gently. The toothbrush clattered to the floor and Emma grinned. She shook her head a little. "I'm going to have to get a new one of those."

I pulled her toward me. "Did you suck his cock?"

Emma smiled. "Of course. On the ferry. In the car." Her mouth wriggled, as if she found something uncontrollably funny and wanted to suppress the laughter. "He said it was too dangerous, so we pulled over, and a policeman stopped to ask us if everything was all right." She brought a finger to the corner of her mouth and wiped it. "But I was already done, fortunately."

I still held her other hand, the toothbrush-wielding one.

"What then?"

"Are you going to let me take a shower?"

I pushed her backward, using my free hand to seek out her pussy. Through the stream of water, which was lukewarm and made Emma shriek quietly. Salty water flecked into my eyes but did not burn. I smashed her against the marble wall and pushed my fingers inside her. "How many times did you fuck him?"

Emma wriggled and moaned. It was probably the sexiest sound I'd ever heard come from her mouth, combined with the sexiest motion of her body. Her pussy was wet and loose, full of all kinds of cum, hotter than the rest of her, swollen, a very very hot mess. It spasmed around my fingers and made her whole body react in mild, sexy discomfort.

"I have to think," she panted, grinning. "Oh... Jon, oh, I'm so sore... be gentle... I have to think, and Andrew is the one... the one who... oh...." Her eyes fluttered in pleasure. I curled my fingers inside her, smashing my palm against her clit and stroking toward its root fervently. Emma's whole body shook and turned to a slippery mass, trembling and soaked. Heavy, her weight falling into my upturned hand and wrist. Her pussy lips had spread open around my wrist and they seemed to nibble at me like a big, blubbery mouth. Emma mewled again.

"Andrew is the one who what?" I demanded. I was growling.

"Andrew is the one who fucks me," she said, after mewling some more. "Until I... Jon, baby, I'm... oh... so sore..." Her words fell away into barely audible murmurs, little gasps of pleasure erupting with each spasm of her pussy.

"And you let him fuck your ass," I said.

Emma squirmed. She tilted her head back against the wall and closed her eyes. "Ohhhhhhhh," she complained, actually struggling to free herself. I shoved my fingers in deeper, adding a third. They slipped into her gaping maw with such ease that I added a fourth and Emma moaned and relented to me.

"Did you like it? It looked like you liked it."

"Mmm..." Emma said. "Oh my God, Jon..." Her head tipped forward and she bit my shoulder when her teeth made contact with it. Hard. This only egged me on. I curled my fingers again and pumped her with what was now effectively my fist. One leg left the ground and hooked on my hip.

I grasped her hair and caught it up in my fingers, pulling it taut and hard. This allowed me to tip her head back and look at her throat as I continued to fuck her with my hand. "Did you like it. Emma. Tell me how it felt."

Her pussy clenched around my fist. She moved her head side to side. "Oh... my.... Jon... I can't... tell.... oh....please, please... my pussy is so sore....I can't.... take any more..."

But she wasn't saying this like she really couldn't. I fucked her with my hand as she squirmed, and moaned, and her eyes went from squeezed to wide and then finally to the vacant look she'd had with Drew as her overflowing pussy burst around my hand. It was like her entire cunt turned to liquid and heat, pulsing around me like waves beating at the shore.

She was exhausted then: all the life seemed to pour out of her body through her pussy. She crumpled against the wall, her full weight suddenly sinking over my hand.

Her head fell back again, her eyes closed. I was still pressed against the wall, my insides gripped by a sexual energy I might never have felt any time in my life. The water was spraying off my back and our mingled arms, my wife almost asleep standing up, my hand up her used pussy like a puppetmaster's. My mouth was open so I could in the air required to fuel my lust, and water poured along my cheeks and splashed into it, salty like sweat.

I turned my hand inside my wife's pussy and felt the dense liquid heat shift. Another ripple of spasms reverberated through her body, starting with her pussy, radiating out to her legs. She mewled so softly I wasn't sure I heard it. Her chest rose and fell, making her breasts bounce, her erect nipples afloat on them, noticeably chewed on.

And now what? What about me? "Emma," I growled, leaning into her face. I kissed her neck and twisted my fingers again, and Emma mewled but didn't open her eyes. "Emma, do you want me to fuck you?"

She smiled, but didn't open her eyes. "Too.... tired..." she murmured. Her grin was full of energy, though. The only thing left of her with any energy. Did that mean she wanted me to fuck her? Or not?

Her fingers weakly sought out my cock, and she continued smiling as she made a limp effort to stroke me. I reached for the liquid soap and a loofah hanging in the shower, poured some on her chest and began to clean her off. My hand was still inside her, feeling the way her body reacted to my touch as I cleansed her dirty body and her stroking of my cock became slower, less rhythmic, more half-hearted with every passing second.

Soap formed filmy waves that rolled over her tits and along her ribcage. I surveyed the damage as I leaned back from her - not too far, because I was sure she would fall forward or down if I did. Drew had bitten into her nipples, sucked on her neck, and of course dumped his cum in every hole. I let the loofah fall and pried her mouth open with my fingers, seeking some evidence of cum lingering in her mouth. "Did you suck his cock, Emma?"

The grin formed, she murmured something, her hand fell away from my dick. I slowly pulled my hand from inside her and she wobbled, tipping forward, and rested her damp head against my shoulder. I rotated her into the stream of water. She lifted her arms to put them over my shoulders. "Take me... into... mmm..." she mumbled.

I walked her out of the shower, wrapping a towel over her shoulders as we made our way back to the bedroom. When her calves hit the bed she collapsed on it, and I toweled her off. I lifted one arm, then the other, then made my way down to her legs. As I dried off each of her sculpted thighs I found light marks and bruises in patches of three and four, fingerpad-sized - on her inner thighs.

Emma let herself fall onto the bed, sideways. She reached feebly for my cock again and smiled. Then she seemed to fall asleep again.

A devious, perverted idea came to me. I couldn't be sure of why I wanted it, but I did. Emma repeated that she was too sore, again, almost at the moment my micro-fantasy completed in my head. She was really out of it by then, exhausted. So I figured I could take the liberty, even if it was, indeed, a liberty.

I rolled her legs on to the bed and crouched by her.

"Emma,' I cooed. I stroked her body and kissed her abdomen. "My cock is so hard, Emma," I whispered into her skin. "I want to fuck you so badly."

She rolled to her side, smiling, perhaps it was an effort to protect herself or deny me. "So... sore..." she murmured. "Be gentle..."

I pushed her gently to get her onto her stomach, and Emma did participate in that, rearranging her arms at her sides, smiling again. She glanced backward at me when I went to the foot of the bed and worked my way up her body with my hands, stroking her calves and thighs, parting her legs.

My eyes went to her ass after that, even as I took one calf and lifted it so her knee bent and it moved forward. Just a few inches. And then the other. And then the first one again. As I did this, her ass inched up in the air, her buttocks spread open a little more each time, and Emma just let me do it.

She wasn't asleep: she murmured and smiled. But her eyes were closed and she didn't help me, either.

I reached with my left hand for some pillows and stuffed them under her waist, and inched her legs up a little more.

And there it was: her ass, still stretched out. A gaping hole made by Drew. I didn't even want to fuck her there: I never had, it had never much interested me. And now it was stretched open, a filmy cream-colored liquid oozing from its twitching center.

I placed my pointer finger at the rim and swept slowly around her anus. Emma's toes splayed open and then curled, and she murmured something unintelligible again. I dipped into her body: her ring was loose and let me in without pressure. Her interior enclosed my finger in a superheated flesh and liquid almost instantly though.

"Did you like it?" I asked her, but I used a quiet voice, because I was already enacting my perverted plan. I didn't really want her to wake up. My finger slid easily in the cum-filled hole, lubricated well by Drew's cum. Beneath her asshole, her pussy was such a red, swollen, ungodly mess that I could barely look at it. I had my cock in my right hand and I was squeezing it, trying to decide if I really wanted to do what I was going to do next.

"Emma... Emma, you have to wake up now... I want to do something... Emma?"

"Mmm," she said. "I'm so sore..."

"I know," I said. I was still playing with her ass, dipping in and rimming her with my finger. "Did you like it? Are you going to do it again?"

Emma made a sound.

"I want to jerk off on your ass, Emma," I said quietly. I was stroking her bare bottom now. The sight in front of me was well beyond the wildest of fantasies I'd ever had. So filthy. So used. So intensely erotic. I was outside of myself, outside of anything that had ever happened between us.

I dipped my fingers into her pussy to lube my hand and started to stroke myself slowly. It was painful: my need for release was so intense I thought I could feel it my kidneys, gripping me all the way to my heart via strings from my balls.

I started to jerk off hard, and leaned one hand on Emma's ass to stare at her gaping holes as I did.

And then my wife, who was barely awake, lifted her hands one at time, to place them on her ass and pull her cheeks apart. Her asshole stretched open a little with this motion, and I inhaled deeply because I could feel that the orgasm I was going to have would require a lot of air.

When I came, a rush of blood to my head made me see starts momentarily. A heavy thud, like a gate slamming, echoed in my chest and my ears and I feared a heart attack for a single brilliant moment. I saw my cum spurting across her ass, her gaping hole, her hands, my own wrist. A sound, like a bark, exploded from my mouth and I aimed my cock toward her ass, spewing my cum into it haphazardly.

I had to jerk off for a long time, wincing with the intensity of it, to get every last spurt of cum out, to end the painful pleasure. As I did this, Emma's hands went limp, and slid, first the right, then the left, to her sides.

She was asleep.

I groaned and fell back on my knees and stared at what I'd wrought until I could no longer feel my heart clanging against my sternum.

And then I removed the pillow, pulled her legs out to get her on her stomach, and made my way up her body with kisses, watching for movement in her face or her eyes. But there was none: Emma was soundly asleep, thoroughly fucked, and I had just sprayed my cum all over her.

I stretched out beside her and massaged it into her skin as I stared at her body.

I myself was wide awake. So I spent the next few hours stroking my passed-out wife.


Chapter eight


Idon't know when I did fall asleep: it was light out by then. I woke up to the sound of the shower, felt for Emma's body, and opened my eyes to look for her - but I didn't get very far. My eyelids felt heavier than I could have imagined. I closed them, meaning to do it for only a second, and the next thing I knew, Emma was sitting on the bed next to me, leaning over my body, smiling down at me. She had a sundress on, some lip gloss, and her hair was loose and coiffed.

"Hello sleepy," she purred.

I lifted my arms to try and pull her to me, and she laughed and shook her head, wriggling away from me. "I left my phone at Andrew's," she whispered. "I have to go get it."

My eyes flew open and I propped myself up on my elbow. "Go get it, go get it?" I asked. I was restored. Eager again. Totally awake.

Emma blushed a little and smoothed her dress, smiling down at her figure. "Maybe not just yet," she said. She lifted her eyes to mine. "I really am so sore I can barely walk."

"Jesus... Emma..." I said. My cock was coming back to life. Her eyes went briefly to it and she smiled.

I lifted the sheet from my body and smiled at her. "Are you sure you need to go right now?"

Emma was smiling sweetly at me. Her face changed suddenly, and she blinked slowly. She turned her chin up and grinned wickedly, then took the hem of her dress in her hands and swayed girlishly. "I think you've been a very bad boy yourself, Mr. Dozer."

"No," I said. It wasn't meant dishonestly, because I wasn't thinking about anything but Emma and how hot she was. My mind was filling up with memories of the past 24 hours.

"You came home awfully late," Emma said, taking a step backward. She smiled. "For someone who didn't get up to anything."

"I was looking for you," I said.

Emma smiled. "Well... you found me. At last. At three in the morning." She slicked her tongue. "Too bad. A lot went on before that."

I felt a punch of sweet sickness in the gut. "Emma," I growled.

She spun around. "I have to get my phone. And also it's almost one o'clock. I don't even know if Meg and Roger came home." She bent over - and this was very deliberate, because Emma didn't bend over to get her shoes like this, with her feet together, so deeply that her skirt rode up almost to her ass.

To her gaping, de-virginized ass. She looked behind her from her ankles. Then she put one shoe on and ruffled the dress a little so it lifted up a few inches on the right side. She smiled and put the other shoe on - bent over the whole time.

Then she stood up, throwing her hair back. She twirled toward me again. "I have... to go get.... my phone," she sang, chipper. "And it's at Andrew's. And so I will have to tell him that you're awake..." she batted her eyes at me, "...so I can get back here right away. Without him... you know... accosting me."

She blinked at me. Twirled her skirt a little.

"Tell him I'm asleep," I croaked.

Emma bit her lip. "But you're not," she teased.

"Tell him that I am," I growled.

"I don't know..." Emma said. Her eyes went to my cock. "Can I leave you here, with that thing? What if Meg comes by?"

"I don't have Meg's phone," I told her.

"Mmm," Emma said, grinning.

"I doubt I will be here," I said, egging her on.

"Hmm," Emma said. She took a step toward the bed, placing both of her hands behind her ass, clasping them in a childish way. Her eyes were on my cock.

"I think if I tell Andrew you're asleep... I might not get back here right away."

I stared at her. My cock twitched. Emma's lips turned up.

She got onto the bed, just her knees, and waited, at the end. Mischief brewed in her eyes. "I would feel so very sorry for you, here all alone, thinking about..." she waited, smiling, looking up at the ceiling as though she couldn't remember the word.

She edged forward on her knees. I helpfully worked my legs apart to accommodate her. "I would feel so, so bad about it," she teased.

"Maybe you can help me with it now," I suggested, my fingers going to my cock.

"Mmm," she said. "It would mess up my lipgloss."

We stared at each other, the air between us almost shimmering in the heat.

"You have more," I said.

Emma looked down at her dress and lifted the skirt up as though she wanted to check out the fabric. "I don't want to mess this dress up," she said, with a fake pout.

"Take it off."

She looked at me. Lifting the dress until I could see her bare pussy underneath it.

"Emma please. Take it off." I ended this last sentence as a whisper.

She froze, teasing me for a full moment by becoming a woman in suspended animation, only her eyes glimmering. A dark unease flitted through my head: how did Emma get so good at this?

She let the skirt drop. She shook her head slowly.

"Emma," I groaned.

She was still backing away, stepping on the floor, fluffing her skirt, shaking her head...

At the door.

Shaking her head slowly and grinning.

"I need my phone...." she said, her eyes glittering. "I'm just going to pop over there..."

I lifted my head and stared at her over my hard dick.

She smiled. "I won't be gone long.... I'll tell Andrew you're awa-"

"Tell him I'm sleeping."

She turned the door handle.

Then she stepped out of her shoes and picked them up in her hand.

"I can barely walk," she explained.

And then, almost triumphantly, grinning at herself, she strolled out the door.

To get her phone.

***

I would never find out what transpired in the next few hours between Drew and Emma, because I would never dare confess to Emma that I fell asleep again. Doing so would have required me to tell her about the drugs from the night before - inadvertent drugs. And telling her about that would have required me to tell her about Kennedy.

I was and remain no idiot: I wasn't going to tell any lies about that night if I was asked, but I wasn't going to offer up my adventures unless Emma came looking for them.

Which she never did - and that was something that fueled my jealousy even more. Fuels my jealousy even more. To this day. Because of what I did witness, because of the turn that everything took at the end.

But I'm ahead of myself.

I closed my eyes for only a moment, and when I opened them again almost an hour had gone by. The sleep that was coming over me was the sleep of a bygone era of my youth: drug-induced, all-encompassing, hard to fight off. I was enjoying it: the heat and the swishing of the trees outdoors in the ocean breezes, sexual satisfaction still humming in my body...

And then I was awake with a thud, staring at the tropical shadows on the ceiling of our villa.

Emma.

I looked at my own phone and panicked. I scrambled - well, dragged myself, really - out of bed and then moved around the villa in a series of aborted ideas: take a shower, no. Find my phone: did that already. Go out the front door - no. I needed shoes. What if Meg and Roger were out there, wandering around?

My thoughts were scattered as I paced to the patio and then thought better of it after looking at my legs: scratches on my shins and a large bruise were the fruits of my jungle-diving onto a patio the night (morning) before.

Back to the front door.

The sun was impossibly bright. It was humid, I felt ill almost immediately. Most of this was a lurid hangover, some of it was the quietly burning nausea of my romantic life.

The place was dead quiet, except for a maid with a trolley who seemed both suspicious and annoyed to see me standing there.

I took a circuitous route to Drew's hut, avoiding every place I could think of that Meg or Roger might wander by. The last thing - the very last thing - I needed in this moment was for Meg and her huge tits and 24-7 pussy to wander through my life.

Now that it was daytime, the sneaking around the night before seemed like the actions of a crazy man. Crawling through the ditch was an act of insanity in the sunlight, with all of its pitfalls and insects laid bare. I had forgotten my sunglasses, my eyes ached. I almost turned around after approaching the hut from the back, almost abandoned the plan entirely.

But I was being driven, perhaps for the first time in decades, but a long-forgotten frenemy: all-encompassing lust.

The hut was locked up tight, the blinds drawn, the air running intensely.

Okay, I thought, in a moment of clarity: I had missed my chance.

I started to turn around.

A screech of wood on damp wood, and then Emma's voice. ".... like the air. I want it open."

I ducked into the first patch of jungle bushes I saw, just to avoid being seen. I then slid on sandy ground, tumbled, wrenched my foot, closed my eyes and prayed that someone would find me before I died, and hoped for the best as I fell through the foliage... about two feet down.

Well, well, well. It looked as if I was not the only person to sneak around in the bushes at this resort. An overgrown, but certainly well-worn path, snaked through the vegetation. The path didn't go in any direction I would have wanted to go, but it was definitely nice to find. Some water drainage had caused the small ravine I'd slipped into, and my knee was bloody with a scrape. My foot was yet again fucked.

But I didn't care about any of this. Emma's voice was audible, directly to my left, and all I had to do to see the window she had opened - and the opened wooden blinds that gave me a limited view into the room - was pull apart some thorny branches and bend at a very awkward angle for my back and allow myself to be eaten alive by the millions of bugs that seemed to have been summoned by my fall and were now crawling all over me.

Emma was halfway in her sundress, pulling it up, standing in front of Drew, who was seated at the foot of the bed. "Don't be like this," she said. "You promised."

Drew had his hands on Emma's legs. They were under her dress - I couldn't see this, but I didn't need to, not to know what he was doing. He was doing what any man would do, sliding his hands over the backs of her thighs, up to her bare ass, maybe even dipping his fingers into the cum leaking from her pussy.

Or had he fucked her in the ass again?

Drew pulled Emma toward his face, making her wobble as she stepped forward. Emma's hands went to his hair and I saw her lips move as she caressed his head. Her fingers in his hair drove a stake through my heart: she cradled him, looking down at him tenderly.

This, for whatever reason, poured acid in my heart.

I crept forward. Ants were crawling all over my feet and ordinarily I would not have been able to withstand this, but all I wanted was to be close enough to hear her voice.

"... can't, Andrew." Emma smiled and tipped her head to the side to look at him. "I told you that. From the beginning."

A pause, only Emma's hands moving. Drew was naked, his bare skin darkened by the sun. He was speaking into Emma's abdomen, she was shaking her head. She looked up at the window with some trepidation.

Then a shriek: playful, followed by laughter. The dress went careening through the air. Drew had thrown Emma to the bed and was lying on her now, stroking her hair from her face. Emma giggled. "No, Andrew... I can't, I really... what if he wakes up?"

I could see from Drew's face that he didn't care if I woke up. He was barely listening to Emma's words: his obsession was with her body, with removing the sundress from her breasts, with shoving his hand between their bodies and between her legs.

"I can't, Drew," Emma said, squirming beneath him. But she was smiling, her voice lighthearted. The protest was clearly false, a game of submission, and one she knew she would lose.

This burned through me for a moment. It was so easy to forget, in the sexy hall of mirrors, who Emma was telling lies to. Even as I reminded myself that my wife was here with my explicit permission, that she had expected me to observe her, and at least to know that she was here - I felt an interior rage toward her for a moment.

"I can - oh - tuh..." Emma said, ending her sentence with a gasp. Drew pushed himself up on his muscled arms and thrust his hips, making Emma gasp again.

"Andrew," she mewled.

"I'll go slow."

Emma made a sound then, a cross between a howl of pleasure and a moan of pain. "I can't, Andrew... please... please..."

Andrew was fucking her very slowly, and her mewls were pressed from her body as he slid in deeper. Her words disintegrated, and soon she was only making sexual sounds of pleasure in time with his slow, deliberate fucking.

"Say it, Emma." Drew moved a hand to her mouth, his fingers on the side of her face. He was pulling her jaw open, staring at her. His other hand went to her hip, pushing the dress up, allowing him to seize her ass. "Say it, tell me what I want to hear."

Emma mewled, he leaned his head down to her, she lifted hers and wrapped her arm around his neck to mewl something in his ear. Whatever it was, it enraged or intensified Drew somehow: he pulled away to stare at her and then began to fuck her. Hard.

I could hear their skin slapping together, even over the moans and squeals of my wife. Drew was fucking her in a way that I would never be able to: it was the kind of youthful, unmarried, thorough schlonging that I just couldn't do - not to the mother of my children. He was manhandling her, driving himself deep into her pussy and making her squeak like a chew toy as he pounded her.

When she came, her voice left her throat as a shrill scream, and then it cut off.

Drew looked alarmed, almost immediately, but he couldn't stop himself that quickly. The alarmed expression took over his face even as he thrust into her three more times.

Then he slowed, and then he stopped. "Emma? Emma?!" He tilted her chin, he slapped her lightly on the cheek. Relief flooded his face and he exhaled, sharply.

Another slow thrust - but Emma pushed herself up. Her hair clung to her bare back, in the sweat that had been generated. She pushed him with her, and then up to standing, moving as she did this to the edge of the bed. Her legs were spread, the dress bunched up at her waist, the sinews of her back strained as she moved forward and looked up at Drew.

She put her hands behind her to support her weight. Drew put his hand in her hair, staring at her with his eyes narrowed and his face screwed up in pain.

Emma's head went forward, and his fingers bent and grasped her hair. He stared down at my wife, sucking his cock, his hand pushing her head to him. I knew she was looking at his eyes. I could hear the gurgle in her mouth. A chugging sound, a ripple in her body that signaled a gag. Drew's eyes never left her face, never lost their intensity - until he came.

His mouth fell open, a pop of air came from the back of his throat.

"Oh God, Emma..." he groaned.

A full-body tremor.

His eyes closed first. His body shook. He tipped his head back and then forward again after a moment. His arms and torso shuddered as if an electric shock had been dispensed to the fingertips of both hands. I could hear his panting, strident and heavy, choked off in spurts by the spurting of his cum into my wife's mouth.

I leaned to the right as this transpired. When Drew let his cock slide from Emma's mouth I was able to see it - the engorged, veiny thickness of it, slipping from between her lips. Shiny with her spit, a gush of creamy foam preceding it and trickling from the corner of her mouth. Fluids clung to her lips and chin and to his cock, suspended for a moment in the air before splashing down on her bare chest and the pretty flowered sundress.

Emma rose then, kissing his chest on the way up. She stopped at his left nipple and did something to him that made his body shudder. Her hand snaked around his neck, her face twisted beneath his jaw. I saw her tongue trail along his skin before her lips moved against his ear.

Drew stared vacantly in front of himself, his open mouth closing slowly to end clenched. A pulse of tight muscle bulged on his right cheek, visible even as far away as I was. And then Emma kissed his cheek, and moved to leave, one hand trailing over his chest.

Drew was still staring. I saw a quiet rage building inside him - this, too, was a feeling from a bygone era for me. But I had felt it. Like him, I had felt it for Emma.

Emma opened the door, paused, and turned toward him. He was still staring straight ahead, jaw clenched, muscles rigid. Something was said by Emma: her lips moved, the sound was low and had the cadence of an apology - the worst kind of apology a man could ever receive. I'm sorry, I like you, I really do, and it was fun... but.

She waited for something to permeate his rigid body, which goes to show you how clueless women are. And then she kissed his shoulder, and poured herself and her flowered sundress and her mouth full of his cum into the sunlight. So she would not have seen the way his abdomen flexed or the way a violent crimson flush wrapped around his neck and his face.

I waited in the bushes, sinking down, actually afraid to make a sound. Of course it was my wife Drew had been fucking, and in the unspoken rules of men, he had no right to break my neck if he found me out here, watching her. But that didn't mean that he wouldn't. I could see it in his eyes.

I heard him punch the wall a few minutes later.

I waited as long as I could, in the bug-infested jungle, and then shimmied my way quietly back to the path. I was sitting on it, arms wrapped around my knees, stunned and slightly ashamed of how turned on I was, when the same maid I had seen before turned the corner.

"Oh!" she exclaimed. Her face went from troubled to suspicious as she surveyed my scraped knee. "You fell down?"

I stood up, dusting myself off. "Too old to go jogging," I told her.

Bless her. She surveyed me from head-to-toe, her eyes lingering only a moment longer on my sandals than anywhere else. Her eyes delivered all the lecture required. She sniffed and removed a paper towelette from her cart, lowering her hand to offer it to me as she rolled by.

"You gonna have a heart attack mister."


Chapter nine


Emma was not at our villa when I returned, which didn't surprise me at all. I didn't even go looking for her or try to text her until Meg and Roger began pinging me and trying to arrange a diner date. Emma returned with windblown hair sometime around six-thirty, sand on her calves and her sundress. She entered with a somber look on her face, her body tense and her face screwed up in that way that she did when she "needed to talk."

I was already dressed for our dinner outing, and I was sitting at the small table in the kitchenette area. She closed the door behind her and leaned against it.

"Before you say anything," I told her. "I know."

What did I know? Only what I thought I knew, only that things seemed to have gotten out of control on Drew's end, and that Emma had, in the end, disappointed him. There were things that I wanted to know, in great detail - and things I was afraid to disturb, out of fear. What I did know for sure is that as much as I wanted to have sex with Emma, now was not the moment.

"So we're going to dinner," she said, forcing a smile. She stepped away from the door. "Is Andrew coming?" she asked, scrunching up her nose.

I shrugged.

"He's more invested in this than I thought he was," she said.

Was this open-ended? An invitation for me to ask the obvious question: and what about you?

I didn't. I didn't dare. The fear of it warbled in my chest and strangled my voice, I couldn't have asked if I had wanted to.

"I have to take a shower," she said.

"They're waiting at the bar," I told her.

Emma nodded and walked toward the bathroom. Then she stopped and turned toward me. "He thinks - he thinks that you're cheating on me with Meg. That I don't... not that I don't know about it, but that I'm deluding myself about it. That you're a bad husband." She looked at me with a pained expression. "Don't..." she paused and inhaled, her hand floating above at the back of a chair, patting it with an open palm several times. "Just let him have that, okay? Don't let him find out the truth." She started toward the bathroom. "Please don't make me explain why I want that."

***

If you have ever been to an uncomfortable dinner, I assure you have not seen anything like the dinner that we went to at the first restaurant we had gone to when we arrived. Meg was herself, amplified to record highs, and I found myself thankful that her bountiful tits and swishing hair so dominated the evening that everyone could pretend we were not who we were: deceivers, lovers, liars, manipulators, and everyone with a hangover of some type.

The drive home was silent and we barely stopped anywhere. Roger sat by me and cluelessly narrated his false adventures at the rave. As did I. As did Emma. Drew drove stonily, his eyes on the road, but truth be told, if I hadn't know of his quiet anger or his love troubles, I would have found him to simply be himself.

Drew had to return to the hospital, and no one asked any questions about that. The barbecues resumed. Meg and Emma went shopping and beaching while I resumed "resting" my re-injured foot. It all seemed set to end that way, with nothing more transpiring. Drew was at the hospital, Emma was back to her chipper self, we had an unspoken rule that we were just going to wrap it all up like that.

But in the evening of the last night of our stay, Emma got a text from Drew. I didn't see her receive it: I was stashed beneath a tree with my grumpiness displayed proudly for all who cared to see it.

Meg was bare-chested in the pool and occasionally floating by, lifting eyebrows in invitation and then returning to her blissful, carefree, smutty existence unbothered by my lack of response.

Meg. What a woman. Her Venn diagrams of sex and love shared no overlap, and she was fantastically unapologetic about it. I envied her and pitied her. I liked her very much, and also detested her.

When we left, I told her she was amazing. She smiled like she had known that all her life.

Emma was freshly showered after swimming down at the beach, and she looked at her phone with no more regard than you would give a mistaken text. It was swept away and she sipped a drink with a smile.

We stayed up drinking and Roger passed out at the pool. Meg went to bed, Emma followed me, using my crutches again, up to our room. It was all very chipper and lighthearted, as if none of this had ever happened.

But when the door closed, she sat on the bed and looked at me seriously.

"He's coming home tonight," she said quietly. "Late." She let me absorb this: she didn't need to explain that she was going to go to him. In all likelihood, she didn't need to explain that she was not going to tell me what happened down there. Or that she didn't particularly want me to go and watch her.

I nodded and shifted my crutches. I was old enough to know that it always came time to pay the piper.

I sighed. "So...?"

Emma smiled at me. It was the strangest smile: sexy, enough to make my cock hard. Wistful, enough to make my heart break. Resolute, enough to make me keep my trap shut.

She looked away. "What happens in St. Lucia," she said quietly. Then she looked back at me.

I nodded. What else could I do?

After all, this was a huge mess: Drew was the son of our longtime friend, and though I had never given a single moment of thought to it until very recently, we would likely see him again, at some other function, some other gathering. He was the same age as, and a close friend of, our son.

And perhaps Emma didn't know this - I would never know if she did or not because she hadn't told me anything about what was said out of my earshot, or while I was sleeping, but I knew it: Drew was in love with her. Or at least obsessed with her.

It may seem odd to you, but when I reflect on this entire saga, and every sexy thing that happened, the most erotic sequence I witnessed, the one that gets me the most deeply stimulated, the one that makes my cock the hardest, is the one that occurred that night:

Emma slept on her side, spooned into me, physically close but with her thoughts a million miles away. This juxtaposition of distance and closeness carved a hollow jealousy through me that burned like coal and ice at the same time.

At two am, the phone in her hand, lying by her face with her fingers splayed across it, lit up. I closed my eyes and so I only felt it as she sat up and put her feet on the floor. I opened them to see her silhouette, the glow of the phone on her face. Then I closed them, and I felt her weight lift from the bed. When she opened the door, a breeze was sucked through the window and I saw the curtain billow inward. It deflated at the same time as the soft thump of the closing door.

I heard her feet on the steps to Drew's apartment.

I will never know what went on down there, though I was awake for all of it. My cock was hard, I masturbated to the fantasy that I couldn't help create as I waited in the dark. No sounds escaped from down below, and I was dead-tired but couldn't sleep. Or at least I didn't think I could.

When the sky began to turn the inky blue that signaled dawn, Emma returned to the room. The soft thump of the door woke me up: I was on my back, somehow asleep in that way that you don't fully realize.

She stood there without moving. I decided to open my eyes. She was dressed in a loose sundress, her hands behind her back and holding onto the door. Hair mussed. The strange look on her face.

When I looked at her, she slipped the shoulders of her dress off. She stepped forward, then she pushed the dress down, off her hips, and let it fall, stepping out of it and leaving it crumpled on the floor.

She slipped into the bed, turning to face the window, her back to me. As though she meant to sleep.

I rolled to my side and ran the back of my hand down her back. I was planning to leave it at that: I didn't have a read on Emma's interior thoughts or emotions at all.

She lay like that, inert, for a bit.

And then, just as I had resigned myself to closing my eyes and doing my best imitation of sleep, she rolled over, and then again, to face me.

And wordlessly, we stared at each other for a few minutes. We had a whole conversation - a lifetime of conversations - staring at each other like that. Emma bit her lip. Then she smiled.

And then we made love. Missionary style, about as boringly as an old married couple can have sex, if one were to go merely by the physical description of it... so I shan't bother with a description of it here. The heat of it was not between her legs or in the cum-filled folds of her sore pussy, but in what was unspoken and unperformed, and all of that defies description.

We never talked about it, we didn't say anything while we did it. So I can't speak for Emma, and I have no desire to ask her about it.

After all, what happens in St. Lucia... stays in St. Lucia.

But for me at least, it was the hottest sex I ever had in my life.
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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.

***

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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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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Like a bargain and a good time? Get 5 hot summer reads for just $8.99!
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