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Chapter one



"Ah," I said, scanning the crowd of tanned people in breezy, Caribbean wear at the airport. "There he is. Mr. Wonderful."

I wasn't being sarcastic, but I also wasn't being entirely serious.

Emma, who was fumbling with some aspect of her luggage, glanced up at me.

Emma had gone all-in on the "Caribbean Vacation" look in a charming jumper. The jumper had baggy pants, which was a shame, but the tube top portion of it showcased her very shapely breasts, lack of excess body fat, and elegant shoulders. Her blonde hair was loose and tucked up under a broad sunhat.

She gave this comment exactly what it deserved, which was an eyeroll. But, as Em does with everything, she grinned and squished up her features in a cheerful face right afterward. Her broad cheeks, small stub-tipped nose, wide-set eyes, and huge mouth with thin lips that framed a generous, fun smile - like Christie Brinkley's - did not easily scrunch, however.

She gave a glance around and then went back to futzing with her luggage tag.

I could not decide if this pleased me or not.

I was harboring a fantasy/nightmare about our mutual friend Roger O'Brien. He was, by now, well into the territory of "family friend:" our sons were good buddies growing up and still in touch to this day; he had worked with me for decades; we had taken a lot of ski vacations together when our kids were younger.

And way, way, way, way before all that:

He had gone on a few dates with my wife.

"Nothing happened," Emma always claimed, when I brought the subject up. "We didn't sleep together."

The backstory on this is that I worked with Roger back in the day, and I hit it off with him. Our company gifted us some tickets to a baseball game, and we decided to take our wives out together.

So fine: my wife met Roger. They shook hands and made a strange face at each other, and then Emma had taken a seat next to his wife. Gloria and Emma had really hit it off.

Months later, we started inviting the O'Briens over for barbecues or getting invites to their place for dinner or games. Gloria and Emma were delighted with this arrangement, because our kids were all about the same ages and would play together and get out of their hair.

That's when Emma dropped a bomb on me:

"Okay, so... I sorta went on a few dates with Roger. I think."

"You think?"

Well, yes, okay, it was definitely him, but it was ages and ages ago, and I wasn't really sure until, you know, like, we were at a barbecue. I can't even tell if he remembers me, honestly -"

"You dated this man? And didn't tell me?"

It opened up a can of worms for about ten minutes.

Gloria knew about it, because Roger had told Gloria about it first thing.

Roger hadn't been sure if Emma remembered him, and Emma had laughed and laughed because she had thought the same thing.

So funny! Hahahahahaha.

And then we all continued on with our barbecue and our friendship, because "nothing ever happened."

It's probably not necessary for me to explain that as a man with a very attractive wife, I didn't really buy this story. I pressed Emma on it: what kind of dates, how many times, did you ever sleep with him? How about kiss? How about make out? Why didn't you sleep with him? How did you break up?

Both Roger and Emma had all the same answers: they just didn't know. They knew they hadn't slept together, and they knew they'd kissed (and Emma blushed when she talked about it), but neither one of them could remember what had happened.

Emma shrugged her shoulders and crinkled her face up. "I dunno. He just never called me back."

Roger: "Pretty sure she ghosted me. Why would I not have called her back?"

Roger grinned every time he said something like this, and elbowed me. "I mean... she's your wife and all, so maybe I shouldn't say this - but I definitely would have called a girl like that back."

I had a hard time believing this story, but it was two against one.

These were the analog times of using a phone, because we are all in our late forties. So I can believe it up to a point: it was during college days, and people just kind of fell out your orbit back then.

But there was something in the way Emma blushed, and something in the way Roger shrugged, and something in the whole damn story that left me curious.

Suspicious.

Also, to a certain extent, fantasizing.

And that's where we get to the private part of the story, the one I didn't dare share with my wife:

I sort of wanted there to have been something more to it. I liked lying in bed in the morning after a night at the O'Briens, dissecting every interaction between Roger and my wife. I liked thinking about them having a sneaky affair.

No. I didn't like it: it was more like an intrusive thought that I enjoyed watering and tending to.

But at this point in the game, we had been friends for nearly two decades, and no hanky-panky had ever occurred between Roger and Emma, and so it really had just become a dirty fantasy I was embarrassed to have.

Back at the airport, Emma stood up suddenly, blowing her tapered bangs from her face with an exasperated sigh. "Whatever," she said, dismissing whatever it had been that had been giving her fits. She scanned the people just outside the arrivals area. "Where's Rog?"

Emma had a very peculiar OCD streak in her that caused her to get fixated on things like the loop holding her luggage tag to the suitcase being twisted, which is what had been bothering her just moments before. But these were passing moments of obsession, always something stupid, and she was otherwise carefree - to an alarming degree sometimes.

It was one of the most charming things about her, but it came with a set of frustrations that I had learned to live with.

Her arms went up in the air suddenly. "Heeeeyyyyyy!" she called out, lighting up.

For Roger.

I turned to see my - our - friend strolling casually toward us, looking like he'd walked out of The Tailor of Panama. Hat and all. I was pleased to see that he had aged a little, and now appeared to be a middle-aged man like the rest of us. He was also pale, not tanned, and looked a bit like a poser in that getup.

Emma and Roger embraced, and then he and shook hands. He took Emma's luggage from her. "Is this it?" he asked.

Emma, God bless her, was a light packer for a woman.

"All I brought was my swimsuit," Emma said cheerfully. And also cluelessly. Every man within earshot of her perked up, thinking about the petite, bubbly, blonde MILF who bore a passing resemblance to Kate Hudson, and her swimsuit being the only piece of clothing she had on this island.

Emma leaned side-to-side, swaying with exaggeration to see around Roger. "Where's this new girlfriend?"

Gloria, Roger's wife, had tragically passed away five years ago, and Roger had stayed out of the dating game for years. He had very recently met and gotten engaged to a woman named "Meg" who nobody knew much about.

Emma was genuinely happy for him, I could see.

"She's coming down in a few days," Roger said. "She had to finish up a seminar and a few other things."

"Seminar?" Emma asked. I could see she was wondering whether or not she should know what Roger was talking about, which meant that she was also wondering whether or not I'd forgotten to convey some important information to her.

I do that.

"For her practice," Roger said, with a hint of a strange tone.

I was racking my brains trying to remember what Roger had told me about his new girlfriend, but I was pretty sure it wasn't much. I was also sure I'd have remembered "doctor."

Emma was smiling and stealing glances at me behind Roger's back as we all shuffled toward the exit. She smirked, I shrugged and shook my head, she mouthed, "doctor?" with wide eyes. I made a face and shrugged again. Em rolled her eyes.

"Is she a doctor, then, Rog?" I asked helpfully.

We were arriving at the taxi stand. A cab was available and had the hood popped. Roger made a strange sound. I noted with some satisfaction, as a breeze picked up his Tailor of Panama costume and blew the bottom of his shirt open, that he had a middle-aged paunch.

"Ehhhhhhr.... sort of." He lifted Emma's bag into the trunk, then took mine out of the hands of the cabby who was already attempting to lift it. Roger is like this: tall, confident, good-looking, and commanding, he frequently just takes over spaces and jobs like he owns the place. Even the cabby was confused about his own role as a driver after Roger shut the trunk and walked around the car as if he planned to get in and drive it.

He seemed to remember himself just in time to open the back passenger door instead and gesture at Emma. "After you."

So I ended up in the front passenger seat while Emma giggled and oohed and ahhed about everything Roger was telling her. I couldn't hear any of it because the cab driver had all the windows down and was pointing out every blade of grass on the island to me.

Roger suddenly seized the back of my seat with two hands and shook it. "So whadya say we all go out on the town tonight and then we hit the fishing hard before Meg gets here?"

I looked at Emma, who was the picture of natural beauty, her gaze settling on the passing scenery, her eyes half-shut to the wind that was making her hair stream attractively in the Caribbean breezes. Her tube top had been pulled a little lower when she sat down, and she hadn't inched it back up. "Whatever," she said, inhaling through her nose with a pleased smile on her face. "I'm going snorkeling."

Emma didn't like fishing, because Emma was a fish. She could dive and hold her breath for more time than it seemed humanly possible, and she spent almost all of her time in the water if she went to the beach. Anywhere. Like a retriever, she brought back item after item from deep under the water: lake, river, ocean, pool, it didn't matter.

"You know," Roger said. "I just met a guy who spearfishes."

Emma ignored him.

"I thought of you."

Emma rolled her head along the backrest, grinning pleasantly. "With a gun?" she asked.

"Uh... I guess so," Roger said.

As usual, there was an element of flirtatiousness to their banter.

Emma smiled, rolled her head back to face the window, and put her hand out to surf the oncoming air, like a child. "Amateur," she commented.

As far as I knew, Emma was not a spearfisher and this comment was pure silliness.

But this was the thing about Emma: she had done a lot of stuff, and new things continued to pop up in conversation. So it was entirely possible that she could have been some kind of champion spearfisher at some point in her life - she lived in Costa Rica for two years, and it would explain her superhuman ability to hold her breath.

We waited, but Emma didn't say anything else.

Roger lifted his eyebrows, and I shrugged.

You never know with Emma. I gave up a long time ago trying to extract every single thing from her.

I sort of liked that after twenty-five years, I could still find out something about her I didn't know, anyway.

Just as long as it was something like spearfishing, that is.

***

"This is the house?" Emma said, dumbfounded, as Roger hopped up some stone steps ahead of her. She turned to me and raised her eyebrows. "Is there something you're not telling me?"

"It's an investment," Roger said, hauling both large suitcases up the stairs with ease. We began to follow him. It was steep slope leading up to an enormous, modern, angular house that appeared to be made entirely of glass. It overlooked the ocean, and after getting halfway up the path, we could see a fenced-in pool and the stunning view.

"Downstairs is where Andrew is living, and the rest is an Air Bnb when we're not here. It's pretty lucrative, but lots of red tape... the only reason we could do it is because of..."

Roger kept talking, and Emma grinned at me and bobbed her head. Roger was the kind of guy who loved talking about making money, and Emma was the kind of woman who got put to sleep by it.

Don't get me wrong: Emma definitely enjoyed having money, but her eyes glassed over the minute someone started talking about it. She called any man who talked about money or investments "Stocksandbondzboi" and made herself scarce if she could.

I was not fool enough to mistake this for disinterest in money, because Emma also liked Caribbean vacations, skiing, and driving an expensive sports car that required a great deal of insurance. Her driving record was not exactly pristine. (She didn't wreck; she just drove exceedingly fast and left the car unlocked. With a car theft and two reckless driving tickets floating always on her record, her age got her nowhere. It was cheaper to insure our son when he was 16).

I was feeling pretty good, to tell you the truth, as we walked up those stairs: we had two weeks in St. Lucia, lodging effectively free, with our old friend, his new girlfriend, and possibly his son. Roger was looking kind of old and tired, and he had a new fiancee.

My wife seemed completely disinterested in Roger except as a free lodging ticket and a family friend. While my fantasy-nightmares about Roger tempting my wife were occasionally fun, I felt a sense of relief as we climbed the steps to the stunning glass house overlooking the blue-green water.

Also, I had a nice view of Emma's ass, even with the big legs of her pants. When she stepped up, the fabric plastered to the shape of it briefly. I was a very lucky man, I was on vacation in St. Lucia, and I even felt a bit of a stir in my loins.

This was going to be a great vacation.


Chapter two



Emma was a daredevil, but she wasn't immune to basic safety procedures. therefore had plenty of time to contemplate how annoyed she was going to be with me as her bright yellow-green, self-inflating lifejacket bobbed closer and closer to the boat.

She kept disappearing under the water for unfathomable amounts of time, but I was used to this and took it on the chin.

Emma doing dangerous things caused a very uncomfortable feeling in the very lowest part of my abdomen. Like everything a man feels, there was an element of sexual arousal to it (Emma was fond of saying that all arousal was sexual arousal in a man, something I couldn't fully argue with). It gave me a terrible feeling, but that's the cost of being married to a mermaid.

We tried to get her attention by yelling and waving at her every time she surfaced, but Emma also had a tendency to get very involved in anything she was doing, and this was no exception.

Roger was squinting into the sun, bravely attempting to not look as annoyed as he surely felt.

Not about Emma; no.

About me.

"At least Drew is doing clinicals in the ER today," he commented, as Emma's flippers pointed up at the sky before disappearing under the water again.

I groaned and shifted my leg to a different position. "This really isn't an emergency," I told him. "We could just take care of it when we get back. It's not like I don't know what's wrong."

Roger looked at my leg, and my face, skeptically. "Yeah. I don't know, man. Probably better to pack it in." He grinned boyishly - something Roger was very good at doing. In the right light, he had a bit of a Robert Redford thing going on. "Pretty lame, though, guy, not gonna lie."

He was imitating the speech of our sons' generation. We'd been having a fun time with that right when we'd hooked something big on his line, and Roger had been kind enough to offer me the chance to reel it in.

I had slipped, fallen, twisted my ankle, and re-exacerbated an injury that had, until then, taken eight months to get to a point that I could walk all day without feeling like I needed a hit of morphine.

A powerful burst of water erupted at the stern, and Emma emerged from the water. She rested her elbows on the swim platform after pushing her mask up to her forehead. Her blonde hair was darkened by the water, so the few streaks of platinum highlights she put in it for depth stood out nakedly. The faint trace of the mask made a pink circuit around her features. She was slightly out-of-breath.

Not that anyone was looking at that. Friend or no friend, I knew Roger was looking at what I was looking at: the shelf of her pert breasts, untouched by time or having children, resting on the wooden slits. Or perhaps her shapely thighs, trailing behind her.

Emma squinted. "How come you guys aren't fishing?" Then she smiled and pointed behind her. "There are like a million stingrays down there, right over there." She hoisted herself onto the swim platform, turning at the same time to sit.

When we didn't say anything, she turned to look up at us. The view of her breasts was even better at this angle, and Roger leaning over the stern put a little bit of sand in my gears.

"Jonny here has to go to the hospital."

"Oh my god, what?" Emma said. There was a brief kerfuffle as she forgot her flippers, tried to stand, looked down to see them, gave an exasperated sigh, and stepped first on one, then the other, to peel them off. "What happened? Honey, is it your heart? Why didn't you signal me?" She power-jumped over the transom and came at me, a look of worry on her face.

At that point, she saw my elevated foot, and then must have taken in the slowly-creeping, dark purple color.

"Oh nooooooo," she complained, bringing her hands to her mouth. Her eyes went wide enough you'd have thought she saw a corpse without a head.

"It's not that bad," I said, trying to be chipper.

"You just got better!" she said, almost sounding defensive. When she dropped her hands I could see all kinds of thoughts going through her head. "Does it hurt? Oh, honey, oh... this is so..." She approached me and knelt by the injured leg, put her hands very gently on either end of my shin bone, and tipped her forehead toward my shin to rest it very lightly there. "Oh no, Leggy." She closed her eyes. "This is terrible."

This was so Emma. She made nicknames for body parts (and pastries) whenever they encountered disaster. She looked up at me and tried to smile. "Maybe it's worse than it looks?"

Confession: for the duration of this injury, I did not exactly act like a stoic man about it. There were times when I was insufferable, even to myself. I like to play racketball, I like to ride mountain bikes, I like to ski.

I like to be bigger, stronger, and faster than my wife. Call it a caveman thing. It probably is.

It is not hard to be bigger or stronger than Emma, but it is hard to keep up with her superhuman lungs and sense of adventure. It is hard to be faster than Emma in certain sports.

It is also emasculating to be hobbling around like an old man with a severely sprained ankle, ruining plans, keeping Emma held back from what she wanted to do. It made me grumpy, and it strained our relationship.

I could see all of this playing out in Emma's mind. But she kept it tucked away behind her eyes, and decided to have a faux prayer over my newly re-anthropomorphized shin. ("Leggy" had become a separate entity in the house, and we had celebrated "his" departure about a week ago. I thought Emma was decidedly more happy to see the end of him than I was: she had three glasses of wine and went nuts on me in bed that night).

We all looked at "Leggy" and no one responded to Emma's last comment. Sure, it was possible that the spreading blackish-purple and severe pain I was experiencing were "worse than it looks."

But it's also possible that some of your atoms are currently on the other side of the universe at any given moment.

"Well," Roger said. "I guess we better take you in."

Emma retrieved her flippers and sat next to me holding my hand, a pained look on her face, as Roger drove the boat exceedingly fast back to the marina. I love my wife because she is so empathetic, but I was good and grumpy by the time we reached shore, mostly because of her pained expression.

***

Emma took a cab home to get our insurance documents while Roger went to find his son, in the hopes that he was doing clinical hours and could get us in a little bit earlier. As it stood, the small ER was pleasantly un-crowded, so I didn't think it was worth hassling Drew about it. But there was no stopping Roger.

"You know you could have just waited twenty hours if you were so anxious to see me," a doctor said, swinging an exam curtain out of his way with the practiced ease that TV doctors have. He was holding a clipboard, unnervingly tall, blonde-haired, and -

"Drew!?" I said.

I guess it was true that I hadn't seen Drew since he headed off to university. Then, he had been extremely thin, still a lanky and angular adolescent. Always a little more shy and cerebral than our son, I had assumed he'd have gone into medical research or academia.

When his dad had confided to us that he was going to medical school (in the Caribbean, because he'd decided to do it rather suddenly and didn't have his ducks in a row for the medical schools in the States) I admit, I was fairly sure he would make a bad doctor.

He was just too shy and too odd.

The man looking up at me, wearing a white coat that was definitely strained at the sleeves and shoulders, had a robust square jaw, a magnificent head of golden-blonde hair, and looked like a Ken doll.

Roger clapped Drew's shoulder as he barreled into the exam pod. "I found him," he declared.

Drew smiled at this and removed a pen from his pocket to click it very professionally. "I've been given the green light to examine your leg," he said, with a grin. "But if you want good drugs, I have to call in the attending."

My mouth was hanging slightly open. "Holy shit. Drew," I said.

He smiled and began examining my ankle. "I'm going by Andrew these days, Mr. Dozer. At least in here." He carefully palpated my ankle while I marveled at his supreme confidence. "Wiggle your toes?" he said, frowning briefly. He asked me to move my foot this way and that, stand on it, flex it.

"Okay, well... what it looks like to me, I'm afraid, is that you tore your tendons up again. I don't see any reason to order an MRI, but..." he looked up at me and smiled again. "I'm not a real doctor yet, so I can have someone else confirm that for you if you want. You may also want to make sure insurance covers it."

"Ugh," I more or less said, falling back on the pillow. "What do I do now?"

Andrew smiled. "Well, you did this, what... eight months ago? So you know the drill, I'm sure: Rest, Ice, Compression, Elevation..."

"...ression, elevation," I was muttering along with him.

Andrew clicked his pen and replaced it in his pocket. "How's your pain?"

"Mental or physical?" I groaned.

Emma was going to be so, so disappointed. It was all I could think about.

"Scale of one to ten," he said.

There was something very different about Drew - Andrew. He was no longer a kid. His personality wasn't deferential anymore. It wasn't just in conversation, it was in general: he was owning being a man. Even the way he talked to his father had changed. There was a sense of balance between them: Drew, you could see, was not taking any shit, or any suggestions, from anyone anymore.

My own son had gone through that, of course, but it had happened over time from my perspective. This was a jarring transformation of Drew.

I found this very unsettling. I suddenly felt decades older and a very small sensation of inadequacy sort of blossomed in my gut.

"Doctor O'Brien?" a female voice said from behind the curtain. Drew turned to speak to a nurse through the parted curtain, sounding very technical and professional, and then turned back to me. "Pain. Scale of one to ten?" He repeated. "And not your pride, Mr. Dozer."

"Ugh, five I guess, if I'm not standing on it," I admitted.

"Well, you can handle that with some Motrin or grab some Tylenol 3, it's over the counter here. Good choice. I'll get your discharge ready and you are on your way. Stay off the leg, rest, ice -"

"Compression, god, I know."

"See ya, dad," he said, to Roger. And away he went.

"I feel so old," I said. Roger was beaming in the general direction his son had gone in.

I closed my eyes. That's when I heard my wife's voice.

"Oh my God. Andrew?!!"

Emma, for whatever reason, had always called Drew, Andrew. "Drew," she reasoned, sounded like a jackass's name, and she had always thought Andrew was a "very nice boy."

Drew's low voice carried on for a bit, and Emma's - as opposed to piercing these low-frequency rumblings as I would expect - also dribbled off into a quiet murmur.

Then silence.

I rolled my head over to look at Roger. "Maybe she doesn't know where I am?"

Roger was a little spaced-out. He snapped back to attention and threw the curtain open.

In the brief time that it was wide open, before he closed it again (and before I could object to him doing so), I saw Emma quite clearly. She was leaning on a counter with one elbow, her hair long and blown out by the salty sea air, a golden glow already caressing her skin (she was pale but tanned quickly and easily). Her low-cut swimsuit was barely covered by a loose white shirt and a white sarong - both of which allowed the deep green color - same as her eyes - to seep through their thin material.

So anyone in the ER could see: Emma had a rocking body.

Anyone, including Drew, who was standing next to her. The two were having a smiling, amicable conversation.

But Emma's eyes were open wide and starry as she looked up - very, very far up - at the once-skinny, awkward, now Ken-doll doctor, Drew O'Brien.

The curtain fell closed.

I looked up at the ceiling (big mistake: the fact that we were in a small island ER became readily apparent up there, where a stain seeped through the ceiling tiles).

Emma's face was stuck in my mind, her eyes wide and wet with lust for the hunky doctor.

Nah, I told myself, almost ready to slap my own face.

Andrew was only a year older than Edward.

It might have given me a strange thrill down there, but it was silly. I was obviously in need of pain medication. I wished I could revise my pain assessment and get something stronger.

I sighed.

This was going to be a long, long vacation.


Chapter three



"Ican't believe Andrew!" Emma whispered to me, once we were enclosed in Andrew's car: Emma up front, me in the back with my foot elevated like an invalid. Roger had closed the door on her and abruptly taken off in another direction, muttering something about a parking pass.

I grumbled something incoherent and Emma gave me a pitying look before taking my jaw in her hand and lifting her lips to my cheek for a kiss. "I'm sorry, grumpy man. I'm full of concern for you, of course, it's just... he's like, a real doctor. And just like, so manly now." She sat back and surveyed the interior of the car. "Why are we in this car?"

We'd been taking cabs up until then, because Roger didn't live here and was notoriously cheap: taking cabs, no matter how many one took, would be cheaper than renting a car. Probably by $1.13 a day, but there was no level of inconvenience that would convince Roger to implement a more expensive plan.

It was, however, astounding that Emma had entirely missed the boat on this car. It was Drew's car, and she had been so busy laughing her ass off at everything Drew said to have heard when he offered it to us to get home.

Drew had also gotten me some crutches, so Emma had fawned all over him about that.

But it was less Emma and her fawning cluelessness that had me in a ponderous mood.

It was more the way Drew - a boy, by any measure I chose to use - was looking at Emma. His eyes lingered on hers for too long. They moved over the features of her face while she talked, taking her in.

Taking her in - in a not-very-platonic way.

A guy knows this sort of thing.

"This is Andrew's car," I said, just as the heat in the vehicle became excruciating and Roger, thankfully, opened the driver's side door.

"Okay, we're good. Y'all good back there? Drew says we can keep the car as long as we need to drive Captain Hobble around."

"Oh this is Andrew's car!" Emma exclaimed. "How nice of him. That's so lucky. Isn't it honey?"

"He just knew what a bad mood it'd put his father in if we had to throw down money on a rental," I grumbled.

Emma gave me a scornful look. "It's still very nice of him." She slapped Roger on the bicep as she turned toward the front. "I can't believe it, Roger: he's such a handsome young man. A doctor. " Emma threw a look back at me. "Maddy will be killing herself for not coming on this trip."

I had no idea what this was supposed to mean. Our daughter, Maddy, had a live-in boyfriend who wasn't too awful, and there had never been a moment of talk about her coming on this trip.

But I was grateful that Emma was thinking about Maddy and Drew - however strangely. It signaled that she still thought of Drew as a child, even if he was a such a handsome, successful, young man.

We drove in silence for a bit.

"How is he going to get to work?" Emma asked suddenly, after about five minutes.

"Hmm?" Roger asked. He had obviously been lost in his own thoughts, like me.

I was still stewing a little, indulging in some errant thoughts about Emma and Roger, Emma and a hunky young doctor. My cock was even thickening a little.

But what this revealed is that Emma was still thinking about Drew.

"Andrew. How is he going to get around?"

Roger chuckled. "Beats me. But he's a smart kid, so I'm sure he'll think of something."

More silence.

"Maybe his girlfriend," Emma mused, very quietly. I was looking at her face in the side mirror when she said it, trying to figure out what she was thinking about and admiring her pretty face. She had seemed deep in thought, faraway. It was fueling my jealousy and my slight erection.

Roger - I think - didn't hear her. And I pretended not to.

But I saw consciousness click back into her eyes, as if a switch had been flipped, just before she said it. And then the hurried, quick darting of her irises... to the side, to the floor, then to the mirror to look at me (I looked away).

They were the eyes of a woman who had hoped for an answer to a question she shouldn't have been asking. Which meant that Emma - my dear, sweet, MILF Emma, had been thinking about Andrew that whole time, and then set out to fish for a piece of information like that.

I alternated staring at my inexplicably hardening cock, and Emma's face in the mirror.

She was back in deep thought.

***

It was late afternoon when we got back to the huge glass house, and I was tired. I made my excuses and went to the room reserved for me and Emma, lay down, and feel into a deep sleep in the breezy heat with the sound of the ocean outside.

Emma's laugh - higher-pitched than her voice, lilted and carefree - caressed my ears at the same time as an especially forceful breeze grazed my arms and back. Sluggish, as though severely drugged, I lifted my torso from the bed and surveyed the room. I felt like my legs and arms were made of concrete, and dedicated some time to that thought (what had I taken? This was quite a reaction to Tylenol 3). Emma's laugh was distant, and sounded like it was coming from outside.

I struggled to get up and trudge toward the window. Floor to ceiling glass looked out onto the sweep of a large set of stairs, a pool deck, and the continued path through dense vegetation down to the beach. Another laugh from Emma. I felt dizzy, overly drugged: the thought entered my head that I had been drugged. I put my hand on a heavy concrete pillar to lean my forehead against the glass.

Emma was standing on the pool deck in her green swimsuit... or was it another suit? I was so groggy. I wiped my eyes and looked again, my forehead and nose tingling with the drugs that wanted to pull me back under, back to sleep...

The swimsuit was black. And she was taking it... off?

Emma was standing in front of a lounger, where Roger was stretched out with a drink in his hand and his Tailor of Panama costume.

My wife, laughing, was doing a strip tease for him. She moved her arm in a theatrical gesture and the top of the suit went with it, baring her breasts. She laughed again, looking at Roger.

It must be a joke, a voice inside my head told me.

Roger seemed suddenly less reclined. He was sitting up, interested. Emma was smiling at him as she let the bikini top drop from her outstretched hand.

I swallowed, a dry lump in my throat screaming for water. The dizziness and heaviness in my body surfaced again, stronger than before. I must have been drugged. I stood watching my wife shimmy from her swimsuit bottom, revealing the very, very sexy Brazilian wax she had dared to get before coming here.

Yes, they had drugged me. My friend and my wife. So that I would sleep through the afternoon while they got up to their long, drawn-out affair. The betrayal sliced into my chest. My wife was climbing onto the lounger now, her head tossed back, more of her laughter echoing all around the patio and the house, carried by the breezes.

Roger's hands slid along her thighs as though intimately familiar with her curves already. He lay back down, and Emma hovered over him, straddling him, playing with her full, gorgeous tits the way I always wished she would for me. One knee at a time, she advanced toward Roger's face, and then lowered her smooth-skinned pussy to his open, eager mouth.

More laughter.

I had my hand on my cock now, I was masturbating furiously. Emma dropped a hand to Roger's hair and grabbed it forcefully. At the same time, she moved her hips side-to-side and spread her knees further apart, settling her pussy and her weight on Roger's face.

I was jerking myself off hard now, but I wasn't getting anywhere. Not so for my wife, who was laughing and rolling her hips on Roger's face like she was riding a bull at a rodeo. One hand was even up in the air...

The dizziness took over. The glass window was suddenly gone, and I tipped forward. Dick in hand, I fell slowly over the balcony, slowly enough that Emma had time to look up and see me gliding down like a paper airplane, my hand on my cock.

She smiled, and laughed, as I landed on my knees on the cement, somehow unscathed.

"Oh, Roger!" she cried out, looking at me and yanking on Roger's head so hard that his forehead was pulled up, and his startling eyes looked at me over her mound. Emma was smiling a sly smile, watching my face, laughing again as I attempted to jerk myself off, getting nowhere. The drugs began to creep back into my head, stars and blinking squares of red, green and pink filling my vision. I was passing out on my knees on the pool deck with my deck in my hand, the last thing to disappear from my vision being my wife's open-mouthed smile. "Roger! Roger, stop, it's too good!"

I sat up in the bed, sweat pouring from my body.

Emma's laugh was real, tittering from down below the glass window I hadn't fallen through.

My erection was also real, raising the light sheet I did not remember putting over myself.

The sun was already setting, though, and it wasn't especially hot. Curtains billowed through the open window. I shook my head: I was also not "drugged."

My heart was racing, though.

"Roger, stop it!" Emma's voice said, ending in an appreciative laugh. She said something else and it was unintelligible. This was her real voice, bouncing up from the pool deck.

A dream. That was all.

I did my best not to think about it as I hobbled to the adjacent bathroom and turned the water on to a tepid stream. Someone had advised me that if you refused to think about your dreams after you woke up, you'd forget them - and I wanted to forget that dream, the visceral feeling of betrayal...

Didn't I?

Evidently not. I got in, I tried turning the water on cold, it made me miserable. Emma's voice kept skittering into the room, laughing. It was too easy to lean my arm against the marble wall, drop my hand to my cock - which was not of the mind to forget that dream, either - and think about Emma riding Roger's face like a cowgirl, while I actually relieved the building pain in my dick.

As luck would have it, I let out a bark like a seal when I came. My eyes popped open and I heard Emma's footsteps, luckily enough, before she came barreling into the room. The wad of white cum was sliding slowly down the shower wall, but I was standing facing the other way and pretending to wash my hair when she came into the bathroom with a look of concern on her face.

"Oh! Honey! You're okay... are you okay?"

I wiped water from face in the most masculine way I could think of and opened my eyes. "Huh?"

She was looking at my leg. "You yelled. Did you hurt yourself?"

Her eyes went to my cock. A faint smile developed on her lips.

Her eyes moved up to my face. I was frozen in some kind of blend of humiliation and fear, the freezing stun of being almost caught, the flush of my orgasm creeping up to my cheeks and neck.

Emma was in her green swimsuit, and sarong, and blouse. She looked gorgeous, to be sure, but she had not just taken off her clothing for Roger, nor was she prancing around doing stripteases.

Another glance at my cock, a small smile. "Well," she said, and I got a full grin before she looked up at my eyes. I was standing there like an imbecile, looking confused, water pouring onto my head and running into my eyes, which I had to keep wiping. "We can put that to good use later, but for now, I came to get you up..." she paused to let a grin turn up the corner of her mouth and her eyes to drop again to my still-swollen cock.

I was fairly sure I was blocking her view of the cum glob sliding down the wall, but thinking about her seeing it was actually a force for hardness in the situation.

Her eyes went back to my face, and her head moved slowly side to side - just the tiniest amount. "...for dinner. I guess Meg is delayed, but Doctor O'Brien might make an appearance any minute so, uh..."

Her eyes, which probably only went to my cock like once a month these days (we were in the roll-over-and-fuck-in-the-morning-occasionally stage of our marriage), dropped again and what she saw seemed to make her smile - however faintly. "... save that for later," she purred.

She winked at me, and then she was gone.

I stood there for a moment, bewildered by the entire sequence of events, unsure if I was really awake yet or not. And then I turned slowly, held my hands out to funnel water to the slow-moving cum stain, and decided that such a tawdry detail would never make it into a dream.

My wife of twenty-five years really had told me to save my dick for later. While smiling!

This was going to be a great vacation.


Chapter four



Doctor O'Brien did not make an appearance "any minute," so instead we grilled some steaks, and then got to drinking and reminiscing.

I had to hobble down the steps on my crutches, which was irritating and humiliating (Emma and Roger insisted on standing in front of me and coaxing me like a toddler. Occasionally, they reached out - unnecessarily, I might add - to brace me from falling on a narrow step).

Once down there, I concluded that I would never be going down the steps again, so I decided to live it up at my one and only visit to the pool.

Sinking into whiskey as I did, I also fell into a bad mood. My foot injury was ticking me off, and now I was going to hobble around on vacation, bringing everyone down.

I began to moan and bitch to this effect, hating myself a little as I did it. But I was drunk, and Emma was giving me "the look" - a tired, impatient look that meant she was annoyed and I was ruining her fun. This started a positive-feedback loop that was likely to end badly, but like all drunken cycles, it was too late to save myself.

I was feeling very, very sorry for myself indeed.

And beginning to get on everyone's nerves, which only made me feel sorrier for myself.

Emma tried twice to serve me a watered-down drink, and I became even more annoyed (how dare she!) and reached across the table to pour more in while glaring grumpily at her.

Roger ignored this the first time, but the second time, he exchanged a look with Emma and reached for the bottle. Too late, I swiped it victoriously toward my lap and unscrewed it.

"Whoa," he joked. "That's a lot of whiskey to be pouring on those pain killers."

"That's all just a bunch of corporate shit they have to tell you to keep you from getting anywhere near wasted. The guidelines are... if they tell you you can take ten pills a day, you can actually probably take like twice that amount and be fine," I commented, channeling my best drunken bastard voice.

Like any man, I am an expert in all things after a few glasses of unmeasured hard liquor.

Emma scrunched up her face and looked at Roger helplessly. You see what I have to deal with?

"That goes for booze, too," I said, even though nobody was arguing with me. I poured some whiskey into the glass of Diet Coke and ice Emma was trying to pass off as a cocktail. "I'm fine," I continued. "If I'm gonna be sitting in bed for two weeks on vacation, I'm gonna be drunk."

Emma adjusted her legs, which she was displaying shamelessly across another chair, and shook her head.

"Okay, bud," Roger said, smiling weakly at me and standing up to snatch the bottle from my hands.

"Damn straight," I said, grumpily. I was all-in at this point: might as well be. I had ruined my chances for sex with my wife, my leg hurt in spite of all the booze - I might even argue, because of all the booze, as a strange new nerve pain had begun to sizzle in my ankle - and I was realizing that I'd probably have to sleep down there, because there was no way I was getting up those stairs like this.

I looked at Emma. She was pissed off. Maybe to someone else, she might not have seemed so. But her lips had formed a thin pursed line. Bad news. The single sign of aging on her face - a wrinkle above her left eyebrow only, and really only visible when she furrowed her brow - was deepening.

I poured a lot of whiskey into my glass, belligerently, staring Emma down.

I was off the rails.

Emma met my gaze with the stoic expression of a woman who had been married to someone for a long time and occasionally had to deal with him throwing a temper tantrum or drinking too much. She very clearly radiated to me that she was not going to let my shitty mood ruin her vacation.

Her mouth started to open, and even as it did, I was lifting the glass to my lips to slam the whiskey, because I was sure what she would say next would be an order to go to bed, and I was also sure that I'd probably do it. I'm old enough now to know when I'm being an ass.

But the icy cool of her blue eyes shifted away, her attention caught by movement of some kind. The open mouth turned from scorn to a genuine grin, and she lifted a hand and waved. Her attention was totally stolen away.

"Look who it is!" she said cheerfully. "Andrew!"

I gulped my drink, supposing Andrew the Great Doctor would probably nix my booze.

Fuck him, I thought miserably. He was a young kid and he didn't know what it was like to be an old decrepit man, wallowing in his misery and pissing his wife off while on an expensive vacation in the Caribbean. He could pry that whiskey from my cold, dead hands.

I watched my wife as Andrew descended. I didn't look at him, because I was drinking my drink and using my other hand to unscrew the cap on the whiskey and hopefully pour more in before I got busted. Sure, I could taste the hangover on my lips, and it was going to suck - but then again, it's not like I was going to have a good day tomorrow, anyway.

Emma's face was glowing. Her eyes tracked his movements, and she beamed and beamed at him. Which was fine: she was, after all, a mother figure to him. Gloria would have looked at our Edward the same way if she was still alive and Edward had gone to medical school (even in the Caribbean).

But as the seconds ticked by, the look seemed to transform.

And then Emma's eyes went down. Quickly, to focus on her thighs. The smile lingered on her lips, and a warm flush turned her wide, Scandinavian cheeks a faint pink hue beneath her tan skin. Momentarily. Then the smile faded and Emma seemed to be concentrating on the glass table with all the powers of her intellect.

Roger stood up to hug his son, clapping him on the back as he did. The thumps landed on a very solid material and it was reflected in the sound.

I was still staring at Emma, whose eyes went briefly to them, and then just as quickly back to her hands. It looked like she needed a few seconds to compose herself.

I dropped the cap I'd been unscrewing and it rattled away on the patio floor. No one noticed.

"How's the patient?" Drew said, and one of his hands fell on my shoulder.

"Wasted," Emma said, without hesitation. She turned fully toward me and folded her arms sexily over each other on the tabletop. Her features transformed into a cheerful, friendly, sexy look, and I almost mistook it as directed at me. "Maybe you can talk some sense into him."

Drew patted me lightly on the shoulder and ignored Emma's request (good man), but moved to my right and pulled out a chair to sit in. And sit in it he did: his long, lean, youthful limbs barely fit, his stomach remained flat, and his bicep shoved itself right in my face, because I was slouching.

"I'm off the clock right now," he told Emma, with a grin.

Emma seemed taken aback by this. She put a hand behind her neck and leaned on it, flouncing her hair a little. Then she batted her eyes at Drew. It seemed flirtatious. "Surely you could tell him he shouldn't wash his Tylenol down with half a bottle of whiskey."

I shifted my eyes to Drew, who was shaking his head and had brought his hands to his face to rub it. "Mrs. Dozer, I just came off a 24-hour shift and I am wiped." He looked at me. "You know you're not supposed to do that, right?"

I lifted the bottle and my glass and set them on the table to pour myself some more whiskey, nodding.

Emma rolled her eyes.

Roger was settling into his chair again and ignored me. "Surprised to see you here," he said to Drew, obviously delighted. "Can I grill you a steak?"

A pause of unknown tone occurred here. Roger seemed to be expecting Drew to say no, and Drew himself seemed to be surprised by his own answer. "Uh... you know? Sure. Why not?"

Emma grinned and looked at Roger. Then back at Drew. Still smiling.

Roger got up, presumably to fetch another steak. "Say, Doze, you want to head up to bed? While we have Drew -"

"Andrew," Drew interjected, half-heartedly, clearly having had to do so before.

A smile from Emma, and a flirtatious glance at Andrew. Drew mouthed "more professional" at her and Roger lost his train of thought.

"...here," Roger finished, weakly.

"So, Drew," I said, leaving time for him to challenge me into saying Andrew.

He declined by smiling at Emma. Emma smiled back at him.

A small part of me became incensed, in the way only a drunk can do: of course, they were all in cahoots. "This is a really nice place to attend medical school."

Drew laughed. Emma was gazing at him like he had just invented the cure for cancer.

"It's not, actually. It's probably the worst place to attend medical school I can think of and I'll be somewhat damaged goods in the States. But... that's what I get for slacking off, I guess."

I boiled a little, staring at Emma. I had actually planned on inserting a little dig at Drew attending medical school in the Caribbean, where all the rejected med school applicants flocked.

Emma ignored all of this and smiled. "What's so bad about it?" she asked, spreading her arms wide to indicate the house, the beach, the balmy breezes caressing her hair.

And then her eyes darted a little and her mouth twisted in a strange smile. She folded herself up in her chair, still grinning, seemingly unbothered by Drew not giving her an answer. "Do you get any time off, ever? Will we even get to see you?"

I shifted my eyes to Drew, suspiciously. He was a big, tall, healthy, virile specimen of a man now. The awkwardness that he had shown as a boy - the shyness, the nerdiness, the insecurity - were all gone. He was always a tall guy, and he was still thin, but he seemed to take up three times as much space as before. He was wearing long khaki shorts, a t-shirt with no branding that made him look like Adonis, and had his big legs (that obviously saw leg day) spread wide open in what Emma called "manspread."

And he was leaning a little to the left, looking at Emma with a smile, answering her question, and retrieving the whiskey bottle lid from the ground.

The whiskey bottle, itself, was in his other hand.

Emma looked smitten. She was silently, beautifully - whoreishly, by my drunken standards - thanking Drew for having swiped the bottle.

He was talking while I thought about all that. "... be able to sneak a few days in here and there. But yeah, I really should be using all my time to study."

Emma realized that I was looking at her and glanced at me, making her mouth quiver with a bit of disdain.

"Anyone else want another steak?" Roger called from upstairs.

Drew looked at me and smiled. "You should really have one," he advised. "Bring one for Mr. Dozer!" he called up to his dad, without moving.

I was pissed, in both the British and American senses of the word. Grumbling to myself, glowering at my flirtatious wife, I reached for my glass. Her eyes went to my hand and her face expressed alarm, her mouth opening to admonish me.

"Honey, should you really?"

"Mix it with something, at least, Mr. Dozer," Drew said. Like the medical ninja Gigachad that he was (I'm hip), he stood up, taking the glass in his left hand by clamping down on the rim like a crane from above. It was out of my hand before I even realized what he was doing. "Let me get you some Coke."

As he left, I couldn't see his face, but he looked down at Emma, who looked up at him. And then she put her hand out - reaching up, going out of her way - to his bicep and squeezed it as he passed. "Thank you," she mouthed.

I stared at her. I thought about saying something to Drew, but my better angels took over: I was wasted, I was going to make an ass out of myself. Roger and Drew had a brief conversation on the steps, and it sounded condescending to my ears.

"I know you're having a rough time," Emma said quietly to me, a dangerous look on her face, "but don't you dare ruin the evening about it."

Roger was at the barbecue. "Okay, I got steaks... I got three, we had three left so I figure might as well cook them... Drew - Andrew - has a point, we should be eating seafood, since we're right here. You know there's a place down by..."

Emma and I continued to stare each other down over the table.

Drew-Andrew came back with a glass full of ice and Coke. He smiled at me in a very friendly way as he handed it to me. "Here you go, Mr. Dozer."

"Thank you, Drew."

He ignored my use of his old name and sat down. "Yeah, dad, what were you thinking? Having steaks here is like having sushi in Kansas City."

"I've had very good sushi in Kansas City," Roger said cheerfully. "But your point is taken."

I sipped the drink. It was quite obvious to me that Drew had left whiskey out of it, and I was about to object to this. Then I remembered that the whiskey bottle was here, with me, on the table.

I started to reach for the bottle. Emma gave me a sharp look.

"All hat, no cattle," I explained, shaking the drink. This made Emma purse her lips and frown. She looked to Drew for help. He remained utterly calm, which only infuriated me more.

"Jon," she said, as my fingers closed around the bottle.

Still no movement from the enigmatic doctor Drew. Roger was blathering on about sushi in Cleveland now.

Even though I was drunk, there was enough of my frontal lobe still operating to clearly see that Emma's face was adopting the sort of expression that generally indicated I would be in the doghouse for a long, long time.

An erotic longing sizzled between my thighs, and I made a great decision: remembering the dream, being so close to Emma so close to Roger, I decided I wanted to get laid that night, after all.

"Fine," I declared, caught up in my own self-generated whirlwind of drunken lust. I picked the bottle up, raised my eyebrows, enjoyed Emma's expression for a moment, and then - with the confidence of a man who has had too much to drink and is dreaming of impressing his mate - I threw it, overhand, toward the pool.

The idea, such as it was, was that the bottle would land in the pool and I would look very clever and cool.

Instead, it crashed into the far lip of the pool, shattering.

Emma closed her eyes and went silent. Her cheeks turned bright red, and it wasn't with shame.

Roger turned and looked at the glass filtering down to the bottom of the pool.

I looked at Drew.

"Smooth," he said, hands behind his head. "You want some help getting up the stairs, Mr. Dozer?"

Emma's eyes opened, and while they weren't actually glowing red, they might as well have been. She was in demon-mode. "Yes, thank you, Andrew. That is exactly what Jon would like. Wouldn't you, Jon?"

I got up, put my weight on my bad foot and hid the excruciating pain. Collected my crutches, waved Drew off when he started to stand up, and got myself onto the crutches. "I'm going to bed," I announced.

Emma looked to Drew, who made a discreet calming motion with his hand.

"I'll be fine," I told her. "I'm sorry about the whiskey. I'll... clean it up..."

"It's fine, buddy, we have a robot," Roger said.

"He can't go up the stairs by himself," Emma protested, looking to Roger for help next.

I started hobbling around the table, and a large wall where the stairs came down, while a kerfuffle ensued between the three of them. Looking behind me, I saw that Drew was still seated, full of confidence, his hands behind his head.

"You can't just let him fall down the stairs, can you? As a doctor?"

A grin from Drew. Roger was following me. "Somebody watch the steaks! Jon, buddy, look..." Roger tried to slow me down. "You're gonna break your neck -"

"Tell him to sit down and push himself up one stair at a time," Drew called.

This was obviously the best choice, and Roger smirked at me to indicate he thought so, too.

"Ohhh," my wife purred from behind the wall as I sat down on the stairs like a baby. "That's such a good idea."

"You better do it," Roger assured me, with a wink.

I would later remember that wink in a dream, but Drew would be the one doing it - to my wife.

***

I woke up with excruciating nerve pain somewhere in my foot and ankle that I didn't have enough anatomical/medical knowledge to describe. It was, in fact, what woke me up. My head hurt, and I was parched.

Someone had placed a glass of water by the bed, where I found myself face down like I'd fallen there. I couldn't remember how, exactly. I gulped the water and surveyed the room: it was dark, but light filtered up from down below. It was cool, and a gust of ocean air blew a sheer curtain into a sail in front of the glass windows.

There was a splash, and a distant murmur of voices. A woman's laugh, tinkling with mirth. More splashing.

The whole, sordid evening came back to me in a rush: the broken whiskey bottle, the shards of glass in the bottom of the pool, the ass I'd made of myself. A sharp stab of nerve pain made me suck air through my teeth and grimace. "Fuck," I said, rolling up to sitting.

My foot was throbbing. I looked down at it to see that it had been bandaged, very professionally, with an ice pack tidily cushioned against it. The pack was warm now. I clumsily removed the bandage, cursing Drew. The pain increased.

But my attention was siphoned away by the wobbling water refractions swimming on the walls, the splashing and the occasional laughter from downstairs.

There was a very small balcony outside a small, mostly glass, non-sliding door at the corner of the room. I hobbled to it an slipped myself out. From there, I could scan 1/2 of the pool area. I saw a glimpse of flesh go by, heard a laugh, and then saw only the water moving.

Emma laughed again.

I went back inside, closing the door quietly. My head started to fill with nonsense, creating images to go with what I was hearing. The dream from the afternoon, the whiskey and the pain all convulsed inside my head.

I hobbled to the bathroom, where sitting down was an unpleasant task that made my head pound. I resolved to go beck to bed, but when I left the bathroom, Emma was still laughing, and I took one more look out the window.

I'm not sure what it was that caught my eye and pulled me into a fever dream. A splash of green? The sight of Emma's pretty leg? A splash? More laughter?

I hobbled out into the main part of the house, where the living room jutted out and the windows gave a spectacular view of the sea, but more importantly, a full view of the pool. Standing back from the darkened windows so I wouldn't be seen, balancing on my good foot (and one crutch, which I'd had the good sense to take with me), I could see the scene below in full.

Emma was lying on a green flotation device, stretched out in her swimsuit (thank goodness). She was paddling water lazily with one hand, a drink in the other.

So, fine: it was the middle of the night (I scanned the sky to confirm this). But it was her vacation, and she didn't have a curfew, and I had been an ass. So she was enjoying herself.

It was just...

For a moment I thought it was Roger: two hands on the end of the floater, pushing Emma idly around in the pool.

It was Roger, in a way, though Roger from twenty years ago. Roger with bigger biceps and a youthful energy.

Drew. The awkward little boy.

He was the one at the end of the flotation device, looking down the length of Emma's body as they chatted. Whatever he was saying was keeping Emma rapt with attention between bouts of laughter. She splashed him playfully a few times.

I stood there, staring at them. My cock was coming to life. My brain was in disbelief.

There was technically nothing untoward going on there, I knew: they weren't even touching. Drew was twenty-two years younger than my wife, and a family friend. She hadn't met him in time to change his diapers, but she'd done plenty of other things that established a more maternal relationship with him. She'd even dated his father.

And they were, after all, just floating around the pool, talking.

Probably about me, what an ass I was.

This went on and on, while I stood in the dark, pain throbbing in my foot. I waited, because like a social media feed, there was always the possibility of the next thing I saw being something amazing.

I scrutinized their every movement: was Drew playfully dipping his face halfway into the water and looking over the edge of the floater while Emma talked? Was he just listening, or imagining himself moving forward, between her thighs, still looking at her as his face docked between her legs?

And Emma? What was she thinking about, staying up late drinking with Roger's doppleganger? A boy, really, even if he was a doctor?

My thoughts became more and more conspiratorial, my foot was in searing pain. I was sober enough by then to know that storming out to the pool would only heap further shame on me, so I hobbled back to the room, buried my head under a pillow to shut out the sound, and tried to sleep.

But my erection kept the thoughts looming, and the thoughts fed my erection, so I was awake for along time after that. I don't know when I fell asleep again for sure, and I didn't remember my dreams in the morning. But vaguely, I could tell: they had been like the fantasy of Emma and Roger, only darker. And the feelings they left me with bled into the waking hours.


Chapter five



Emma was not in bed when I woke up. Sunlight was pouring through the windows, and it seemed very hot. I rolled onto my back and let the memories of the evening before wash over me.

There was my own debacle, which filled me with shame.

And then there was the pool scene, which now that it was morning, I couldn't be certain was real.

I stared at the ceiling and tried to tease apart the dreams that were decaying as quickly as I tried to think about them, from reality.

I got nowhere, except turned-on.

Almost as if on cue, the door handle turned quietly.

In flash, the idea that Emma was sneaking back into our room after cuckolding me rushed through my head. Before I could even process the thought, my limbic system was in action, rolling me over, closing my eyes, attempting to steady my breath.

It was a dirty, inexplicable fantasy to me that I sometimes entertained when Emma came home late from anything and crept into bed, trying not to wake me up. I fantasized that she was out with someone, that she had the scent of another man on her. If she crawled into bed right away, lowering weight gently onto the mattress so as not to wake me, I imagined that she'd taken a shower before coming home.

The door made no sound, so I had to guess at what the muffled, heavy, sounds meant without opening my eyes to confirm them for myself. I heard a zipper being slowly pulled, and hazarded a look between my eyelashes.

Emma was leaning over her suitcase, which was propped up on a big, padded footstool. She was wearing her swimsuit and the sarong. She was definitely trying to be quiet, and focused on that task with her eyes on the suitcase. I noticed that she had opened it up with the top hinged toward herself, instead of facing the open suitcase (in which case, her back would be to me).

My brain shook all of this in its big, jealous martini shaker and my eyes flew open just as she looked up at me.

She smiled. "Oh. You're awake."

She continued looking through her bag. I sat up, and my hand went to my head.

She grinned up at me momentarily and then went back to what she was doing. "How's your head?"

"You were up pretty late," I said, ignoring her question. An accusatory tone was in my voice, and I regretted it instantly but was powerless to stop it. "Did you sleep in your swimsuit?"

"You were snoring," Emma said, dryly and very annoyed. She did not seem nervous, which I should have taken as a cue that my fantasies were nothing more than that - fantasies. Emma always took off for the couch or the spare bedroom when I was snoring (aka had drunk too much the night before).

But after simmering in my own juices like I had, lying in bed, I showed no more common sense than a 21-year old buck.

"So where did you sleep? In the pool?"

Emma looked up at me, pulling some clothing out of her bag as she did. Her face was incredulous.

But rather than answer, she tisked at me, shook her head, and headed to the bathroom.

I heard the water start.

I thought about hobbling in there, but my foot hurt too much to even contemplate it.

"I woke up in the middle of the night," I called, grumpily.

No answer from Emma.

"You were still up."

There was a long pause, and I felt like Emma was daring me to say something more. I heard the water splash as she rinsed it from her hair. The scent of shampoo wafted into the room - not hers, but pleasant.

I was hard, and thinking about Emma naked in the shower, and floating in the pool with Drew at her feet, were only making things worse. Her silence was only making me hungrier.

My foot, however, was in excruciating pain. The water stopped running , unusually quickly for Emma, who was a bit of a shower-lingerer. Not that I was complaining. She always smelled sweet, her skin looked amazing, and she never let so much as a stray hair sprout on her shapely legs. There was a lot of quiet shuffling in that room - an expansive bathroom with plenty of room to change.

She emerged in a jumpsuit again, the same style as her travel-wear but in a deep green, which was Emma's best color. Her face was clean and her skin shone: Emma didn't really need makeup, even at forty-two. Especially if she had a tan and was relaxed, on vacation.

She was toweling her hair as she walked busily past the foot of the bed and stood in front of a small mirror above a dresser. She started to apply lip gloss and some kind of tinted cream to her face, and I watched her with voyeuristic fascination. Her make-up routine always made me a little horny, but the sensation was weird and inexplicable.

"What time did you go to bed?"

She shrugged. It was then that her obvious annoyance with me came through. Emma had all different kinds of shrugs, but this one was the most poisonous. "Maybe three," she said.

"Did you come back here?"

She turned toward me, her eyes on the wand of her mascara as she plunged it in and out of the tube.

"You were snoring," she repeated, annoyed.

Then she turned around.

"I saw you out in the pool," I told her, getting no reaction from her as she leaned in and stroked her lashes with the wand. "And I didn't fall back asleep again -"

Emma snorted. "Okay," she said.

"What time did Drew go to bed?"

"I don't know, Jonathan. I am not his mother and he is a doctor, so I feel confident that he can make a choice like that all by himself."

I was being called "Jonathan," which was a sign that I was in very deep shit with Emma.

I forged ahead, ignoring the danger.

"You stayed up pretty late talking to him."

Emma paused, hands in mid-air, and glared at me in the mirror. Then she went back to putting on some more lip gloss for some reason: a different shade, right in the middle of her lips. She paused to pose for herself, then gave me another dirty look, before whirling around and tossing things angrily into a make-up bag and then into her luggage. She zipped it up from the same position she had unzipped it, and looked up at me as she did.

"If it any point, you want to apologize for being an asshole and breaking glass all over the pool, please know that I will fully support you in that endeavor. In the meantime, I am going into town for lunch, because it is nearly noon, and if you think that I'm going to waste my entire day here answering questions about what I did with my time last night, then you are sorely mistaken."

She headed toward the door, then paused to look back at me.

"I wrote a note for you, while you weren't sleeping," she said, pointing at the night table.

"Aw, Emma. I'm sorry - I'm..." She was already gone.

"Not to me!" she said.

"My foot is killing me!" I complained.

"Take a Tylenol!" she yelled back. I heard a few doors open and close.

I surveyed the scene in disbelief. On the night table, under the glass of water (where it hadn't been when I woke up) was a note.

Hope you don't feel terrible, it began.

Well, too late.

You are out cold, so I'm heading into town for some lunch. I'll bring you something but there is a breakfast plate in the fridge you can heat up. Also getting diff. pain meds. Love you, E

PS - apologize to our hosts plz

Fuck. There were also two Tylenol on a tiny plate in a tiny cup like nurses dispense medications in a rehab facility. I popped them, because I'm not crazy. Then I got up and spent a few minutes looking for the second crutch, failed to find it, and hobbled out to the main room trying to get to the front window to see how Emma was leaving.

Or with whom.

But by the time I reached the window, the street was empty and a lone white car - possibly Drew's, possibly not - was speeding away.

I hobbled back into the bedroom, searching for the crutch. It was perplexingly missing. Then back out, because my stomach was growling. I opened the fridge and found the very nicely arranged breakfast plate, with another Emma note and an arrow guiding me to the microwave.

I started heating the food, leaning miserable against the counter. I was mumbling admonitions to myself under my breath.

A light blond head of incredibly thick, tousled hair appeared on the stairs leading down to a small patio, where another set of stairs branched off to the walk-out level of the home.

A completely different feeling than any I have ever had before - partially erotic, partially something like vertigo - pierced my abdomen as I recognized Drew, not Roger, bouncing lightly up the stairs. He met my eyes, smiled politely with his mouth closed, and strolled into the kitchen radiating his manliness.

He was bare-chested, wearing long surfer shorts, and had lean, youthful muscles that made me want to smack him.

"How's the head, slugger?" he asked me. He delivered it with exactly the right tone: it was a joke, it was the kind of thing an old man would say to a young man who had been too wild, and he somehow acknowledged all that with his friendly grin.

"My ankle is killing me," I said, since that was my biggest problem. "Maybe I need an x-ray?"

He opened the fridge. "I'm not a real doctor yet," he said, opening a container of orange juice and drinking straight from it. He chugged whatever was left in the carton, crushed it in his hand, and threw it into a trash bin without really looking at what he was doing. Then he took out another one and opened it casually while smiling at me. "So I can't order you one. What's the pain feel like?"

"Throbbing," I answered quickly.

"Sharp or dull?"

"Sharp. Electric."

"Nerve pain?" Another grin, tipping the orange juice into his mouth.

"Yeah."

He chugged more juice and closed the carton up. When he saw me staring at him, probably taking my jealousy for his ability to drink from a carton with no fear of repercussions, he pointed to some black ink on it. The ink read: ANDREW.

"Yeah," he said calmly, in reference to the nerve pain. "That's the booze."

The microwave beeped.

"What? Not my head. My ankle," I said, stubbornly.

Andrew put the orange juice back in the fridge and leaned against it, watching me hobble with the food. He opened a drawer behind him to fetch me a fork. "Alcohol can exacerbate nerve pain."

"Oh yeah?" I said. "How?"

"So many ways," he said, smiling blandly. He obviously wasn't the type to recite those ways just to show me he knew what he was talking about. "You drink like that a lot?"

"No."

"Then it's probably just temporary. But I'd lay off the whiskey if I were in your shoes."

I felt suddenly sheepish. "I'm sorry about the glass," I told him, looking around for where to eat. Drew took the plate and walked it over to a side of the counter where there were some stools I hadn't noticed. He pulled one out for me, saying nothing to my apology.

"I just got over this injury," I told him. "I went a little overboard on the self-pity."

"And now you're back at square one. I get it, man. It's frustrating." He moved around the counter after seeing that I reached the stool. "You know, you should really use two crutches. You're going to get a sore armpit."

"Who did Emma go to lunch with?" I asked, after nodding obediently. I was feeling bad for my behavior, and bad for my ridiculous thoughts, especially now that Drew was in the room with me and not with Emma. Everything I'd been thinking seemed suddenly, obviously, ridiculously wrong.

Except: Drew's very cool demeanor showed an instant crack. It was brief, and he recovered quickly by turning around and rifling through a drawer. "With my dad," he said, and something was off in his voice. Less carefree, less confident. "Who else?"

He turned back around. My suspicions were rekindled, but I couldn't say why.

"Okay," he said, after a slightly tense moment. "I'm off to study. You want me to grab your other crutch for you?"

I did. "I don't know where it is," I told him.

This made him laugh and shake his head. He walked into the bedroom, I assumed to go look for it.

"Uh... is there anything I can do to get the glass out of the pool?" I called to him. It was partly to break the strange atmosphere between us up a little bit, partly to apologize, and... admittedly, partly a fishing expedition.

"Nah," his voice said, traveling with him as he walked briskly through the room. "Me and Em cleaned it up last night." He passed by the doorway to the bedroom, grinning strangely. When he was out of sight, he added, "We tag-teamed it."

His voice changed mid-sentence, and sounded a little strained. He appeared in the doorway with the lost crutch and waggled it for me to see. "It was under the bed."

"Thanks," I said, uneasily. I was still thinking about him "tag-teaming" something with Emma.

And the way he had referred to a woman who, as long as I had been around, had always been "Mrs. Dozer" to him.

Maybe "Emma."

But never Em.

He leaned the crutch against the counter by the other one. I despised him in that moment: his frothy hair, his lean physique, his obvious manliness, his sigma attitude. His youth. The way he felt comfortable calling my wife "Em." The fact that he had every reason to admonish me for being a drunk, but was choosing instead to regard me with cool, clinical impartiality.

"You need anything else?" he asked me. "I gotta hit the books."

"Did Emma say when they'd be back?"

He looked amused. His head moved side to side in increments so minute I would have missed them if I hadn't been so keen to study everything he was doing, suspicion biasing my every observation.

"I'm guessing they'll be back early afternoon. Meg's showing up - allegedly - tonight, so... you know." He raised his eyebrows. "Be prepared."

"Oh?" I asked, my interest piqued. "Why's that?"

I saw a lot of things going through his mind. Clear as day. His eyes moved rapidly, with his thoughts.

He put a finger to his lips. "I don't want to ruin the experience for you. Or talk shit. Just brace for impact."

"You gotta give me a clue," I told him.

He smiled. Again, some kind of calculus took place behind his eyes - unusual, blue-green eyes flecked with brown that mimicked his mother's. "Nah," he told me. "I don't. Anyway: bang on the floor if you need something, I'll be downstairs. No parties and no hookers. See ya."

And away he went.

***

I decided to tidy up the room a bit, fish a book I'd brought along with me out of my luggage, shower, get into a swimsuit, and hobble down to the pool area to put my foot up with the ice bag I'd found in the freezer. I hoped to generally look like a good, repentant boy who could handle his physical setback like a man. Maybe I couldn't frolic on the beach with my wife, but I could rest, ice, compress, and elevate my foot, and show Emma I was determined not to ruin the whole trip.

I almost killed myself getting down the steps, until I remembered how I'd gotten up the steps the night before: by sliding on my rear.

Once I was down there, however, I realized I had forgotten the sunscreen. It was the middle of the day, and the sun blazed hot right above the pool, providing no shade except directly beneath a tiny umbrella over the table where I'd been a drunk.

I groaned, attempted to edge myself under the shade, attempted to adjust the umbrella, and then at last gave up, spreading a towel over my legs and tipping my hat over my face. Surely my arms could weather the storm. I felt like puking: all hangover related. But I was going to tough it out and prove myself to my wife.

A robot was lazily cleaning the bottom of the pool (probably an extra measure in defense of the glass). I tried to concentrate on my e-reader but could only think about my wife, my wife and Roger, my wife on a swim floaty being pushed around by the predatory He-Man doctor-child, Drew.

I fell into an overheated, hungover sleep: the kind of dozing that left me semi-conscious but paralyzed, dreaming but also listening. Totally confused.

"Rooooooger? Hello?" The sound of a female voice seeped into my consciousness at some point. The sound of heels on pavement. My mind produced images to match the sounds: Emma strutting around in heels and a swimsuit like a pageant contestant, holding a sign, smiling as she exited down the stairs to Drew's basement den of sin...

Click-clack-click. "I took a cab from the - oh!" A pause. Some more clicking, nearing me.

"Hell-o."

The scrape of chairs on cement as I emerged from my sleep, rising through layers of consciousness, the hands of sleep pulling at me to go back under. A loud splash, awakening me fully.

I was grumpy and disoriented. I sat up to see a figure - long, slender legs, long dark hair, a black swimsuit - moving under the water. It reached one end of the pool and surfaced. Then, without turning around, the person pushed off the far wall and began to glide backwards toward me.

The woman who turned around in the pool was a stunning, raven-haired beauty with toasted skin, long hair slicked back from surfacing from the water. She smiled immediately when she saw me, and put her elbows up on the edge of the pool once she reached our side. Her face was pretty - not as pretty as my Emma, of course - and her age was obviously above thirty, possibly forty.

"Hello," she said, in throaty, vampy voice. "I'm Meg. Are you Roger's friend?"

She had tattoos on her shoulder and collarbone. Her fingers were laden with silver jewelry. She stood up, because she was in the shallow end, and her big breasts stole all of my attention. They overflowed above her small waist.

Somehow, her dark makeup was still intact around her eyes. Her lips were very full, almost Angelina Jolie-like. There was a sexy trashiness to her that was interesting - sexually interesting - without actually being fully attractive to me. Her eyes - dark, dark brown - were full of mischief.

I stammered a bit. Not because I was attracted to her, but because she was so violently pretty, and staring at me in a way that unnerved me. "I'm, uh... the, uh, Roger's buddy, I'm -"

I had forgotten my name.

"Dozer," she finished for me. She smiled very sexily, tipping her head. "I know. Roger told me."

She pushed herself from the wall and glided away. Then she abruptly changed course and went sideways. All along she looked at me. She had an amused expression on her very stunning face.

"So where did everyone go?"

"I, uh... to lunch, I think... I don't..." My voice trailed off. "I don't know. What time is it?"

She moved to the other side, vamping me with her dark good looks, her mouth just below the surface of the water. She was smiling, but the smile seemed predatory. "I'm early," she said, cryptically.

She was smiling like she knew a secret that I didn't. Like she wanted me to ask her about it. She also looked like she wanted to eat me.

Admittedly, this was flattering. It would have been more flattering, if I wasn't waiting for my wife to come home so I could apologize to her. And if the woman wasn't my buddy Roger's fiancee.

There was an awkward silence for a few moments. Awkward for me, anyway: the very beautiful "Meg" did not seem bothered by it in any way. She just kept swimming along, stretching out her long, tanned limbs and smiling with her full lips closed.

It was unnerving.

"Um," I said, just to rattle the cage a little. "I'm sorry to, uh, be meeting you like this. I'm Roger's friend -"

"I know that, Jonathan. Remember?" She pushed herself off the wall again and swam lazily on her back.

"I'm just not, uh, at lunch because... uh, I hurt my foot - well, ankle maybe. So, it's... you know..."

She was at the other end, listening to me without much of a change of expression. When she swam forward, the water caught in her suit and tugged it open. The full bounty of her tits charged at me, hints of caramel areolae escaping - making it impossible not to look.

She stopped when she reached the edge of the pool and placed her elbows on the deck. "Did Andrew take a look at it?"

She was unnervingly beautiful, staring at me with big eyes and long lashes, looking sympathetic.

"He... it's... more of a, um... re-injury. Than anything."

She gave this answer a moment of thoughtful regard, before pushing herself out of the pool. Glistening droplets of water and wildly curving rivulets on plump, roasted almond skin attacked my mind like a hoard of parasites. I felt actually frozen as she approached me. In theory, I wanted to look around wildly for help: I did not want to be staring at this woman's breasts, or her toned thighs, or her big, wet lips.

She sat down next to me, shifting her hair to one shoulder and squeezing the water from it. At the same time, she squeezed her breasts together and they bulged cartoonishly - and attractively - threatening to ooze and ultimately spill from the confines of her suit.

She rubbed her hands together, making my groin muscles spasm with a variety of feelings, and then seized upon my elevated foot. Her hands landed very softly, even though she had headed in like a zealot about to wring my legs the same way she had just wrung her hair. The touch was so light it transmitted to my brain as a sexual shiver.

"Andrew doesn't believe in this," she told me, moving her hands from place to place on my ankle, calf, and foot. She pressed gently and looked at my skin with determination before lifting her hands and moving again, to another position. "But I have healing crystals that I promise you would speed your recovery."

I hadn't really heard this part about the crystals. I supposed Meg got away with talking about this kind of thing to any man, if she so chose, because what she was doing with her hands was erotic as fuck.

"Is it a sprain?" she continued, in her hypnotic voice.

She was like an ASMR video. Except she was touching me.

"I... uh... well... they think, uh, Drew thinks so -"

She looked up at me suddenly, smiling still but with alarm in her eyes. "Oh, don't call him Drew anymore. He doesn't like that."

As she said this in a voice best described as liquid sex, she pulled the lounger she was on closer to the bottom of my own lounger, without standing up.

And then she turned toward me, at the foot of my lounger, and began to massage my foot.

The soles of my feet are, for reasons that seem weird to me, intensely erotic. So when Meg's strong fingers pressed into the center of my sole, and then worked deliciously upward to the ball of my foot and back down to my heel... well, blood started flowing in the wrong directions.

I enjoyed this, stunned, for a moment.

Then I noticed my dick rising to the occasion, and I had a reflex reaction. My feet retracted as if she'd touched them with a hot coal, I inhaled sharply through my teeth, and for some reason I waved my hands at her. "That's... actually, you know, it's pretty painful, still... on my foot."

"Really," she said, her mouth in a disbelieving smile. Not enough words exist in the English language to properly write an ode to the way she said this. Really, her big sexy lips conveyed, sarcasm dripping from them.

"I wasn't picking up that kind of energy from your foot at all," she said.

Call it male ego if you want, but the way Meg said this seemed like a judicious wink at my fledgling erection, and also a bit of bait.

In a very, very big trap.

For cocks.

"It was a, uh... plantar fascitis thing, you know, at first..." I blathered.

"Oh. Wonderful," a male voice said from behind me. "It's the wicked witch doctor of the west."

"Andrew," Meg said, her eyes a little too sultry for the statement to be entirely on this side of propriety.

"Meghan," Drew shot back, with equal acidity, though I couldn't see his face to know if this was friendly fire or not.

Andrew was shirtless still, a towel hanging over one shoulder. He stood in the middle of the length of my lounger and looked down at me, eyes squinting against the blazing sun. "You're getting a sunburn, man. How did you even get down here?"

"On my ass," I told him, grateful for the circuit breaker. "I took notes last night."

I was thankful to Drew for laughing softly at this. "You better get out of the sun. Or at least get some sunscreen."

Meg had gotten up and was now throwing herself onto the lounger, stretching out in what I could only think of as a deliberately feline stretch designed to lure men into a honey trap. Surely she knew what she was doing. I tried to ignore her.

"He can use the vitamin D," Meg objected, in a sultry purr. To me: "Don't let him peddle that cancer-causing slop to you."

"Sun causes cancer, Meg. Not sunscreen." Drew said, pulling the towel from his shoulder, balling it up, and tossing it at her. "Why don't you dry off ?"

She caught it easily, which was surprising, because she didn't seem very sporty and Drew had really fired it at her. She laughed with her big, wide mouth and started patting each arm with the towel before moving it to her substantial rack and delicately pressing it to her skin.

She was smiling, Drew was glaring at her, and the whole thing seemed to be an orchestrated act from a tense play.

Andrew shook his head, winked at me, and started to walk away to the edge of the pool. "Don't let her give you any medical advice," he told me. "Because she's nuts." And then he stretched his arms up wide, facing the pool, giving both of us a view of his well-defined back muscles and the youthful firmness of his ass.

I stole a glance at Meg, who was not hiding her delight at the sight at all: she had her mouth in a relaxed smile and was running her tongue along her teeth.

Drew dove into the pool.

Meg turned her attention to me.

"If you want, I have some all-natural sunscreen. I make it myself."

Many thoughts went through my head, but I settled on the primary drive of survival.

Of my marriage.

"Whelp," I said, reaching for my crutches and turning at the same time, trying not to groan as my old body complained about the sudden movement after relaxing for so long. "I should actually... yeah, probably best to, um... get out of the sun, either way."

Meg had sourced a pair of enormous sunglasses from somewhere by the time I could turn around and lean on one crutch to pick up my towel from the lounger. I couldn't tell if her eyes were open or not. She looked like a celebrity now, her arms relaxed by her sides, one knee bent, her breasts - all natural, I saw now - spreading out and straining her suit.

"Suit yourself," she murmured, a smile on her face.

***

I was pushing myself up the stairs when I heard a light commotion upstairs. A window opened. "Oh, Meghan!" Roger's voice called out. He then began speaking toward the inside of the house. "She's here!" And then back out the window. "You're here, baby!"

They began a sickening conversation of adolescent nonsense through the window, including many "honey-bunnies" and "babes."

Drew walked past the stairs to the entrance to the basement and mimed gagging as he disappeared.

I scooted slowly up the stairs, but when I reached the top, one of my crutches slipped from my hand and slid several steps down. I tried to reach for it with the other crutch, and only succeeded in knocking it further down. It slid along the steps all the way to the bottom.

I grimaced and began the descent to retrieve it.

I heard Emma calling my name distantly upstairs. I heard her return to the main area and asking Roger a series of questions as I began to sweat from the effort of retrieving my crutch. Emma, and her sweet voice, filtered out of the house.

"Oh my!" she exclaimed. "Roger!"

She called out to Roger and then started down the stairs, finally directing herself at me. "Did you fall? What are you doing out here? Where is Andrew? Andrew! Oh! Sweetie... somebody come help me!"

I was, of course, shaking my head and protesting all of this, but I was doing it as quietly as possible to avoid drawing any more attention to the scene than necessary.

"You're sweating," she told me, leaning over toward my arms.

"Stop - Emma, please - it's hot," I complained. "I'm fine. I didn't fall."

It was all very embarrassing enough.

And then Drew showed up.

He had put on a fashionable, button-down shirt that looked like he could wear it to a nightclub. He was still in his swimsuit. He strolled to the foot of the stairs casually, and he was close enough that I could see clearly: his eyes did not go to his potential patient (me), but directly to Emma's ass.

I could practically see the pleasure ripple over his face.

Emma looked behind her. "Oh, Andrew, good." She stood up and gestured at me. "He's sweating, he's all red, I found him on the stairs."

"Emma," I began, as Drew picked up the crutch and gave it a toss in the air to reposition his hand on the far end of it.

He was smiling.

"Please, I'm fine -" I began.

"You're not!" Emma objected. "Andrew, he's - will you check him out? He's sweating."

Andrew stood next to Emma, so close that their arm-hairs mingled.

"He's fine, Emma. I was just talking to him. He does have a sunburn," he said, looking at me. "Yeah, actually, Mr. Dozer, that looks a lot worse than I thought."

"A sunburn? How? What?" Emma looked from Andrew to me and put her hands on her hips, making her elbow nearly poke into Drew's rock-hard abs. "How - oh!"

She almost fell, but luckily Drew was there to put both hands around her bicep, cradling her elbow. This allowed her to fall gently against the steely facade of his six-pack and well-defined pectorals.

"Oh my -!" Emma exclaimed, and then she laughed. Turning, putting a hand on Drew's shoulder as he stepped back one step, she gave her hair a toss. "Thank goodness, Andrew," she said.

Andrew lingered just a little too long on Emma's sternum. For a moment it was like no one was there but the two of them. While I couldn't see my wife's face, the look simmered from Andrew's direction.

All I could think about was the way Dr. Drew had been looking at my wife. And the fact that he had quite clearly addressed her as "Emma," - twice now - and still called me "Mr. Dozer."

He broke with the simmering look, and slid the crutch to me. "Emma, how about you slide by me... great...."

Emma, flustered, slipped between Andrew and the wall and turned around, putting her hands on her hips. Drew helped me arrange my crutches, and I started inching up the stairs immediately.

"Honey," Emma began. She leaned in toward Andrew, placing a hand on his back to peer around him. "Should he be doing this?"

Andrew looked at her, and they looked momentarily like a very comfortable couple. They exchanged a smile.

Or maybe that was in my imagination.

Either way, with my cock twitching to life in my swimsuit, I continued scooting up the stairs.

Roger was leaning on the wall of the patio outside the kitchen, and was smiling amiably in the direction of the pool. I couldn't see, but there was little doubt in my mind that Meg was relaxing, unbothered by any of this, in a lounger.


Chapter six



Emma followed me into our bedroom and started making a fuss about the sunscreen and my ankle. The whole time, however, her eyes and her attention darted outside to the kitchen, the patio, and the pool area.

"So how was lunch?" I asked her.

I was pretty much completely over any fantasies/nightmares I'd been entertaining about Emma and Roger.

Now I was entertaining fantasies about Emma and Drew.

"Meg" was a weird addition to the whole situation, and I sensed impeding danger there - Meg seemed to have the hots for Drew, Roger, and any man she came into contact with(as verified by the weird way she'd dealt with me).

I would be lying if I said that these possibilities didn't intrigue me. If I said I wasn't letting my imagination run wild. If I told you I wasn't turned on and wildly fearful at the same time.

"Lunch?" Emma asked. She was examining my ankle, not that she was any kind of health professional. She was also extremely distracted as she did so. I could always tell when Emma's mind was elsewhere, and she was phoning it in.

"Did you have seafood?"

"Did we have seafood..." Emma repeated. "We, uh... how long was Meg here?"

"A couple of days," I said, congenially.

"Oh," Emma said. She stood up. "Do you need - what do you mean, a couple of days?"

"Just checking to see if you're listening."

Emma put her hand to her head. She was frowning, but trying to smile. "Oh, honey. I'm sorry, I just..." She shook her head. "I know this is so frustrating for you - your foot - but I just... it's also frustrating for me. And now you have a sunburn..." She sighed. She put her hands to her eyes and covered them. "I don't mean to be selfish, I really don't, but this... it's like the whole vacation is going to hell."

This pissed me off a little, and maybe it would have pissed me off even more if I hadn't had the tiniest but of selfish interest in Emma cavorting with Roger or... dare I even think it? Drew?

"Listen," I said, getting suddenly very horny. I slid my hands up the billowy pants of her jumpsuit (easily bunched up and moved out of the way) to stroke the backs of her knees and pull her toward me. I was pleased to feel goosebumps spreading all over her calves and above her knee. Her knees buckled for a second, and a flush went across her face. Emma liked it when I kissed the backs of her knees, but I rarely did that anymore.

I started thinking about Emma stretched out on this bed, across Drew's lap, with him leaning over to kiss her knees the way her husband didn't...

I pulled Emma in close and seized her hips, forcing her onto my lap. She laughed and let herself fall, but there was resistance in her shoulders and her body: she wanted to go back out there.

"Honey," she said, once her thighs were resting on mine. I then had a great view of her tits, all packaged up in her jumpsuit but very easily accessible if I just leaned forward and took the material in my teeth and pulled down... which was what I started to do next.

Emma wriggled, laughing in the politely dismissive way of hers that meant "thanks but no thanks" to sex. It was, after all, the middle of the afternoon, and everyone else was up and in the next room, and the door to the bedroom wasn't locked, and the curtains were open on the floor-to-ceiling windows, so anyone in the right place at the pool deck, or going down the stairs, would be able to see something.

I pulled on the tube top portion of the jumper and craned my eyes downward (giving myself a mild headache) to look at what I'd exposed of her breasts.

My cock throbbed as Emma squirmed, and my erection rubbed against her inner thigh, making her mouth fall open mid-polite-laugh.

"Baby," she said, and her smile was genuine for a moment.

Then she slid off my thighs and onto the bed, grasping her tube top to pull it back into place and lifting her knees to her chest defensively before rolling away. "Not right now," she told me.

She stood, dusting herself off as if she'd fallen into actual hay. She re-adjusted her tube top and skittered away from me when I reached for her again. "I'm going to go see if Andrew has anything for your sunburn," she told me, smiling down at me and contorting her body to get away from my determined swipes at her hips. "Not now!" she said, and she was partially friendly but also partially sincerely annoyed.

I had, after all, damaged our vacation plans by re-injuring myself, gotten drunk and been an asshole, woken up super-late and sunburnt myself by falling asleep with a hangover, and now I wanted to fuck her.

"I'll be back... maybe you should take a lukewarm shower? It's... you're very red, Jon." She made a pitying face, and then she headed back out into the main rooms, closing the door behind her.

I sat on the edge of the bed, angry and annoyed. It was hard to see things clearly when I had a hangover and a hard dick, and I was old enough to know that. But I still felt cheated.

There was a smattering of high-pitched voices as Emma and Meg were introduced, and this went on for a bit. Then I saw my wife's loose, blonde hair bob down the stairs toward the pool - and Drew.

I waited. Meg and Roger were in the kitchen, talking.

Emma was, presumably, downstairs.

And I was a cuck, sitting on the bed with a bum foot and what everyone was making sound like a second-degree sunburn, and a very distended cock.

I sat, and I sat, but Emma was downstairs for much longer than it took to retrieve "something" for her sunburnt husband.

I managed to heave my old ass up and out of the bed (it wasn't that bad, I'm in decent shape for a man my age) and decided to hobble into the bathroom and attempt another shower. All the drama, sexual excitation, and hauling myself up the stairs, as well as the various humiliations I'd been subjected to, had covered me in a sheen of sweat that was not evaporating in the humid climate.

As I peeled my swim trunks off and reached for the water, I wondered if I could hear anything downstairs. Sadly, the floors were all marble - and it looked like real marble, too, and if I knew anything about island construction (I didn't, but I could guess), this house was made of cinder blocks.

I turned on the water.

I imagined Emma going downstairs. And then, once in the water (I was mostly burnt on my face, and my feet, which made for an awkward situation), I decided to take care of my hard-on.

Did she and Drew already have something going on? Or were they still in the flirtatious stage?

Maybe they had already slept together, and so when Emma turned the corner at the bottom of the steps to Drew's part of the house, he just reached out and seized her and she fell into his arms willingly. He was kissing her now, moving her into his doctor-den, two hands pulling her tube-top down. Emma was letting him: if anyone saw them they would see their tongues writhing between their lips as they turned their heads to get a better angle as they kissed.

"I don't have much time," Emma would finally whisper, pushing Drew away with one hand on his bare chest. But her palm would feel the rapid beat of his heart, the firm solidity of his newly-printed, twenty-something muscle, and she would falter. Her eyes would drop and find his cock - harder than her husband's. Bigger than her husband's. Readier than her husband's - pulsing with nearly adolescent need.

She would put no resistance up to Drew, who would see her hunger and be ready to serve it. He would keep pulling on the jumper, stripping it from her body. When he reached Emma's hips his eyes would go wide with amazement because she wasn't wearing any underwear.

My Emma's bare, Brazilian-waxed snatch would be within his grasp.

"We don't have time," Emma would say, coyly, but she would let Drew push her onto the bed. "I don't have any underwear!" she would hiss.

But smiling, because she didn't have underwear because she'd left them with Drew earlier. "You can't come inside me, it'll drip down my leg!"

But Drew wouldn't take no for an answer. He would part Emma's thighs and spread her labia open with his thumbs, then dive into her pussy with his tongue. Emma would relent and put her hands on his blond head, and there they would be: two sweating, blond, hot people. Emma would pant and toss her hair, grip Drew's in her fists, and then throw a pillow over her face to cover her screams of pleasure.

Drew would be on his knees, smiling, one hand stroking his big, healthy, really hard cock. Emma would lift her head and look at him... and then, as opposed to wriggling into her jumpsuit and hurrying back upstairs, she would say:

"Well, now, I have to return the favor."

And Drew would stand up, and Emma would hang her legs over his bed, seize his cock in her hand and gasp, and then look up at him with a smile before opening wide to take him deep into her throat -

"Guh!" I said, as if someone had punched me in the stomach. Creamy splooge, for the second time, splashed against the marble of the shower, and I panted as the high of my orgasm throbbed away and turned into cold shame.

So cold. The water was freezing and I was becoming hypothermic beneath it. I turned the heat up and was immediately rewarded with a clear map of all the places I'd gotten burnt: my wrist, the tops of my feet, my injured ankle, one shoulder, an elbow.

"Fuck." I rinsed off and turned the water off, and stood, shivering, surveying the single greatest flaw in my plan so far:

There was no towel.

And my wife? Emma?

Still downstairs?

"Uh..." I said loudly, eyeing where I'd splooged. It was all gone, though some of it seemed to be clumped near the drain. I stepped on it to squish it gone and turned on a tap at the bottom of the shower (there was no tub here, so I guessed this was for feet or cleaning) to get rid of it. "Emma? Honey? Forgot my towel."

Nothing. I turned off the water and surveyed the scenario before me: I was cold, the marble was glassy and slick, and there were no towels in the bathroom or the room as far as I remembered. "Emma?! Babe? I need a towel, please!"

An image of the Emma of my imagination surfaced in my head: Emma could not retrieve a towel for me, because Emma was having her pussy eaten by a twenty-four year old man.

I was freezing. My ankle wasn't broken, but walking was a bad idea. The floor was wet, the crutches were in the other room. I was naked. I wasn't even sure the door was closed.

"Baaaaaabe," I said, annoyed.

Fuck it.

I hobbled out of the shower, out of the bathroom, noted that the door was largely closed - a one inch gap only - and began to look around for the towels I'd used earlier. I was muttering to myself, thinking about Emma, and perplexed about the towels - when the door opened to my right.

"Thank God," I was saying, as I turned. "There aren't any towels."

I finished this sentence in exactly the same tone I'd begun it in, despite the fact that my heart had stopped beating on the word "aren't." Meg was standing in the doorway, clad in nothing more than her killer bikini, and she was holding a luxurious red towel in one hand.

"Ohhhh," she said, her eyes dropping to my cock.

Unfazed, her eyes glided back to meet mine (and my slack jawed stare) as she closed the door and pressed her body against it. She had a very interested smile on her lips.

I was utterly, completely, stunned into frozen silence. I forgot her name, I forgot my own name, I forgot what planet I was on. All I could see was the flesh pouring out of her demi-cups, the smooth and exposed crease of her thigh, her smiling mouth, her curving and elaborate tattoos.

She was walking toward me. The door was closed.

ALERT, I told myself.

Her eyes dropped again to my dick. Back up. She was doing something with the towel, unfolding it, maybe twisting it? I didn't know. I reminded myself to breathe.

She stopped inches from me and grinned again. "Roger told me that you guys aren't swingers," she purred, pushing the towel toward me. My hands floated up to take it, her lips moved closer, closer, closer to mine. She smelled like sangria and sin: maybe it was imagination, but I thought I smelled her pussy.

"But it's never too late to teach an old dog new tricks," she continued.

Her fingers - and I remember this distinctly and correctly, no matter how dream-like this was - brushed over my cock as she turned away, and she definitely, definitely winked at me.

My eyes were on her ass, my cock was hard as a rock, my mouth was hanging open in what I can only imagine was a really stupid look, and the towel was loosely clutched at my waist and hanging in front of me between my legs...

When my wife walked into the room with a green towel in one hand.

***

Two hours later, I was by the pool again, wrapped up in a fuzzy blanket in the shade, my teeth practically chattering. Roger was cheerfully grilling shrimp on a barbecue, and Meg was floating in the water with her sunglasses on and her beautiful, tanned, tattooed and pierced body covered by a lone scrap of clothing - over her pussy.

Her breasts were out and sunning themselves, shiny with sweat and baby oil. A current in the water or the air was making Meg spin very slowly in a circle, so her breasts - and their huge areolas, their long nipples and their wide, slightly flattened tribute to natural breasts, came around every five minutes or so and then slowly rotated away.

I had a book - something Meg had fished out of her luggage for me and which had to do with naturopathy - in my hand and ostensibly, that was what I was doing: reading.

What I was actually doing was replaying, over and over in my head, the succession of events between now and the moment Emma had stepped into the room.

Because I simply couldn't believe what had happened.

"Oh," Emma had said. Her eyes had gone from Meg to me. She gave me a quick up and down my naked body, then a quick up and down Meg.

Meg herself didn't pause, or in any way acknowledge that she was in a room with a man who was not her fiance, but was another woman's husband. She kept walking sensually toward the door with what I can only guess was a friendly smile on her face.

Emma's eyes, narrowed with a negative emotion, went to a point directly above my head.

The image of Emma in that moment froze - every microscopic detail of her features and body language - onto the screensaver of my mind. If I closed my eyes, I saw it. If they were open, I still sort of saw it. If Meg were to take off any more of her clothing and fall on her knees to give me a blowjob, I'd only see Emma's disdain. Again.

"I brought him a towel," Meg had said, putting a hand on Emma's shoulder before slinking away to the main room.

Emma did not stand there with her mouth open. She did not open her mouth to yell. When Meg left, she did not stick her foot out behind her to kick the door closed. She just stared, over my head, as rage boiled quietly inside of her.

And then she did the scariest thing I'd ever seen her do. She inhaled, lifted the towel in her hands to shake it out, and then folded it.

Once lengthwise, with an icy precision that revealed a darkness brewing in her heart.

Then over itself, smoothing it flat across her body.

Then into a neat square, which she also smoothed.

She said nothing as she did any of this.

It was scary as fuck.

"I... didn't..." I began. I was dripping on the floor, and the drops splattered loudly, interrupting me: drip splotch drip.

Emma's voice, smooth as ice: "I know."

Emma stepped forward, turned like a soldier, and then walked into the bathroom. She rid herself of the towel and came out, making the same rigid turns.

And then she left, closing the door with a frightening, deliberate, total calm.

I was so fucked.

From there on out, Emma had removed herself - with the same soldier-like calm - from whatever room I came into. She was not sullen, but Roger sensed something was going on and hammed it up to cover for the awkwardness.

Meg couldn't have been less fucked if she had been getting a massage, which she had a way of seeming like she was doing, no matter what she was actually doing.

The rest came in flashes, in no particular order:

"I'm going down to the beach first," Emma had said cheerfully, after she had agreed cheerfully to the barbecue Meg had proposed.

(Wipe transition. Heartbeat).

"You don't mind, do you?" Meg asked me, taking off her top and tossing it from the floaty. Settling into the device, her breasts had swung and heaved with the motion. "I so don't want tan lines."

(Wipe transition. Heartbeat).

Meg, dabbing some of her homemade sunscreen on her nipples, slender fingers making sensual circles over the velveteen brown on her areolae.

(Wipe transition. Heartbeat).

Roger, telling me over the barbecue that Meg was the sexiest woman he'd ever met. "She doesn't give a fuck about anything, she does what she wants," he told me, breathlessly. And then he had leaned forward to murmur: "Literally anything."

(Wipe transition. Heartbeat).

Before any of that: Emma, smiling, a hand on her sunhat to keep it from blowing off, marching down the stairs. Turning, but not toward the steps to the beach. Looking up at me with an icy glare and a smile on her face as she leaned toward the steps to Drew's apartment to call down.

"Andrew! Hey! I'm going down to the beach, you wanna come with me?"

He called something up to her, and then she smiled and whirled away, but not before glaring at me with eyes like daggers over her gleaming, false, Christie Brinkley smile.

(Wipe Transition).

Andrew's face as he passed the entry to the pool deck, unbuttoned shirt blowing away from his chest, blond hair glowing in the sun. He glanced at the scene in the pool area, shook his head, and trotted away down the beach steps.

(Heartbeat).


Chapter seven



And now, here I was. A man who had been caught by his wife, naked with a towel in his hand like his own limp dick, with a smoking hot woman who was now floating around in a pool.

A man whose wife was pissed at him, and now frolicking about on the beach with a younger, fitter, Adonis of a kid.

A man with no way of moving around without looking like a gimp.

"Shrimp!" Roger announced, grinning broadly like a cheesedick.

Meg's lips curled before she smiled broadly. She dropped a hand into the water and flapped delicately to send her floaty over to the edge of the pool.

I tried not to look: after all, I was in the doghouse already, and could barely keep my erection at bay as it was.

But she was topless. Gorgeous. And when Roger fed her the huge shrimp she curled her mouth around the plump pink shellfish to pull it into the space between her puffy lips and made a sexual sound. Some of the butter splashed on her left breast.

When Roger turned away, she pushed herself into the center of the pool, looking right at me.

Then she used her pointer finger to swipe up some of the butter and bring it to her lips. She sucked them off with a pop that was audible where I was sitting, over the gently lapping waves in the pool and the dull crash of the ocean down below us.

My eyes were affixed, as if by glue, to the very edge of the book I was holding in front of my dick, blocking its occasional rise and also giving my eyeballs a place to rest. I had sunglasses on, but I didn't want Meg to know that I was seeing all of this, right down to the way she rubbed some of the butter around on her nipple and smiled at me.

I was fooling no one.

***

Emma's laughter preceded her up the stairs.

They entered the pool deck one after the other, Emma casting a backwards glance at Drew, smiling. Behind my sunglasses, I grumbled to myself: did it seem to me like she was winking at Drew?

I took in the swath of sand on her right leg - a dusting on her ass, in her outer thigh, on her calf. Her hair: sandy and wet, slightly matted in the back? Her mood: did she have a spring in her step?

Drew was also sandy. Also wet, though it was harder to tell with him. He'd fastened a single button on his shirt, but it still blew around in the breeze, revealing his abs now and then.

Emma strolled into the pool area. There was no way she didn't see Meg's huge boobs floating around in the pool, but she did not react to it at first.

She glanced at me, lifted her chin, and then strolled up to Roger. "Mmm," she said. "What's cooking?"

"Mmm. How was the beach?" Meg said, arching her back a little and shifting her shoulders on the floaty. Her voice was sultry, her movements seemingly of a woman waking up from a pleasant nap.

Emma looked over her shoulder, took in the scene, and looked directly at me as she answered. "So lovely," she said. She said this very pointedly, glaring at me. Then she smiled, and turned around toward the grill.

You don't get any more details.

"Did Drew show you the little cove?" Meg continued. She tipped her head toward me, grinning. "When the tide comes in, you could be doing anything on that beach, and no one would even know."

Drew himself was strolling casually by the barbecue, and I could have sworn he brushed the outside of his hand across Emma's backside.

"Megs, you do realize that the sun has gone down, so you can put your heavy artillery away without getting any tan lines," Drew said, without looking at Meg.

Meg's lips spread into a beautiful, wet, closed-mouth smile, and she re-settled herself on the floaty again, her magnificent breasts swaying to and fro. "I do."

A beat. Emma turned to look at Drew, and I thought I saw more than passing interest in what was happening there.

I took in the sand on Drew's shins, on the backs of his forearms: just patches, here and there. My mind was occupied twisting 3D models of Drew and my wife around like a Karma Sutra book, trying to account for the splotches of sand in a way that would resoundingly prove that they fucked.

Drew unbuttoned his shirt, smirking at Meg in the pool. She smirked back.

The shirt fell off. Meg smiled a little more.

I studied Emma. She was looking at Drew before she smiled wistfully and turned away from him.

Quick as lightning - or quick as an athletic young man in the prime of his physical powers - Drew was suddenly very high up in the air, curled into a ball, and hovering over the pool right next to Meg and her floaty.

The splash that this created could not have been calculated by NASA engineers to cover more space and tip Meg and her floaty upside-down with greater precision. Walls of water went in all directions, soaking me, overturning Meg, splashing Emma - who had turned away and even taken a few steps to avoid the splash. The far end of my lounger got soaked. Water hissed on the sides of the barbecue.

Wiping water from his face, hair slicked back, cool as all fuck, Drew stood up in the churning waves of the pool. Meg, completely bedraggled, sunglasses floating to the bottom, popped up next, shrieking.

"Sorry about that," Drew said.

He turned on his side and glided to the far end of the pool, facing Emma - who looked down at him with stars in her eyes.

"You're such a shit," Meg told him, using her foot to retrieve her sunglasses. Her voice was fairly friendly, though, leaving the door open to this just being a game that they played.

Drew hoisted himself up on the deep end facing the pool and using his triceps - one fluid movement that made his arms and washboard stomach flex casually. No need to kick.

"Hand me that towel, Emma?" he said, pointing to a towel on a lounger.

Emma was smirking triumphantly but doing a decent job of hiding it as she brought the towel to Drew.

Meg put her sunglasses on her head and glided to the stairs at the deep end, and then put both hands on the railings and pulled herself out like some kind of hopped-up Sports Illustrated photo shoot gone gloriously awry.

The flesh. The water. The breasts. The mild bitchiness.

I looked at Roger, who, like me, was utterly confounded as to how to react to the entire situation.

He opted to turn around and attend to the barbecue.

I adjusted my book to be sure it was hiding my erection.

Meg picked up a towel and hung it over her neck so that it covered her tits, which were bobbing delightfully as she walked. Then she strolled past Emma, rolling her eyes as if they shared some kind of secret, and tousled Drew's hair as she did so.

Drew tried to duck and shook his head after she walked by. Meg settled into the lounger next to me, wordlessly. Thankfully, she left the towel as it was.

Drew stood up and faced Emma, and whatever he did made her smile.

"Shrimp is on, how do you want your steak, everyone?" Roger called out.

"Rare," Meg purred, her tongue curled to touch her teeth. She was looking at me.

***

Dinner wore on with Roger playing the clueless, smitten boyfriend to Meg's crystals-and-nature vamp. Drew stole glances at my wife, who glared at me whenever she got the chance, before he excused himself to study.

Meg lit up a joint once he was gone. Holding it out to me, she blew on the end to keep it burning. Her voice was notched down a few levels to an even sexier growl by the pot. "The doctor's away, so we can have fun now," she said.

I glanced at Emma, who shrugged it all off. "Maybe it will do you some good," she said.

"Just don't throw it in the pool," Roger added cheerfully, in reference to the previous night's antics.

Bless him.

I coughed a lot, got really stoned, and it combined with my red wine and painkillers, and I became suddenly aware I needed to get upstairs. I was nauseated, stoned as hell, and needed to lie down on the floor.

"I gotta go," I said, aware that I didn't look at all as chill as I was pretending to be.

Roger offered to help me. Emma re-crossed her legs and smiled. Then she turned to Meg and asked her a saccharine question about shopping in town.

I did have to lie on the floor for a bit. It was cold and helped the spinning stop. I fell asleep there and woke up in the dark. On the ceiling, reflected pool lights glimmered. There was some splashing.

I tried getting up to go to the balcony, but discovered that I needed to be in bed. I heard Meg's laughter, followed by Emma's. A low voice, probably Roger.

I fell asleep again.

I woke up to see Emma by the dresser. She was bending over to remove her swimsuit bottom, and I stared at the material sliding down her thighs, baring her ass. She replaced it with underwear, which I also watched. She tossed a red camisole over her top and then leaned in to the mirror to inspect her face.

She turned toward the bed, reaching for something, and that's when I pushed myself up and propped my head and back up with pillows. "Are you going to talk to me?" I said softly.

Emma yanked the coverlet off the bed - I wasn't using it - and began to fold it it with the same methodical and scary mannerisms with which she'd folded the towel after finding me with Meg. "About what, dear?"

"Emma," I said. I pointed toward the windows. By this, I meant whatever Emma decided to take it as: about Meg; about the beach; about the sex she was having with boy wonder. Whatever she chose.

She shook her head with her lips pursed together.

"There were no towels," I began. "I was calling for towels. To you. And she literally just came in here like that, and handed one to me."

Emma shrugged. "Okay."

"Emma, what was I supposed to do?"

"Okay, I said." She shrugged again. "It's no problem."

I sighed, dropping my hand.

Then I became irritated.

"Did you have a nice time at the beach with Drew?"

She folded the comforter over her arm and looked at me. "Yes. I did, as a matter of fact."

"Where are you going with that comforter?"

"I can understand, Jon, every part of the story," she told me, ignoring my question. "Except for your great big, giant erection." She raised her eyebrows, lips together smirking. Explain that, bitch.

I tipped my head back and looked at the ceiling. "Emma, it really isn't what you think."

She laughed. "No? A hard cock on a middle-aged man is not what I think it is?"

Emma never talked like this, so she had me temporarily stunned. She marched to the bed, tossing the coverlet onto a chair as she did. Then she crawled at me from the bottom. "A hard cock is not a sign of sexual arousal? On a man your age? Extreme, sexual, arousal?"

I had a hard-on at that moment, just to confirm it for her. I was at a loss of how to get myself out of this - or even what was happening, and therefore if I wanted to extricate myself anyway.

"On a young man... say a man like Andrew, whose cock probably gets hard -" she snapped her fingers next to her ear, "like that... I can see how just the sight of a woman like Meg would cause some kind of unbidden woody. You know?"

She pulled on the sheet, tossing it up and over her shoulder so that my erection was uncovered - with flair. She stared at my dick. She glared at my cock, but in a way that any man could stretch into a sign of hunger or arousal.

Her eyes went to mine after a few moments of looking at my cock. Which I enjoyed very much, even if she was about to deliver a smashing blow to it. It had been a long, long time since Emma had looked at my cock at all, if I was being honest with myself.

We mostly fumbled around, under the covers, in a half-assed effort before anyone was awake enough to look at anything.

She sat back on her heels and extended a hand toward my dick.

"You would know a lot about Drew's cock, would you?" I challenged her. My dick waggled in the air above my pelvis, something that she noted with a slight cocking of her eyebrow.

Her eyes moved from my dick to my eyes. A sort of steely glint flashed in them.

Maybe it was the reflections of the pool.

"As a matter of fact," she purred. "I do."

"And?"

She was momentarily thrown off-guard by my snappy reply, and it excited me. It excited me watching the emotions of surprise, of tentative risk-taking pleasure, of guarded optimism playing out on her face. A smile tugged at the corner of her mouth: I couldn't tell if she was about to die laughing, or pleased. My heart started to race: adrenaline was pouring in from every gland that could pump it into my bloodstream.

"And it's bigger than yours," she said, tossing her hair. She tipped her chin up and looked down at me to gauge my reaction.

"Mmm-hmm," I said, still not sure what game Emma was playing. This was some uncharted territory, and I did not want to fuck it up. Unsure of what to do next, I let my hand drift to my cock. A bead of precum was forming at the eye, my balls beginning to ache. "You saw it recently then?"

"What if I did?"

"Did it make you wet?"

"Are you serious right now?"

It was a dangerous moment.

"What if I am?"

Her eyes flitted to my cock. She scoffed and turned her head.

Testosterone had flooded my veins, and I could feel the grip of it closing around my mind. Take risks, it urged me. Sexual risks. Do it.

Emma was staring at me, and there was no way to know what exactly was going on in her mind. What she hadn't done was immediately tell me to fuck off.

"He's into you," I said, moving my hand along the length of my shaft.

Emma's eyes were drawn to this. She watched for a moment. Indecision was now creeping all over her face, into her muscles. Her defiant kneel crumpled, imploding: she shifted her weight to one side and rested on her hip, legs tucked beneath her. She stroked her own calf. "We are not swingers," she said icily. Her eyes drifted back to my cock.

"That's not what I'm talking about," I agreed, lifting myself to a fully seated position, hand still on my cock. "But he's into you."

Emma looked at my hand, watching me stroke my dick. It was a big play, and it wormed in my gut, cold and risky and intoxicating. Hell, she was already mad, I was drunk and I could claim to have been out of my mind. I was going big and it surged into my shaft like pure adrenaline.

It should be noted here that Emma was not being a totally crazy bitch: my, er, manhood, was not usually at attention like this without a whole hell of a lot more work.

"He's a kid," she said quietly.

"He's twenty-four."

Her eyes went to mine. She looked away. She laughed - cautiously. Back to me.

"What are you...? What are you doing?"

I reached for her hand and pulled it to my dick, placing her fingers around my shaft. "I'm thinking about Meg's tits right now," I said, seizing her hand before she could pull it away.

"Jon what the -"

"Sshhhh," I said. "Feel that?"

She looked horrified.

"Now, tell me that you fooled around with Drew on the beach."

"I didn't -!"

"Just tell me. Keep your hand there."

"You want me to have fooled around with Andrew?" she hissed, in a maniacal whisper. But my dick flexed hard - hard - in her hand, and so she was caught off guard and her eyes flew back to my cock.

"Not really," she said, nervously, staring.

"Try me," I said.

Her mouth fell open and she paled, staring at me.

"He's into you," I said, and my cock twitched. I leaned toward her, taking her other hand and tugging her gently toward me. She went willingly, rising up to rest on her calves, then coming forward. Her face was utter confusion, her nipples turning to tiny pebbles under her shirt. Her eyes went to my dick, she didn't know how to escape my pulling and clasping her hand to my cock.

"I'm into you, being into him..." I continued. All the evidence was in the pulsing of my rock-hard dick.

"Jon," she whispered, eyes wide.

I let go of her hand and she left her fingers clasped to my cock. I pulled on her thigh. She lifted her leg over my thighs and lowered her body uncertainly to them. She was still holding my dick, while my hands moved to her hips. Her mouth hung open in disbelief.

Something got a hold of me, and I grasped her panties and ripped them apart.

"Jon! What are you...?" she whispered. But she let her sentence come to that halting end and looked down lustfully.

Like me, she was unable to control her body enough to lie. The truth was in the sweet syrup that dripped from between her legs. It oozed, hot and viscous, from her outer lips to my shaft when I positioned the crown of my dick near her hole.

Her eyes met mine.

"Tell me the truth," I said, moving a hand to the high, taut curve of her ass and pushing gently to ease her onto my dick. Her cunt swallowed my cock and my eyes closed in pleasure for a moment. "You're so wet, Emma. Tell me the truth: what did you do last night with Drew?"

"No - nothing," she gasped, as her pussy made wet contact with my balls. I could feel her heated liquid pouring down my balls.

"Did you want to?"

Her eyes flew open.

I held onto her hips and gently rocked against her body, making her mewl. "Tell me a lie, if you want. It's hot, Emma."

"I feel like... I - oh - I feel like you're... trying to... trap me..." Her pussy clenched around my cock and she wriggled a little. I lifted my hips to drive my cock deeper inside her. She gasped and a small droplet of spit pooled in the corner of her mouth and threatened to drop.

"Just pretend for me."

"Oh... Jon... what? Wh... why would you... why... do you..."

She lost her train of thought as I dropped a thumb to her slit, searched for and found, her clit.

"You feel how hard my cock is?" I asked her, tugging with my hand to roll her pussy again against my pubic bone. Inside her body, enveloped in her silky heat, my cock was massaged by the motion - but it was inside my head that the greatest stimulation brewed.

"I don't... know... what to... what you want..."

"I want you to feel how hard it makes me." I pushed up to get closer to her, sliding my hand up to her lower back. I leaned on my other hand to support me. Her lips swam in front of my eyes. "I'm not thinking about Meg. I'm thinking about you. Fucking him. Come on. Just pretend."

This was the most daring thing I'd ever done or said, sexually speaking - with any woman. With my own wife, it was extraordinarily risky, and I am by nature a gambling man, the way some people are addicted to cigarettes. Just a taste and I was done for. The thirst for risk lived next to my sexual appetite as well.

And this was the riskiest bet I'd ever made.

"Come on," I said, pushing Emma's hair from her shoulder and nuzzling her gently. I was talking to her like we were teenagers and I was talking her into sex itself. "Tell me a lie."

Emma blushed. The tint seared across her cheeks and reverberated through her body. Her skin was hot, her pussy clenched and released in a series of spasms.

"Tell me where you spent the night last night."

"In Andrew's apartment," she said. Almost too quickly. Her answer wasn't even sensual, but it poured through me as though it was. I shuddered.

"Did you fuck him?"

Emma's face suddenly transformed. She met my eyes. Her lips, stunned and slack moments before, came under her control. They invited me. She leaned closer, her body rocking on my cock. "He wanted me to."

"Mm-hmm. How do you know?"

"Because he kissed me."

This hit me hard, because it seemed so true. She leaned back, putting her arms on my shoulders. She was watching my face.

"When was that?" I croaked. I was taking in her breasts, the shape of her nipples poking the shirt out. I wanted her to take the shirt off, but I didn't dare upset the proverbial apple cart. "Where was that?"

My cock flexed inside of her. She looked down, between us, so I knew that she felt it.

"In the... oh... in the, down the... on the stairs..."

If Emma was lying, she was doing a magnificent job of it.

"Tell me about that."

"We were going to bed... Roger was in bed, you were passed out... I said, I better go to bed, and he said, yeah me too... and then he followed... me, oh..."

"Were you flirting with him?" Just to make sure she gave me what I wanted to hear, I pulled her closer and whispered in her ear, "Tell me you were."

Emma could have done a lot of things in this moment, and any one of them would have been hot. I don't know what I expected her to do - this was, after all, uncharted territory. But I think I expected her to laugh, or to say that she couldn't do this anymore, or to feed me some very, very hammed-up story.

Instead, she took a look at me again: a wondering look, her eyes searching all over my face.

"Are you serious right now?" she asked.

I pulled her hips to get deeper inside her, and she must have felt my answer between her legs. "I saw you in the pool that night. Floating around, Drew at the end of it... you liked it, didn't you? When did you realize you were flirting with him?"

This was reckless fantasizing: maybe Emma hadn't done any of that, had never intended any of that.

"He gave me a foot rub. I let him do it. It wasn't... a big deal, just... oh, oh..." Emma's voice trailed off. She closed her eyes, with them rolling back in pleasure. I steadied her hips.

"Emma."

"I let it happen, then I went... I was going to bed... we said goodnight... I went up the stairs and he grabbed my hand - he asked me where I was sleeping."

I imagined them there, and I could see it clear as day.

"And I didn't know... what to do... so I... hesitated."

"And then?"

"He pulled me toward him, and he kissed me."

"How?"

Emma looked at me for a moment, like she was taken aback. Then her face changed, and she seemed to be thinking. She seized my head and pushed my face into hers, kissing me violently.

Then I threw her onto the bed, overcome by lust. An older guy, I was suddenly energized, flexible. I rose up, lifting her, and got on top of her. I ripped her shirt off, and then I hammered her. In only a few thrusts, she was turning her head side-to-side, and then she squealed and her pussy exploded with hot juices around my cock. I came moments later, after fucking her deeply and making her tits jiggle wildly.

We were loud, we were reckless. It was hot. It had been along time since we were left panting this breathlessly.

I kissed her and lay on top of her for a while, and Emma seemed stunned, freshly glowing.

But when I pulled from inside her, she sat up - we were on an angle on the bed. She put her arms around her bent knees and looked down and behind her to look at me.

"You aren't serious about this, are you?"

I stared at her. I didn't know what to say.

She faced away from me. "I don't want you sleeping with Meg."

"Neither do I."

She whipped her head around. Then she snorted. "Okay," she said, uneasily.

I propped myself up on an elbow and rolled to face her, moving my fingers over her smooth hip and the small of her back. "Honey, seriously. I'm not... this isn't about that."

"You expect me to believe that you want me to sleep with..." She lowered her voice to an even lower whisper. "With Andrew?"

I slid my hand over her thigh, my fingers searching for her pussy.

"Jon," she hissed, wrapping her fingers around my wrist.

"How much of that was real?" I asked her, leaning in to bite gently on her tricep. I tried to move her arm out of the way with my nose.

She turned red again and looked away. "This doesn't... feel right."

"Why?"

She scoffed and looked down at me again, pushing my face away gently with her elbow. She just shook her head and made a face like, Are you serious?

"This is a family friend, a... he's twenty-four, Jon. And we're married."

"I know all this," I said. I stroked her bicep with my fingers. "It was hot. How much of it was real?"

She stared ahead of her.

"Do you want to have sex with him?"

"God! No! Of course not!" she spat, instantly. But she didn't look at me.

I leaned in, rubbing my lips over her skin. "Because if you did, it would be really hot." I moved a hand to between her thighs. "I think you want to. Didn't you think about it, even a little?"

No answer. Her pulse was wild at her carotid artery, visible to the naked eye.

My cock was getting hard again. I moved her hand to it, and she let me. "I'm telling you the truth," I said quietly.

She looked down at my cock.

"We could both get what we want..."

"What about Andrew?"

"All of us could get what we want..."

"What about Roger? What about... I mean, this is so... what about if Edward finds out?"

"How would he find out?"

Emma shook her head and pressed her lips together.

Then she looked at me. Bingo, I remember thinking: the idea was planted firmly in her head.

"Drew's not going to tell Edward that he boinked his mother," I told her.

Whoops.

"Jesus," Emma seethed, throwing a pillow over my head and swinging her legs out of the bed.

"Emma, stop, seriously - I'm -"

She stood up and looked down at me. She was stark naked. Her eyes went to the window, and then back to me.

"I was coming in here to get the comforter," she said, taking me by surprise. "I'm mad at you. I'm not sleeping with you tonight."

She stalked over to the dresser, then turned to the chair and started to pick up the comforter, then abandoned it and opened a drawer. "This is crazy," she said. She abandoned the drawer, stalked to the bathroom, and turned on the shower. I sat up and rubbed my head: I was still intoxicated, but I was alive again.

She showered and came out to snatch a towel off my suitcase, where the red one had landed. "I don't even know what to say to you," she hissed. "We're drunk. I'm... going out to the couch."

She fished some clothes out of the drawer – a big shirt and some boyshort panties. She put them on, rattled enough to almost fall over as she hurried with the underwear.

"Drew's couch?"

She snatched the comforter and glared at me.

"Honey, please... wait a second, I didn't mean to piss you off, come here -"

She stalked to the door, threw it open, decided not to make a scene, and closed it very quietly after herself. "I need to go to bed," she whispered, just before she left.

Emma went to the pool, and settled on a lounger there. I stared at her from the window for as long as I could take it, jerked off again in the shower, and then lay in the bed with my eyes open until somewhere along the way, I fell asleep.

She was in the bed - facing away from me - in the morning.


Chapter eight



The next few days were uneventful. We piled into Drew's car - the four of us - and Emma was cordial but distant as we drove here and there, and ate at restaurants - all of us having a nice time. The ladies left me and Roger at the bar while they went shopping, due to my foot.

At night, Emma turned in early and was on her side, asleep or pretending to be, when I hobbled into bed after lingering by the pool.

Drew was at work, on another shift I supposed, and so I honestly began to come down from my high and figured that the fantasy had gone as far as it would. With some distance between the events (and less booze in my system), I even began to think it had all been foolish.

Fun, but foolish.

Emma started warming up the next day, and it looked like she was into just making peace and forgetting the whole incident. Neither one of us asked about Drew - though I enjoyed scrutinizing Emma as she glanced occasionally at the stairs to the basement.

"So I have an idea," Meg announced, settling in at the poolside dining table. Emma had gone down to the beach almost an hour ago, and I was mildly worried about her: the tide was coming in, the sea was a little rough, and Emma had a tendency, as I've mentioned, to dive and dive and lose track of time. She knew how to extricate herself from a riptide, but she didn't have a life jacket. She drove me crazy with this stuff.

So I'd mentioned all this and sent Roger down to check on her. I, myself, would have fallen to my death, and Meg claimed to hate sand.

I did not especially want to be alone with Meg, but there was a perverse element inside me that thought it might make Emma mad enough that she'd try to get revenge by flirting with Drew again.

Meg folded her arms in front of her huge breasts, which I'd seen plenty of in the afternoon because she always took off her top to sunbathe.

"I know this place," she began, smiling. "It's teeny-tiny, they have some mud baths and natural springs that everybody swears by. For their health. We could go there, and you and I... she walked her fingers playfully across the table and looked at me with sexy mischief brimming from her eyes. "Can relax, get massages, heal your foot..." She tipped her body and her head to look under the table at this point.

Presumably for my foot.

I made no effort, for whatever reason, to hide my erection in the event it was visible. You have to understand: I didn't want to fuck Meg as an act in and of itself. But she was a booby, dark, sexy drink of overflowing tanned flesh, and she was flirting with me. And if flirting with Meg would make my wife Emma more inclined to have revenge sex with Drew that I could "walk in on," then I was prepared to do this difficult task.

Meg smirked triumphantly - but subtly - when she raised her head.

"...and then those guys can... you know..." she flitted her hand behind her. "Go surfing, or whatever they want to do." She smiled. "This way, everybody's happy."

Emma, as far as I knew, didn't surf. I chuckled, not wanting to diffuse the sex-bomb Meg was constructing over there on her side of the table - but also not wanting to mislead her about the possibilities. I knew there was an element of truth to Emma's attraction to Drew.

I also knew that her attraction - whether it had ever been real or just in my imagination - to Roger had fizzled. Probably because of that.

So I shrugged. "Emma isn't much of a surfer," I said.

Meg reached across the table and took my hand. "Jon. Can I give you a piece of advice?"

Her thumb stroked my hand. The signal traveled to my groin and lurked there, vaguely as arousal and vaguely as terror.

"I know you didn't ask for it. So I don't went to be speaking out of place. I've just overheard... Emma is feeling like you've ruined her vacation. She wants to go do things, see the island. So this is perfect, right? Because you can go to the spa, treat your foot - and I can get out of all this boating and the beach. And anyway, she seems like the type."

Meg sat back and settled herself into the chair, making her big breasts jiggle and the skimpy black suit covering one-quarter of them slip tantalizingly close to her areolae. "Drew will want to go surfing; Roger will want to be on the water - he hates spas. In fact everyone hates spas, except me. So you'd really be doing me a favor." Her eyelashes scraped against the big sunglasses as she fluttered coquettishly at me.

My cock had come to life at the mention of Drew coming along.

"Oh... Drew's...?" I said, tentatively.

"He has the whole week off," she said. "And I know Roger wants him to come along. It's his son, you know? He wants to spend time with him but he doesn't want to have to say so, outright. So if you join forces with me..."

At this point, her foot made contact with my calf, and then moved upward, toward my knee.

"Ooops," she said, in low voice, her eyes twinkling. "Is that you?"

I didn't say anything. I was calculating all kinds of shit in my head.

Meg stared at me as she moved her foot to my inner thigh, and when I didn't move, she worked her way into the center of my legs. Which parted a little, though it was done subconsciously. Her foot - she had very sexy, very pretty feet - brushed across the underside of my shaft, which was making a tent out of my swim trunks. "Is that you?" she repeated, with a wry smile.

And who appeared in the gap between the pool area wall and the stair wall at that moment, strolling casually by with his hands in his pockets?

Drew himself.

He stopped, looked right at us, blinked, turned to face the beach trail, and, lowering his chin to his chest, he skipped away without comment.

Meg squeezed her toes, bunching up some of my ball sack in her footsy grip. She laughed when I just continued to stare at her, and then slowly removed her foot. She dropped a hand and waved the whole incident carelessly away.

"He's too tall," she said, mirthfully. "He never would have seen that."

I wasn't exactly sure what she meant by that - the table was, at any rate, glass. I was almost 100% certain Drew had seen it. And because he was on his way down to the beach, I was also 50/50 that he was going to tell Emma about it.

Meg chewed on her lip and looked (through the glass Drew was supposedly too tall to see through) at my crotch. She shifted, putting both hands down to her sides on the chair and lifting her leg.

We heard Roger and Drew exchange some words just a short distance down the beach path.

Meg smiled, brushed her foot over my cock, and made my heart rate shoot through the roof.

She waited until the last possible moment to retract her long limb and her strong, pinching toes from my dick. Roger turned the corner and strolled over. He was a little winded and more concerned with getting a drink.

"Well," he said, after chugging some water and then some wine. "She's out there, but I finally got her attention and she waved at me - the water's pretty shallow here even at high tide, though. Anyway. Andrew's headed down there, I told him to fish her out if she starts drowning."

Meg was still looking at me, smiling.

I met her gaze, and raised her one.

"Phew," Roger said, wiping his forehead. "That's a workout."

***

Emma and Drew were gone so long that my thoughts morphed from amusing fantasy, to paranoia about secret liaisons, to terror - that they actually had drowned.

Roger dismissed this idea repeatedly. Meg kept trying to convince him to go down to the beach to check on them.

Which I didn't really want him to do - especially if anything but drowning was happening down there. I didn't want to be put into some compromising position with the aggressive Meg, and I didn't want Roger to see what I secretly hoped was impropriety with Emma and Drew.

But they returned, laughing, before I had to make tough decisions like that.

They were covered in sand.

"Ahp! Stop!" Roger said, pointing at them as they giggled their way into the pool area, deep in conversation. "No sand in the pool."

Drew rolled his eyes and entered anyway, snatching a few olives from a plate in the center of the table. Emma toweled her hair, smiling, from where she stopped in her tracks at Roger's proclamation.

"The Roomba will get it," he said, as sand shook from his arm onto the table.

"Go rinse off," Roger grumbled.

Meg was floating in the pool again, and seemed to be asleep.

Drew snorted. "Fine," he said, taking a bunch of grapes and a hunk of cheese in his fist as only a young man can do. "Follow me," Drew told Emma.

Emma let Drew pass her, her eyes on mine. She was smiling, but there was something wooden in it. Then she turned - and followed Drew down the stairs - to his apartment.

I watched them go and looked to Roger for his reaction, but Roger was wasted, and he seemed utterly unsurprised and disinterested in the fact that his son and my wife were disappearing downstairs.

"I gotta piss," I declared, pushing up from the chair.

Roger looked at me like I had three heads. He waved toward the pool.

"Jesus, honey," Meg said. I hobbled toward the pathway to the beach and downstairs steps while they argued about whether or not it mattered if people pissed in a saltwater pool.

"It's not the same thing as chlorine!" Meg was exclaiming, as I hobbled far enough away that they couldn't see me.

I had never actually walked this way - to a little path that broke off into other paths. To the right, the beach path, a little further left, to the basement apartment steps. And it also went straight ahead, into the jungle, as far as I could tell.

I didn't have to piss - I did it in the pool like everyone else, and I was sure about all of that because we drank like fish and no one ever went to the bathroom. But pissing gave me an excuse to go down the path, and my crutches gave me the excuse to not go very far, and this way I could look down the steps and see whatever I saw.

I imagined those steps all the time, and Drew's apartment, but I had never actually seen where they went.

I heard the sound of water splashing on the ground and Emma's laughter, followed by Drew's low voice. They were not inside. I stood by some trees and eavesdropped, but I couldn't envision what was happening. So I looked over my shoulder.

The steps went down, as I had envisioned: but it wasn't to a small dank square of cement in front of a door, as I'd envisioned (rather foolishly, given the appearance of the rest of the house). There was a lot of light down there, and more space than I'd imagined possible, possibly a terrace and a walk-out situation.

I could see the shadows of their bodies, so I approached until I saw their feet. Water was on the patio tiles, they were standing in it, spray from what I guessed was a hose was flying through the air. Their feet were very close, their legs close - but they were dancing about it, moving around.

I couldn't make out what they were saying. It was carefree and they were laughing.

And then, suddenly, they weren't. The hose flopped to the ground - I heard the metal clang of the coupling on the tile, and water started rushing across the floor in a sheet. Their legs merged, their voices stopped.

They were like this for a long time, and their legs became entangled. They turned - Emma's feet backed into a wall. Whispers. More silence while the legs froze in place. I leaned my head down cautiously to get as much of the scene in my eye line as possible. Hands on waists, groping. A familiarity to it that was shocking.

Emma's green suit bottom began to inch down, pulled by a large male hand. Drew covered her ass with his palm after pushing her swim bottoms down. I heard the distinct smack of lips. More whispers. Emma's hand to his hand, stopping the descent of the bottoms.

His hand twisting, disappearing between their bodies.

I waited, holding my breath, straining to hear Emma's harsh whisper: No! Andrew! We have to stop!

But it didn't come. Their bodies pushed into each other, Drew's hand disappeared in their smashed-together flesh. I could only see the strained muscle of his forearm. I could hear nothing for a bit - not panting, not Emma's protestations.

Her foot lifted from the ground and wrapped around his calf. I heard a sharp, high pitched bark. A clap of skin on skin. I watched Emma's toes curl and Drew's wiry muscle relax. Then the panting, as their bodies separated.

I stared, processing, my cock hard as hell. Emma tugged at the swim bottoms. They stood there a long time.

Drew had just fingered my wife.

His blonde head suddenly came into the picture as he dipped over to pick up the hose. It gave me a jolt, though he didn't look up and I only saw the back of his head. I heard him say, "here," as I stepped backward to try and subtly fade away.

Instead, I twisted my ankle even more, on a tree root.

It was hell getting back to the pool area on one crutch with the searing pain of my ankle, though I was a little bit pleased that I hadn't gotten discovered, because I hadn't yelled - despite the pain. And anyway, the pain had killed the erection I'd gotten while watching.

"Where'd you go? The beach?" Roger joked.

"I fell," I told him.

"You see?" Roger said to Meg, who dropped her sunglasses from her head to her nose when he pointed at her. "The man hurt himself."

"You still can't pee in a saltwater pool," Meg said dryly. "Sorry you hurt yourself, Jon."

She did not sound especially like she was.

Emma appeared in the doorway next. She was rosy-cheeked, her eyes bright. Her eyes went directly to the food, avoiding me. I felt a stab of pain and jealousy, and my erection started to come back. I reminded myself that I had actually suggested she hook up with Drew, and that he had probably told her about me and Meg when he went down to the beach.

Still, it seemed so heartless.

But hot.

I was of two minds.

Emma plopped into a chair next to Roger and extended her legs. "All clean," she said.

She was ignoring me. She popped a grape into her mouth and chewed.

Drew strolled up a few minutes later, hands in pockets, Mr. Cool.

"Oh Drew, good, you're back," Meg said, coming to life. She started to paddle herself over to the edge of the pool.

Drew smiled at Emma, which I saw out of the corner of my eye. Emma played with hair and looked innocent for no one in particular. I seethed inwardly.

"How would you guys feel," Meg was singing, getting off her floaty, "about a little road trip. Now. Just hear me out..."

Meg kept talking, walking around with that way of hers that drew everyone's attention to her. Emma turned to look at her, Meg stood and took fruit off the table and munched on it while gesticulating wildly about her plans, clueless to everything. Roger was rapt with attention, though I suspect more at Meg's tits than her plans. Drew smiled to himself, eyes mostly on his foot, crossed over in a 4-shape to his opposite knee.

Emma stole a glance at him. He smiled. She played with her hair and squinted up at Meg.

I saw Drew in my peripheral vision, when he thought no one was looking, bring his right hand up to his face with the palm turned toward himself, smiling as he inhaled the scent.

Of my wife's pussy.

Emma's lips trembled, suppressing a smile. Meg went on and on.

Finally, finally, Emma's eyes shifted to mine and locked. She leaned back in the chair, crossed one leg over the other, and settled in. "Well. Honey," she said, and she sounded sweet as pie but there was certainly a hint of danger in her voice. "What do you think?"

I gurgled something, like a dying man.

"Drew?" Roger asked his son, who was sitting smugly, a grin on his face, looking out on the sunset with his hands clasped behind his head and his foot propped on a one knee. He didn't face us, and it almost looked like he was asleep because his sunglasses were on.

I stole a glance at Emma. She was staring now at the table, a disinterested lie plastered to her face.

"Eh... well..." Drew began.

"There's surfing," Meg said. "Oh, please come with us, Drew. It's the perfect plan." Meg put her hand on her hip, turning to Drew. "A lot of lovely young ladies will be there," she cooed.

Drew rubbed the back of his head rapidly with both his hands.

Emma was going to burn a hole through the glass.

"Honey?" I said, feeling devilish.

If Meg and Roger had been looking, like I was, at both Emma and Drew (by darting my eyes from one to the other), they would have seen what I saw. An exchange of glances, fleeting smiles, a textbook lovers' longing glances like it had been ripped from a movie. A streak of red on Emma's right cheek. Emma put her hand in a fist to her mouth and smiled behind it.

Drew was smelling his hand again, very pleased with himself. Meg was arguing slightly with Roger about a hotel.

"You surf, Mrs. Dozer?" Drew asked.

I felt like a hot wire was plucked inside me. It reverberated and clung to my heart, sizzling. So we were back to "Mrs. Dozer" now, huh? As if that would cover up that he had just slipped his hand into my wife's swimsuit bottoms.

Emma shook her head. "Nuh..." she cleared her throat, grinning. "No."

"I can teach you."

Emma smiled to herself, her fingers tracing the bumps on the glass table, as if she was alone and bored and hadn't just let this very young man stick his fingers in her cunt and make her come.

She lifted her eyes to meet mine, and I felt like I was cleaved in two by a very hot, very sharp ax. Her eyes shimmered, sexy and sleepy in the setting sun. A strand of hair cut across her face with a breeze, and the contrast of her eyes against her tan skin made her remind me of a perfume commercial. She was so beautiful in that moment it hurt to look at her.

"Why not?" she said. And gave me a smile.

There was a lot to unpack in that smile. A lot that we needed to discuss. But Emma also seemed to know that making me wait for that was, actually, just what I wanted.


Chapter nine



That night, after trying to wait Emma out, I had to go to bed. I started to fall asleep in a lounge chair, but Emma was up, drinking, bright-eyed and bushy-tailed. She shook me awake, and then insisted on getting Drew and Roger involved - in getting me up the stairs.

I belligerently tried to stay put, but then I went. Emma promised to "be right up."

I don't know whether she was or she wasn't. I woke up with a pounding headache at 3am and she was lying next to me. Seemingly asleep. I tried to rouse her, feeling frisky. When I wake up with a hangover in the early morning hours, I convince myself that sex is the ideal way to solve all of the problems I just caused myself.

I lay down next to her and began by moving a finger along the shape of her shoulder, down her arm, to her hip. When she didn't stir, I traced a new, feathery line along her spine. I pulled the sheet away from her body and followed the hem of her underwear over her hip, along her buttock where it rested, slightly bunched from her sleeping. She stirred, and I moved closer, kissing her upper arm, burrowing my fingers into the heated, moist cavern of flesh and panties between her legs.

I saw her eyes open, her long lashes fluttering as she did. Her body didn't stiffen, in fact, she relaxed a little into me. Up until then I had been kind of sleepy, my thoughts hazy. But as she wakened, her exploits with Drew - never far from my mind, to be sure - rose up and filled my head.

My cock throbbed: I was hard, rock-hard and ready. Emma squirmed, feeling my dick at her lower back. Her eyelashes fluttered on her cheek, her mouth formed a sexy, lazy, half-smile.

She half-rolled toward me, getting her top half onto her back, her camisole stretched tight against her breasts, her nipples hardening, beckoning me. She put a hand to my jaw, felt the scruffiness of another day without shaving. She smiled, stroking my jaw. "I kind of like this," she said.

"Oh yeah?" I said. I was encouraged.

"Mmm-hmm," she said. And then she took a dark turn, very suddenly. "How does Meg like it? I noticed she has a Brazilian, too."

I was taken aback. I stared at her, shocked. And let's be honest, it wasn't that easy to knock the erection out of me, especially since I hadn't actually done anything with Meg.

But Emma was still smiling. She wasn't pushing me away.

"I... baby, what are you talking about?" I made a move to pepper kisses down her neck, thinking about scruffy beards against bare pussy, getting hornier.

She let me go, putting her hands to my head, into my hair. I pushed the camisole up to bare her stomach, the soft curve of her belly, and then her breasts. Stroking one nipple with my fingers, I sucked on her left nipple and swirled my tongue around it, making her lower body rotate toward me and her ribs rise to meet my mouth.

I kept going, climbing on top of her, my hands working down to her panties and pulling them over her hips and down as I headed to her pussy. And while I did this, Emma began to murmur. At first, I wasn't really listening. Or, I should say: I was listening but almost as if on a delay. I heard the words, my dick got harder, and then my brain caught up several moments later.

"Andrew told me what he saw yesterday. You and Meg?"

I continued down to her legs, because why not? I had known that Drew would tell her about that, it turned me on that he had, that she was talking about it now. Because next we would get to what she had done with Drew.

When I didn't respond with words, she pulled on my hair. "So it's true?"

She was mad now. I blinked at her. All I could think about was her pussy, which was now inches from my lips. It smelled sweet, slightly salty, and I wanted to taste it. For the first time in our marriage, I didn't know what I would find there: wetness, unadulterated? Or loose flesh dripping with briny cum from another man?

"Do you know why I like your scruff?" she asked, flippantly.

I brushed my cheek against her thigh. I was praying she would say exactly what she said next.

She jerked on my hair, and then set her teeth in this peculiar way that she had when she is violently emotional - usually with something good. "I like it because stubble feels really, really good on my bare pussy."

Her fingers unclasped, and my head, freed from her grip, moved lower. I looked up at her as I aligned my mouth with her pussy and hoped again. She was wet, all of her sweet, tangy flesh engorged and lubricated, seeping delicious juices for me lap up. I considered the facts:

I never let my stubble grow out.

She had only just gotten a Brazilian for this vacation, and one other time long, long ago (and then promised to never do it again).

But Drew had stubble.

Stubble in the time of Emma's Brazilian wax.

Our eyes met over her mouth, and I opened my mouth to make a seal over the hood of her clit, down to her hole, sucking her juices up into my mouth and working my tongue on her swollen clit.

"Fair is fair," she said.

I left my eyes on hers and begged her to keep telling the story. I was grateful that she registered what I wanted: confusion speckled her gaze, but understanding was taking over. I not only wasn't outraged by what she'd done, I approved of it.

But she stopped talking, and then began squirming. I brought her to a crest, feeling her body stiffen as I lapped at her smooth, slick flesh and her clit swelled and hardened beneath my busy tongue. Her hips moved side to side, her back arched. Her lips parted and she panted a little like an animal. The camisole was trapped above her breasts, so they jiggled pleasantly, her nipples floating on the churning golden flesh like chocolate in a pool of milky caramel.

I paused, breathing on her pussy, rubbing my jaw, my chin, any part of my face with stubble on it against her thighs or her outer lips. I enjoyed her reaction: the tremor that went through her.

"I know what you did with Drew," I said.

Her eyes went wide. She had a hand in my hair again now. I wished she would clench it, push my face into her pussy, but instead she looked alarmed.

I licked her clit, making her jerk. "I saw you on the patio. With the water."

Her whole body tensed. I could feel the chill of being caught that traveled through her, and it was delicious.

"That was payback," she whispered, her voice cut off as I began attacking her pussy again.

"But you did more," I prompted, after bringing her close to the edge. She tasted sweeter than usual; I didn't think there was any way she could have fucked Drew, but my cock had more imagination than me. I could feel precum beading at the tip, slipping down my shaft. My cock was so hard it began to ache.

She stared at me, and it was hard to tell if she was just absorbed in almost coming or angry, or what. I flicked my tongue at her clit. "Didn't you?" I breathed.

"After you went to bed," she panted, lifting her head to look at me. She lost her train of thought, tipping her head back, gripping my hair. I pushed against her, rubbing my chin across her lips again. "And...?"

She pushed my face into her pussy, crushing my head at the same time with her thighs. "I... let him... oh, baby, don't stop... don't... oh, I'm so close..."

I slowed my tongue. "Tellll meeeeeee," I murmured into her flesh. My nose was in her pussy, even. She pulled hard on my hair and pushed her pussy up by lifting her hips.

I narrowed my eyes. She could grind her pussy on my face, if that's what she wanted, but I wasn't going to let her come until she told me what I wanted to hear.

"How do you think... oh, yes, there.... how do you think... I know... how good... stubble feels on my..?"

I stared at her. She pushed harder, mashing my face into her pussy until I couldn't breath. She was grinding against me and holding my hair so tightly, I really didn't so much as eat her out as get used like a tool. Her pussy juices smeared all over my face as she moved my head, lips, and tongue where she wanted them, at the pace she wanted them.

And then, her body stiffened, and she squealed - turning her head into the pillows and stuffing them into her mouth. Her juices flowed, hot and viscous, into my mouth, down my chin, up one nostril.

She held me to her until I felt a painful need to breathe, and then released me.

I sat up, panting. She pushed herself onto her elbows. Her legs were spread open, sort of akimbo like a pornographic fashion ad. I stared at the reddened, swollen mass of glistening flesh between her legs and wiped my mouth and chin with the back of my forearm. I'm sure I was smiling, getting ready to sink my cock into her flesh. Her eyes were on my dick, and she seemed impressed, which was a nice feeling after all these middle-aged, soggy sex sessions of late. Soggy, as in me - not her.

This was the right kind of soggy.

"So it's true," she said, lifting her eyes to mine. "You really like it?"

"Honey," I said, starting to lower myself down to her. "I told you... I love it. I fucking love it. I want you to do it. I want you to be happy."

"Mmm," she said. "Are you sure you don't just want to screw Meg?"

"Meg is a force to be reckoned with... but no." I was lining myself up to slide in, but Emma put her hand to my chest. I paused, uncomfortably balanced in a plank, basically.

She pushed harder, and sent me back to kneeling, resting on my calves and heels. She let a hand drop between her legs and slipped her fingers into her pussy, while I stared at her like a slave. Her fingers made syrupy noises in the dense sweetness of her cunt. She was smiling, looking amused.

"I read all about this," she said, as I stared at her. "And what I read said that some guys like being denied their wife's pussy. Is that true?"

Well. The tables had turned so fast on me - and so quickly to my own darkest desires - that I didn't even know what to do. I stared at her, my jaw slack and falling open in lurches.

"I didn't know if that was true or not," she said, stretching out, playing with her pussy, tantalizing me with squirming, sexual motions that my brain was failing to process. "Is it?"

I made a movement of my head and a sound that seemed more bovine than human.

She pushed up on her elbows, then rose to sitting by taking my cock in her hand and - very gently, thank goodness (I guess) pulling on it. She slowly moved her hand along my shaft, feeling it as it pulsed and spasmed in her fingers.

"I let Andrew finger me when we went to wash the sand off... but you knew that, didn't you? And then, after you went to bed... I couldn't stop thinking about him, about his scruffy jaw, about how it would feel on my bare pussy. So I got up, and I went downstairs, and I went into his apartment... and I told him so."

She released my cock, smiled triumphantly, and wriggled out from my legs before I knew what was happening. I looked down at my cock and panted, bending a little in pain. My ball-ache was reaching up through my torso and grabbing my insides in a firm sexual grip that was as arousing as it was painful.

I turned toward her as she strolled into the bathroom, leaving her panties and then her camisole behind on the floor, a wink the last thing she bequeathed to me.

I looked down at my cock and then back up when she popped her head out of the bathroom. Her vixen face was gone, and she looked slightly sheepish. "Did you like that?" she asked me.

Another bovine nod.

"Can I jerk off?" I ventured. I mean, as long as we were (apparently) role-playing.

She tipped her head back, her gaze searing me from the inside-out and making my dick hurt all the way to my kidneys. "No," she said simply, and popped back into the bathroom. Running water followed.

She showered, and I sat in the room on my knees on the bed, my erection painful, dizzy and sick and as turned on as I had ever been. She sauntered out and looked at me, and a smile escaped her lips. She started getting dressed as I turned and watched her.

"Do you really want to do this?" she asked me. "This trip?"

Bovine nod.

"With Roger. Meg. Andrew. Me. You want to go to a spa with Meg, and leave me... surfing with Andrew?"

I nodded. I was still looking like a zombie, I'm sure: not all the blood was making its way to my head. My wife was a seemingly different person overnight. I knew I should probably be saying something else here - but nothing occurred to me. It was too close to my wildest fantasies (that I hadn't really even known about) for me to think straight.

She looked at me funny. Cocked and eyebrow.

Then she made a "T" with her hands. "Okay, time out for a sec," she said, coming to sit on the edge of the bed.

She got serious. Her eyes went wide. "I really did that with Drew," she told me.

"I -"

"Not the middle of the night thing. But the other... thing. I was mad. I did it out of anger. But..." She lowered her eyes. "I really liked it. I really... really..." she slipped her hand under the sheet I'd hastily pulled over my groin, and found my cock. She began stroking me slowly, and I was instantly taken to a screaming new level of near-orgasm. Then she squeezed, and held me like that. She looked into my eyes. "Is this really what you want?"

Another animal-like nod, saliva almost dripping from my slack-jawed mouth.

Emma stared at me.

"I don't want you to sleep with Meg," she repeated.

I felt dizzy.

"You don't want... me to... jerk off...either..." I said, and my tone was unclear as hell: was that a question, a request, a mandate?

She didn't care.

"Okay. We can do that." She leaned in close to my ear. "But honey..."

Her breath was hot and glided over my ear and down my neck, a frisson of lust sizzling through every nerve that led to my testicles - a lot, as it turned out. "I really am going to like his stubble on my pussy."

She squeezed me, hopped up, did a little teasing dance as I groaned and bent over to deal with my blue balls and kidney-level pain. Then she put a hand on the door, made a circle with her finger in the direction of my head, and said: "Shave that off. I don't want Andrew thinking... I don't want him thinking this is a game I'm playing. You know?" She paused. "I'm really going to do it," she repeated. "If we go on this trip."

"I know."

"You want me to do this?"

I nodded.

"Then let's go to the beach." She shrugged, smiled, and opened the door.

As she was closing it, she peeked in. "You - be good." Her eyes went to the tent in the sheets propped up by my cock, a wet stain spreading from the big top.

I sat alone in the room, the curtains blooming in the ocean breezes. Meg's laughter - almost maniacal - clattered from down below, high and sexy over the sound of the waves.

And then Drew's voice - low, unintelligible.

And Emma's, lilting, carefree. Distinct:

"I'll go with you!"

My cock throbbed.

I pinched myself on my inner arm, and the pain was intense.

I was not dreaming.

I had just made a deal with my wife, and now she was going to screw a 24-year-old man, the son of a family friend. She was entertaining my fantasies. She'd just agreed to everything I thought I'd never even be able to tell her I fantasized about her doing.

And I was not dreaming.

But vaguely at the base of my spine, I felt an encroaching darkness. All dreams, after all - teeter on the knife's edge of a nightmare.

Even waking ones.

END PART I

***

Psssst: Did you miss the searing hot two-part series I just wrote? Scroll on for an excerpt.

While you wait for parts II-III of What Happens In St. Lucia…

…entertain yourself with what happened with Sabrina Cole.

***
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Excerpt:

She met him in the balcony seats in the faux theater that a movie set crew had erected in the convention center, bad weather driving them inside. She'd had a guy in mind for a fling: a filmmaker and actor.

Like all the guys she went after, he was young: twenty-three.

That was the kind of guy Sabrina liked to do: they needed no seduction, always had rock-hard erections, they came with no baggage, and they were putty in her hands. She was older, she was confident, she knew what she wanted and she asked for it, and she was hot as hell. Experience had made her formidable: at some point Sabrina had realized that a lot of young guys had fantasies about self-possessed, bossy, hot, older women. Once she knew that, she went wild.

She went to the balcony seats to plot her attack on that young man - the filmmaker - but a crew worker she hadn't noticed much before was up there alone, watching the film.

The inspiration had come to her instantly. He was muscular and quiet, expressionless behind the goatee and beard that had originally disqualified him - Sabrina hated beards, she claimed that they smelled like dust and annoyed her in all the wrong ways. (They were currently a plague on the age group she selected her bulls from).

But this guy was sitting there alone and looked back at her in a certain way - like he had been waiting for her all along.

"Like maybe he had, and maybe he hadn't," she had told Graham, the intrigue sizzling in his ears and his cock. "But either way, he seemed happy to see me."

So she sat next to him: a forward and provocative move. But that was Sabrina's MO, her secret sauce. She was a hot MILF in an unexpected package: Sabrina still looked young-ish. She was thin, shapely, interested in sex.

Men still chased after her: the desperation of a lonely soccer mom past her prime didn't cling to her like it did other women her age, or even younger. She had been a soccer mom, and now she was past all that, too: but Sabrina wore it differently somehow. Like she could take it or leave it. Men were intrigued by that, and probably pleasantly surprised that she did take it when she did. Or that she reached out and grabbed it.

There was no one up there and rows and rows of empty seats. Their clothes were damp from the sudden downpour outside, and he smelled like damp tobacco and clean sweat. "He smelled like a man," she recounted: in Sabrina's world this was any combination of sawdust, sweat, tobacco, or motor oil. She preferred young blue-collar men. Everybody has a type.

She decided, the way she decided everything - in a rush - to pounce on this one.

When the next film started, she reached over and put his hand on her thigh.

A detail Graham liked emerged next: the music was too loud. So loud,she recounted breathlessly - in her overripe voice, a smile quivering in her lips - that it was uncomfortable. Distracting.

The guy didn't even turn toward her when she did that. She almost started laughing when he didn't move for so long: the sound was too loud, her own overture too forward. He didn't move at first: his hand lay on her thigh like the hand of a corpse, and she wondered if she'd at last met a man who wouldn't go for her. His lack of reaction intrigued her, so she waited to see what he would do.

But the hand - of course - warmed, and began to move. Just the tips of his fingers, stroking her knee. When he came to life a swell of victory rushed over her, and she had a craving for him. But he just kept stroking her knee, staring straight ahead.

So she nudged his fingers deeper: under the skirt, inward between her thighs. The movements were like that of a Ouija glass: controlled by no one, willed by both. His hand began to heat up and his fingers started to move more brazenly. She pushed them to the crease of her hip and parted her legs enough that he could work them beneath her silky panties and to the place she wanted him to stroke.

He didn't resist, but he also didn't press forward. Not until his fingers met the sticky sweetness dripping from her pussy did he begin to move completely on his own.

The blaring soundtrack soon faded beneath the churn of her own blood, the sound of her own breath. A dimming of outside sound, and a crisp tingle seemingly in the air - her own heart, thumping heavily and irregularly, trying to keep up with the rhythmic (and, it turned out, very expert) pulsing of the roadie's fingers.

It clawed between her legs until it burst and she tipped her head back,her juices oozing, hot and wet, into his hand. She let out a little gasp - one she said, laughing, that she couldn't imitate for a million dollars. Anyone who might have heard it would have recognized it for what it was, but the loud soundtrack glazed right over it.

Still, they both stared ahead. He had a smile on his face now.

When she brought her fingers to her mouth to lick them, one by one, it was inspired. That she thought of leaving after that - to never see the roadie again or explain - was a delicious paragraph in her tale, the kind Graham would have re-read again and again if it were in a book.

The kind of detail he would never get if he had been there to watch. Men fucked his wife much differently when they were alone with her, when they thought she was cheating with them.

She didn't leave like that, in the end: she slipped her hand into his pants and gripped his cock. She didn't say, but Graham liked to imagine: this was done as if to size him up, get an idea of his mettle. When her thumb encountered a slippery syrup oozing from the slight cleft at the tip of his very satisfying dick, her lips parted and she gasped as quietly as she could.

Approvingly, she pulled away. Looked back at him as she walked to the exit. Down the street, a light rain falling, into the stairwell back entrance at the Hilton. By then he had caught up to her and was right behind her through the door. Up, up, up, quietly walking, him following without asking questions, his eyes unflinchingly gazing up her skirt. Graham wondered if the scent of her steaming pussy had lingered in the stairwell, like a perfume, a faint mist that enclosed him as he climbed the stairs behind her.

She went up to the fifth floor, one that nobody used with any regularity- which did not mean 'never;' anyone could have emerged and found them there. Why the fifth? No particular reason. She was tired of climbing, she was thinking about his cock, there was more danger to it than, say, the tenth floor, where there were only three suites, and no reason at all to be in the stairwell.

She could scarcely believe she was doing it when she did it. She seemed genuinely shocked by herself as she recounted taking off her clothes- all of them - so that she was stark naked in the stairwell with a young guy staring at her in happy disbelief.

She recalled placing her long rain jacket down on the floor first.

Graham had no trouble imagining his wife doing that: a naked, hot older woman having sex with a young guy she just met, in a stairwell, pausing to tidily spread her rain jacket on the floor.

She opened her legs and sat down in the corner, arms braced against the walls, and let him fuck her. After he ate her pussy, which she instructed him to do. He was the one who crawled to her, with his belly on the ground, writhing on the floor like a worm.

But none of this was the best part about that story, or the way Sabrina told it….

Look for the rest on Amazon, Kobo, B&N, Smashwords and more!
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***

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.
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