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1.    All night long





New promise

We reached our hotel room, and I opened the door.
“Here we are!” I said as I held the door open for Ella and Joao.
Joao grabbed Ella, placing one arm around her back and the other around the bend in her knees.
“Joao!” she squealed in surprise, wrapping her arms around his neck as he picked her up.
Ella looked at the cleaning lady in the corridor and smiled shyly. The cleaner smiled back in confusion, wondering what two men and a woman would do in the hotel room.
Joao went inside, carrying Ella in his arms, and threw her on the bed on her back.
She bounced off the mattress, squeaking, “Joao! What’s up with you?!”
I hurriedly entered the room and closed the door behind me, concerned about what the poor cleaning lady would think about us.
Joao removed his sandals. Then he took his t-shirt and shorts off and threw them on the nearby chair. His cock was erect, eager to fuck my wife.
He quickly climbed on the bed and said, “Let’s fuck!”
Ella smiled. “Let me wash myself first!”
She tried to get up, but Joao put his hand on her chest, saying, “No need, Ella!” He gently pushed her to lie back. “Let me fuck you real good!”
He took her ankles and removed her sandals, dropping them on the floor at the foot of the bed. Then he grabbed her legs, pulled them up, lifting her bum off the bed, and hiked her dress up to her waist, baring her ass and pussy. He let go of her legs and put his hands on her knees, pushing them up and out. Ella bent her knees and spread her legs apart.
Joao crawled between her legs and lay on top of her. He propped himself on one hand, took his cock in his other hand and guided it into her gaping pussy.
“Oh, my God!” Ella cried as he pushed his cock into her vagina.
I walked to the side of the bed and kneeled on the floor, facing the bed. This way, I had a better view of what was going on between Ella’s legs. Her inner pussy lips were spread wide apart and wrapped tightly around Joao’s bulbous cockhead, half of which had entered her pussy.
Ella crossed her arms around his neck, and he thrust in again.
“Urgh!” she groaned.
This time his cockhead disappeared into her pussy.
Joao propped himself up on two hands on each side of her and thrust again. A long, powerful thrust and his entire cock slid in.
Ella squeaked, “Oh, my God! Joao!” She puffed air out of her cheeks. “You are truly big!”
Joao smiled and rotated his hips, making his cock stretch Ella’s pussy out even wider.
She moaned, “Ahh!”
“I’m all in, Ella!” he announced. “You see how easy it is the second time around?”
Ella only smiled and puffed air out again.
Joao pulled his cock out to the cockhead and rammed it back in.
Ella squeaked, “Ohh!”
He smiled. “Went too deep in?”
She nodded yes. “You’re hitting my cervix.”
“Oh?! You want me to pull back?” he asked.
Ella shook her head. “No. I like feeling full.”
Joao pulled his cock out to the glans again and thrust it into her pussy, burying it all the way to the base.
Ella moaned, “Ugh!”
“Urgh!” he groaned. “You opened up so well, Ella! Love it!”
Joao began thrusting his cock in and out of Ella’s pussy, fucking her in the missionary position.
He fucked her for about a minute before he stopped thrusting. “Ella,” he said, “I already said it, but I have to say it again! You’ve got the best pussy I’ve ever fucked!”
“Thank you!” Ella chirped and wrapped her legs around his hips.
Joao resumed thrusting, and a moan slipped through Ella’s lips.
He increased the pace of his thrusts.
Soon Ella was moaning with each of Joao’s strokes, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”
“Urgh! Wonderful, tight, slick pussy!” he muttered as he doubled down on his thrusts.
“Thank you!” Ella purred through her moans.
I stood up, took my t-shirt off and kicked my sandals off. I removed my shorts, grabbed my erect cock and began stroking it as I watched Joao’s cock plough my wife’s pussy.
Joao looked at me. “Man, honestly, your wife’s pussy is perfect! The best I’ve ever fucked!”
“Thank you,” I said.
“Has she given natural birth?” he asked.
I showed two fingers.
“Wow!” he exclaimed.
“Stop talking, Joao!” Ella said and pulled on his neck.
He turned to look at her.
“Kiss me!” she demanded.
Joao dropped to his elbows and planted his lips on hers.
They kissed as he kept thrusting.
After they broke the kiss, he stopped thrusting and propped himself up on his hands again. He smiled at Ella. “Seriously? To both your kids?”
She smiled back at him. “Yes. But stop talking!”
Joao shook his head in disbelief and resumed thrusting.
“Urgh!” she groaned. “Fuck me!”
He increased the speed of his thrusts.
Ella moaned, “Ugh! Fuck me!”
He started to ram his cock with force into her.
“Harder!” she shouted and moaned, “Oh! Oh! Oh!” A second later, she shouted again, “Harder! Fuck me harder!”
He slammed his cock into her pussy with frantic thrusts, shaking her body.
“Urgh!” Joao moaned a throaty moan. “I want to. . . urgh. . . I want to watch your boobs bounce, Ella!”
Holding himself up on his left hand, he slowed down his thrusts and used his right hand to untie the front tie of Ella’s dress. Then he drew the front panels apart, and her breasts popped out. Seeing her bare tits from such close quarters seemed to motivate him further. He propped himself up on two hands and resumed fucking her fast and hard.
Ella closed her eyes to better enjoy the hard fucking she had asked for. Joao fucked her with powerful strokes, watching her breasts wobble. Her tits bounced beautifully with each of his thrusts. The slapping sound of flesh on flesh filled the room as Joao’s crotch slammed against Ella’s reddened labia.
After about a minute of being fucked hard, Ella arched her head back and cried, “Oh, yeah! Oh, yeah! Oh, my God! Yes!”
She pushed her chest up.
“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Ella moaned, squeaking from time to time high-pitched “Yes!” or just muttering, “Sssooo good!”
Joao was sweating. However, he was not slowing down. He fucked her for at least five minutes before Ella opened her eyes and cried loudly, “Oh, my God! Joao!” She shuddered in a massive orgasm.
Joao kept thrusting and fucked her for another five minutes before she cried again as another orgasm shook her body.
Ella began to sweat. She was squirming in pleasure underneath her lover, but he wasn’t cumming. He kept thrusting, occasionally moving his pelvis from side to side or gyrating it in a circular motion, stretching her pussy with his cock as if trying to widen her vagina.
Ella was now constantly squeaking high-pitched “oh”s while Joao relentlessly pummelled her pussy.
He propped himself up on one hand and cupped Ella’s breast with the other. He squeezed her boob hard, and he must have hurt her, yet the feeling of his hand on her breast and his fingers squeezing her nipple drove her to another climax. Ella arched her head back again and cried, “Oh, my God!” this time in Croatian.
She eased out of her orgasm, and Joao let go of her breast, only to drop onto his elbows and put his mouth on her other breast. He slowed down the speed of his thrusts in her pussy so that he could kiss her boob. He kept moving his lips all over her mound of flesh, kissing and gently biting her skin. His mouth found her nipple, and he began sucking it.
And this gave Ella another orgasm. It was a long one. She grabbed Joao’s head and started to pull on his hair. She shut her eyes and pushed her chest up, pressing her breast against his lips. Joao kept thrusting in her pussy and kissing and sucking her boob at the same time.
“Oh! Oh! Oh!” kept coming from Ella’s mouth as Joao alternated between sucking on her erect nipple and gently biting it. Often his teeth slipped to her areola or the white skin of her breast, where he bit her a little harder.
Ella moaned a deep throaty “urgh” and tugged on her lover’s sweaty hair as she arched her head back. Her body convulsed in orgasmic pleasure.
As her orgasm gradually subsided, she opened her eyes and looked at Joao. He kept sucking her breast and moving his cock back and forth in her pussy.
Ella caressed his head and whispered, “Joao, you’ll leave a hickey!”
Joao released her boob. My wife’s nipple was reddened and swollen, wet with his saliva. There were three or four red spots on her breast, centred around her areola.
Continuing to fuck her pussy, Joao looked at her and, smiling shyly, said, “But you taste so good, Ella!”
And as if the hickeys on her breast—which his bites were undoubtedly going to leave—were not enough, he moved his mouth up and began to suck the skin of her neck.
Feeling his mouth and teeth on her soft skin pushed Ella to another climax. She let go of his head and put her hands on his shoulders. Overtaken by orgasmic pleasure, she tilted her head back, involuntarily exposing more of her neck to his mouth. Joao kept sucking and biting her soft skin and relentlessly thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy.
When Ella’s orgasm passed, he rose back onto his hands. My wife had acquired another three red spots on her neck—one right under her chin and two on the left side of her neck.
These will certainly turn into hickeys, I thought, then sighed to myself. Oh, well! She’ll have to wear a scarf tomorrow.
Joao increased the speed and depth of his thrusts. Ella was sweating profusely. A sheen of sweat had covered her face, neck, chest, and breasts. Strands of Ella’s wet hair had stuck to her forehead and her cheeks. Some of the sweat was not hers, though, but Joao’s. The man was working hard, fucking her pussy with zeal, and sweat was dripping from his face onto Ella. A bead of sweat was running down between his shoulder blades, down his spine into the small of his back and trickled from there into the cleft of his ass. Joao and Ella were sweaty and exhausted. But he kept thrusting and thrusting. And she kept her legs wrapped around his hips.
Joao fucked Ella for another five minutes thrusting his cock back and forth in her pussy before he began rotating his hips, drilling her vagina in a circular motion.
A series of high-pitched “oh”s and “ah”s began coming from Ella’s mouth as another powerful orgasm started to build in her groin. Joao switched back to fucking her with fast, powerful thrusts back and forth.
Ella arched her head back again and cried, “Joao!” 
Her eyes rolled back into her head. I had not seen my wife shaking so violently in orgasm as at that moment.
Watching her was scary and erotic at the same time. I had to pinch the tip of my cock to stop myself from blowing my load.
Joao couldn’t hold it any longer. The sight of my wife convulsing in a mind-blowing orgasm underneath him and the feeling of her pussy gripping his cock finally pushed him to the point of no return, and, grunting loudly, he began emptying himself inside her. Unlike in the music hall, this time, he did not stop thrusting. He kept fucking her frantically, slapping his crotch against her labia, expelling the last drop of semen from his balls while Ella was moaning, “Ohh, yeah! Ooh, my God! Oh, yes! Ugh! Ugh! Ohh!”
Joao’s orgasm was over, but he kept thrusting for a couple of minutes until Ella’s had passed completely before he withdrew his still-erect cock from her pussy.
He got off Ella and sat on the bed next to her.
He nodded to me. “Your turn, Nick!” A second later, he added, “If Ella’s ready,” and looked at Ella. “You OK for some more?”
Ella looked at him and brushed the sweat off her forehead. She nodded yes, then looked at me, opened her arms, and waved at me invitingly. “Come, Nick!”
She adjusted her bum on the bed and spread her legs wider. I climbed on the bed between her legs and looked at her crotch.
The impact of Joao’s cock on Ella’s pussy was visible. Her vulva was wet with sweat, pussy juices and cum. Her labia were puffed up, red from the pounding they had received from Joao’s crotch. Her outer pussy lips were further apart than I had ever seen them, with the pink skin of the slit between them redder than usual, glistening with lubrication and cum. Her clit was red and engorged, and a significant part of it was sticking out of her clitoral hood. Her vagina was gaping wide open. Ella’s inner pussy lips were swollen and spread apart. I was able to see at least two inches inside her vagina. The white deposits of Joao’s sperm were clearly visible in the nooks and crevasses of Ella’s swollen vaginal walls. Cum was leaking out of her pussy into the cleft between her ass cheeks, some of it dribbling onto the bedsheet and her dress. Her inner and back thighs were red as a result of the friction between them and Joao’s thighs. Her landing strip above her pussy was smeared with pussy juices, bits of cum and a lot of sweat.
Ella was panting heavily. She ran her hand under her breasts and wiped the accumulated sweat.
Wow! I thought. He’s fucked her really well! I’ve never seen her so sweaty and exhausted!
Without further ado, I lay on top of Ella, between her legs. I propped myself up on my elbows and thrust my pelvis up without looking down between her legs. I knew my wife’s anatomy so well that I didn’t need to look. My cock slid straight into her pussy.
The massive black cock had drilled her love canal so well and loosened her pussy so much that I shoved my cock into her up to the balls in a single thrust without encountering any resistance. Her vagina was well lubricated with her pussy juices and Joao’s cum, so I could move my cock back and forth without feeling much friction.
Ella’s pussy was loosened, and there was an undeniable feeling of void. It would have been a problem if it weren’t for something her pussy was doing that I had never experienced before. Ella’s overexcited vagina was contracting in pulses. And since it was so open, when her pussy walls convulsed, they were not squeezing my cock and applying the usual grip but only touching it. Because her vagina was contracting so frequently, it felt like it was tapping on my cock. It was a new sensation—a stimulation of a different kind which I had not been used to—and as a result, I found it extremely exciting. I realised I did not have much time before I would cum, so I started thrusting fast and deep right away.
“Kiss me!” Ella murmured and wrapped her legs around my hips.
I knew my wife loved to be kissed. On some occasions, I was able to bring her to orgasm without fucking her but just by kissing her and pressing my body tightly against hers or massaging her tits. She liked to be dominated by the man on top of her. I was sure that apart from Joao’s massive cock and exceptional stamina, the way he had pressed his body against hers and smooched her breasts and neck had played a role in the incessant orgasms she had had with him.
I wanted to make Ella cum with me at least once. So, I employed a similar tactic to Joao’s. I pressed my mouth against hers, and we intertwined tongues. I cupped her breast with one hand and pushed my body against hers. I began squeezing her boob tight and kissing her vigorously. At the same time, I kept thrusting in her pussy as much as I could. With my stomach tightly pressed against hers, I spread my legs, pushing apart her thighs with my hips as wide as possible.
Ella was still aroused by being fucked so well by Joao just minutes before, and when I started to dominate her this way, she began moaning in my mouth. She was breaking the kiss to catch her breath, but I was giving her only a second before pressing my lips against hers again and pushing my tongue into her mouth.
Ella loved the intensity of my kisses, and, coupled with my cock moving up and down in her overexcited pussy, within three minutes, she had an orgasm. She moaned loudly into my mouth, broke the kiss, and arched her back, tilting her head backwards and pushing her pelvis up against mine.
“Oh, Nick!” she cried, and her mouth remained open. She closed her eyes and savoured the waves of pleasure running through her body, making her thigh muscles contract.
Feeling the contractions of her body and seeing her surrender to pleasure pushed me over the edge, and I began unloading my spunk in her pussy.
I kept thrusting frantically for another minute or so until Ella’s orgasm passed completely, and I fully drained my balls.
I withdrew my still erect cock from her pussy, rose to my knees and slapped her thigh. Ella opened her eyes and rested her legs on the bed. I sat next to her, and she sat up.
“It was great, honey!” I said. “Our first threesome was great!”
Ella tucked her breasts into her dress and looked at me. A brief smile curved her lips before whispering, “I liked it, too, Nick!” Her smile gave way to a sigh, and her face turned sombre. She added in a subdued voice, “I liked being a whore!”
I rubbed her knee. “Honey, don’t be like this! We had fun and liked it. Don’t self-recriminate and—”
“Oh, I’m over it!” she said, waving her hand in front of her face. “I’m not self-recriminating. I am just stating the fact: I enjoyed being fucked.“ She glanced at Joao, who smiled at her.
Ella didn’t smile back and turned her gaze to look between her legs. She ran her hand over the length of her labia before she spread her pussy lips apart and looked into her vagina.
She sighed. “God! My pussy has taken a beating!”
“Ha-ha!” Joao laughed. “A beating or a fucking?”
Ella let go of her pussy and looked at him. “Yeah, . . . a fucking. A hell of a fucking!”
“But you liked it, didn’t you?” Joao asked her and, smiling, put his hand on the small of her back, kissed her cheek, and asked her again, “You liked it, didn’t you?”
“Yep!” Ella said. “I already said it. I liked it.”
He rubbed her back. “Just liked it?! Or liked it very much?”
Ella frowned and shook her head from side to side. “You love hearing it, don’t you? OK! I liked it very much! I liked you fucking me! Happy now?” She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “And now I have no idea how I’ll deal with it.” The frown on her face deepened as she slowly repeated the words “no idea”.
“Why?” Joao raised his eyebrows. “You liked it. Nick liked it.” He looked at me. “Right, Nick?”
I did not bother replying to him but stroked Ella’s leg. “Honey, I liked it.”
Ella looked at me but didn’t say anything.
“You see?” Joao said. “Nick liked it! And I liked it too! No! Wrong words! I loved it!” He moved his hand from her back to her thigh. “Ella, it was great fun! I loved it. Honestly! We had great sex! And we haven’t even started in earnest, have we?” Joao gently squeezed her thigh.
Ella kept her gaze on me, took his hand and removed it from her leg. She was not answering his question.
She wasn’t sad nor anywhere close to the teary state she had been in the auditorium. But it looked like a strong feeling of regret had come upon her.
Ella had liked Joao’s cock and how he had fucked her, and now she blamed herself for enjoying her experience. She had always thought of herself as a faithful wife and a decent woman. And what she had done and liked went against her understanding of faithfulness and decency.
I was also feeling unsettled. But with me, it was a different feeling. In the post-nut clarity, jealousy had become palpable. What I had fantasised about had become a reality. Another man had fucked my wife. And he had fucked her well. Really well. And for that, I felt jealous, very jealous. Every man has a natural fear that they might lose their wife to another guy. A guy who is more attractive, capable, or endowed. That is what jealousy boils down to. I was and am no exception to the rule. So, I was jealous and fearful.
However, I had no regrets. The reason was that I realised the inevitability of what had happened. I knew my fetish was too strong to resist and was sure I would have regretted more if we hadn’t done it. Thus, despite feeling an enormous sense of loss—that’s another way I could describe my jealousy—at the same time, I was very turned on at the thought of Ella having been fucked by another man. Any time I thought that it was my wife who was sitting next to me, I immediately thought that down there between her legs was her pussy. And that pussy had been fucked, stretched out, and creamed by the superior cock of another man. That thought turned me on.
Joao saw Ella’s mood was in danger of turning sour, so he said to her with a soft, soothing tone, “Ella, you feel ashamed that you had sex with another man who is not your husband. You regret doing it. You cried in the auditorium because you had liked the sex with me and wished you hadn’t liked it. You feel guilty that you enjoyed a larger cock that fucks so well. Right?”
I was amazed at how perceptive Joao was. So much so that I said “Yes” on Ella’s behalf.
Ella threw up her hands in the air and shouted, “How do you know how I feel, Nick? He didn’t fuck you! He fucked me!”
I had inadvertently pissed her off.
“Sorry, hon!” I apologised immediately.
Ella slowly shook her head from side to side, staring at me. “You have no clue, do you?” She turned to sit on her side facing Joao and gave him a long look before she said, “No, Joao! I don’t regret doing it! I wanted to do it. I wanted to find out how it felt to be fucked by a large cock. I also wanted to feel the thrill of being with a black man. I’d never been with one. Nick, too, wanted it. He wanted to watch me. He wanted to find out how it felt to watch his wife being fucked by someone else. What happened was inevitable. That’s why I don’t regret it and don’t feel guilty. Someone in this hotel planted the idea in Nick’s and my heads! If you hadn’t fucked me, I was gonna let someone else fuck me. Both Nick and I wanted to act on the idea before leaving Cape Verde. But being inevitable doesn’t mean it’s not an emotional thing to do. Of course, I would go through the motions and cry in the auditorium! You fucked me in front of my husband, for fuck’s sake! What did you expect? My husband saw how much I liked your big cock.” Ella paused for a second to think about something, then said, “You told me you had cried when your old cat died, although you’d known she had been too old, and it had been inevitable. Why did you cry then, ah?”
“Ella, I get it!” Joao said, a little taken aback by her aggressive tone.
Ella continued, “Letting you fuck me is a big thing for me. A married woman! Who’s never cheated on her husband before! Do you understand? I don’t regret it, but I am emotional. Love is a big thing for me. Giving love can’t be unemotional.”
Joao shook his head from side to side. “Ella, you mix sex with love. They aren’t the same thing! You didn’t give me love. You only gave me your pussy!”
“But my pussy is a married pussy, Joao!” Ella squeaked, slapping her hand on the bed. “You fucked my married pussy!”
“So?” Joao shrugged. “You are not getting married to me, are you? I’ll fuck you a few more times, we’ll have a great time, and after that, I’ll be gone from your life forever! Why do you spoil the fun with regrets, shame, worries and the sorts? Life’s too short, Ella! Enjoy the moment while you can!”
Ella held her gaze on Joao for a while without saying anything.
Joao leaned to her and gave her a peck on the lips. “Ella, let’s have fun! Let’s enjoy our time together! After I leave, you and your husband will carry on living as a happily married couple. Can we have fun now without feeling down, getting angry or overthinking?”
Ella was not responding.
“Can we?” Joao raised his eyebrows invitingly.
Ella whispered, “Yes.”
Joao looked at me. “Nick, can we?”
I nodded. “Yes!”
“OK!” he said in an enthusiastic voice. “Let’s promise it to ourselves, shall we? Let’s hold hands, and the three of us say it together: ‘Tonight we shall have fun, and fun only!’”
We held hands, and when Joao nodded, we said together, “Tonight we shall have fun, and fun only!”
We let go of our hands and leaned our backs against the headboard.




Tea break

“Who wants coffee? Tea?” Joao asked as his gaze fell on the mini-bar corner on the desk across from the foot of the bed.
“Coffee,” I said.
“Tea,” Ella replied.
Joao jumped off the bed, swaying his now flaccid cock. His bulbous cockhead was swinging as a bell at the end of the massive shaft. The smooth mahogany skin of the cockhead and the browner skin of the shaft still glistened with Ella’s pussy juices, reminding us of what this marvel of nature had been stretching out mere minutes before. The powerful veins crisscrossing Joao’s cock were still pumped with blood giving a clue about how much he had enjoyed what he had done to my wife.
I couldn’t help but stare at Joao’s impressive manhood. He caught my gaze and smiled. Ashamed, I looked away at Ella.
She was sitting with her knees drawn to her chest, feet flat on the bed, and her chin resting on her knees. She was also looking at the giant cock and probably thinking: God! How did I manage to get this thing inside me? 
Ella and I watched Joao’s penis swing from side to side as he walked to the desk.  
Ella put one hand under the bend of her knees and focused her gaze on Joao’s muscular backside as he busied himself around the desk with the kettle and the cups.
While waiting for the kettle to boil, Joao took the tea box and fiddled with the tea bags.
He turned to look at Ella and me, displaying his cock in frontal view, and asked, “What tea would you like, Ella?”
Ella didn’t answer his question. With her gaze fixed on his manhood, she slid her hand down to her thighs and caressed them.
Joao was looking at her, waiting for her answer, but since none was coming, he smiled and took a tea bag out of the box.
He dangled the tea bag. “Earl Grey?”
There was no sign on Ella’s face that she had registered Joao’s question. She seemed mesmerised by his cock. She kept looking at it, deep in her thoughts, slowly sliding her hand between her thighs until she touched her labia. Her hand gently caressed her pussy, as if trying to comfort it after the assault from the giant cock. Perhaps she was already feeling sore and was trying to soothe her vulva.
“Ella?” Joao asked.
Ella trembled and only now looked up at his face.
He dangled the tea bag again. “Earl Grey?”
Ella smiled shyly. “Yes, Earl Grey, please!” She removed her hand from her pussy and grasped her knee.
Joao’s cock drew my gaze again.
I couldn’t help but ask, “Have you measured your cock, Joao?”
He smiled and turned sideways to put the tea bag into one of the cups. “Yes! Nine and a half inches in length, six-point-four inches in girth. I don’t want to blow my trumpet, but I have the biggest penis on Sal, the second biggest in Cape Verde!”
“Oh, my God!” slipped through Ella’s lips, and she covered her mouth with her hands. “I can’t believe I just got fucked by the largest cock on this island!” She looked at me. “Nick! What have I done?”
I chuckled. “He-he! Honey, I’d say that we do things thoroughly. It’d better have been worth it if we’d done it! Right?”
I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, and she cuddled up to me. She looked back at Joao, still holding her hands over her mouth, staring at his manhood, and shaking her head in disbelief.
“How do you know that, Joao?” I asked.
“Know what?” he asked me in turn as he started to pour hot water into the glass with the tea bag in it.
“That yours is the biggest on the island,” I said.
He looked at me and smiled. “I take part in competitions, Nick. Trust me, I have the largest penis on this island.”
I decided to play the devil’s advocate and said, “You can’t be sure of that, Joao. The population of the island is what? 40,000 people. The number of tourists must be at least three times that figure. That makes it what? 120,000! There must be at least one tourist out of 120,000 with a bigger cock!”
Joao finished pouring the hot water into the cups and stirred the beverages. He turned slowly and grinned at me.
I shrugged my shoulders. “What?! Don’t you agree with me?”
His grin widened.
I kept looking at him, expecting an answer.
He finally said, “I am black!”
I raised my eyebrows. “You’re what?”
“I’m black,” he said again.
“What’s that to do with it?” I asked.
Joao took my cup of coffee and Ella’s tea and explained, “Black people have larger penises than white men. I am black and have the largest among the locals. Most of the tourists are white. So?”
“Oh, that is so racist, Joao!” I exclaimed, pretending to be offended.
Joao brought Ella and me the drinks. “Well, Nick, I didn’t mean it that way. But the fact is that black men—”
“That’s not proven! “I interrupted him. “Black men’s cocks aren’t—”
“OK!” Ella squeaked. “Can we stop talking about it, please?!” She took her cup from Joao’s hand.
“Sorry, hon!” I said and took my coffee.
“Sorry, Ella!” Joao also apologised and returned to the desk.
He took his cup of coffee and turned around to face Ella and me, leaning his butt against the desk.
His cock hung down between his legs – long and thick. I looked away. I didn’t want to create an impression that I was too interested in his penis, but I was. I couldn’t resist and looked at his dick again. His cock hanging down looked even bigger than when swaying. The veins looked more prominent, and the cockhead appeared larger, with its gleaming skin contrasting against the darker skin of the shaft. Looking at his cock, I made an observation to myself: the contrast between cockhead and shaft is more impressive in cut cocks than uncut ones.
I couldn’t help but ask, “Joao, why are you circumcised? I thought Cape Verdeans did not practise it?”
Joao smiled. “For the competitions, Nick. Circumcised penises look bigger; you need not only to measure big but to impress big.”
“I see.” I took a sip of coffee.
Joao sipped from his cup, too, and added, “It was painful since I had to do it as an adult, but it was worth it. It made my penis win me—”
“OK! Once again!” Ella cut him off, blushing and throwing her hand in the air. “Can we stop the penis talks, please?!”
“Sorry!” Joao said and took another sip from his coffee.
We drank from our cups in silence.
Ella finished her tea first and put her cup on her nightstand. She grabbed the bottom of her dress, and lifting her butt, she took her dress off, baring her tits. She threw her dress on the chair next to the window.
Then she looked between her legs again. There was a large spot of cum on the bedsheet. She opened her pussy lips with two fingers and looked into her vagina. White cum was still dripping out of her pussy.
“God!” slipped through her lips. “How much sperm do the two of you have?”
I shrugged my shoulders apologetically while Joao laughed. “Ha-ha! A lot!” He put his empty cup on the desk behind him before adding, “Sorry we made a mess!”
“It’s OK,” Ella murmured. “They change the bedsheets every day.”
Joao walked up to her side of the bed and squatted. He looked between her legs as she continued to examine her pussy.
“Are you chafed?” he asked her with concern in his voice.
Ella let go of her pussy and closed her legs. She looked at Joao and smiled. “A little bit, but it’s more that I feel open. As I told you, I feel stretched out.”
He put his hand on her thigh and caressed it. “Stretched like hurt stretched, or feel good stretched?” He smiled and stared at her.
Ella held his gaze for a couple of seconds, then giggled. “Hi-hi! Feel good stretched, Joao. Feel good.”
The lustful smile on Joao’s face spread. “That’s good. It means we can do some more! You’re ready? ‘Cos he’s ready!” He nodded in the direction of his dick.
I couldn’t see his cock from where I was, but I assumed he meant he already had a hard-on.
“I see! Hi-hi!” Ella giggled again and looked at me. “Nick, shall I let him fuck me more? I mean, we already let the butterflies out, and we know how it feels. Now is the time to stop if we want.”
“Well, since we are on it, I’d say let’s enjoy it, Ella!” I said. “We just made a pledge, didn’t we? Have fun!”
“OK! I had to ask you!” she chirruped and turned to Joao. “How shall we do it?”
Joao climbed on the bed in front of her.
I had guessed right. He was sporting an erection.
He grabbed her ankles and swiftly pulled her down, spreading her legs wide open at the same time.
Ella squeaked as she slid onto her back, giggling.
Only now, Joao answered her question, “We’ll do it in the missionary position with a pillow under your butt.”
He grabbed my pillow, Ella lifted her bum up, and he nestled the pillow under her.
“It’s the best position to keep the sperm in,” he explained.
“Joao!” Ella squealed. “I don’t want to get pregnant!”
“It’s not to get you pregnant,” he said. “I’ll buy you the pill. It’s for Nick. The more cum in you, the more he will enjoy the sloppy seconds when he fucks you.” He looked at me. “You want the sloppy seconds, right?”
I was worried whether I would be ready to fuck Ella so soon after I had finished. But then I thought: He lasts ages. I’ll get ready by the time he’s finished fucking her. So I nodded yes.
Ella bent her knees with her feet flat on the bed. Joao kneeled up between her legs.
He caressed her pussy. “It goes in easier the more we do it, Ella. You’ll see!”
Ella whispered, “OK!”
Joao took his cock in his left hand and, guiding it to her pussy, lay on top of her, using his right hand to support himself on the bed.
Ella trembled when she felt his cockhead touch her pussy lips. A second later, she gasped as Joao thrust in, penetrating her.
He thrust in again, a big, long thrust, and Ella cried, “Oh, God!” She puffed air out of her cheeks. “Easier or not, your cock’s still huge!”
Joao laughed. “Ha-ha! Well, what can I say? I’ve got a big one!”
I moved down the bed to see better what was happening between Ella’s thighs.
Ella lifted her legs and wrapped them around Joao’s hips, allowing me a good view of her slit. Joao’s cock was halfway in her pussy. Her vagina was tightly wrapped around his shaft. He thrust a third time, and his cock slid further in.
Ella sighed. “Oh! Joao! You’re really, really big!”
“How do you feel, though? Still good?” he asked.
“Stretched!” came her short response, followed by a huff.
Joao smiled, hearing her answer. “But feel-good stretched, right?” He thrust in again.
“Urgh!” Ella groaned, then slapped him playfully on the shoulder. “How many times are you gonna ask me? Yes! Feel-good stretched! Would I be letting you fuck me if it didn’t feel good?”
“OK, OK! I had to ask! Ha-ha!” Joao laughed. “’Cos the cushion propping your pelvis helps open your vagina, and I am going to go deeper than before so that I reach your—”
“Are you gonna fuck me,” Ella cut him off, “or lecture me in gynaecology, Joao?”
Joao giggled. “Hi-hi! Sorry if I talk too much and make you feel uncomfortable. I—”
“Joao!” Ella squeaked. “How comfortable do you think I am lying sprawled out with your cock in my pussy, listening to your ramblings? Fuck me or pull it out!” She smiled, shaking her head, and puffed air out of her cheeks. “You talk too much, you know that?”
“OK, understood!” Joao nodded, smiling too, and steadied himself up on his arms. “I am going deep. Ready?”
Ella nodded yes.
His deep, powerful thrust shook Ella’s body. She whimpered, and his cock slid into her pussy up to the base.
He looked at her. “It’s deep now. You OK?”
“Urgh!” Ella groaned. “Yeah. It feels good, but you’re bumping my cervix.”
“That’s what I wanted to explain to you, Ella,” Joao said. “I am going to give you a cervix orgasm. Have you had one before?”
Ella shook her head from side to side. “No, I haven’t.” She frowned briefly. “Can you stay still for a second, though? My pussy needs time to adjust.”
Joao smiled as if to say, ‘I tried to tell you, Ella!’ but he said nothing and stayed still as requested.
Ella looked at me. “You’re OK, hon?”
“Yeah, more than OK!” I said and kneeled. I grabbed my erect cock and stroked it. “You see? I’m eager again!”
Ella burst into laughter. “Ha-ha! You and I are crazy, you know!”
“He-he!” I chuckled. “We’re not crazy, honey; we’re just butterfly farmers!”
“Ha-ha!” Ella laughed again but then stopped abruptly, putting her hands on her stomach. “Stop making me laugh, Nick! You make me shake, and I keep hitting my cervix against him!” She nodded at Joao.
“Does it hurt?” I asked her.
She shook her head. “No, but the pressure feels weird.”
“It’s normal,” Joao interjected and went on to explain, “It feels weird now, but once you start to orgasm, this same pressure feels great. The stimulation of the c-spot adds to the other stimulation, and it feels amazing. Or at least that is what I was told by women I had deep fucked.”
Ella looked at him. “OK, I trust you!”
He leaned his face towards hers, and they kissed.
Ella wrapped her arms around her black lover. The white skin of her tiny hands contrasted against the brown skin of his broad shoulders and muscular back. It was erotic. Watching Ella and Joao kiss, with Joao’s cock deep inside Ella’s pussy and her legs curved around his waist, made my cock throb, and I had to squeeze the tip to stop the urge to ejaculate. I was experiencing one of the shortest, if not the shortest, refractory periods ever. And all of this was because of Joao. I had read somewhere about sperm competition, and the excitement I felt watching Ella and Joao confirmed that I was one of those men susceptible to that phenomenon.
Ella and Joao broke the kiss and looked each other in the eyes.
“You’re a good kisser, Joao,” Ella said.
“So are you,” he replied and smiled at her.
“I think I’m ready,” Ella whispered.
Joao began to thrust without further ado. Initially, with slow, long thrusts, but gradually increasing the pace. Soon, Ella started moaning, and Joao reached full speed, thrusting with powerful but frequent strokes.
Ella’s breasts jiggled rhythmically in sync with his thrusts. The air filled with her moans and quiet cries of “Oh! Yeah!”
Joao had been fucking Ella for about five minutes before she shuddered in orgasm.
“Oh, my God! Joao!” she cried and dug her fingernails into his back.
Joao kept pumping her until she eased out of her orgasm. Then he slowed down and looked at me. I was squeezing my cock, trying not to ejaculate.
He asked me, “Can you hold a little longer, or shall I finish now?”
He is unbelievably considerate, I thought with appreciation about him. He sees I am struggling to hold it off; he knows I want the sloppy seconds and need his cum in my wife’s vagina, and he asks me whether he should ejaculate sooner so that I can fuck her before I have blown my load outside. He’s kind. I have to give him that!
“Yeah, it will be good if you hurry up a little,” I said and grimaced as I felt the sperm bubbling up in the base of my cock, and I pressed my thumb against it.
“Will do!” Joao nodded and turned to Ella. “I’ll fuck you real hard and fast now. You’re sure you’re OK with that?”
Ella nodded yes and wrapped her arms around his neck, preparing for the inevitable massive shaking of her body.
Joao said, “Ella, it will be easier for me to rub your c-spot rather than bump into it if you put your feet on the bed and spread your legs as much as you can. Real wide! Rubbing feels better than bumping. I am told.”
Ella put her feet on the bed and spread her legs wide apart as instructed.
Joao tensed his biceps as he brought his upper torso up. “Try to spread your pussy as much as you can, Ella! This will be one of the roughest fucks you’ve ever experienced. Do you like it rough?”
Ella smiled. “I guess I’ll find out!” She spread her legs as wide apart as she could.
Joao began thrusting in her really hard and fast. I had seen him thrust hard and fast, but nothing like this. He was powerful, strong, and relentless. The sounds of his thighs and crotch slapping against Ella’s labia and crotch were accompanied by the sloshing sounds of her swollen vaginal walls rubbing against his shaft as his cock, coated with her pussy juices, pulled in and out of her pussy.
Ella’s whole body was shaking, and soon she was squeaking, “Oh! Oh! Oh!” After a short while, she cried loudly, “Oh, my God!” in another orgasm.
Within a minute, it passed. She took a deep breath, only to be hit by another powerful climax.
“Oh, fuck!” she cried and arched her back, pushing her tits up.
Seeing her like that drove Joao over the edge, and he grunted loudly, ejaculating his load inside her. He fucked her until the last drop of his sperm was deposited in her vagina, then pulled his cock out of her, gave her a peck on the lips, and lay on his back next to her, panting and sweating.
“How were the c-orgasms, Ella?” he asked.
“Amazing!” came my wife’s short answer. She took a deep breath and added, “They felt deep inside. As if I was cumming not only with my pussy, but also my stomach.” She put her hand on her pussy landing strip and massaged her mons pubis.
“That’s it!” Joao said. “That’s the feeling I’m told.”
Ella turned to me. “Nick?”
It was my turn. And it was just in time. I was barely holding it. Joao had intended to finish quickly, but he had been nowhere near quick. He had fucked Ella for at least another five minutes after he had promised me to wrap it up quickly. I didn’t blame him, though. It was human nature, after all. The guy himself had made an effort to finish quickly; it was evident by the sweat covering his skin. But I guess even being the capable lover he had turned out to be, he was not in full control of his cock. Plus, he had to take his pleasure, understandably.
I kneeled between Ella’s legs and pushed my cock into her pussy. It felt warm and slushy. She was stretched and well-lubricated. I lay on top of her, and we kissed. Then I began thrusting.
I thrust for about three minutes before I started to cum.
I had liked fucking Ella after Joao the first time, but I had not been sure if it had been because of the sloppy seconds per se. I had focused more on the psychological aspect of the act of reclaiming my wife than the physical dimensions, like feeling his cum as additional lubrication, as I had read about. However, this second time I was feeling his cum inside Ella’s pussy, and now I was sure I liked taking the sloppy seconds for the physical sensations too. I was definitely feeling a measurable warmth and slushiness around my cock caused by Joao’s cum. And that feeling helped me cum hard. So hard that I cried out, “Oh, my God!” Something I had never done before. I am not a vocal lover, the most I do is grunt, but on that occasion, I shouted in ecstasy.
Once I had finished ejaculating—one of the longest ejaculation in my life—I pulled my cock out of Ella’s pussy and told myself: I’ll take the sloppy seconds whenever I can! Anytime, anywhere!
I gave Ella a peck on the lips as Joao had done before me and lay on my back next to her.
Joao put his hand on Ella’s shaking thigh. “Ella, let’s have a shower together! Have you been fucked in the shower?”
“In the shower?” Ella asked and sat up. A smile of amusement flickered over her face.
“Um-hum,” Joao hummed, and his face spread in a smile, too. “In the shower.”
She giggled. “Hi-hi! In the shower. No, I haven’t.”
Joao looked at his semi-erect cock. “I’ll be ready in a few minutes. By the time we get soaped. Yep! I’ll fuck you in the shower.” He turned to me. “Nick, would you prefer to watch or take part?”
I looked at my cock, which was getting soft, and said, “I’ll watch, I’m afraid.”
Joao got off the bed and offered his hand to Ella. “Come, Ella! Let me fuck you in the shower!”
Ella looked at me and blushed.
“What is it, hon?” I asked her.
She whispered, “Nick, I want to be a slut today.”
I smiled. “OK! Then go for it, honey!”
She took Joao’s hand, and he helped her get off the bed. Then he led her into the bathroom to shower with her and fuck her.




No time for a lie-down

Joao left the bathroom door open so that I could watch them, turned the shower on, and after adjusting the water temperature, he said to Ella, “Let’s wash each other, shall we?”
Ella giggled and stepped into the shower cabin with him.
There’s no time for a lie-down, Nick, I said to myself and jumped off the bed.
I went to the bathroom door and opened it wider. At that moment, Joao stood behind Ella and wrapped his arms around her stomach. She soaped and washed her hair while he pressed his semi-erect cock against her bum, occasionally dropping his hands down to her pussy and touching it, making her giggle. When it was his turn to wash his hair, Ella stood behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist from behind, like he had done with her.
Ella reached out her hand from behind, grabbed his cock and began stoking it.
Joao laughed. “Ha-ha! Go on, Ella! I like it! Hold it tighter!”
Giggling and looking at me, Ella continued wanking his cock, and it started to harden.
Joao soaped his hair and face.
Ella nodded at me to come in, and I entered the bathroom. She nodded again to get closer, and I did. She let go of Joao’s cock, made a sign to keep quiet, took my hand and guided it to Joao’s manhood.
I raised my eyebrows.
She winked at me and, giggling, said to Joao, “Shall I squeeze it again?”
“Oh, yes, please!” he said, vigorously massaging his scalp and keeping his eyes shut to avoid shampoo getting into them.
Ella nodded to me again and mouthed, “Squeeze him hard!” She giggled.
My wife was in an exceptionally playful mood. I couldn’t disappoint her. I was glad that it looked like she had finally put aside any feelings of remorse and regret and was enjoying herself. So, I decided to play her little game and took Joao’s cock. I had never touched another man’s penis before, but I was in the mood to push boundaries, so I wrapped my hand around the shaft. It was meaty and heavy. It felt quite warm too. I felt naughty holding another man’s cock in my hand, but I would not say I liked it. There was a bit of shame and even fear that I might come across as gay. Especially in front of Ella. Nevertheless, I squeezed Joao’s cock tight.
“Ouch!” Joao squeaked but then giggled and did not push my hand away.
Ella giggled too. “Hi-hi! How do you like my special grip, Joao?”
“It’s good,” he said and began rinsing the shampoo off his head and face.
“Nick, squeeze tighter!” Ella said, and that was when Joao realised it was me squeezing his cock.
“God! No!” he shouted, turned around, facing Ella, and I had to let go of his dick.
Joao opened his eyes with the soap still on. He cursed in Creole.
Both Ella and I burst into laughter.
I reached my hand out and slapped Ella on the butt. “Well played, hon!”
Joao joined us laughing as he hurriedly washed the soap off his face.
“You two are naughty, you know that!” he said, smiling, as he looked at me, then at Ella.
Ella gave him an innocent smile and shrugged her shoulders. “Didn’t you know you were messing around with the naughtiest couple on this island?”
Joao shook his head, smiling. “OK! Now I know!”
I stepped back and leaned against the sink to watch what Ella and Joao would do next. I was looking forward to it. And they did not disappoint.
They soaped each other’s bodies. Joao did not miss the opportunity to feel Ella’s tits and nipples. He paid special attention to her butt and pussy. Ella felt his chest muscles and abs and spent a good portion of time soaping his cock and balls, making his cock grow hard. Then she soaped his back and especially enjoyed soaping his ass, so much that she slid her hand between his ass cheeks, triggering a squeak from him as he grabbed her hand and pulled it away.
“I’ll take over from here!” he said, laughing. “You’re naughtier than I could have ever imagined!”
He pointed the shower head at her and rinsed her from head to toe. He did the same with himself, stopped the water and put the showerhead away.
“He-he!” He chuckled, looking at Ella with mischief in his eyes. “Now, you naughty! Time for a payoff!”
Ella giggled. “Hi-hi! I’m looking forward to it!”
Joao stood before her, facing her. He put his hands under her buttocks, squatted and pulled her up.
Ella locked her arms around his neck and curved her legs around his hips. They kissed.
Still kissing and holding her up, Joao guided his cock to her pussy by moving his pelvis up and forward.
When the tip of his cock touched her labia, they broke the kiss, and he asked her, “Ready?”
Ella nodded yes.
“OK,” he said. “I’ll go slowly to give you time to lubricate after the shower. You just sit back and relax as I lower you onto my cock.”
Joao and Ella began kissing again as he started to lower her down, slowly impaling her pussy on his cock. Joao was not in a rush and was pushing his cock into her inch by inch, slowly but surely invading her vagina again.
When he felt he had penetrated her deep enough, he broke the kiss, grabbed her ass cheeks tighter and said, “Hold yourself tight to me, Ella!”
Ella clutched her arms around his neck, and Joao began to move her up and down, sliding his cock out of her pussy up to the tip and back all the way in, down to the cock base.
Holding Ella, he turned around so that she was facing away from me and said, “Squat behind her, Nick! Watch how her pussy stretches out!”
I did as he said.
Joao kept moving Ella up and down, almost in a clocklike precision. He was pulling her ass cheeks apart each time he was lifting her up, giving me an excellent view of her pussy stretched out around his shaft and her asshole puckering out. Then when he was lowering her, I was having the pleasure of watching his cock slide into her vagina, stretching her vaginal entrance to the limit with its super girthy cock base. I had never seen my wife’s private parts from such an angle. I loved the sight, and it remains vivid in my memory to this day.
I stood up, stepped to one side, and looked at Ella’s face. I wanted to savour the expression on her face as she was fucked. She was looking Joao in the eyes, smiling, lust and pleasure in her eyes. She was clutching her hands around his neck and moaning with each of his thrusts, enjoying the sensations of his cock filling up her vagina.
Joao was quite strong. He kept fucking Ella like that for another five minutes before he began huffing and puffing but kept going. Ella was now squeaking “oh” and “yeah” continually as the pleasure in her pussy was growing exponentially.
Joao began to move her up and down faster. He added additional friction to her vagina by thrusting his pelvis up each time he lowered her down.
After one particularly deep thrust in, Ella pulled herself closer to him, pressed her tits against his chest, shut her eyes, and shuddered in orgasm.
That was the moment Joao was waiting for, and he began unloading his sperm inside her, making frequent upward thrusts with his pelvis. It took them about a minute to finish cumming.
Panting, they looked at each other.
“You liked it?” Joao asked.
“You betcha!” Ella replied and gave him a peck on the lips.
He smiled. “OK! Let’s carry on the bed, shall we?”
Ella nodded yes, smiling too.
Joao lifted her bum up slowly and carefully, making sure they did not slip on the wet bathroom floor. I looked down between Ella’s spread legs and watched as his still erect cock slid out of her pussy.
He put her on the floor, and cum began dribbling down her legs.
Joao turned the shower on, and they quickly washed their private parts.
He passed me the shower head, took Ella’s hand, and they got out of the shower cabin.
“Would you mind if I played with your wife while you showered, Nick?” he asked me.
“No, that’s fine,” I said. I gave him my permission but was unsure exactly what he meant. After all, he had just emptied himself.
However, I found out what he meant when he pushed Ella with her back to the wall and said, “Before we get on the bed, Ella”—he squatted in front of her—“spread your legs apart!”  
“Oh, my God! Joao!” Ella squeaked, realising he was offering to give her cunnilingus. She looked at me and giggled. “Hi-hi! Nick! This is wild!”
“That’s how we wanted it to be, right?” I said.
Ella spread her legs apart, and Joao planted his lips on her pussy. She grabbed his hair as he began licking her pussy lips, spreading them apart with his tongue and alternating between sucking her engorged clit and tongue-fucking her vagina.
I didn’t shower; I just held the showerhead, letting the water splash against the shower cabin wall as I watched Joao and Ella.
Within a couple of minutes of Joao working on Ella’s pussy with his mouth and tongue, she was moaning, and after another two or three minutes, she was pulling on Joao’s hair, shouting, “Oh, yes! Joao!”
Joao grabbed her ass cheeks, squeezed them, and began tongue-fucking her really fast.
Ella pulled on Joao’s hair hard and pressed his face against her labia as her thigh and stomach muscles convulsed in orgasm.
Once she had cummed in Joao’s mouth, she pushed his head back and let go of his hair. Joao knew: she was done.
He rose up and brushed his lips with the back of his hand. “You liked it?”
Blushing and panting, she nodded yes.
Joao grabbed her hand and pulled on it. “Let’s continue on the bed now!”
Ella said, “Let me first wash myself!”
Joao shook his head. “No. I want you like this: well lubricated. You’ll wash the pussy juices off, Ella, and I am ready for action!” He nodded at his cock.
Ella and I looked at it. It was hard.
“Wow!” Ella exclaimed. “You are a very potent lover, Joao!”
Joao giggled. “Hi-hi! Thank you!” He turned to me. “Nick, would you mind if I fucked your wife while you showered, or would you want me to wait for you?”
“Go ahead!” I said and pointed the showerhead at my crotch.
Joao and Ella dried quickly and went into the bedroom to fuck.
I finished showering, dried myself, and popped out of the bathroom.
Joao was already fucking my wife. This time he was fucking her doggy style. Standing on all four on the bed, Ella was looking down in front of her, with her hair hanging over her face. Joao had kneeled behind her, between her ankles. He was holding her hips and was driving his cock in and out of her pussy from behind. Ella was moaning heavily. Saliva was drooling down from her semi-open mouth. Her tits were swaying back and forth as her body shook in rhythm with Joao’s thrusts in her pussy.
The room was filled with Joao’s grunts, Ella’s moans, and the sound of his thighs slapping against hers.
I climbed on the bed, kneeled in front of Ella, and offered her my cock. I knew I would not be able to get it up so soon after I had fucked her, but I wanted to get the feeling of what it was like to take part in a spit-roast.
Ella took my cock in one hand and put it into her mouth. She tried to suck me, but Joao was fucking her so hard that her body was rocking too much, and she struggled to keep my cock in her mouth. After about a minute of trying to suck me, Ella gave up and let go of my dick.
She steadied herself on her hands, looked up at me and murmured, “Sorry, hon! Maybe later.”
I lay on my back next to her and Joao and resigned myself to the fact that I would not have the chance to take part in a spit-roast threesome with my wife.
Joao switched to drilling Ella’s pussy with deep strokes, and within a minute, the orgasm that had been building in her groin overwhelmed her.
She clutched her fists, bunching the bedsheet, and cried, “Oh, my God!”
Joao continued to plough her pussy, making his thrusts even deeper and stronger.
Ella shrieked, “Oh, fuck!” and collapsed onto her elbows.
She buried her face into the pillow beneath her, sticking out her backside, thus making it easier for Joao to fuck her.
From that moment onwards, Ella did not raise her head. She kept moaning “oh”s and “ugh”s into the pillow. She was having one long constant orgasm or a series of multiple orgasms coming to her one after another.
Joao pummelled her pussy for another ten minutes until he slammed his crotch against her backside, leaned forward on her back, grabbed her boobs from behind and squeezed them, shouting, “Oh! I love this pussy!”
His butt muscles twitched as he began unloading his spunk into Ella’s vagina.
Once he was done, he rose to his knees and fucked my wife for another two minutes before withdrawing his cock, coated in cum and pussy juices.
He slapped her bum. “I’m done! You OK, Ella?”
Ella collapsed on her stomach and rolled over onto her back as Joao sat next to her.
“Yeah, I’m OK!” she said, her voice croaking. “Joao, I need a rest now!”
Joao tapped her knee. “Yeah, it’s been a hell of a fucking!”
He lay on his back next to her.
I must have drifted off because the next thing I remember was being woken by a noise coming from my right. I rose to my elbows and looked to my side. Joao was fucking Ella in the missionary position again.
I looked at my watch. I had slept for about thirty minutes.
Joao saw I was awake and stopped thrusting. Both Ella and he looked at me.
He cleared his throat. “Hm, Nick, probably I should have asked you. Sorry about that. I mean, do you want me to wait for you, like, you know, while you are having a rest, or are you OK with me fucking Ella without you?”
“I don’t think I am able to keep up with you,” I said.
“So, you are OK with me fucking her without waiting for you?” he asked me.
I nodded yes.
He smiled apologetically. “Thank you! ‘Cos I’m keen to make the time count with Ella, you know.”
I smiled back at him. “Don’t worry, Joao! I understand. She’s yours tonight! I’ll be joining in whenever I can, but no, don’t wait for me!”
“Great!” Joao said and looked at Ella. “I’ve got your hubby’s permission to fuck you all night long. You OK with that?” He thrust his cock in and smiled at her.
“OK!” Ella nodded. “Though I am not full of energy like you, Joao, and need rest from time to time!” She reached her hand between her legs. She found her pussy and gently rubbed her pussy lips, spread around Joao’s thick cock base, touching his cock in the process. She smiled and murmured, “’She’ might need some rest too.”
Joao tapped her hip. “OK! After this one, we’ll have some sleep!”
She put her hands on his shoulders.
He pulled his cock out to the tip and rammed it back in with a powerful thrust, shaking Ella’s body and making her whimper.
He pulled his cock back and was about to thrust in again but stopped himself and asked her, “You’re OK, Ella? Let me know if you’re getting chafed, and we’ll stop.”
Ella laughed. “Ha-ha! I’m already chafed, Joao! Don’t worry! Keep going!”
She looked at me and reached her hand out to me. I took her hand, and we interlocked fingers.
She murmured, ”Chafed or not, I’m thinking of getting the most out of this one-night stand.”
“You’re doing the right thing, hon,” I said, smiling. “Let the butterflies really fly! Since we are on it! Get the most out of it!” I squeezed her hand to reassure her I was happy with her decision.
Ella looked back at Joao. “We are wasting daylight, Joao! Fuck me!”
Joao resumed thrusting.
I stared at the ceiling, holding Ella’s hand, and listened to the noises in the room: the creaking of the bed from Joao’s rhythmic thrusts into my wife’s pussy, her moans, the slapping of skin on skin as Joao’s crotch slammed against hers. And I fell asleep again.
I woke up and looked at my watch. It was three o’clock in the morning. I looked to my side.
Ella was riding Joao.
He was lying on his back, and she had straddled him, facing him. She had reached her hands behind her and leaned back on her arms, holding his ankles. With her pussy impaled on Joao’s cock, she was thrusting her pelvis sharply forward, slamming her vulva against his crotch and making her boobs bounce off her chest. She was grinding her pussy against his cock for a couple of seconds, squashing his balls with her butt and letting a high-pitched moan of “oh” escape her mouth before pulling her pussy back to mid-length of Joao’s shaft in preparation for the next sharp thrust forward. Her face was flushed red, her lower jaw was hanging down, and saliva was drooling from her mouth. Ella was panting heavily and sweating profusely. She had been riding Joao for a while.
Joao had grabbed her hips and was moving his hands up and down in unison with her thrusts.
I had a hard-on watching them and sat up.
Ella saw my boner and said between heavy breaths, “I’ll take good care of you too, honey. Just bear with me for a couple of minutes, will you?”
I nodded yes and watched her ride Joao for another ten minutes until they both finished simultaneously, grunting and moaning loudly.
Ella was very tired. She was so tired that while she was getting off Joao’s cock, rising to her feet, she wobbled and lost her balance. If I had not grabbed her by the waist, she would have slumped down onto Joao or me.
Ella might have been tired, but I wanted my cut.
So I let go of her and asked, “Will you ride me, hon?”
She smiled a tired but soft smile and murmured, “Of course, I will!”
I lay on my back and offered her my hand, which she took immediately.
Supporting herself by holding onto my hand, she straddled me, facing me and lowered herself onto my erect cock. As soon as her pussy engulfed my dick, she started to ride me.
Joao sat up and turned to watch us.
Ella was tired and, probably deep down, wanted us to finish quickly. However, she had promised to take good care of me and put a real effort into it. The way she was riding me was similar to the way she had ridden Joao, with one exception. She was slowing down her thrusts each time I was about to reach the point of no return, thus reducing the stimulation on my cock and making me last longer, way longer.
I was rubbing her hips the way Joao had and enjoying the feeling of her pussy around my cock. I was getting a little concerned I might lose my erection. It had happened in the past a few times when holding ejaculation for too long.
Nevertheless, I decided to let Ella ride me for as long as she wanted. And she did. She shut her eyes and, with her hands gripping my ankles, without moaning, she rode me up and down for well over fifteen minutes. And then, suddenly, she opened her eyes. She grunted loudly and leaned backwards, squeezing my ankles tight. She shook in orgasm. The pressure of her pussy on my cock and her butt on my balls instantly pushed me over the edge, too, and I started to cum.
Once we were both done, panting and sweating, Ella sat up, further squashing my already drained balls, and puffed a strand of hair off her face.
“Wow, Ella!” I managed to say, still trying to catch my breath.
“We’re porn stars!” she said, smiling.
“Ha-ha!” Joao laughed. “Yes, you are! I’ve been watching you! And like porn stars, look what you did to me!”
Ella and I looked at him. He was pointing at his cock. It was hard again!
Joao said, “I want to fuck you in the shower, Ella!”
Ella smiled and, shaking her head, climbed off me, letting my semi-flaccid cock slip out of her pussy. Joao held out his hand, and she grabbed onto it, steadying herself.
She looked at his cock again and, still smiling, said, “There’s no rest for me!”
“He-he!” Joao chuckled. “What can I say? Your pussy is in high demand!”
Ella let go of his hand and slapped him playfully on the shoulder. She shook her head, smiling. “I don’t know why I tolerate your lewd language!”
Joao grinned at her. “’Cos you like it. You like dirty talk!”
Ella stared him in the eyes for a couple of seconds before giggling. “Hi-hi! It turns out I do!”
Joao got off the bed and gave her hand to help her jump onto the floor.
They went to fuck in the bathroom and left the door open. However, I couldn’t see a lot. Just enough to figure out that he made her face the wall and spread her arms against it. He fucked her from behind in an upright position.
I fell asleep again and woke up at five o’clock, only to see that Joao was fucking Ella in the spoon position next to me. I drifted off again and slept for the rest of the night.
When I woke up, it was a quarter to nine in the morning.
Ella was lying on her stomach; Joao was on top of her. He had wrapped his arms around her from behind and was squeezing her tits hard. He was fucking her with long slow thrusts. I watched them for a while, and of course, I had a hard-on. Joao fucked Ella for a long time. She had three orgasms before he finally pushed his cock up and, grunting, slumped on top of her, propped up on his elbows to avoid crushing her. He lay still until he finished emptying himself inside her.
As soon as he got off Ella, I said, “I want us to try the spoon position, hon.”
Joao gave me a thumbs-up. “Great idea! Ella’s pussy is really loosened now. It’s the best time to thrust with ease in the spoon position.”
Ella turned onto her side, facing away from me. I turned onto my side, facing her back, and pressed my crotch against her butt. I grabbed her top breast from behind, squeezed it tight—not caring if I hurt her—and pushed my cock into her pussy. I penetrated her in one thrust. She was very loose indeed. Joao was right about the ease of thrusting. Her pussy—being so open—allowed me to thrust well, despite her bum standing in the way, which had always been a problem for me with the spoon position. My dick is of average size, and for the spoon position to work well, you really need a long dick. But in this case, the length of my penis was good enough for short strokes.
Ella’s pussy being so stretched also helped me in another way. I didn’t feel the friction between her vagina and my cock so well, so I thrust for a long time without cumming, and Ella orgasmed there times in a row! With me! It had never happened before. It was twenty-past nine when I finally began emptying myself in her pussy.
Once I finished, I pulled my cock out of her and slapped her butt to let her know I was done.
Ella sat up and ran her hand over her tits. Her stomach rumbled.
“Shall we go for breakfast?” she asked.
“Not before I fuck you spread-eagle, Ella,” Joao said. “We kept postponing it not to wake Nick, but now we can do it.”
Ella looked at his cock and saw it was hard and ready to fuck.
“OK!” she said. “But then we’ll have breakfast, please! I am hungry.” She turned to me. “Nick, can you bring me a glass of water, please?”
“He-he!” Joao chuckled. “Bring your wife a glass of water, Nick! She’s been working hard all night long! She needs to hydrate to keep her pussy oiled up for us!”
“Ha-ha!” Ella laughed and slapped him playfully on the shoulder. She lay down on her back and spread her legs apart.
I got off the bed and went to the desk.
“It’s true, Ella. All these pussy juices need replenishing,” Joao said as he knelt between her legs.
Ella giggled. “Hi-hi! You two have to look after me if you want to fuck me so many times.”
I filled a glass of water from the bottle provided by the hotel and brought it to her. She rose on her elbow, took the glass, and drank it in one go.
“How many times have the two of you fucked?” I asked as I took the empty glass from her hand.
“I don’t know,” Ella said as she lay back. “I lost count. All night long. Joao and I haven’t slept.”
She grabbed her buttocks, raised her legs up, and spread them really wide, opening her pussy for Joao to fuck her spread eagle. Joao hung over her, holding himself up on one hand placed on the bed, took his cock in the other hand and pointed it at her pussy. He lay on top of her, eased himself down onto her, leaning on her thighs, and guided his cockhead to her vagina. However, before he penetrated her, he stopped.
“Let me think,” he said, and after a few seconds counting in his head, he said, “I think this will be my thirteenth time fucking you, Ella. Not counting what we did in the auditorium, that is!”
God! I thought. I must have missed quite a few while sleeping. I did a quick math in my head. Three! I’ve missed three times. It doesn’t matter! I’ve seen enough, anyway.
Joao pushed his cock into Ella’s pussy, and she gasped.
“Urgh!” he grunted. “This pussy! Can’t get enough of it!”
He started to fuck her with deep, powerful strokes. Ella began moaning within a couple of minutes, and after another two or three minutes, she rested her legs on Joao’s shoulders.
Her muscles were trembling out of exhaustion but also the build-up of sexual tension, which tipped over into orgasm a minute later.
“Oh, yes, there it is!” Ella cried, shuddering in pleasure.
She arched her back and pressed her pelvis against Joao’s cock.
Joao kept thrusting through her orgasm, making sure her pussy was stimulated.
As a result, her orgasm had barely passed, and she was hit by a second one. And then a third, and a fourth.
What I was witnessing was the most intense sex I’d ever seen. The room was full of moans and groans. My wife was constantly climaxing. Joao was fucking her relentlessly. I was standing and stroking my now erect cock. The cleaning lady knocked on the door, asking whether she could come in to clean the room. Or maybe she asked if we were OK. I didn’t care. I just shouted, “Later, please!” and kept wanking. Ella and Joao heard neither the cleaning lady nor me. They were in the bliss of sexual pleasure.
Joao fucked Ella for over twenty minutes non-stop before he finally reached his own explosive orgasm. He gave a deep thrust into her pussy and began ejaculating. Ella cummed once again alongside him.
Finally, after a minute of both of them groaning and moaning in orgasmic pleasure, Joao rose and pulled his cock out of her pussy.
Ella dropped her legs on the bed while Joao sat next to her.
“Wow, Ella!” he said. “This was intense!”
“I’m totally spent!” she said and ran her hand over her breasts.
My poor wife was exhausted; however, she was not done yet because I said, “I want to fuck you from behind while you are lying on your stomach.”
I wanted to fuck her as she lay face down the way Joao had fucked her when I had woken up. I was inspired by my success with fucking her in the spoon position and wanted to emulate it by copying Ella’s black lover again.
Ella looked at my erection and sighed. “OK. But finish quickly, Nick! Or we’ll miss breakfast. They close at 10:30.”
Ella grabbed her pillow and rolled over onto her stomach on top of it. She spread her legs real wide, and I lay on top of her. It felt so great to ease myself onto her soft ass, especially knowing that under it was her overfucked pussy, leaking Joao’s cum onto the pillow and waiting for me to take the sloppy seconds. I guided my cock to her pussy and penetrated her with ease.
Despite my overexcitement, I was able to fuck for a minute, two, three, five, and I wasn’t cumming. I was glad. I was taking sloppy seconds, and I was lasting long!
Ella started to moan, and I kept thrusting and thrusting.
Ten, maybe twelve minutes had passed when I finally felt I was coming to the point of no return. I decided I had lasted long enough and increased the speed of my thrusts.
Ella buried her face in the bedsheets and, crying, “Oh, my God!” she shuddered in orgasm.
This pushed me over the edge, and I began cumming. Within a minute, both Ella and I were done. Proud of my achievement, I pulled my cock out of her and sat at the foot of the bed. She rolled over onto her back.
It had taken me close to fifteen minutes to finish, and to my utmost satisfaction, I had brought Ella to orgasm. Only once, but I had managed to do it. Sperm competition, or over fucking—it didn’t matter. I was lasting way longer than usual and was getting better and better at satisfying my wife.
“Thank you, Ella, for a night to remember!” I said.
“Yes, Ella, this was the best fuck-night in my life,” Joao added his praise. He looked at me and gave me a thumbs-up. “And you, mate, you’ve done really well! You’re catching up with me. Especially this last time. Wow!”
“Thank you,” I said and smiled.
I smiled at the guy who had fucked my wife all night long and praised me for being able to fuck her well enough. In any other circumstances, I would have been outraged by his comment. But not on this occasion. I was not bothered. I knew Ella and I had broken so many taboos, so my pride was the last thing I cared about. I was having the best fuck-night too, and that was what mattered.
Ella sat up. “Well, if it is time for thanks, then thank you both for fucking me so good. I’d never thought I could be fucked so much and have so many orgasms in a row. I must have set a world record!”
“Ha-ha!” Joao laughed. “Don’t know about a world record, but you certainly accomplished a phenomenal feat. And your pussy did well, exceptionally well. To be fair, you are the first woman I’ve fucked who has been able to stay wet for that long.”
“Really?” Ella asked with her face gleaming. She was genuinely amused by Joao’s comment.
Joao nodded. “Yep! I haven’t fucked a woman so many times in a row.”
“Well, I had no idea a man could fuck so many times in a row, either. Or to last so long,” she said, then turned to me. “By the way, he’s right! You did great too! I don’t remember you fucking me so hard and for so long. And so many times! How many?”
“Five!” I said with pride and smiled.
“Wow!” Ella exclaimed. “Five? I think our record was four. During our honeymoon, remember that night?”
I nodded. “Yes, I do. We broke our record.”
Ella giggled. “Hi-hi! We did! Who would have guessed? To beat our honeymoon record!”
“Well,” I said, “Gerhard said we ought to do better than our honeymoon, didn’t he?”
“Gerhard?” Joao asked. “The old German chap?”
I looked at Joao. “Do you know him?”
Ella also looked at Joao with surprise.
“Umm. . . . Yeah,” he mumbled. ”He’s the one who did that thing. . . , you know. . . .”
“He’s the one who did what thing?” I asked.
“Well, that thing from the photo you saw. . . .” Joao paused before adding, “He’s the one who organised it.”
Ella raised her eyebrows. “Organised?”
“Well,” Joao said, looking a little unsettled, “he. . . he was the one who kinda arranged for me to come to the hotel. I told you about that night yesterday, didn’t I? He introduced me to the guys and the girl. From the photo.”
“So he set up a gangbang for you?” I asked.
“Umm, not set up per se,” Joao said. From the expression on his face, it was clear that he got himself into difficulty trying not to say too much about the saucy event that Gerhard had arranged or been a conduit to. Joao thought for a few seconds before saying, “He called me and said so and so, ‘If you come tonight, I’ve got some people that are willing to’—you know. . . .” Joao paused for a second then said briskly, “Yeah, OK! You can say he organised it. In the sense that he called me, and he had talked the people into it. Especially the girl. I think he had known her for some time. He didn’t take part but introduced me to her and her friends. Listen! I am a gentleman and don’t want to talk about such things.” He turned to Ella and rubbed her leg. “Anyway, it truly has been an honour to have been with the sexiest and prettiest woman I have ever met. Thank you, Ella!”
Ella acknowledged Joao’s compliment with a smile. “Thank you, Joao!” Then she turned to me. “What time is it, hon?”
I looked at my watch. “Eight past ten!”
“Let’s go!” she said, got up from the bed and headed to the shower.
Joao and I were about to follow her, but she turned around and said, “No!” She raised her finger up. “We are showering one by one!”
“Why?” Joao asked.
Ella smiled. “’Cos you guys will want to fuck me again, and then we’ll miss breakfast for sure. Stay there until I am done!” She pointed at the bed. “Then the two of you might shower together if you’re keen!” She giggled.
Joao and I smiled at each other.
“We’ll take showers separately,” I said. “No offence, Joao. I admire your cock, even held it! Shit!” I shook my head in disbelief at my actions and pointed at Ella. “She made me!”
Ella stuck her tongue out at me.
I chuckled. “He-he! Did it once, but no more!”
“Ha-ha!” Joao laughed. “Yes. We’ll take two separate heterosexual showers!”
Ella went into the bathroom and shut the door behind her.




Marks of possession

Suddenly, I did not feel at ease sitting on my own next to the man who had just fucked my wife. Nor I wanted to talk to him. So, I decided to take my phone and browse the internet for the latest news to keep myself busy and distracted and avoid talking to Joao.
I had just sat on the edge of the bed, about to go and get the phone from my shorts, when Joao said, “Nick, let’s talk!”
He crawled to the edge of the bed and sat next to me.
Keeping his gaze on the bathroom door, from where we could hear the sound of splashing water, he said, “What I did with you and Ella, I’ve done quite a few times with other couples. You know, people want me because of my sizeable cock. I mean, tourists come here, and from time to time, like with you and Ella, we go on a trip or meet on the beach, and I am invited to help them have fun. I usually do not turn down an offer because I like fucking married pussies. Married women do it for sex only! And that’s the fun in it. Uninhibited, decadent, no-strings-attached sex. And I want to keep it that way: no-strings-attached. So when we are over, the couple leaves, and we never get in touch again. Even if they ask to stay in touch, I say no. That’s my rule. A one-off! But, hm, in your case with Ella, may I break my rule and ask that we stay in touch?” Joao looked up at me.
“Why?” I asked.
“Well, I kinda liked your wife. A lot!”
“Oh, go fuck yourself! You’re not gonna steal my wife!”
“No! No!” Joao waved his hands. “It’s not like that! I meant just staying as fuck-buddies. Like me becoming your bull whenever you come to visit the island. I really liked fucking Ella and would love to be able to fuck her more in the future. But we’ll keep it sex only; nothing more than that! I promise!”
I looked daggers at him. “Do you think I’m an idiot, Joao? You just said you liked my wife, and you think I’ll bring her back to you to fuck her again? I know very well how this goes. I do that, and then she leaves me for you, and you tell me: ‘Oh, well, it just happened, Nick. I didn’t want her to leave you for me, but she likes my cock too much and cannot live without me!’ Forget it, Joao! I am not stupid!”
“Nick, It won’t be like that because I will make it absolutely—”
“Joao! You son of a bitch!” We heard Ella scream in the bathroom.
Joao and I jumped off the bed.
I looked at him. “What did you do?”
He shrugged his shoulders. “Don’t know.”
“How could you?!” Ella screamed again.
I went and opened the bathroom door. Joao followed me.
We saw Ella wrapped in a towel and looking at herself in the mirror.
She turned to us and pointed at her neck. “How am I gonna get out with this on my neck?”
There were three red spots beginning to form hickeys.
Joao smiled shyly. “Sorry! I got carried away.”
Ella shook her head from side to side.
She took a deep breath and looked at herself in the mirror again. She removed the towel and saw the hickeys on her left breast. “Oooh!” she squeaked. “On my boob too!” She thumped on the floor. “Joao! How could you?”
She pulled her breast up to examine the hickeys.
Joao stepped into the bathroom, and I followed him.
“Sorry!” he apologised to Ella again. “As I told you, you are so delicious, and I couldn’t stop myself!”
Ella let go of her boob and looked at Joao.
She stared at him, shaking her head in disappointment. “You did it on purpose, didn’t you?”
I couldn’t tell if she was faking frustration or was genuinely annoyed with Joao. Indeed, the hickeys he had left on her skin complicated her life, so she was not too thrilled about them.
Joao grinned at her. “I had to leave my mark on you, Ella!”
“You had to keep your mouth away from my neck and boobs, Joao!” Ella said and again looked at herself in the mirror. She ran her fingers over the largest hickey on her neck. “God! Everyone will know I was fucked like a slut all night long!” She sighed a deep sigh. “Now I have to wear a scarf around my neck like one of those. . . .” She didn’t finish her sentence but looked at Joao. She stared at him for a couple of seconds before she asked him abruptly, raising her voice, “What did you mean by ‘leave my mark on you’?”
Joao chuckled. “He-he! My mark of possession on you, Ella!”
Ella trembled when she heard him. She frowned. “You mean you possessed me?”
The smile disappeared from Joao’s face as he realised he had made a mistake by talking about possessing her. He mumbled, “I mean, not like—”
“Is this what it was all about?!?” Ella shouted. “To possess me?”
Joao waved his hands in denial. “No, no! Ella, I didn’t mean—”
“Oh, my God!” Ella whined. “Of course, you meant it! You possessed me! That’s what it was all about!”
Joao tried to put his hands on her shoulders, but she pushed him away, shouting, “Get off me!” Her eyes filled up with moisture. “I’m just a conquest to you, ain’t I? You did this only to have possessed my married pussy!”
“No, Ella! Fuck no!” Joao cried. “It’s not like that!”
Ella shook her head, and a tear rolled down her cheek. “You left bite marks on my neck and boobs so that people know you possessed me!”
“Ella!” Joao squalled with growing panic in his voice.
“Ella-what?!” Ella shouted and pushed him in the chest angrily. “You said it! You left your marks on me! What other marks have you left on me, Joao? A baby in my womb? Is that why you fucked me without protection? To knock me up?”
“Ella, no!” Joao vehemently denied her accusation. “You know it’s not like that!”
“And how is it, Joao?” Ella asked him sternly.
“Ella, listen!” Joao again tried to put his hands on her shoulders, but Ella stepped back. He took a deep breath and sighed. “Look! Ella! Sometimes I speak without thinking. I am sorry. I apologise for my bad joke about the hickeys. I am not a pervert to leave bite marks on your neck on purpose. Or to impregnate you to show I possessed you. Look at me! You know why I fucked you. I fucked you because I had a strong itch for you. I like you. Very much. I liked you from the moment I saw you. Yes, from the moment I saw you, Ella, I wanted to fuck you. And I still want to fuck you. I still want you, Ella! I want you so much that I even asked Nick if he would be happy that I stayed in touch with you guys!
“And you know very well how pretty and sexy you are. You know that tons of men want to score with you. I was lucky. I admit. I scored with you; yes, I did. Big time! And I got carried away nibbling on you because I was drunk with lust. You know that is what happened. I fucked you not to possess you but because fucking a beautiful woman like you is the greatest pleasure on Earth! So much I like you, so much I like the sex with you that I was drunk with joy. The joy of having you, and I got carried away, Ella!” Joao stepped closer to Ella. “Look! We said we should have fun and not overthink things. What happened to that?”
Ella wiped the tears from her eyes.
Joao put his hand on her shoulder and looked her in the eyes. She didn’t push his hand away.
He got encouraged by his progress in calming her down and gently squeezed her shoulder. “We enjoyed a great night together, Ella. Why spoil it now?”
Ella stood silent for a few seconds, then said quietly, “OK. Let’s not spoil it!”
Joao sighed in relief. “Thank you, Ella! And sorry again!”
Ella nibbled on her bottom lip before saying with a cold voice, “I want you gone after breakfast.”
Joao was taken aback. He stared at Ella for a few seconds, then murmured, “You sure?”
Ella nodded yes.
“OK,” Joao said quietly and let go of her shoulder. “If you wish so.”
Ella stepped to me and took my wrist. She looked at my watch. “It’s a quarter past ten! You guys need to shower real fast if you want to come to breakfast with me!”
She let go of my hand and got out of the bathroom.
She headed to the wardrobe but stopped halfway, turned around, and asked me, “Nick, are we coming back to change after breakfast, or shall I put on my bikini under the dress?”
“Put your bikini on, hon,” I replied and went into the shower cabin.
I was out within a minute, and Joao went to shower.
I dried myself and went out of the bathroom. Ella had already put on her tropical beach mini dress over her floral halter neck thong bikini swimsuit and was waiting for Joao and me.
I put on a t-shirt and Bermuda swimming trunks. Joao popped out of the bathroom and put his shorts and t-shirt on while Ella wrapped her scarf around her neck. We put our sandals on, I grabbed our beach bag with the two beach towels and the sunscreen bottle in it from the day before, and, at 10:20 am, we left the room and headed to the restaurant.
How much had changed from the last time Ella and I had left our hotel room!
There my wife was, walking fast in front of Joao and me with her short dress bouncing up and down, baring the back of her upper thighs. She was the same woman from the day before – sexy and pretty, vigorous and active as she’d always been. But there was something that had changed in her: the pussy between her slender legs had been fucked by another man! It had been stretched out by his giant cock, and she had orgasmed on it and taken his cum all night long.
My wife had been possessed by another man.




2.    Rivalries





Breakfast for three

We were eating in silence.
Ella had not spoken to Joao or me, neither on our way to the restaurant nor while taking food from the buffet. I had not spoken a word either. I knew Ella was pissed off with Joao, not with me, but I didn’t want to risk saying something that would draw her ire away from him. I knew how fragile she was when she was in a mood like this one, and I had no intention of redirecting her anger from Joao to me. She had said she wanted him gone after breakfast. So why help him? I wanted him gone too. He’d fulfilled his usefulness to me—turning my wife into a hotwife and me into a cuckold. I didn’t need him anymore. In fact, I needed him gone. Especially since he had revealed his desire to become a permanent part of our life. I didn’t want that. I didn’t want to risk turning his relationship with Ella into something more profound that would threaten my marriage. The wisest thing to do was to let him leave. So I kept eating without speaking or even looking at Ella or him.
However, Joao seemed to have come to the conclusion that if he wanted to stay, he needed to get Ella to talk to him, so he gathered the courage to break the silence. “Why do you want me gone, Ella?” he asked her, put a slice of pancake into his mouth, and looked up at her.
Ella ignored his question and continued to chop her scrambled eggs into smaller pieces.
Joao swallowed and pointed at the scarf around her neck. “Because of that, isn’t it?”
Ella shook her head from side to side without looking at him.
Joao put another piece of pancake into his mouth. “Then why?”
Still not looking at him, Ella said, “When we invited you, how long did you plan to stay with us, Joao?”
“A few days,” he said with a full mouth. “I don’t have any tours booked until Monday. So, yeah, until Monday.”
Ella took a forkful of scrambled eggs and put it into her mouth.
Joao ate another large piece of his pancake, then said, “But at the minimum, I was hoping to spend at least today with you.”
Ella looked at my plate. “May I have some of your bacon?”
“Sure,” I said and pushed the plate closer to her.
She forked one of my two bacon slices, placed it onto her plate and cut it into two. Then she put one of the pieces into her mouth and said, “We are not coming back for lunch today, are we, Nick?”
“No, we’re not,” I confirmed, eating my last remaining bacon slice. “We’ll buy something from the beach café.”
We continued eating in silence.
I finished my last mini-sausage and put my plate away. “This was good.”
“Ella, how long did you plan for me to stay?” Joao asked.
“I didn’t plan anything,” Ella replied, stubbornly avoiding looking at him, and took another forkful of scrambled eggs.
“So you decided only this morning that I should go,” Joao said.
Ella ate another piece of scrambled eggs before saying, “Yes.”
Joao finished the last bit of his pancake, drank up his orange juice, and sat back in his chair. He and I watched Ella eat the second piece of bacon and push her plate away.
“Aren’t you gonna finish your eggs, hon?” I asked her.
She shook her head.
I reached to take her plate, but she gently pushed my hand away. “Don’t overeat, honey!”
I sighed. “Yeah, you’re right.”
“I feel used and abused,” Joao said.
“Used?!” Ella squeaked and finally looked at him.
Joao nodded yes.
Ella slowly shook her head from side to side, staring at him. “You feel used and abused! You?“
He nodded affirmatively again.
Ella leaned over the table to him and whispered, “Joao, your cum is still dribbling out of my pussy. Who used whom?”
Joao took Ella’s hands in his. “Ella, this is my second time in this hotel. And for a second time, I am good only for the night and kicked out in the morning.”
Ella stared him in the eyes. He raised his shoulders innocently and smiled.
They held each other’s gazes, and after a few seconds, Ella’s lips started to curve into a smile.
Joao cocked his head to one side, looking innocently at her, and rubbed her knuckles.
Ella’s smile spread wider, turning into a playful one. Joao was able to melt her.
“So, you want to stay with us?” she asked him.
He nodded yes.
“Why?” Ella asked.
Joao smiled seductively, and I saw out of the corner of my eye how he slipped his foot out of his sandal. I moved my chair back to have a better view of what was going on under the table. At that moment, he stretched his leg and touched Ella’s knee with his foot. Her beach dress was short and had hiked up, exposing a good portion of her thighs and the triangle of her bikini bottom covering her pussy. Joao pushed his foot between her legs, gently parting them.
Ella looked around to check no one was watching, looked back at him and said, “You may not get to ‘her’ again, even if you stay.”
Joao pulled her hands to his chest. “It doesn’t matter, Ella. I’d like the three of us to spend quality time together.” He slid his foot further up between Ella’s legs, closing in on her pussy.
Ella giggled and pulled her hands out of his grip. “You’d like to spend quality time together?”
He nodded yes.
“Hi-hi!” She giggled again. “Like how exactly?”
“Like going to the beach,” Joao said. “Visiting the aqua park. Having lunch together. Playing on the tennis courts. Going to the swimming pool and having drinks at the swim-up bar. I’d love to spend a day in the all-inclusive resort with you and Nick.”
Ella tilted her head playfully to one side. “Only that?”
“Well, anything on top of that, I’d gladly take it!” Joao grinned, and his foot touched Ella’s pussy through her bikini bottom.
She trembled but did not push his foot away. They stared at each other. Joao rubbed her pussy with his toes. Ella’s breathing became heavy. She was still not pushing Joao’s leg away. Instead, she giggled.
“I think you want me to stay,” Joao whispered.
“I think you want to fuck me,” she whispered back.
“I think we both guessed right,” he said.
She reached under the table and pushed his leg away from between her legs. Joao slid his foot back into his sandal.
Ella looked at me. “Shall we take him with us to the beach?”
I smiled. “If you want to.”
She looked back at Joao. “Will you behave?”
He raised his hand as if making an oath. “I promise!”
“Let’s go to the shop in the lobby and get you some swimming trunks,” Ella said, rising from her chair.
Joao pulled his car keys out of his pocket and dangled them. “I’ve got swim trunks in the truck.” He stood up, pushing his chair behind him. “I’ll be back in less than five minutes!”
“OK, but let’s go to the lobby,” I said and got up. “They want to clear the table.”
Indeed, the restaurant staff were clearing and rearranging the tables for lunch.
We went to the lobby. Ella and I got espressos from the lobby bar and sat at a table while Joao went for his swimming trunks.
Ella and I were alone with each other for the first time after visiting the souvenir shop at Terra Boa.
I sipped from my coffee and looked up at her.
“What?” she asked me and held her cup to her lips without drinking from it.
“Nothing!” I said and took another sip.
“What is it?” Ella was still holding the coffee cup without taking a sip.
I looked at my cup and twirled it in my hand. I watched the black liquid swirl. I looked back at Ella. “Do you still feel stretched out down there?”
Ella put her cup on the table. “Are you jealous, Nick?”
“How can I not be?” I said, raising my voice. I looked around to make sure no one was listening to us, then added, “My wife got fucked by another man!”
“Do you blame me?”
“Blame you?!? No! I wanted it and let it happen, Ella! Do you blame me?”
“No.” Ella picked her cup up and drank from it. “I also wanted it. And I was the one who ultimately did the deed. Not you!”
“Do you blame yourself?” I asked her.
She shook her head from side to side. “No. As I told Joao, it was unavoidable. You and I were so hyped about it that we were going to blame ourselves for the rest of our lives if we hadn’t done it.”
“Yeah, people regret the things they haven’t done more than the things they’ve done.”
“Or so they say.”
I took a sip from my coffee and looked at her. “Do you still love me, Ella?”
Ella drank up her coffee and placed the empty cup on the table. “Yes, I don’t see why I shouldn’t. And do you still love me?”
“I love you, of course. Even more than before!”
“More than before?”
“Yes!”
She raised her eyebrows. “Why?”
“Because you fulfilled my fantasy. Do you know how many wives deny this to their husbands?”
Ella sat back in her chair. “Well, I guess there aren’t that many husbands who want it in the first place. But yes, I can imagine how the majority of the wives react when their husbands ask them to do it.” She watched me as I finished my coffee, then said, “I worry if you’ll be able to cope with your jealousy, Nick.”
I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t need to cope with it. I’ll let it be.”
“But doesn’t it hurt?”
“Can I ask you something before I answer your question?”
“Sure!” she replied.
I leaned toward her from across the table. “Did it hurt when Joao penetrated you the first time?”
“How’s that relevant?”
“It is. Did it?”
Ella stared at me for a while, trying to read in my eyes if I was asking her a trick question or something, but after I smiled at her encouragingly, she said, “A little bit, yes.”
“But it felt good, didn’t it?” I said.
“Right! You are jealous! Let’s not talk about it!”
“No! Tell me! Did it not feel good at the same time?”
Ella took a long look at me, then said, “It did, Nick! It felt good.”
I sat back in my chair. “So here’s my answer: jealousy is the same. It hurts but feels good at the same time.”
Ella was not removing her penetrating gaze from me.
I smiled. “I’m not lying, Ella.”
She tilted her head to the side, stared at me for another ten seconds or so, and then squealed, “Oh, my God!” She clasped her cheeks and, smiling, shook her head in disbelief. “You are not lying! How could you?”
“Could what?
“How could you like it?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m a cuckold!”
We saw Joao running towards the hotel entrance.
I put my hand on Ella’s. “You didn’t answer my original question.”
Ella pulled her hand away. “Why are you doing this to yourself, Nick?”
“I want to know. Tell me! Do you still feel stretched out down there?
“Do you really want to know?”
“Yes. Remember: jealousy hurts but also feels good!”
Ella leaned over the table and waved at me to move closer to her.
I did.
Her hair brushed against my cheek as she whispered in my ear, “Honey, it feels as if his cock is still inside me!”
We both leaned back in our chairs, looking at each other.
Suddenly, I regretted asking her the question.
“Huh!” I sighed. “I see!”
Ella shrugged her shoulders. “Well, you asked.”
I decided that the best way to prevent the mood from turning sour was to remind ourselves that we could do nothing to change what we had done. So I said, “We did what we did. There’s no coming back from it!”
“Very true. There’s not coming back.”
“So, if there is no coming back, then the only way is forward.”
She smiled. “Forward it is!”
I also smiled. “Full steam!”




An awkward encounter

We were still smiling at each other when Joao joined us, holding his shorts, car keys and mobile phone in his hand. Instead of swim trunks—which he had said he had in the truck—he had put on swim briefs. The briefs accentuated his large bulge, and he would have attracted much more attention walking through the lobby if he had not pulled down his t-shirt to cover his crotch as much as possible.
He didn’t sit down. Instead, he dropped his car keys, shorts and mobile phone in the beach bag on the floor next to me and asked, “Shall we?”
I picked up the bag and got up. Ella also stood up and straightened up her dress.
Joao put his hand on the small of her back, but she pushed his hand away, whispering, “Don’t!”
“Why?” he asked.
“Don’t get used to it,” she replied. “We’ll meet your friends on our way to the beach.”
“Yes, we will meet them,” he agreed with her. “They have to sell. That’s where they hang out. But so what?”
“I don’t want them to know,” Ella said. “I don’t want you to tell them about us.”
Joao didn’t say anything.
Ella continued, “I don’t want them to wolf-whistle, giggle, make lude remarks, gossip, or comment when I walk past that gate.”
Joao said with a little worried face, “I won’t tell them, Ella, but they’ll know. The moment they see us—even if we are not hugging—they’ll know.” He sighed. “I’ll tell them to behave. Don’t worry!”
“Joao, you son of a bitch!” we heard a familiar voice behind us and turned around.
It was Mikkel’s voice.
Mikkel, Johan and Gerhard were standing a few feet behind us. Mikkel and Johan were wearing swimming trunks only, while Gerhard had put on a sun hat in addition to his swimming attire. Seeing them bare-chested and holding towel tokens in their hands made me think they were heading to the pool.
Mikkel pointed angrily at Joao. “You have some nerves showing up here!”
“Shh!” Gerhard shushed Mikkel, grabbed his hand and lowered it down. “Let me talk!”
The old man stepped in front of Mikkel. However, Mikkel shoved Gerhard out of the way, walked up to Joao, and pushed him in the chest.
“Wow, wow!” Joao stepped back, raising his hands in the air. “What’s your problem, man?!”
“I’ll tell you what’s my problem!” Mikkel shouted and hit Joao again.
Gerhard and Johan ran to restrain Mikkel.
Mikkel’s face had turned crimson red. He tried to hit Joao again, but Gerhard and Johan grabbed him by the shoulders and held him back.
Gerhard warned Mikkel sternly, “If you don’t calm down, you’ll blow your chance away!”
“Ha!” Mikkel scoffed at Gerhard. “As if I have any chance with King Dong here!”
Gerhard looked at Joao and greeted him, “Hi, Joao!”
Joao greeted Gerhard back, “Hi, Gerhard!”
Johan nodded at Joao. “Hello.”
“Hi, Johan!” Joao replied and looked at Mikkel.
“Fucker!” slipped through Mikkel’s lips as he stared daggers at Joao.
Gerhard pulled Mikkel back and said to him, raising his voice, “All right! Last warning! Behave, or I’m not helping you!”
Mikkel stared at Gerhard.
“Do you want to be the proverbial loser?” Gerhard asked the troublemaker.
Mikkel blew air through his nostrils.
Gerhard let go of Mikkel and turned to Joao. “Joao, please excuse Mikkel. He is pissed off. We didn’t sleep all night long. We decided to go on a half-day sailing trip yesterday afternoon after we felt somewhat. . . let down.” Gerhard glanced at Ella before looking back at Joao. “Anyway, the sailing trip was great; we snorkelled and all that. Although, I’m too old, and my. . . . But anyways, we had booked this stupid turtle-watching trip, and instead of coming back to the hotel, we went turtle-watching. We got picked up straight from the boat, so far so good, but then we drove all the way up to Farol di Fiura, where supposedly there were turtles during the off-season! We were paying by the hour; we saw no turtles! Not only that, but when we realised the trip was a scam and demanded to be driven back, the guy decided to take a shortcut and got stuck on the beach! We had to dig his jeep out of the gravel for hours!”
“Ha-ha!” Joao laughed. “I know your guide. His name’s Manuel, right?”
Gerhard nodded yes.
Joao shook his head, smiling. “He’s a scammer and an idiot! Where did you find him?”
Johan jumped into the conversation. “Mikkel and I went for drinks to Santa Maria the other day.”
“Well,” Joao said, “never do business with locals you meet in a pub!”
“We didn’t meet you in a pub, and look how it turned out for him!” Johan said and nodded to Mikkel.
“What do you mean?” Joao asked.
“Well. . . .” Johan shrugged his shoulders and nodded to Mikkel again.
Joao raised his hands. “I did what I was asked to do!”
“Did you?” Mikkel hissed and stepped towards Joao. “Did you really do what you were asked to do?”
Gerhard pulled Mikkel back. “Shh!”
“How do you guys know each other?” I asked.
Mikkel opened his mouth to answer my question, but Gerhard was quicker than him and said, “We did the Sharks Bay tour with Joao on Saturday, didn’t we?” Gerhard looked at Joao.
Joao looked confused for a second but then nodded with a smile. “Oh, yeah! We did the half-day tour.”
“And how did you meet Ella and Nick?” Johan asked Joao.
“I took them on a day tour yesterday!” Joao replied. “We did the full programme.”
“Did you fuck her?” Mikkel asked abruptly.
“Shh!” Gerhard shushed him.
Everyone was taken aback by Mikkel’s question.
Mikkel grinned at Joao. “’Cos that’s what you do, don’t you?”
“Stop it, Mikkel!” Gerhard told Mikkel off.
Mikkel turned to Ella. “How was it, Ella? Did you tell your hubby how well King Dong had stretched you out?”
Ella blushed profusely and put her hand on her neck, where I knew the largest hickey was, hidden under her scarf. She stared at Mikkel but didn’t answer his question.
Gerhard shook his head at Mikkel in disappointment. “What is this, Mikkel? Why?”
Mikkel shrugged his shoulders. “What?!” He nodded at Joao. “He said: ‘the full programme’, didn’t he? We know what his full programme is!”
Ella had enough with Mikkel, and, staring at him, she said, anger noticeable in her voice, “I liked Joao’s full programme, Mikkel! If that is what you want to know! I liked it very much! His programme is the best I’ve ever experienced, and I doubt anyone can ever match his performance. You certainly can’t!” She stuck her tongue out at Mikkel.
Realising that she might have hurt my feelings by praising Joao’s sexual prowess—because no one doubted that was what she and Mikkel were talking about—she murmured, “Sorry, Nick,” and put her hand on my shoulder. Rubbing me comfortingly, she stared provocatively at Mikkel with derision in her eyes.
“Whatever!” Mikkel waved his hand at her dismissively, pissed off by her response.
Gerhard stepped closer to Ella and touched her elbow with the back of his hand.
She looked at him.
He said in a sombre voice, “Don’t let him wind you up, Ella! After last night, the three of us are in a foul mood.” He smiled. “By the way, I’m glad you have let the butterflies fly.”
Ella blushed even more profusely than she already had and looked away from Gerhard.
Gerhard stroked Ella’s upper arm reassuringly. “Don’t be abashed, Ella! Joao’s tours are legendary. I haven’t heard of anyone who has not been extremely satisfied with his work!” Gerhard grinned a wide grin, pleased with himself for being able to use a double entendre in his words, then turned to Joao. “So, are you leaving or coming?”
Joao looked at me, then at Ella, before saying hesitantly, “I was about to join Ella and Nick.”
“Joao is coming with us to the beach,” Ella said swiftly, looking again at Mikkel. “I like his company very much!” The glint in her eye showed how much she enjoyed rubbing it in to Mikkel.
Mikkel grinned a broad grin. “Excellent! We’ll come with you if that’s OK?”
Everyone was taken by surprise by Mikkel’s suggestion and stood silently.
“What?!” Mikkel shrugged his shoulders and looked at Gerhard, then at Johan. “How would we otherwise bury the hatchet?”
Ella, Joao, and I were still not saying anything. Considering Mikkel’s hostility towards Joao, we were far from convinced it was a good idea for Mikkel to join us.
The silence became uncomfortable, and Johan broke it by saying, “Mikkel’s idea of going to the beach is not that bad, actually. We won’t have sunbeds at the pool since poor Gerhard”—he looked and smiled at Gerhard—“was also late this morning and couldn’t reserve any.”
Gerhard shrugged his shoulders. “What could I do? We were back in the hotel at 4 in the morning! I may not sleep much, but after a long day, I needed some shut-eye!”
Johan added, “We all overslept, even missed breakfast.”
“We’ll get something from the grill restaurant,” Mikkel said. “It’s on the way to the beach.”
There was uncomfortable silence again. Inexplicably, Mikkel seemed to have calmed down, but Ella and I were still not convinced he and Joao would be good company for each other.
“Right!” Gerhard said. “In that case, I’m going back to my room to catch up with my sleep. You, youngsters, can trot on the sandy beaches, swim in the sea, and watch sea turtles. I’ve had enough of that. See you later!”
The old man headed to the lifts but, after a few steps, stopped, turned around, and said, “Ella, only take him to the beach if he promises to behave!” He nodded in the direction of Mikkel.
Mikkel said immediately, “I promise, Ella!”
Ella looked at Mikkel.
He smiled. “I promise!”
She looked at Gerhard.
He shrugged his shoulders. “One can only do so much to help!”
Ella looked back at Mikkel. She held her gaze on him for a while. He kept smiling innocently.
She finally said, “Mikkel, you’re the second person this morning who has promised me to behave himself!” She looked at Johan. “Do you promise, too?”
Johan giggled. “Ella, I always behave myself!”
“Ha-ha!” Ella laughed. “I know how you behave yourself! But anyway! Let’s go!”
Gerhard bade us goodbye, and the rest of us left the lobby through the exit to the hotel’s open grounds. We had to cross the vast hotel complex with its flowers, palms, walkways, and neatly trimmed grass fields to get to the gate to the beach on the other side.
It was supposed to be a nice stroll in the sun. However, the moment we stepped outside the lobby, it became clear the walk would be challenging. The reason was the competition between Joao, Johan, and Mikkel for Ella’s attention and not only that. All three of them were eager to claim her as their own. And, of course, I was also eager to protect my wife; after all, it was disrespectful to me as a husband to be dismissed like that by her suitors.
Ella seemed to have anticipated the challenge of walking with the two Danes and Joao because she had hugged my arm back in the lobby and was not letting go, keen to walk alongside me, thus seeking protection from me.
However, this did not help her a lot. The two Danes and Joao moved quickly to walk on her other side. And as soon as we took the central walkway meandering between the palm trees and the hotel’s various amenities, they began tussling for the right to wrap their arms around her waist.
Johan was the first to demonstratively put his hand on the small of her back, saying, “What are you hiding underneath this scarf?”
Ella and I stopped walking.
She looked at him and blushed but at the same time smiled as she said, “It’s none of your business, Johan!”
She pushed his hand off her back, and we resumed walking.
“He-he!” Johan chuckled and caught up with us. “I’d say it’s a hickey!”
He tried to wrap his arm around Ella’s waist, but she pushed him away.
He made a funny face. “Oh, you’re feisty today!”
Ella giggled and slapped him on the butt. “Stop it!”
“Yeah! Stop it, man!” Joao said and pushed Johan in the back.
They scuffled. They were smiling and laughing, and on the surface, it would have appeared that they were joking and fooling around, but sparks in their eyes suggested otherwise. It was a real fight.
Joao prevailed and caught up with Ella and me. He lined up to walk next to Ella, wrapped his arm around her waist and lowered his face to kiss her on the cheek, but she pushed him away.
“Don’t!” she whispered, stopped walking, and looked around. “What will the people say when they see us?”
He shrugged. “Why do you care?”
Ella whispered louder, “I’m a married woman! That’s why!” She blushed and looked around again.
“Leave her alone!” Mikkel intervened and pulled Joao by the hand.
They tussled for a bit, and Johan used the opportunity to push them out of his way and curve his arm around Ella’s waist.
“God!” Ella squeaked and pulled away from Johan’s embrace. “What did I get myself into?!”
Johan chuckled. “He-he! That’s how it is when you take four men to the beach!”
Ella giggled. “Hi-hi! I should have known better, shouldn’t I?”
Ella and I resumed walking.
Mikkel managed to release himself from Joao, and now he caught up with Ella and me.
He bumped Johan out of the way, put his hand on Ella’s buttock and said, “It’s a hickey, isn’t it? Can I see it?”
Ella and I stopped walking again.
“Mikkel, behave yourself!” Ella scolded him, grabbed his hand, and removed it from her hip. Shaking her head and smiling, she looked at me. “I’ve got myself into trouble, haven’t I?”
I leaned to her and gave her a peck on the lips. “Shall I intervene?”
Ella giggled and turned to Mikkel and Johan, who were wrestling, tugging and pulling each other, trying to prevent the opponent from coming closer to her. She shook her finger at them. “Did you hear that? I’ll tell my husband to deal with you if you don’t behave!”
Johan chuckled. “He-he! Nick is our friend, Ella! Friends don’t do such things to each other!”
Mikkel pulled his hand out of Johan’s grip, only for Joao to push Mikkel in the back, making him lose his balance and almost fall to the ground.
Mikkel turned around, looking menacingly at Joao and shouted, “I’ll put a fist through your teeth, Joao!”
Mikkel glanced at Ella, who was shaking her head in disapproval, and realising his behaviour was not appreciated, he forced a smile and said, “I’m joking, Ella, I’m joking!” He giggled. ”Hi-hi! But I’ll gladly kick his butt!”
“I’d like to see you try!” Joao said and also forced himself to smile. “But be warned, my friend, I’ll give you a bloody nose!”
“Ha-ha!” Mikkel laughed sarcastically. “More likely a hickey!” He winked at Ella. “Right, Ella? He’s good at giving hickeys, isn’t he?”
Ella lifted her finger at Mikkel. “Behave yourself, Mikkel! Or. . . .” She appeared dead serious but burst into laughter when Mikkel made a funny face.
Ella and I resumed walking, leaving behind Mikkel, Johan and Joao.
Joao caught up with us and grabbed Ella’s butt, but she slapped his hand away. “You too, Joao! Behave!”
Joao made an innocent face. “Ella, I always behave!”
Ella giggled. “Hi-hi! No, you don’t!”
Just as Joao tried to wrap his arm around her waist again, Mikkel shoved him in the back, moving him out of the way, and put his hand on the small of Ella’s back.
Joao grabbed Mikkel by the shoulder, and there was another scuffle between them. As they fought, they bumped into Ella.
It was too much. We were attracting attention.
Ella let go of my arm and ran ahead.
“Ella, wait!” Joao shouted after her.
“No!” she squeaked and turned around.
Ella was concerned about what the other hotel guests we met or passed by would think about us. It was easy to guess what was going on between her and four eager men fooling around with her; hence she had felt embarrassed and had run away. However, at the same time, she was flattered by the attention she was given by these same four men. That was why she not only tolerated their behaviour but implicitly encouraged them in the first place. And now she continued to flirt with her suitors from a distance.
Walking backwards and smiling flirtatiously, she pointed her finger at Joao and the rest of us. “All of you, stay twenty meters away from me.” She kept walking backwards, giggling. “Hi-hi! Twenty meters!”
Joao tried to run after her. However, Mikkel grabbed Joao’s hand and held him back. Johan was about to run after Ella too, but he was stopped by Joao, who seized his shoulder from behind.
Ella stuck her tongue out at the three men fighting over her, and, jumping excitedly, giggling, she bumped into a guy who had just turned around the corner and did not see her, nor she saw him. He grabbed hold of her, protectively wrapping his arms around her.
Ella jumped off his grip, turning around.
She looked up at the man—a tall fellow—and apologised, “Sorry! I’m very sorry!”
The middle-aged man said, “It’s OK, darling,” smiled and continued on his way.
Ella turned around to look at us and said, smiling and blushing big time, “Seriously, guys! Stop it!” She waved her finger at our three friends and added, “It’s your fault!” Now she put a serious face. “If you don’t stop, Nick and I are going back to our hotel room!”
“Well, about your room,” Joao said, grinning playfully, but Ella cut him off, “I mean it, Joao! The three of you will behave as grown-up men, or it’s over!” She stared at him and said again, “Or it’s over, Joao!” She lowered her hand in front of her crotch and moved her finger from side to side. ”You’ll lose the most. You know what I mean, don’t you?”
“Yes!” Joao said with a straight face. “I know. Sorry!”
Watching and listening to Ella, how she was using her pussy—because that was what she meant by telling Joao he’d lose the most—as a bargaining tool to make him behave, I became doubly aroused, and my cock stiffened within seconds. I walked up to Ella with a tent in my trunks.
She hugged my arm, and the two of us resumed walking.
Forced into an uneasy truce, Johan, Joao and Mikkel followed us closely.
We left the hotel complex and took the walkway to the beach along the hotel’s fence. We walked without trouble and approached the place where the group of local tour guides gathered.
Joao hurried ahead of us to greet his friends. He exchanged a few words with them, and no one made any comments or caused any trouble when we reached them except for Tiago.
He greeted Mikkel and Johan with a grin. “Still having fun?”
Johan ignored Tiago while Mikkel showed a middle finger.
Tiago turned to Ella, and his grin went wider. “Joao is good, isn’t he?”
Ella blushed but did not say anything; she just walked faster.
Joao shoved Tiago in the chest. It was a powerful push that almost knocked Tiago down.
Tiago shouted something in Creole, sounding like, “Hey! What’s wrong with you?!” Then he switched to English so that we could understand him. “I meant the tour, for fuck’s sake! What else did you think I meant?” He picked up the tour brochure he had dropped on the ground, dusted it off and went to talk to a group of tourists coming from the beach.




Learning to share

We reached the wooden platform where the walkway ended and the sandy beach started. We took off our sandals and, holding them in one hand, walked onto the sand. We walked between the palm trees spread along the beach, looking for free sun loungers. Fortunately for us, the beach wasn’t as popular as the pool in the hotel, so we found two free sunbeds under a larger palm tree. Joao and Johan brought a third lounger, causing quite a hassle and attracting the attention of the other sunbathers. However, once Ella and I put our towels on two of the sunbeds and our friends sat down on the third one, everything seemed to have settled down.
Ella removed her beach dress. Her clad body drew the eyes not only of us—the four men in her entourage—but also quite a few other men. Her triangle bikini top showed the perfect shape of her breasts, and the high-cut thong with side ties accentuated her long slender legs and tight buttocks.
Ella untied her scarf but hesitated to remove it. She stood still with her hands on the scarf for a few seconds, then murmured, “What the hell!” and took it off.
The three hickeys left on her neck by Joao were clearly visible.
Johan leaned his mouth to Mikkel’s ear, pretending to be whispering but making sure we heard him. “I told you she’s got hickeys!”
A broad smile spread across Mikkel’s face. “We know who left them.”
Ella looked scornfully at the two Danes for a couple of seconds before sticking her tongue out at them.
“Hi-hi!” Joao giggled. “Well done, Ella!”
Ella ignored him. She put her dress and scarf into the bag, adjusted her bikini, making sure nothing indecent was exposed and lay face down on the sunbed.
I peeled off my t-shirt, threw it into the beach bag and lay on the sunbed next to her.
Everything went quiet, but not for long.
Ella and I had been lying, enjoying the sunshine, and our friends had been sitting silently for about five minutes when Ella asked me, “Honey, will you smear my back?”
“Sure!” I said and sat up.
I took the sunscreen bottle out of the beach bag and was about to squirt lotion in my hand when Joao jumped off his seat and squatted next to Ella’s sunbed, saying, “Nick, let me do it!” He stretched his hand out to me over her back.
Ella rose on her elbows and looked at Joao.
He took the bottle from my hand and said, smiling at her, “As an apology for my behaviour.” He gently pushed her back to lie down.
Ella hesitated and looked at me.
I shrugged. “Well, everyone deserves a second chance, I guess.”
Joao pushed her gently again. “Let’s spread it on your back, shall we?”
“OK,” Ella whispered, lay back on her stomach and closed her eyes.
Johan and Mikkel got off their seats and squatted next to Joao.
Joao squirted lotion in his hand and applied it to Ella’s shoulders. Then he squirted some sunscreen onto her back and spread it. Ella’s back was done, but Joao thought he had to put more sunscreen on her. He squirted lotion on the small of her back and began rubbing it into her skin with circular motions. His hand was circling lower and lower down her back. His gaze fixated on her ass, a good portion of which was left uncovered by her skimpy bikini bottom, and at one point, he couldn’t resist the temptation and placed his hand on her ass cheek.
“Joao!” Ella whispered and looked over her shoulder. “What do you think you’re doing?”
She reached back, grabbed his hand, and pushed it away. She turned forward, put her hands on the sunbed and rested her head on them. She closed her eyes and prepared to relax. However, Joao grabbed her bikini bottom and pulled it up into her ass crack, completely baring her ass cheeks.
“Joao!” Ella squeaked, raised her head, and looked over her shoulder. “People are watching!”
“Forget about the people!” he said, smiling and dangling the sunscreen bottle. “Sun protection is more important!”
“She said she didn’t want sunscreen on her bum, Joao,” Mikkel said. “Stop trying—”
“Shut up!” Joao cut him off. “The tropical sun is strong! Locals know better where sunscreen is needed.”
Ella rested her head on her hands and closed her eyes, having decided to let Joao apply sunscreen on her buttocks.
Joao squirted lotion in his hand and spread it on Ella’s ass cheeks, having a good feel of her bum. Then he squirted lotion on the back of her thighs.
“Let me help you, Joao!” Johan said and reached his hand to the back of Ella’s legs.
Joao slapped Johan’s hand away. “I don’t need help!”
“Yes, you need!” Mikkel said and ran around the sunbed. He squatted on Ella’s other side. Without asking for permission, he put his hand on the back of my wife’s thigh and began spreading the sunscreen already squirted by Joao.
“Fucker!” slipped through Joao’s lips, to which Mikkel responded with a grin.
Joao began spreading the lotion on Ella’s other thigh. Mikkel’s hand slid on the inside of her leg. Joao stopped moving his hand and gave Mikkel an angry stare. Not intimidated even in the slightest, Mikkel responded with a provocative grin and continued to slide his hand up until his fingers touched Ella’s pussy through the fabric of her bikini bottom.
“Whoever you are,” Ella said, without opening her eyes, ”spread it down, not up!”
Joao now moved his hand up, and his fingers also touched my wife’s pussy. Mikkel’s and Joao’s knuckles made contact. They stared at each other at a standstill, angry sparks in their eyes.
“You’re like little kids, aren’t you?” Ella said, still not opening her eyes or raising her head.
“Honey,” I whispered, “if they were kids, they wouldn’t be doing what they are doing!”
She giggled, pressing her face against her hands. “Hi-hi! You’re right, Nick! They wouldn’t be doing it!”
Encouraged by her giggle, Johan undid the necktie of her bikini top.
“Hey!” Ella squeaked. She raised and turned her head to look at the new intruder.
Undeterred, Johan undid the back tie. “Let me do your back properly!”
“Johan!” Ella raised her voice. “Tie it back!”
Johan grinned at her and, ignoring her request, reached his hand to Joao. “Give me the sunscreen!”
Joao hesitated for a second but then passed the bottle to Johan. 
“My back is done!” Ella said.
Johan grinned wider. “In that case, turn over to do your front!”
“No!” Ella squealed and reached back for the ties of her bikini top but couldn’t grasp them.
Mikkel and Joao stopped tussling for the right to touch her pussy and pulled back their hands as their attention shifted to what Johan was doing. Joao crawled closer to Johan.
Ella rested her head on the sunbed and made another attempt to grasp her bikini laces using both hands, but now Johan and Mikkel sabotaged her. Giggling, they grabbed a back and necktie each and kept moving them out of reach of her hands.
Ella gave up trying to tie her bikini strings behind her back while lying. She grabbed her top and pressed it against her chest. Hugging her tits, covered with her bikini top, she rolled onto her back, and Johan and Mikkel let go of the strings they had been holding. She sat up, and, with one hand grasping her top, she used her other hand to grab hold of one of the bikini strings. Then she paused and stared ahead of her. She realised she needed two hands to tie her bikini top, but she couldn’t use her hand hugging her breasts unless she wanted to bare them.
“Ella, lie on your back to do your front,” Johan said, “and then I’ll help you tie your bikini.” He pushed her gently in the stomach.
Ella looked at him.
He smiled. “Just lie down on your back!”
Hesitantly, not taking her eyes off him, Ella lay down on her back, holding her top against her chest.
“I’ll do it,” Joao said and tried to shove Johan away, but Johan pushed him back with his shoulder.
Johan squirted sunscreen in his hand and spread the lotion on Ella’s chest, just above her boobs.
He squirted sunscreen onto her stomach and put his hand on her abs to spread it.
Ella’s stomach muscles convulsed, and she giggled. “I’m ticklish, you know!”
Johan smiled. “I can see!”
He spread the lotion over her stomach as she continued giggling quietly.
His hand was moving in circular motions, rubbing the sunscreen into her skin, but ever so slowly slipping down towards her bikini bottom until his fingers touched it. Ella trembled when he slightly pushed her thong down and ran his fingers just above her mons pubis.
“Let me help you!” Joao said and reached for the bottle of sunscreen in Johan’s hand, only for Johan to push him away by elbowing him in the stomach.
“Fucker!” slipped through Joao’s lips.
Johan smiled a gloating smile, squirted more lotion on Ella’s stomach and continued to spread it. His hand reached her mons pubis again, and his fingers pushed her bikini thong further down. Part of Ella’s pussy landing strip got exposed.
“Johan!” Ella squalled, raised her head to look at what Johan was doing and grabbed his wrist with one hand while still holding her bikini top against her breasts with the other.
She looked around. A few other people were watching us.
A ting of a blush passed through her cheeks. She pushed Johan’s hand away from her pelvis, saying quietly, “Johan, I don’t need sunscreen down there!”
“Sorry,” Johan apologised.  
Ella let go of Johan’s hand and pulled her bikini bottom up, covering her mons pubis.
She rested her head on the lounger and closed her eyes as Johan squirted more lotion into his palm and resumed rubbing it on her stomach, this time above her belly button.
“Johan, how much more sunscreen does she need?” Mikkel said. “You’re overdoing it, mate!”
Johan was more than overdoing it. He was soaking Ella’s skin in lotion.
Mikkel might have been right, but Johan still scolded him, “Mind your own business, will you?”
Johan put the bottle on the ground and used his free hand to pull on the lace of Ella’s bikini top that was hanging down her side.
“Johan, what are you doing?” she whispered without opening her eyes.
“Go topless, Ella!” Johan said and yanked on the lace.
“No!” Ella squealed, holding onto her top. She opened her eyes and raised her head, looking at him.
“Look around, Ella!” he said. “Look how many girls are topless. No one is shy!”
Mikkel grabbed Ella’s bikini top’s string hanging on his side of the sunbed and pulled on it, saying, “Take it off!”
“Are you crazy?!” Ella squeaked, looking at Mikkel and not letting him pull her bikini top off her chest.
She raised her head higher and looked around.
Indeed, there were several women sunbathing topless, including the woman with the two boyfriends from the previous day. Sprawled on her back, she had bared her tits, with her two boyfriends lying on sunbeds next to hers.
Johan pulled on Ella’s bikini top’s string again. “Come on, Ella! Let go! Your boobs are perfect!”
“I can’t!” Ella murmured and held onto her top.
Johan continued to talk her into going topless. “Ella, no need to be shy! We’ve all seen your boobs already.”
“Or felt them,” Mikkel added, giggling.
Ella sat up, holding to her top. Her chest was moving up and down fast. Her face turned pink.
Joao now put his hand on her stomach. “Johan’s right. We’ve seen you already. Why are you shy?”
“Not from you!” Ella said, then whispered, “From the others!”
“From whom?” I asked.
“From the other people, Nick!” she said, looking at me. “I can’t do it in public!”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Well, so many women do it.”
“He wants you to do it, Ella!” Johan said and pulled on her bikini top.
It slid off slightly, baring the top of her breasts, but Ella still managed to keep her nipples covered.
“I can’t,” she whispered. “I’ve got bruises.”
“We know you’ve got hickeys on your boobs, Ella!” Mikkel said quietly.
“Yeah, we see them!” Johan pointed at her breast where the love bites left by Joao were seen.
Ella swiftly looked down at her breast.
“And we know who gave them to you!” Mikkel said.
Ella rolled her eyes in derision and looked at Mikkel. “How do you know that, Mikkel?”
Mikkel repeated her words slowly: “How do you know that, Mikkel?” A shadow flitted across his face. “Good question! Hm, I’ll tell you how! I know because I know what he does! It’s his trademark!” Mikkel raised his voice. “The fucker has given it to others.” He turned and looked at Joao. “I swear! I’ll cut your dick off!”
Joao grinned at Mikkel. “Behave yourself, Mikkel! Behave!”
Mikkel clenched his fists; his face turned crimson red. He was fuming but somehow managed to restrain himself from starting a fight. He took a deep breath and turned to Ella. “Ella, will you go topless for me?”
“I can’t!” Ella whispered. “Everyone will see them.”
“What will they see?” Johan asked. “Your tits or your hickeys?” He laughed quietly.
“Both, you idiot!” Ella whispered louder.
“So?” Johan shrugged his shoulders.
Ella looked at me.
I shrugged my shoulders too. “Who cares what others think, honey? Have fun! When will you do it otherwise?”
Ella looked around her.
At that moment, the woman with the two boyfriends giggled as one of them, who had squatted next to her sunbed, began rubbing sunscreen on her tits.
Ella nibbled on her bottom lip nervously.
Joao put his hand on her thigh and stroked it gently. “Are you adventurous or not?”
Ella looked at him.
“I think you’re very adventurous, Ella!” he said.
Ella hesitated for another second but then swiftly pulled her bikini top off her chest, baring her boobs.
The two Danes and Joao imitated clapping hands.
She gave me her bikini top. “Put it in the bag, Nick!”
I took it and put it in the beach bag.
Ella placed her hands on her sides and looked down at her bare chest.
“They look perfect, Ella,” Joao said.
“One thing we both agree on,” Mikkel added.
Johan gently pushed her in the chest, nudging her to lie down on her back. “Let me put sunscreen on you!”
“I knew you’d want to do that!” Ella said and lay on her back, smiling.
Johan squirted lotion into his palm and cupped Ella’s right breast.
Mikkel reached his hand to Johan for the sunscreen bottle. “Let me help you!”
“Fuck off!” Johan snapped at his friend.
“Hey!” Ella squeaked and raised her head.
Mikkel and Johan looked up at her.
She looked at Johan, then at Mikkel, before saying, “You have to learn to share! Not fight!”
Mikkel and Johan stared at her, looking somewhat bewildered.
“What? I have two, don’t I?” she said. “Do you want to fight? Or have a good time?”
“A good time, Ella, definitely,” Johan murmured and gave Mikkel the bottle.
Ella rested her head back on the sunbed and closed her eyes. A smile of satisfaction flickered at the corners of her lips. She liked the power she had over these men. It was a power she had discovered she had only four days earlier, but she was becoming increasingly addicted to it. She knew she had paid the price for it—her wifely innocence—and she was determined to put it to good use while she could.
Mikkel poured sunscreen on Ella’s left breast and started to spread it, rolling her nipple between his fingers.
Johan continued to knead her right breast.
Joao reached his hand to Mikkel. “Let me do her legs!”
“My legs only, Joao!” Ella said without opening her eyes. “Nothing else!”
“Yes, Ella,” Joao said obediently.
Mikkel passed Joao the bottle, and Joao applied sunscreen on Ella’s legs.
While Mikkel, Joao, and Johan worked on her body, I watched silently.
As I watched my wife’s breasts being groped by the two Danes, I thought: Only B-size but natural, round, firm, and perfectly shaped. With nice size areolas and nipples, well-formed. Her tits are perfect! She should always go topless! She’s got so much to be proud of; why hide it?




Ella breaks up a fight

After about a minute of indulgence, Mikkel, Johan and Joao finished spreading sunscreen on my wife or, rather, finished groping her. Johan and Joao sat on their sunbed while Mikkel came and sat next to me on mine.
All four men of us had tents in our swim trunks.
Ella sat up and said, “Nick, pass me my top, will you? I’m going in the water.”
Johan chucked. “He-he! Don’t be cheating, Ella!”
Ella looked at him. “What cheating?”
“He’s right, Ella! Don’t cheat!” Mikkel chimed in. “Topless means topless!”
Ella looked at Mikkel. “I’m not going topless in the water if that is what you mean!”
Joao put his hand on her knee.
She looked at him.
He smiled. “Why not, Ella? Give us the pleasure!”
Ella stared at him for a few seconds before saying briskly, “Fine!” She got up from her lounger and headed to the sea.
What a sight she was!
I smiled to myself. My wife is walking topless on the beach! Another taboo broken!
Ella walked to the water’s edge and stopped. She stood there for a few seconds and then waded straight into the sea. She didn’t stop until she was waist-deep.
Wow! I thought. Either the water is not as cold as yesterday, or Joao’s trick works! Or, I smiled once again to myself, she’s so hyped up showing her boobs that cold doesn’t get to her! Whatever! I’m going in!
I jumped off my sunbed and ran to the sea. I waded into the water straight away—it was much warmer than the day before—and caught up with Ella. I wrapped my arm around her waist and whispered into her ear, “You looked gorgeous walking topless on the beach!”
I expected Ella to be shy, but instead, she turned around and chirped, “I know, right? Men couldn’t take their eyes off me. Even I liked myself!” She pulled away from me and slapped me on the butt. “Do you like me like this?”
“Like, topless?” I asked.
She shrugged her shoulders. “Like, everything!” She moved her mouth to my ear and whispered, “Going topless, teasing other men, being fucked by them?”
I smiled a broad smile. “I do! And do you?”
Ella giggled. “Hi-hi! It turns out I do!” She slapped me on the butt again. “Let’s play more!” She nodded at Mikkel, Joao and Johan, who were just joining us.
Mikkel was carrying a beach ball with him.
I nodded at the ball. “Where did you find it?”
“It was lying over there,” he said, pointing at one of the loungers closer to the water.
“It must be someone’s, Mikkel!” Ella said.
He shrugged his shoulders. “So?”
“So?” She raised her eyebrows. “They’ll come and ask for it!”
Mikkel smiled. “Let them come!” He threw the ball to me. “Let’s play!”
Worried, Ella looked at the sunbed Mikkel had pointed at.
Someone had put a towel on it. There was a beach bag nearby.
She looked back at Mikkel. “Return it! You’ll get us into trouble!”
Mikkel laughed. “Ha-ha! Ella, who’s gonna come to challenge us to a fight? Look at us! We are four strong men. How many groups of four strong men do you see on the beach?”
“And we’ve got you, Ella!” I said.
Ella looked at me.
I smiled, shrugging my shoulders. “It’s true! With you around, we’re pumped up with testosterone! No one’s gonna stand a chance against us!”
I threw the ball to her, and she caught it.
“You guys are naughty, you know that?” she said and smiled, too.
“Yes, we are naughty,” Joao said.
She tossed the ball to him and giggled.
He caught it, chuckling. “He-he! And we are keen, Ella! Very keen! That makes us very naughty!”
He passed the ball to Mikkel, walked up to Ella, grabbed her by the ass and lifted her up.
She crossed her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his waist.
“You like it naughty, don’t you?” Joao said and leaned in to kiss her.
Ella let him.
Mikkel, Johan and I watched them kiss.
My cock was hard, despite the cold water.
When Joao and Ella broke the kiss, Mikkel threw the ball at Joao, hitting him in the head.
“Hey!” Joao yelled and looked at his assailant. “What was that for?!”
“For being too naughty!” Mikkel said and walked up to Ella and him.
Joao put Ella down and pushed Mikkel in the chest, shouting, “You’re one piece of shit, you know that, don’t you?”
Mikkel almost fell. However, he regained his footing, stepped forward, shoved Joao out of the way, and wrapped his arms around Ella’s waist.
Mikkel pulled her in closer to him. “Ella, you and I—”
He couldn’t finish his sentence because Joao grabbed him by the waist and peeled him off Ella. Mikkel turned and hit Joao in the chest.
“Hey! Hey!” Ella shouted. “Stop it! Both of you! Please!”
As if we had not already drawn attention to ourselves—with my topless wife playing and fooling around with four men, then Joao and her kissing—now we certainly became the centre of attention of the people around us in the water and of a few people standing on the beach.
Mikkel and Joao stared at each other in an impasse.
“Knock it off!” Ella said and stood between them. “If you don’t stop, I’m going back to the hotel!”
I stood next to Ella. “Ella’s right. Back off, both of you!”
“Sorry!” Mikkel said, took the ball that was floating next to him and threw it to Johan.
Mikkel turned his back to Joao, and Joao stepped a few steps back. Johan punched the ball to Joao. Joao caught it and passed it back.
It looked like Ella and I had successfully brokered a truce between the three men.
I placed my hands on Ella’s hips and turned her to face me.
“Straddle me!” I said, grabbed her bum and lifted her up.
She crossed her arms around my neck, curved her legs around my waist—the way she had done with Joao—and we kissed. A deep, passionate French kiss.
When we broke the kiss, Ella and I looked around us. The people had seen my wife kissing different men, had seen the men fighting for her, and kinda figured out what was going on. They had quietly moved away from us. Only one guy stood stubbornly at the edge of the water and was watching us. When our eyes met, he gave me a thumbs-up.
I smiled at him. He smiled back and walked away.
Ella and I kissed again. We broke the kiss, and I put her down. Joao threw the ball to me, and I caught it. I threw it to Mikkel, but he didn’t bother to catch it. He just pushed it to Joao and walked up to Ella. He grabbed her by the waist, his hands slid to her ass, and he lifted her up. Ella had already learned the procedure. She straddled him, and again, like with Joao and me, she wrapped her arms around Mikkel’s neck, curved her legs around his hips, and they kissed.
It seemed my wife would be giving all four of us the same treatment.
Johan, however, appeared to want something different. He received the ball from Joao but threw it back to him and hurriedly walked up to Mikkel and Ella. Johan stood behind Ella and cupped her breasts.
Joao watched Mikkel and Ella kissing and Johan feeling her tits and didn’t like what he was seeing. He threw the ball to me, went to Johan, grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled him off Ella.
“Hey!” Johan squealed and threw his hands up.
Mikkel and Ella broke the kiss, and Mikkel put Ella down. He stroked the small of her back and whispered, “Thank you!” Then he stepped to Joao and shoved him in the shoulders, shouting, “Who do you think you are? Ah?”
Joao violently pushed Mikkel in the chest, and the latter fell into the water.
“Stop it! Joao! Mikkel! Stop it!” Ella screamed.
Mikkel stood up and clenched his fists. Staring at Joao, he shouted, “Fuck you!”
I went to Ella and took her hand. “Come, Ella! Let them fight if they are so stupid! Love beats war! Let’s kiss!”
I pulled her a couple of steps away from the two men who appeared hell-bent on starting a fight, wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her into me. We kissed.
My words and actions seemed to have helped cool Joao’s and Mikkel’s heads because they stepped back from each other. Joao turned his back to Mikkel, came behind Ella and cupped her breasts from behind while we kept kissing. I felt his knuckles rubbing against my chest.
Ella and I broke the kiss and looked each other in the eyes as Joao’s hands kneaded her tits.
“I love you, hon!” I said.
“Love you, too,” she responded.
Joao kissed the side of Ella’s neck and pulled her backwards. I had to let go of her.
I might have been happy to surrender my wife to Joao, but Mikkel was not. He walked up to Joao, grabbed him by the shoulders from behind, and pulled him off Ella.
“Leave Ella with her husband, you twat!” Mikkel shouted.
Joao had to let go of my wife if he didn’t want to drag her down with him as he lost his footing and slumped into the water.
He rose up, turned around and shouted at Mikkel, “Go fuck yourself!”
Joao pushed Mikkel in the chest.
Johan rushed to help his friend and punched Joao in the shoulder. “No! You go fuck yourself!”
Ella shouted, “Hey, all of you! Stop it at once!”
No one paid attention to her. The two Danes started to hit Joao in the chest.
Ella shouted again, “Listen to me! Or you’ll never see me again!”
This time the three opposing men looked at her.
“What’s going on?” Ella asked. “What is it that you can’t share?” She was angry with them.
No one answered her question. A wave splashed against us. We waited for it to recede. There was still no one talking.
Ella stared at Joao. “Joao, what do you think you’re doing?”
Joao swallowed nervously before saying, “Ella, I don’t like when someone encroaches on my territory!”
“It’s not yours!” Mikkel hissed. “It was our territory long before you turned up, you prick!”
“Hey, hey! All of you!” I shouted, pissed off by the lack of respect these men showed me as a husband. “Who do you think I am? Ah? Where’s my territory?”
There was silence.
I looked around us, worried we had become the centre of attention with our quarrel. Fortunately, there were no people nearby. They had long before made distance from us.
I looked back at the three unruly men and said in a much calmer voice, “You behave like savages. What’s wrong with you?”
Ella touched my hand. “Nick, I know what’s wrong and will fix it.”
She stepped closer to Joao, Johan and Mikkel and looked at each of them one by one before she finally said, “There’s no need to fight. I’ll let you all fuck me when we get back in the hotel, all right?”
What she said and how she said it stunned everyone. The sheer bluntness with which she spoke took her three suitors and me by surprise.
No one was saying a word.
Another wave splashed against us and receded, and Ella’s male entourage was still staring at her and not saying anything.
Finally, a smile flickered at the corners of Johan’s mouth. “A gangbang?” he said, stepped in front of Ella and put his hand on her shoulder.
A tiny smile flitted across Ella’s face as she said calmly, “That’s why the four of you must learn to work together. Not fight. OK?”
Joao shook his head from side to side and, smiling, said, “You never cease to amaze me, Ella!” He offered her his hand. “Come!”
Ella took his hand. Johan let go of her, and Joao and Ella headed to the shore. Johan and I followed them.
When we reached ashore, Joao stopped and turned around. Mikkel was still standing in the water.
“Are you coming or what?” Joao shouted.
Mikkel smiled and shook his head, still in disbelief at what my wife had promised us. Then he grabbed the ball that had floated to him and ran to the shore. He dropped the ball at the sunbed he had stolen it from, came to us and took Ella’s other hand.
“We’ll work together and share, Ella!” he said. “I promise!”
Ella pulled her hands out of Joao’s and Mikkel’s and said, “Shake your hands!”
Joao and Mikkel shook hands.
The five of us walked up to our sunbeds, and I asked, “Are we staying here or going back to the hotel?”
Ella looked at Joao’s crotch. He was sporting an erection. Her gaze moved to the bulge in Johan’s trunks, then to the tent in Mikkel’s, and finally, she looked at my hard-on.
A playful smile spread across her face, and she said, “I think we are going to our room.”
I took her bikini top out of the beach bag and passed it to her, then hastily shoved the two towels and Joao’s t-shirt into the bag. Ella put her top on, and we left the beach with her and me leading and Johan, Joao and Mikkel walking behind us.
We were walking fast. We were all in a hurry. In a hurry to get my wife fucked in a gangbang.




3.    Gangbang





Airtight

We didn’t attract any attention from the local tour guides as we passed by them. They were too busy selling tours to tourists who were out in numbers during this time of the day. Tiago was not around to cause trouble either. Perhaps he had gone on a tour. 
We walked fast, almost running, and soon entered the hotel grounds. We took the central walkway and were passing by the pool area when we heard someone shouting, “Hello, Ella and friends! Joao!” followed by something in Creole.
We stopped walking and looked in the direction of the voice. The guy who had shouted to us was Paulo. He was standing at the foot of the stairs to the swimming pool area, holding a box with bottles of wine. Ella and I greeted him with a smile.
Joao also smiled friendly at Paulo, and they exchanged a few words in Creole before Joao waved goodbye to Paulo, and we resumed our fast walk.
“How do you know Paulo?” I asked Joao.
“We are good friends,” he said. “Grew up together in Praia, went to the same school.” He giggled. “Hi-hi! Measured our dicks together!” He looked over his shoulder at the pool complex we had left behind us before continuing, “I lost touch with him during the pandemic. Didn’t know he’d moved to Sal. He told me he’d started at the pool bar earlier this month.” Joao looked at Ella. “He said he’d love to show you the recipe. What recipe?”
Ella waved her hand off. “Oh, he made me a Gin Martini at the pool bar, and I liked it.”
“He-he!” Johan chuckled. “Not only at the pool bar and not the only thing she liked from Paulo!”
Ella’s stern look at Johan made his smile disappear.
We reached a junction between the central and a side walkway leading to one of the hotel blocks, and Johan said, pointing at the block, “This is our block. Would you wait for me here? I’ll go get some condoms.”
Everyone stopped walking. 
Ella’s face turned crimson red. She covered her crotch with her hand as if she was trying to protect her pussy after Johan had reminded her it was about to be invaded by several cocks. 
“You can borrow condoms from Nick,” Joao said. ”I personally will fuck her bareback.” 
“Oh, God!” Ella squeaked and crossed her legs, squeezing her hand between her thighs. “Can’t you be more considerate?!” 
“Sorry!” both Joao and Johan apologised at the same time.
Joao put his hand on the small of Ella’s back. “Sorry, Ella! You’re right. Sorry!”
Ella sighed and uncrossed her legs before saying, “Nick will get me the pill tomorrow.” 
“Let’s go then!” Joao said and, smiling softly, nudged her gently to resume walking.
Walking the next two hundred yards to our hotel block and then in the corridor to our room was like walking in a dream. My hard-on was killing me; my heart was pumping in my chest like a drum, my head was foggy, and my vision was blurred. 
‘They’ll gangbang my wife! They’ll gangbang my wife!’ was thumping in my ears.
I opened the door, entered the room, and held the door open for the others. Ella stood hesitant in front of the door. Her chest was moving up and down rapidly. She was gripped with excitement and apprehension at the same time.
It appeared we were stuck.
Joao took charge and put his hand on the small of her back. He gently ushered her into the room and entered behind her. Johan and Mikkel followed, and I shut the door behind us.
Ella stood before the foot of the bed. Like a shy schoolgirl, she crossed her legs and stared at the bed in front of her, wringing her hands and biting her lips nervously. Joao stood behind her and put his hands on her bikini top’s neck and back ties. She froze at the feel of his fingers on her skin. She knew: what she had committed herself to was about to begin. 
Mikkel walked to the side of the bed, kicked off his sandals and removed his swimming trunks. His erect cock sprang out. It was an average size cock. As thick as mine and perhaps slightly shorter. He tossed his trunks on the nearby chair and climbed on the bed.
Johan also kicked off his sandals and jumped on the bed in front of Ella. He kneeled, facing her, grasped the strings of her thong at her hips and looked at her face. He traced the strings until his fingers found the knots on each side of her waist.
“You have to be very gentle,” Ella whispered, uncrossing her legs.
“We will be!” Johan said and untied her bikini bottom. It dropped to her ankles, baring her ass and pussy. At the same time, Joao united the ties of her bikini top, and it fell onto the floor. Her white tits with erect pink nipples were laid bare.
Johan stood up on the bed and removed his swim trunks, revealing his hard cock. It was bigger than mine but smaller than Joao’s. Johan threw his trunks onto the floor, not taking his gaze off Ella’s face.
Ella swallowed nervously, holding his gaze. “We need rules,” she said very quietly, barely audible.
“Of course,” Johan said and kneeled in front of her.
Joao stepped out of his sandals and took off his swim briefs. His superior member sprang out hard as ever. He threw his briefs on the same chair where Mikkel had thrown his trunks, and Ella’s gaze moved from Johan to Joao’s briefs lying on top of Mikkel’s trunks. She swallowed again. She knew too well what was hanging, or rather sticking up, behind her. 
I kicked off my sandals and removed my Bermuda trunks. I walked to the chair with Joao’s and Mikkel’s swim gear and dropped mine on top of theirs. I turned around, grabbed my cock, and began stroking it, watching Ella’s face.
Ella looked pale. Her breathing had turned heavy and urgent. She was beyond nervous. She was scared.
Joao brushed her ass cheek, and she trembled. She knew what he wanted. He wanted the gangbang to start. That meant she had to serve four eager men. Her pussy had to take their cocks in, and not only her pussy. She knew we would probably want to fuck every orifice of her body. And she was nervous, unsure and afraid. But she wanted to do it. By that time, both Ella and I had realised that we were on an escapade, breaking taboos that deep down we had always wanted to break but had no courage to do until then. And whatever our anxieties were, we didn’t want to back down and miss the opportunity.
Ella whispered, “I need to know who goes where and in what order.”
Joao slipped his hand from her butt to the back of her thigh and said, “I’ll fuck you in the pussy.”
“No! I’ll fuck her pussy first!” Mikkel said, raising his voice.
“Joao asked first, Mikkel! That’s it!” Ella said quietly but firmly, preventing another argument between Joao and Mikkel.
She looked at me. I saw lust and desire in her eyes but also anxiety and doubt.
“Honey, you don’t have to do this,” I said.
Joao agreed with me. “Ella, if you are scared, you don’t have to do it.” 
Ella bit her bottom lip, thinking over what was about to happen. Perhaps, even graphic images floated through her mind. It was clear from the expression on her face that she had an internal struggle. And I could understand her very well. 
She was a woman surrounded by four men. Four strong men who were horny and pumped up for sex; these were men who had only one thought in their heads: to fuck her. They wanted to fuck her like a ragdoll. She knew that. Because, ultimately, that was what a gangbang was all about. Men ganging up on her to fuck her. And that certainly had brought a question to her mind: would she be in control? 
What if they were too rough? Joao had fucked her rough. She had taken the risk once and had liked it. Yes, she wanted it rough, but what if it was too rough? The guys were kind and considerate now. But could she trust them to stay like that once they started fucking her? She had been thoroughly fucked by one of them—and he’d been gentle and respectful—but how much could she trust even him when surrounded by competitors? What if they started to fight again? While fucking her? She’d seen how competitive they were. Once in the heat of the pleasure, once they were fucking her, would they not be carried away, driven by lust and rivalry? And aggressiveness? How would she control them then? Would she be able to stop them if they started to hurt her? She had me—her husband—to protect her if things got out of hand. But still, she knew I was horny as hell, and therefore my mind was muddled. And those three men, whom we barely knew, were strong. Would I be able to fight them if she lost control and needed my help? 
Ella must have been thinking about all of this and realising the risks. But, at the same time, she was horny, very horny. Through all that had happened in the past few days, she had developed a taste for decadent sex and was prepared to take risks to have it.
She finally murmured, “I want to do it, Nick.”
“You sure?” I asked.
“I want to know what a gangbang feels like,” she said and put her hand on her chest. “God! My heart’s gone mad!”
“Relax, Ella! Relax!” Joao whispered in her ear, and his hand slid between her thighs. He cupped her pussy from behind, and Ella’s stomach and leg muscles shook. “You’re wet, Ella,” he whispered again. “Your pussy’s ready. There’s nothing to be afraid of. It’s just the nerves talking. Relax! Gangbang is great fun. Trust me!”
“Have you. . . have you been in a gangbang?” Ella asked, tilted her head backwards and looked up at Joao, who was hanging over her.
“Yes,” he replied. “You’re in good hands. Trust me! You’ll love it. I take it upon myself to make sure you enjoy it!”
His mouth found hers, and they kissed. 
After they broke the kiss, Ella looked at Johan and whispered, “Have you?”
Johan nodded yes.
Her gaze fell on Mikkel.
Mikkel said quietly, “I’ve been in one!” An angry shadow crossed his face as he looked at Joao.
“We’ll sync better this time, Mikkel,” Joao said. 
“Whatever!” Mikkel murmured and looked at Ella. “Ella, trust us! We’ll be gentle.”
“Yes, we’ll be very gentle,” Joao chimed in and kissed the side of her neck. “We are here for you, Ella! Don’t forget that!”
Ella rubbed her chest above her breasts. “If I say stop, you all stop!”
“Of course,” Joao and Johan said at the same time.
Mikkel and I nodded yes.
Ella continued to lay out her rules: “You’ll tell me what you want. I’ll consider it and say yes or no. Then you do only what I have agreed to. You won’t argue! With me or between yourselves.” 
“Of course, honey,” I said.
“That’s how it should be, Ella,” Mikkel agreed and smiled shyly before asking her, “While Joao fucks you in the pussy, can I fuck you in the ass?”
“In the ass?” Ella asked, sounding a little taken aback.
He nodded yes. 
She thought for a second before asking again, “Like, simultaneously?”
Mikkel nodded again. “Yes. Double penetration is a must-do in a gangbang.”
“I want a deep throat!” Johan jumped in with his request.
“God, no!” Ella squeaked.
“It’s called airtight, Ella,” Johan said competently. “That’s the main thing in a gangbang. You won’t have tried a gangbang if you haven’t done airtight.”
Ella’s hand slipped to her breasts, and she felt her boobs one by one, thinking hard over what had been proposed to her.
Suddenly, she trembled and gasped. 
A second later, she murmured, “Joao,” and slightly spread her legs apart. 
I looked down and saw it. Joao had shoved two fingers into her pussy from behind. He was finger-fucking her.
“You’re so, so, ready, Ella!” he said and wrapped his other arm around her waist from behind, spreading his palm over her belly button.
Ella looked at Mikkel. “I’ve done anal only a few times. You have to go very slow.”
He said, “Of course,” and turned to me, saying, “Nick, do you have lube?”
“Urgh!” Ella moaned, then whispered, “Joao, slow down!” She spread her legs further apart and looked at me. “Nick, do we?”
“I took the coconut oil,” I said and smiled half-apologetically. “Just in case, since it is our special holiday, you know.” My smile turned lustful.
Ella and I rarely had anal sex, probably once a year, even less, but I had taken the anal lube just in case we had felt like doing it. I had no clue back in London that we would need it for double penetration.
I decided it was time to put forward my request and said, “Honey, I’ll go into your pussy after Joao if that’s OK with you.” 
“You like the sloppy seconds, don’t you?” Ella managed to say before crying, “Urgh! God!” At that moment, Joao had increased the speed with which he moved his fingers in and out of her pussy. She bent over and put her hands on the edge of the bed, perking her backside up so he could finger-fuck her better. Johan caressed her boobs as they hung down invitingly in front of him and smiled. Ella smiled back.
“Ella,” I said, “while the others fuck you airtight, wank my cock, but don’t finish me off, OK?”
Ella looked at me and moaned,” Ugh,” then muttered, “Understood,” and moaned again, “Ugh!” She looked at Johan. “You have to go very, very slow, and if I start choking, you pull it out, OK?”
Johan nodded. “Of course!” He caressed her cheek. “Shall we get you on the bed?”
“Urgh!” Ella groaned, reached back and grabbed Joao’s hand to make him stop finger-fucking her pussy.
He pulled his fingers out of her vagina. They were soaking wet in pussy juices.
Ella stood straight and said, looking at Johan, “I’ve done deep throat only once”—she looked at me—“and almost choked.” 
“Sorry!” I mouthed, shrugging my shoulders apologetically as it was me whom she had tried doing it with, and we had failed. She had choked on my cock, indeed.
Ella looked back at Johan.
He smiled. “I know what I am doing, Ella. I’ve done it many times with different girls! Trust me! I’ll guide you step by step!”
Mikkel rose to his knees and said, “For the second round—I mean after Nick is done— I want to fuck you in the pussy.” 
“Hey, hey!” Ella waved her hands. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, shall we? Let’s see how this airtight thing goes first!”
“Yes, you’re right,” Mikkel agreed with her, crawled to the foot of the bed, grabbed his cock, and began stroking it as he waited for the other players in the gangbang to get into their positions.
Joao let go of Ella and slapped her bum playfully. “Let’s do it, Ella!” 
He got on the bed and lay on his back. Ella kicked off her sandals and climbed onto the bed. She straddled him above his hips, facing him, then kneeled, grabbed his cock, and guided it into her pussy as she lowered her bum. When his cockhead made contact with her labia, she spread her legs further apart and rubbed the cockhead along the slit of her pussy, spreading her outer pussy lips. She located her inner pussy lips and spread them, too, using Joao’s cock to push them apart, then slowly lowered her crotch, gasping when his cock entered her vagina. Ella continued to lower herself until she had impaled her pussy on Joao’s cock all the way to his balls.
Once she fully took Joao’s cock in her vagina, she bent forward and put her hands on his chest. Joao reached down and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart.
I ran to the night table, opened the top drawer, took the anal lube, and tossed it to Mikkel. He caught it, murmuring, “Thanks, Nick,” opened the lid, scooped lube and applied plenty of it on his cock.
Joao spread his legs, pushing Ella’s legs wider apart. With this move, he killed two birds with one stone: he stretched her anal hole and, at the same time, he made room for Mikkel to take position. Mikkel crawled on his knees between Joao’s legs and positioned his crotch behind Ella’s ass. He put a thumb on her anus, and she trembled. Her breathing accelerated, and she pressed her lips together, waiting apprehensively for his next move. And his next move came soon enough. He took lube again and applied it to her stretched anal hole. She flinched a few times while his fingers touched her anus and circled around it.
“Oh, fuck!” slipped through her lips when Mikkel inserted a finger into her asshole.
He moved his finger in circular motions for a few seconds—Ella biting her lips and flinching—then shoved another finger into her ass, making her gasp. She moved her hands from Joao’s chest to the bed, on each side of him. When a third finger went in, she groaned, leaned forward on her elbows, pressing her tits against Joao’s chest, and lowered her face to his. They kissed for a couple of minutes almost non-stop while Mikkel was prepping her ass with his fingers.
“I think you’re ready, Ella!” Mikkel said.
Ella trembled when she heard his announcement and broke the kiss with Joao.
Mikkel pulled his fingers out of her ass, and she whimpered, “Oh, God! This is gonna hurt!”
“It won’t!” Mikkel said and grabbed his cock. “Just push as if you want to poop when I push my cock in!” 
“I know what to do, Mikkel!” Ella said, almost frustrated. “It still hurts!” She rose to her hands and steadied herself for the imminent invasion of her asshole by Mikkel’s cock.
Mikkel guided his cock to her orifice. Ella twitched when his cockhead touched her anus. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and began exhaling slowly as Mikkel leaned forward and pressed his cock against her sphincter.
Ella’s anal rim began to expand around Mikkel’s cockhead. She whimpered. Mikkel pressed his cock forward. Her anal hole stretched out. She whimpered again. 
Mikkel paused. Ella took another deep breath and pushed as if she wanted to open her bowels.
Mikkel thrust his pelvis forward; her anus stretched around his cockhead. 
She groaned, “Urgh,” and his cock slid in.
Mikkel rubbed the small of her back. “There we go!” Then he said to Joao, “Joao, open her ass cheeks a little more, will you?”
Joao pulled Ella’s ass cheeks apart, and Mikkel thrust in. 
“Urgh!” Ella moaned.
Mikkel’s cock shaft slid in halfway. He thrust in again, but his cock couldn’t move in. 
Ella cried, “God, it hurts! It always hurts!”
Mikkel rubbed her back. “Only until the bend of your colon straightens, Ella!”
“It doesn’t hurt inside, you moron!” Ella’s voice croaked. “You’re not that big to get to my colon! My ass! Your cock hurts my ass!”
“’Cos you haven’t relaxed your ass,” Mikkel said, sounding a little frustrated. “You’re very well-oiled, but you’re not relaxing your sphincter because you’re so frightened! It’s all in your head! Just take a few deep breaths!”
Ella began breathing in and out. 
After about twenty seconds, Mikkel rubbed her back. “You loosened up! I can feel it. Do you feel it?”
Ella nodded yes. She puffed and smiled faintly. “Yeah, it’s better now. But be gentle, Mikkel! When you thrust.”
“Of course!” he assured her and made a slow deep thrust. 
His cock slid in balls deep. Her anus wrapped tightly around his cock shaft. 
Mikkel slapped her gently on the buttock below Joao’s hand. “Well done, Ella! I’m all in!” He looked at Johan and nodded to him. “Your turn, mate!”
Johan now crawled on his knees in front of Ella.
She looked up at his cock, dangling inches away from her face, and sighed. “And now you! God! You’re my biggest concern!” She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “OK! Let’s see how this goes. I hope I’ll still be alive to tell the tale!”
“You’ll be all right,” Johan assured her. “Lean your head forward and lift your chin up!” 
Ella did as instructed.
Johan moved a little forward and accidentally hit Joao’s head with his knee, but Joao didn’t complain, only moved his head to the side to make room for Johan. Joao knew he had to help Johan with the space.
“Look me in the eyes, Ella! Look at me!” Johan instructed Ella. “We need to maintain eye contact! Understand?”
“Mm-hmm,” she muttered and looked up at him as instructed.
He guided his cock towards her mouth. His cockhead touched her lips, and she parted them to let his member into her mouth.
Johan pushed his cock in, and his cockhead slid in. Ella wrapped her lips around his cock shaft. He pushed his pelvis forward, slowly, very carefully, pressing a finger on top of his cock, guiding it downwards to her throat while holding his cock base close to his balls with the other hand. Slowly and surely, his cock began sliding deeper into Ella’s mouth. His cockhead touched her tonsils, and she gagged.
“Chin up, Ella! Chin up!” Johan shouted. “Stretch your neck forward!”
Ella gagged again but lifted her chin up.
“That’s it!” Johan praised her. “Now, take deep breaths! Breathe in and out through your nose!”
Ella began breathing in and out through her nostrils as instructed.
“There you go! Chin up. Stretch your neck!” Johan continued to provide instructions as he slowly pushed his cock into my wife’s throat.
I could see through the movement of her neck muscles the progress his cock was making moving down. I was literally able to see where his cockhead was inside her throat.
Ella gagged again, and her eyes became watery. I could see she was starting to panic.
“Breathe in and out through your nose, Ella!” Johan shouted and continued to push his cock down her throat. “Stretch your neck! Chin up. Chin up! That’s it! Open your throat, and it will go in smoothly like a whistle! Keep breathing, keep breathing, Ella! Look me in the eyes. In the eyes. Breathe!”
Ella gagged again, but Johan pushed his cock further in. Its shape became discernible through the soft tissues of Ella’s neck. 
She choked; tears began rolling from her eyes.
“Almost there, Ella!” Johan said and let go of his cock. “We’re almost there! Almost there!”
He put one hand on Ella’s chin and pushed up her chin a little, tilting her head further up. He caressed her cheek with his other hand and pushed his pelvis further forward, sliding his cock deeper into her throat until his cock was in up to the balls.
Johan caressed her cheek again. “Relax! All is in. All is in. Breathe normally through your nose, Ella! Relax!
Ella’s breathing became noisier but less urgent and frequent.
“You’re now officially airtight, Ella! Let the good times roll!” Johan said and nodded to Mikkel. “Let’s rock!”
Mikkel began to thrust his cock slowly, very slowly, in and out of Ella’s ass. Joao also started to move his cock in her pussy, short strokes, up and down, up and down, thrusting his pelvis as much as he could. Joao’s and Mikkel’s balls and cocks were making regular contact, but it didn’t bother them too much. 
I climbed onto the bed. Mikkel reached for the box of lube he had dropped next to his knee and threw it to me. I caught it and hastily lubed my cock. I kneeled next to Ella’s right hand. Without looking at me and not moving her head since she had a cock deep in her throat, she reached her hand to my cock. She grabbed it, wrapped her fingers around it, and, propped on her left hand, began wanking me with her right hand. 
Johan started to move his cock in her throat with slow, gentle movements. He closed his eyes, put his hands on his hips, tilted his head backwards and immersed himself in the sensations Ella’s throat muscles were giving his cock as they contracted around it.
Joao lifted Ella’s bum further up and started to thrust deeper strokes in and out of her pussy. His cock shaft, coated with pussy juices, was sliding halfway out of her vagina and then back in, slowly disappearing inside.
Mikkel also increased the depth of his thrusts. And within a couple of minutes, he began groaning. Joao also started to moan. 
Johan kept thrusting slowly into Ella’s throat, whispering something in Danish.
Ella’s breathing had turned rapid and shallow. She was moaning deep throaty sounds muffled by the cock in her mouth.
The sounds in the room were intoxicating. My wife was moaning. Two men were grunting quietly, while the third one was whispering something I did not understand, but it was adding to an eerie feeling of mysticism and decadence. Added to that were the sloshing sounds of pussy juice, lube and saliva coming from my wife’s orifices as the three cocks were thrusting in and out, and I felt like I was teleported to a place out of this Earth.
Within a minute, Ella shuddered in orgasm. Quivers shook her breasts, and louder moans found their way out of her mouth despite the cock shoved deep in her throat. The waves of pleasure travelling through her body did not prevent her from stroking my cock. Not only that, but she began twisting her wrist, rounding her hand around my cockhead, which made my cock throb and twitch. I bit my lower lip, trying to hold the explosion building up in my balls.
Ella’s orgasm had barely started to subside when Mikkel reached the point of no return. He grunted loudly, pushed his cock deep into her ass, closed his eyes, grabbed her hips, and his entire body shook as he began ejaculating inside her intestines. 
The next to succumb to orgasm was Johan. He moaned loudly, grabbed Ella’s cheeks, and stayed still as he unloaded his spunk deep into her throat. Ella swallowed vigorously, taking his sperm into her stomach. 
At that moment, Joao began thrusting his cock frantically into her pussy. She had barely finished swallowing Johan’s cum when she moaned another muffled “urgh” through her mouth full of cock and shook in a second orgasm.
Watching my wife orgasm, impaled by three cocks, and feeling her hand moving up and down my cock overloaded my senses. The pleasure in my balls grew exponentially. Initially, I had wanted to save myself for the sloppy seconds after Joao had finished in Ella’s pussy. However, I couldn’t hold myself any longer. I felt cum rising from my balls, pushing up into the base of my cock. I held my breath, trying to suppress ejaculation but couldn’t. I succumbed to the stimulation given to my cock by the skilful hand of my wife and all the other visual and auditory stimuli in the room and began shooting cum in her hand, on her face, and on her hair. Drops of cum splashed onto Johan’s thigh, and some ended on Joao’s face.
Joao didn’t even notice the accidental insult because, at that point, he grunted loudly and thrust his cock deep into Ella’s pussy, unloading his sperm deep inside her vagina. Feeling Joao’s hot sperm in her womb and his throbbing cock pressing against her cervix overloaded Ella’s senses, and her ongoing orgasm reached new heights. She let go of my cock and grabbed Johan’s buttock, squeezing it hard. Shaking in pleasure, she shut her eyes and savoured the sensations. Ella’s orgasm lasted a minute or so. When she finally stopped shaking, she opened her eyes, let go of Johan’s ass cheek and pushed him in the stomach. She wanted his dick out of her mouth.
Johan withdrew his cock, making her gag when his cockhead touched her tonsils. Once his cock was out of her mouth, Ella coughed and spewed a few times, with saliva and remnants of cum splashing onto Joao’s face. Joao let go of her ass and brushed away the droplets of bodily fluids but kept his cock buried deep in her pussy.
Mikkel pulled his now flaccid cock out of Ella’s ass and sat on the bed, exhausted but smiling. Johan got up to his feet and jumped off the bed.
Shaking out of exhaustion and sensual overload, Ella put her hands on Joao’s chest and slowly lifted her crotch. His cock was still hard, and the massive shaft, coated with her pussy juices and his own cum, began sliding out of her vagina. When his cockhead finally popped out of her, a blob of cum dropped from her pussy onto his balls.
Ella stood up, only to lose her balance. She would have fallen on Joao if it weren’t for Mikkel to grab her by the waist. Johan offered her his hand and helped her off the bed. 
Without saying a word, she went straight into the shower.
Joao sat up and asked, “Who wants coffee and who wants tea?”
“Coffee for me!” I replied.
“Same here!” Johan said.
“And here,” added Mikkel. 
“All right! Four coffees for us,” Joao said, then turned to me. “What about Ella? Do you know what she would like?”
“Coffee, Joao!” I said. “She barely slept last night and needs caffeine!”
Joao chuckled. “He-he! You’re right. We need to freshen her up. She still got a lot of fucking to be fucked.”
Mikkel and Johan chuckled too.
I smiled only briefly and didn’t answer Joao’s question if he should make Ella double-strength coffee. 
A pang of jealousy and humiliation struck me. They are talking about my wife! Talking about her like she is a whore. Telling me in my face that they fucked her and will fuck her like a whore! Just as my mood was about to turn sour, the word “whore” stuck out. Whore! Hm. Whore! Isn’t that what we wanted? Ella said she wanted to behave like a whore. And she does. I took a more philosophical view: At the end of the day, we do this the proper way. If we’ve screwed our marriage vows, we’ve done it full throttle and in full agreement with each other. That’s the way Ella and I are. We don’t do half-measures!
I smiled to myself. It doesn’t matter what these guys think about her or me. Or how they talk. Ella and I are having the fun of our lives right now. Why spoil it? It’s so hot and erotic! These guys like fucking her so much! It is hot—fuck—it is fucking hot! I felt better, and my jealousy and sense of humiliation gave way to lust and relief. Yes, relief. I felt I had found the cure to jealousy, regret, and all negative feelings. The cure is lust! I have to keep that in mind, I told myself, and said to Joao, “Yes, she needs to be fresh. Make her a strong coffee!”
Joao got off the bed, went to the desk and began making coffee. Johan and Mikkel sat down in the two chairs next to the window and started to talk between themselves in Danish, occasionally glancing at me and smiling. I joined Joao at the mini-bar corner and started helping him. For some reason, I felt more comfortable around him than around the two Danes. Joao and I worked together but did not talk. In fact, we—the four men—did not talk at all other than the two Danes between themselves and Johan thanking Joao when he brought them their coffees. Perhaps, being naked, with flaccid cocks swaying around, made us feel uneasy. One thing was interacting naked while fucking Ella, and another was when she was not around us. Perhaps without her presence, the subconscious fear of being accused of being gay had grown on us.




The new level

Five minutes later, we had finished our coffees and were waiting in uncomfortable silence for Ella to pop out of the bathroom. So it was to everyone’s relief when she got out, wrapped in a towel, and sat on the edge of the bed.
I sat down next to her and wrapped my arm around her shoulders. “How was your first gangbang, hon?”
She looked at me. “How do you want me to describe it?”
“With two words!” I said.
“With two words,” she repeated my words, then said, smiling, “Overwhelming pleasure!”
“And exhaustion,” Joao added, picking up her coffee cup from the desk. “I made you a coffee, Ella. We need you up and running in ten minutes.” He giggled. “Hi-hi! We’re very keen, aren’t we?”
Ella shook her head. “You might be keen, but no. We are done.”
“Done?!” Joao exclaimed. “I thought we were just starting.” He brought Ella the coffee and squatted in front of her. “Are you sure we are done, Ella?”
Ella nodded yes and took the cup from his hand.
Johan and Mikkel got up from their chairs and came to stand in front of Ella and me on each side of Joao.
Joao put his hand on Ella’s thigh and said, “But I think we have a consensus.” He looked at me, Johan and Mikkel one by one before continuing, “We all agreed that we would like to reshuffle places and have another airtight. I’ll go deep—”
“No!” Ella cut him off. “No more ‘airtights’!”
“Why?” Joao raised his eyebrows. “Didn’t you like it?”
“I did, but once was enough,” she replied, then looked at Johan and frowned. “I almost choked to death on your cock!”
Johan shrugged his shoulders, smiling innocently. “Sorry, Ella! Not to death, but you did choke. To be honest, you did great. Deep-throating is hard, very hard!”
Ella turned to Mikkel, saying, “And it hurt! Still hurts!”
He grinned. “I know, but it feels good at the same time, doesn’t it?”
Ella made an abrupt gesture with her hand. “Whatever! Once is enough. No more airtight, air-light, air-fight. Done!”
“But we still want to fuck you, Ella!” Joao said with a pleading voice and caressed her thigh.
“No,” she said firmly and took a sip of her coffee.
Joao’s hand slid up between her thighs. “We still want you, Ella!” he whispered, staring at her with a playful gleam in his eyes.
Ella held his gaze, not saying a word. His hand moved further up, and she trembled. Joao was touching her pussy under the towel. 
A seductive smile spread across his face. “It will feel good, Ella! Very, very good.” 
Ella’s breathing accelerated. Her cheeks turned pink. She opened her mouth to say something but didn’t. Instead, she swallowed and started to nibble on her bottom lip.
“We really want you!” Joao murmured, not taking his eyes off hers.
Holding her cup in her hand, she looked at Johan. He smiled.
She looked at me. I smiled too.
Then she moved her gaze to Mikkel. 
He grinned, nodding. “Yes, Ella, we want to fuck you more!”
Ella looked back at Joao.
He smiled. “You see? We very much want you!”
Ella drank her coffee and put her empty cup on the bed beside her.
With one hand under her towel, Joao picked up her cup with the other and passed it to me. I passed it to Mikkel, who gave it to Johan. Johan went and put it on the desk.
“You see what a well-oiled machine we have become?” Joao said with another seductive smile. “We want to fuck you more, Ella!”
Ella held her gaze on Joao for a moment before saying, “OK. But only in my pussy!”
“Deal!” Joao agreed immediately. “Your pussy works perfectly well for me!” 
“Oh, yeah,” Johan said, “works for me, too!”
“Definitely works for me!” Mikkel confirmed, then raised his hand. “Can I shower next?”
“Go for it!” I said as I thought: his dick was in her ass. He should wash it before it goes into her pussy.
Mikkel went into the bathroom while I stood up and leaned against the wall, facing the bed and looking at Ella and Joao. I thought I would see some action between them, and I was not mistaken.
Joao grabbed the knot of Ella’s towel and undid it. She stood up and took the towel off her. He was still in a squat position, and her naked pussy levelled with his eyes. Joao wrapped his arms around Ella’s waist and nudged her to sit on the edge of the bed again, which she did. He moved his hands from her hips to her knees and parted her legs. Then he lowered his face to her pussy and kissed her labia.
Ella gasped. Joao parted her pussy lips with his tongue and began licking her slit. She grabbed his hair and pressed his head to her crotch. He licked her crack along its length for about a minute before he found her clit and started to suck on it. Ella moaned.
Johan stepped back and leaned his back against the wall beside me.
“I love watching your wife!” he whispered.
I smiled. “Me too.” 
Johan and I watched Joao give Ella cunnilingus as she stayed seated on the edge of the bed, with her feet on the floor and her legs spread open around Joao’s head between her thighs while his lips and tongue worked hard on her pussy.
Mikkel popped out of the bathroom and watched Joao make Ella gasp and moan for a few seconds before saying, “I hate to say this, but you’re good, Joao!”  
“Um-hum!” Joao mumbled as he kept his mouth on Ella’s pussy.
At that moment, Ella pulled on his hair and moaned, “Ohh!”
Mikkel giggled. “Hi-hi! Keep the oven warm, Joao!”
Ella moaned again, “Ugh!”
“God, she’s hot!” slipped through Johan’s lips. 
“He-he!” I chuckled. “I know, right?” 
“Now I know why you like watching her,” Johan said. “I’m growing a hard-on already! I’d better wash and get ready to fuck!” He went into the bathroom.
Mikkel took his place next to me and whispered, “Sometimes I think watching excites me more than fucking.”
I looked at him. He wasn’t joking.
“Yeah,” I murmured.
“But not my wife!” he said abruptly. “Only I will fuck my wife.” He stared at me almost provocatively. “I’ll never be a cuckold!”
I shrugged my shoulders. “OK!” I didn’t care what Mikkel thought about my wife or me. I looked back at Ella’s spread legs with Joao’s head between them and whispered, “I like being a cuckold.”
A minute passed, and Ella cried, “Oh, God! Joao, you’re really good at this!” Her thighs shook in orgasm. “Urgh! Yeah! Mmm! Yeah!”
When her orgasm passed, Joao raised his head. His lips, mouth, and chin were soaked with pussy juices and saliva. He put his left hand on the small of her back, slid his right arm under the bend of her knees and stood up, picking her up.
“Joao!” Ella squeaked, wrapping her arms around his neck.
“I’m ready!” he said.
I looked at his cock. It was hard.
Joao tossed Ella on her back in the middle of the bed. He climbed on the bed, spread her legs apart and kneeled between them. Ella bent her knees with her feet flat on the bed. Joao moved closer to her pussy, propped himself on one hand, grabbed his cock with the other and lay on top of her. He lowered his face to hers, and they kissed. At the same time, he guided his cock to her pussy and thrust in. Ella gasped in his mouth. Joao thrust again and penetrated her. When they broke the kiss, he propped himself up on two hands—one on each side of her—and began fucking her in the missionary position.
Johan got out of the bathroom and, seeing Ella and Joao fuck, asked, “Oh, have we started already?”
“Yes!” Mikkel replied. “And I am next after Joao.”
“Dibs on third place!” Johan said and grinned at me. “If OK with you?” He grabbed his cock and began stroking it.
“Yes, I’m fine with that,” I said and headed to the bathroom.
I entered the shower cabin, turned on the hot water and somehow felt deflated. 
I looked at my still limp cock and sighed to myself. I can’t keep up with these guys! I closed my eyes, relishing the feeling of the water drumming on my skin and thinking: I can’t keep up with them, but do I have to? What will I achieve? Nothing! I’ll start putting pressure on myself, and having fun is no more! 
Having decided not to push myself, I took my time showering. However, when I got out of the shower and heard Ella’s moans coming from the bedroom, I suddenly felt compelled to rush.
She’s orgasming already, I thought. They are fucking her brains out.
I quickly dried myself, opened the bathroom door and looked in the bedroom.
Joao was still fucking Ella in the missionary position. He was fucking her with fast strokes, his hips moving, rhythmically driving his cock in and out of her pussy, and she was orgasming at that very moment, crying loudly, “Oh, Yes! Ugh, Yes!” 
Mikkel was watching the free sex show and stroking his erect cock, waiting for his turn to fuck my wife. Next to Mikkel was standing Johan, who was also sporting an erection. He had leaned his back against the wall and was massaging his balls.
It was erotic, and I felt my cock grow. Finally! I smiled to myself. I may not be able to keep up, but I can still play catch-up and have fun! 
I entered the bedroom and stood next to Mikkel and Johan. 
“Has he not cum yet?” I asked.
“No, I am afraid,” Johan said without taking his eyes off my wife’s legs wrapped around Joao’s waist.
Joao pounded Ella’s pussy until her orgasm subsided. Then he stopped thrusting, withdrew his cock from her vagina, and rolled next to her on her left side. He turned onto his right side, facing her, grabbed her right shoulder, and pulled her to turn onto her left side and face him, saying, “Lie on your side, Ella!”
Ella rolled over as instructed and wrapped her right leg around his waist. Joao let go of her shoulder and grabbed his cock. He moved his pelvis closer to her pussy, rubbed his cock along her slit between her spread-out pussy lips, found her vaginal entrance and penetrated her in one thrust. Then he grabbed her right hip to keep her in place and resumed fucking her with fast deep strokes. 
Joao fucked Ella for a long time, close to fifteen minutes, and she had three orgasms before he finally pushed his cock deep inside her pussy and stayed still as he emptied himself in her. After he had shot his cum, he resumed thrusting and continued to fuck her for another minute before withdrawing his cock.
He got off Ella and looked somewhat triumphantly at the Danes and me before asking, “Who’s next?”
“I’m next!” Mikkel said promptly and jumped on the bed, almost bumping into Joao.
Joao didn’t mind him and moved out of his way, getting off the bed from the other side.
“Can you turn on your back, Ella?” Mikkel asked my wife.
Ella rolled over onto her back, spread her legs apart and bent her knees with her feet flat on the bed.
Mikkel crawled between her legs, lay on top of her, and holding himself up with one hand, he guided his cock into her pussy with the other, penetrating her in the missionary position.
“Agh! Finally in your pussy, Ella!” Mikkel sighed with pleasure. “He’s loosened you really well!” 
“Yep! He has,” Ella said and wrapped her arms around his waist. “Don’t talk now but fuck!”
“Sure!” Mikkel said and began thrusting straight away with deep, slow strokes. He dropped to his elbows, and he and Ella kissed. Once they broke the kiss, he increased the speed of his thrusts, and Ella started to moan. Within three or four minutes, she had an orgasm. She arched her head back and pushed her chest up, moaning loudly. Listening to her moans and feeling her tits pressed against his chest drove Mikkel to the edge. He groaned and thrust real hard and fast, ejaculating his load into her pussy. A minute later, he pulled his cock out of her vagina and got off the bed.
Ella sat up and started to fix her hair.
She didn’t have much time to attend to it because Johan asked her, “Can you bend over the desk, Ella?” He nodded at the desk. “I want to fuck you from behind.”
Ella got off the bed and went to the desk. She pushed the empty coffee cups to one side, grabbed hold of the edge of the desk and bent over it.
“Like this?” she asked as she looked over her shoulder at Johan.
Johan gave her a thumbs-up. “Perfect! Stay like this!”
He went to her and stood behind her. Then he took his cock and guided it to her pussy. It wasn’t hard for his cockhead to find her gaping vagina. He thrust in; Ella gasped, and his cock slid into her pussy. He grabbed her buttocks and began fucking her with long powerful strokes.
Johan thrust for five, six, seven minutes. He didn’t change the speed of his thrusts. He just moved his pelvis back and forth, back and forth. He was a good fucker; there was no doubt about that.
The longer he fucked, the louder Ella’s moans became, and after close to ten minutes of being fucked, she dropped onto her elbows, cried, “Oh, God!” and had a massive orgasm, making her entire body shake in pleasure.
Only then, Johan moved up a gear and began thrusting faster. Seconds later, he shouted something in Danish, pressed his crotch tight against Ella’s bum, and unloaded his spunk into her pussy.
As soon as he finished ejaculating, he pulled his cock out of her, gently rubbed her ass cheek and said, “Thank you, Ella!”
Ella stood upright and turned around.
Johan grabbed her by the waist and pulled her into him, saying, “We’ve got to go. We have a flight to catch, I’m afraid.”
“Today?” Ella asked, surprised.
“Yeah!” He nodded, looking at his watch. “Mikkel and I are flying home tonight, and we have to pack our luggage. And to sort something else.” He looked at Mikkel. “Right, Mikkel?”
Mikkel smiled and nodded yes.
Johan looked back at Ella. “It was a pleasure knowing and fucking you, Ella!”
He moved his face to hers and planted his lips on hers. They kissed. After they broke the kiss, he let go of her and stepped away, only for Mikkel to step in front of her. He also wrapped his arms around her, and they kissed.
When they pulled away from each other, Mikkel said, “Thank you, Ella! You have no idea how much you helped me!”
“Well, Mikkel. . . ,” Ella said, but before she finished her sentence, she turned her back to him, grabbed a tissue from the tissue box on the desk, looked down between her legs and cleaned the cum that was running down her thighs.
She threw the soiled tissue into the rubbish bin under the desk, took another clean tissue and cleaned her pussy as much as she could before disposing of the second tissue as well.
She turned around, facing Mikkel, and only now finished her sentence, “I’m glad I helped you. With whatever you needed help!” She grabbed the edge of the desk behind her and pulled herself up to sit on it. Then she dragged her butt to the very edge, spread her legs and asked me, “Do you want to fuck me on the desk, honey?”
“You’ve no idea how much I want!” I said and walked up to her.
I stood between her legs, and she put her hands on my shoulders.
She wrapped her legs around my hips. “Did you enjoy watching me in a gangbang?” 
“Oh, yeah!” I grunted and put my arms around her. 
I positioned my cock at the entrance of her pussy by moving my pelvis forward. Ella pushed her pelvis forward too, and once I felt her wet vaginal hole spreading around my cockhead, I thrust into her pussy. I penetrated her with a single thrust.
“Ah!” she gasped.
I thrust in and out a few times, then paused and kissed her.
We broke the kiss, and Ella whispered, “I love you, Nick!” 
“I love you too, honey,” I replied.
I was about to resume fucking her when I felt someone pushing me in the shoulder.
I looked at the intruder. It was Mikkel.
“Sorry, Nick!” he said and turned to Ella. “Did you mean it?”
“Mean what?” she asked him abruptly and stared at him, irritated that we were being interrupted in the middle of intercourse. She grimaced, and I felt her vagina tighten around my cock.
“That you love your husband,” Mikkel clarified.
“Yes, of course!” Ella said and looked back at me. She crossed her arms around my neck and, smiling, adjusted her posture, getting ready for me to resume thrusting.
Mikkel put his hand on her hip to attract her attention. “Would you explain—”
“What the fuck, Mikkel!” Ella shouted angrily, turning her head to look at him. “I’m not talking to you with a cock in my pussy! Can’t you see I’m in the middle of something?!”
Mikkel removed his hand from her buttock. “Yes, sorry! But please, tell me! It’s important to me. How can you love your husband after he has let you sleep with other men?”
“You’re something, aren’t you?!” Ella hissed. There were sparks of anger in her eyes.
I felt her pussy clutching around my cock. I can only imagine how weird it must feel to have a cock in your pussy while having to talk to some idiot. Because Mikkel indeed acted like an idiot.
“Ella, I need to know!” he said in a begging voice. “The truth, please! How can you?”
I felt Ella’s thigh muscles tremble and her pussy convulse. She was aroused but not allowed release. It was taxing on her to hold off. Women are not used to holding off like men. As for me, I liked feeling her pussy twitch around my cock and watching her struggle in sustained arousal.
Ella sighed. “I love him more, Mikkel! More than before!”
Mikkel swallowed nervously, knowing he was pushing his luck, but still asked her, “What’s the logic? Why more?”
“God!” Ella exclaimed, then sighed again. “Why more? Because he let me have pleasure! He did it for him but also for me! He trusted me to have sex with others, stood by me, still wants me, still loves me. He—”
Mikkel cut her off, “You sure he—”
“Yes!” Ella interrupted him in turn. “I know he loves me. If he didn’t, he wouldn’t be standing here with his cock in my pussy and waiting for me to finish this ridiculous conversation with you! Get it?”
Mikkel leaned his face to Ella’s and kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you, Ella! You just won me back my fiancée!”
Ella shook her head, bewildered, as she asked him, “What are you talking about?” Her pussy twitched again.
“Doesn’t matter! I’m getting married,” Mikkel said, turned around and looked at Johan.
Johan smiled, shrugging his shoulders, and they exchanged a few words in Danish.
Then, hurriedly, they put on their swim trunks. 
Mikkel opened the door, looked outside, and after making sure no one was in the corridor, looked back at Ella and me, said, “Goodbye,” and left the room. 
“Goodbye!” Johan said too and followed his friend.
Joao went and shut the door behind them.
“What was all that about?” I asked him.
“Umm, I think I have an idea, but let’s not talk about it now!” he said, then smiled. “If you keep talking and not fucking, your dick might go limp!”
“Ha-ha!” I laughed. “Not when it’s inside my wife’s pussy!”
“Ha-ha!” Joao laughed too. “What am I talking about? You’re right! No dick can go limp in her pussy!”
“Yep,” I said, still smiling, “it’s a guaranteed hard-on in her pussy.”
Ella slapped me playfully on the shoulder. “Are you gonna fuck me or sweet talk me?”
“Guess!” I responded and began fucking her at pace.
Within three minutes, we both cummed at the same time. I had barely withdrawn my cock from Ella’s vagina when Joao gently pushed me out of the way.
“Shall we try the reverse cowgirl, Ella?” he said, grabbing her by the waist and lifting her.
“I need to rest, sorry!” Ella said apologetically.
Joao put her to sit on the bed and cocked his head to one side, smiling. “You sure?”
Ella nodded. “Yes, I haven’t slept all night; you know why!” She smiled at him and tapped him on the shoulder. “I don’t know about you, but I need sleep!” She dragged herself backwards on the bed and lay down.
“I think we all need to have a nap,” I said and jumped on the bed next to her.
Ella turned on her side to face me and snuggled up to me. I turned on my side, facing her too, and wrapped my arm around her shoulder.
“I’ll join you in that case,” Joao self-invited himself, got on the bed on Ella’s other side and lay down.
He turned on his side to face her back and put his hand on her hip. He felt entitled to a cuddle with my wife and me.
I didn’t have much time to contemplate how Ella and I had come so far as to allow this stranger to feel at home in our room and bed. I was too tired and fell asleep almost instantly.
Ella’s voice woke me up. “Nick, I’m hungry.”
I opened my eyes and looked at Ella. She was sitting on the bed next to me and rubbing her eyes. 
I sat up, too and yawned. We had slept well, and I felt refreshed.
Joao also woke up and sat up.
Ella looked at me. “Nick, let’s go to lunch. I’m hungry.”
Joao looked out of the window. “Isn’t it late for lunch?” 
Ella yawned. “What time is it, Nick?”  
I looked at my watch. “Yeah, it’s six thirty. It’s dinner time, honey!”
“Oh!” slipped through Ella’s lips. “We’ve slept for hours!”
“Well, we were tired,” Joao said, then smiled and rubbed her back. “But now we are fresh and ready for adventures, aren’t we?”
“Um-hum!” Ella hummed. She yawned again and stretched her arms up in the air, pushing her chest up. Her tits stuck out invitingly, reminding me what we could do while in bed. I felt turned on by the thought of Joao and me fucking her some more, but when I heard my stomach rumbling, I decided that having dinner was higher on the to-do list.
“Let’s go to dinner first,” I said.
“May I suggest something?” Joao asked.
I looked at him. “What’s that?” 
He smiled, somewhat shyly, before saying, “Would you mind if Ella and I ordered dinner in the room?” He rubbed Ella’s back again. “We might want to get busy.”
Ella turned and looked at him. She knew what he was suggesting: to fuck her again. And she smiled.
“Um, yeah, we can do that,” I said. “Or, we can go have dinner, visit the bar for a couple of drinks, and come back later to fuck more.”
“Yeah, but I meant,“ Joao said, pausing for a second before continuing, “umm, look, Nick. I was hoping to spend more time with Ella. I mean, in the room. If you know what I mean.”
I looked at my watch again. “Umm, what we can—”
“I mean: Ella and me,” Joao interrupted me.
I looked at him.
He said, “You can have dinner in the restaurant, have drinks, recuperate, and, you know, relax”—he smiled apologetically—“while I get busy with Ella, you know.” He paused and hesitated for a second before saying, “I mean. Her and me.” He paused again, then added, “Alone.”
“Oh!” slipped through my lips as I finally realised what he wanted: alone time with my wife. To fuck her on his own.
And as if to prevent any misunderstanding from my side, he added, “While you get out and about tonight, through the night.” He looked at Ella. “Would you like to spend the evening and the night with me, Ella?”
Ella held his gaze and bit her lower lip, having fully understood what he was asking from her and me. 
Joao took her hand and put it on his now erect cock. “We’ll call the reception and order dinner.” He pressed her hand against his cock. 
Ella wrapped her fingers around his shaft and looked at me.
Joao continued to talk to her. “Nick’s gonna eat in the restaurant, have some drinks at the bar, maybe watch the show, then there is the night bar, you know, the one that is shared between this hotel and its sister hotel, with free access for guests from both hotels. I am told it closes at six in the morning.”
Ella began stroking his cock slowly, not taking her eyes off me.
I swallowed. Jealousy was killing me. My head was spinning. I was furious, thinking: Joao, you prick! How dare you?! You want to fuck my wife all night without me! This is not what the deal was!
I was angry, but despite my indignation, my cock had turned hard. 
“I’ll fuck you all night long,” Joao whispered in Ella’s ear. “We’ll make the time together count! After that, I’ll be gone, and you’ll have your hubby forever.”
Ella wasn’t saying anything. She just swallowed nervously.
“Just you and me, Ella. And my big large cock,” Joao murmured. “My black cock! Working all night long. For you!”
Ella’s lips moved as if she wanted to say something, but nothing came out of her mouth.
We stared at each other for a while.
“A whole night with me only,” Joao whispered.
“Nick, what do you want me to do?” Ella finally asked me, her words barely audible.
I took a deep breath and exhaled. “Do you want to spend the night with him?”
Ella didn’t say anything; she kept stroking his cock slowly and looking at me.
She bit her lips a few times, then hesitantly nodded yes.
“OK, I’m going to the restaurant,” I said and turned my back to her, preparing to get off the bed.
“You sure?” she whispered.
I looked at her over my shoulder. “Yes, hon, go ahead! He’s right. Use the time to have fun while you can!”  
I got off the bed and went into the shower. I finished quickly, dried myself and returned to the bedroom. 
Ella was already riding Joao in the reverse cowgirl position. 
I put on fresh clothes and looked at them again.
Ella was now shouting, “Oh, fuck! I’m cumming,” thrusting her pussy hard on Joao’s cock.
I left the room.
Ella and I had just taken our adventure to a whole new level.




4.    Kicked out





Taking revenge

Suddenly, I was not hungry, and instead of going to the restaurant, I took the walkway through the gardens adjacent to the tennis courts.
I needed some time alone and wandered aimlessly about, looking at the plants and the flowers, deliberately avoiding contact with people. In fact, the moment I saw someone coming my way, I swirled away.
I didn’t use my alone time for self-recrimination. Not at all. I was not some whiny man who could not face the consequences of his actions. I stood by my decisions. I did not regret my actions or blame myself, or Ella, for that matter. We had wanted it and done it. I didn’t regret letting her flirt with the Danes, later with Joao, or encouraging her to let Joao fuck her. Or the gangbang. No. If anything, I felt liberated. Relaxed. And excited. Anytime images of her being fucked like a ragdoll by these other men ran through my head, I felt turned on. And although I had emptied myself so many times over the past twenty-four hours, my cock hardened each time I recollected how her pussy looked stretched around Joao’s thick cock, how Johan’s balls brushed against her chin with his shaft deep inside her throat, or how she grimaced when Mikkel pressed his cock against her ass hole.
I cherished these images. Yet, when I had left the room, jealousy had come upon me stronger than ever and was still holding me in its tight grip. The reason was that my wife had chosen to spend an evening and a night with another man. Without me. To be fucked senseless by his massive cock while I was cast away to wander on the hotel grounds. Up to that point, I had taken part in giving her pleasure. I had been watching and fucking. Now, I was denied that. She didn’t need me to be there. She didn’t need my cock. That was how my cuckold experience had evolved. It had been brought to a new level. I found my situation painful, frustrating and exciting at the same time. As I had told Ella in the morning, this was the exact definition of how my jealousy worked: it hurt but felt good. So, I walked around aimlessly, relishing the sweet-bitter feeling of jealousy burning through my heart and making my cock hard at the same time. 
I had wandered around the gardens for about half an hour when I sat down on a bench that overlooked the tennis courts. Two women were playing tennis. I couldn’t help but watch them flash their butts and panties under the tennis skirts each time they hit the ball.
I watched the two ‘cuties’ for a while, but when one of them began looking at me too frequently—apparently beginning to suspect why I was taking so much interest in their game—I rose and headed to the restaurant. I didn’t want to get accused of gawking at them.
I had dinner, and after that, I went to the lobby bar. I got a drink and sat at a table overlooking the main entrance to the hotel, in front of which a taxi had just pulled in.
And then what I saw took me by surprise. Mikkel and Agnete appeared from behind the large column at the entrance. They were holding hands. Right behind them was walking Johan, dragging two wheeled suitcases. The three of them stopped beside the taxi. Mikkel turned, grabbed Agnete by the waist, and pulled her to him. They kissed. Johan stood behind them and watched them kiss, smiling. Mikkel’s hands slipped to Agnete’s butt and pulled up her mini skirt, exposing her white lace knickers and a good portion of her butt cheeks.
My first thought was: What the fuck?! When did the whiny Mikkel score with Agnete? Then it began dawning on me. Or could it be that. . . ? She is Danish, he is Danish, Johan is Danish. Could it be that Agnete is Mikkel’s estranged fiancée? And he is the boyfriend she broke up with? And now they got back together?!? Bastard! He was lonely, whiny, despondent, and drunk only until he fucked my wife, and now he’s back with Agnete. The poor girl! I have to tell her what a sleazy human being her boyfriend is!
Agnete and Mikkel pulled away from each other, and Mikkel and Johan got in the taxi. Agnete blew kisses and waved goodbye as the car departed. Then she turned and entered the hotel. She went straight to the tour operator’s desk in the lobby, collected the brochures and tour catalogues lying on the desk and locked them in the drawer. Apparently, she had finished work and was ready to go.
Agnete straightened up her blouse and skirt and looked around. Her gaze fell upon me. She pretended she did not see me, but I smiled and waved hi. Now she had no choice but to notice me. She smiled back, and I waved at her to come over. She hesitated for a second but then walked up to me.
“Hello,” she said as she stood by my table. “How’s your holiday been?”
I tried not to look at her legs. They were slim and long. She looked hot in her miniskirt with a hem way above mid-thigh, revealing smooth white skin.
“Hi, Agnete! Fantastic, thank you,” I said. “Would you care for a drink?”
She smiled politely. “I’d have loved to, but I’ve got to go. Some other time!” She turned around to go away.
“Congratulations on getting your boyfriend back,” I said.
Agnete swiftly turned around and looked at me.
I raised my glass. “Cheers!”
She looked confused for a moment but then smiled and said, “Thank you. He’s not my boyfriend, actually. He’s my fiancé. We are getting married next month.”
“Why didn’t he stay?”
“Oh, he was here only for a week. He’s going back to Copenhagen to restart the wedding preparations.”
“Restart?”
Agnete stood quiet for a moment before saying, “Yeah, restart.” She paused again. Swaying her body back and forth, she nibbled on her bottom lip before continuing, “Did I tell you we had broken up? We had announced the wedding date, booked the venue, and everything was ready. But when he came to see me last Friday, we had a quarrel, and he asked me to return the engagement ring. We cancelled everything. And today, well, he gave it back to me.” She smiled broadly and showed me the engagement ring on her finger. “He’s returning to Copenhagen to re-arrange; we don’t have much time.”
“Is it a direct flight?” I asked.
She shook her head. “No. With a stop in Lisbon. There aren’t direct flights to Copenhagen.”
“Did you say he changed his mind today?”
“Yeah, this afternoon. He apologised, and I forgave him. We are getting back together.”
“Why didn’t you go with him?”
Agnete smiled. “I am at work, Nick. Nick, right?”
I nodded yes.
She continued, “I’m not a tourist. I wished I was. My assignment ends next month. Then I’ll go home and get married.”
I drank from my whiskey on the rocks and put the glass on the table. “Come on! Get yourself a drink to celebrate!”
Agnete looked at the bar. There was no queue. She hesitated. She looked at her watch, then at the bar again and said, “OK.”
She went to the bar, and I did not miss the opportunity to ogle her ass and legs from behind. This woman not only had a pretty face but also a super-fit body. And she was young! Only nineteen, as she had told me.
A minute later, Agnete returned with a glass of vodka and tonic. She sat in the chair on my right and raised her glass. “Cheers!”
“Cheers to you and Mikkel!” I said, and we clinked glasses.
“How do you know his name?” she asked me after we put our glasses on the table.
I said casually, “He fucked my wife.”
“What!?!” Agnete almost knocked her glass from the table.
“Yeah, earlier today. He and Johan.”
“You’re joking, aren’t you?”
“Nope! Mikkel and Johan have been flirting with my wife since we met them on Tuesday. I thought you’d seen them with us.”
“No.” Agnete shook her head. “I haven’t. But seriously, did he? You said both of them?”
“Yes,” I confirmed, nodding my head.
“God!” Agnete sighed. “This comes out of the blue. How did it happen? Just. . . just like that?”
“It was a long time coming. We were together here in the lobby, at the pool, at lunch. I can’t believe you haven’t seen us.”
“Look. I don’t spend much time here. I come only for the rep sessions.”
“Only for the sessions?”
Agnete nodded. “Yes. I am based in another hotel. I am here only on Tuesday mornings from eleven to twelve and Friday evenings from seven to eight.”
“I see.” I drank from my whiskey, then looked up at her. “I thought you stayed overnight in the hotel since I saw you with Gerhard at dinner on Tuesday evening.”
Agnete drank from her glass, put the glass back on the table and said, “I only came to unlock him.”
“Unlock him?” I raised my eyebrows. “Whom? Gerhard?”
“Forget about Gerhard! How did Mikkel get to”—she leaned closer to me and lowered her voice—“fuck your wife?”
“Well, Mikkel and Johan were hitting on Ella all the time. At the pool, in the restaurant. We went to the beach together. Didn’t Gerhard tell you what was going on? He very much facilitated it.”
“No, he didn’t tell me anything. He only said he knew you but didn’t tell me about Mikkel and Johan flirting with your wife. And fucking her! God! Mikkel! Did Gernard really know about that?”
I nodded. “Yes. Gerhard promoted this swinging and sharing thing.”
Agnete looked absentmindedly at the bar. “Yeah, I see it now. He’s very much facilitated it. I believe you.” She shifted in her seat. “But I should have known better!” She looked at me. “Why didn’t Gerhard tell me?”
“Don’t know why he didn’t tell you. But he was really good at convincing us and, well”—I shrugged my shoulders—“we did it. Ella not only slept with another man, but she had her first gangbang. With four men!”
“Four men?”
“Yep. Mikkel, Johan, Joao—"
“Joao?! Oh, my God!” Agnete covered her mouth with her hands.
“Do you know him?” I asked.
She stared at me, her hands still on her mouth.
I took a sip from my tumbler and put it back on the table.
Agnete grabbed her glass and drank a gulp of vodka. She put the glass on the table and looked at me again. “I can’t believe Mikkel and Joao. . . . I can’t believe the two of them could do it together.”
“Well, they did,” I said. “Mikkel, Johan, and Joao. And me. I like to watch and take part. Well, I’m denied that right now. Joao is fucking Ella in our room without me.”
“Now, it makes sense! He wanted to get back at me.”
“Who?”
“Mikkel. He said he’d find a way to get at me!” Agnete sighed a deep sigh. “Now I can see his warped logic! He decided he could marry me only after he had topped what I did.” A spark of anger lit her eyes. ”Bastard! All his sweet words today. That we still love each other despite what I did. I did! As if he didn’t do it with me! As if—”
“Hold on, Agnete! You don’t make sense! Can you tell me everything ‘cos I am confused?”
Agnete held her gaze on me for a while before saying, “Joao, his friend – Tiago, Mikkel and Johan gangbanged me last Saturday.”
I jerked in surprise. “Gangbanged you?!” I had sensed that this young woman had had her share of adventures but had not expected to have gone that far.
“Yeah.” Agnete nodded. “Mikkel and Johan had this idea to come over for a week. To see me and have a few days in the sun. So, last Friday, they arrived, and all was well until we got drunk on Saturday night. Gerhard was with us and began talking about his swinging ideas.”
“Gerhard was with you?”
“Yes. We were at the reggae bar. Johan, Mikkel, Gerhard and I. Gerhard talked about hens and bachelor parties —”
“How do you know Gerhard?”
“The hotel manager introduced me to him.”
“The hotel manager?” I raised my eyebrows, finding it unusual for a hotel manager to be randomly introducing tour operator reps to hotel guests.
Agnete nodded. “Yes, the hotel manager. You see, Gerhard is not exactly a tourist. He came to Cape Verde about three months ago. He wants to relocate to Cape Verde. He’s filthy rich, you know. He’s been staying in the hotel and looking for a property in Santa Maria. So when he arrived, he wanted someone to take him around Santa Maria, and the hotel manager asked me if I could show him around.
“And Gerhard befriended me. You know him. He is very communicative. He’s sweet, kind, and, well, I guess he’s told you he and his wife were swingers. And he promotes these ideas, you know. . . .
“Anyways, on Saturday evening, we were joking and fooling around. At one point, Gerhard said that Mikkel and I should have our hen and bachelor parties together. We asked how, and he suggested we do it that night with Johan and Mikkel gangbanging me. Initially, we were shocked to hear him say it. But then we joked; you know how Gerhard is. Half-jokingly, half-seriously, Mikkel began warming up to the idea. Johan made a move on me and touched my thigh, but I suddenly felt uncomfortable. I’ve known Johan since I’ve known Mikkel. They are best friends. Johan has always had hots for me, and I like him, but we had never done anything physical because I was with Mikkel.
“Anyway. It became awkward, but instead of letting us abandon the idea, Gerhard suggested he invited strangers so that it would not feel like I was doing it with Johan to spite Mikkel. Originally we were against it, but Gerhard talked us into it. He called Joao, and twenty minutes later, Joao and Tiago turned up. We took them to the hotel, and Gerhard offered us his room. They fucked me there. All seemed OK until the end when Mikkel became super jealous and started asking me repeatedly how I felt, and I made the mistake of telling him I was stretched out down there. I was. If you like to watch, you know that Joao is quite big. Mikkel had a tantrum. He pulled the engagement ring off my finger, saying he didn’t believe I loved him after what I had done and broke our engagement in front of the others. Joao and Tiago left hurriedly. Johan tried to calm Mikkel down, but Mikkel wouldn’t calm down. Gerhard tried to calm him down too, but—”
“Gerhard?” I asked.
Agnete nodded. “Yes. He was with us, but he was watching only. He kept asking Tiago to take close-up photos of me for him while they fucked me. Gerhard has a twisted cuckold fetish: when he gets to like a woman, he thinks of her as if she is Monika—his late wife—and gets his rocks off by watching that woman fucked.”
“He’s got erectile problems. He has difficulty getting it up.”
“I know. But when he gets it up? It stays hard forever. He needs help.”
“Yeah. He told us about that.”
Agnete drank from her glass. “Yeah, anyway. Mikkel refused to talk to me and cancelled everything. I was very upset. Not only because the wedding was cancelled, and I was supposed to call my friends, relatives, you know how it is. The shame that goes with it. But also, to be honest, I felt betrayed by Mikkel. Because it was not only me who had agreed to do it. Mikkel had also agreed for me to do it. And then he had turned against me. I felt I was the one who was cheated on. Anyway, Gerhard tried to comfort me, saying he’ll fix things. I guess now I know how he fixed them. By finding Mikkel a wife to fuck. Because Mikkel was shouting in his tantrum: ‘I don’t want to be a cuck; I want to be a bull! I’ll fuck others’ wives, not they mine!’ And all those things. It makes sense now. Gerhard’s plan has been to boost Mikkel’s ego by helping him fuck your wife. I should have expected something like that, knowing Gerhard. He said it, actually, ‘I have found someone who will help you win Mikkel back.’.”
“When did he say that?” I asked.
“Tuesday evening. When I came to unlock him.”
I raised my eyebrows. “Unlock him? What do you mean?”
“He couldn’t get out of his room and called me to come and help him. It had happened before a couple of times.”
“He called you?! Couldn’t he call reception?”
“No.” Agnete shook her head. “They wouldn’t have helped him. I know the girls there. Even if he offered them tons of money, they wouldn’t.” She smiled somewhat mysteriously.
“It’s their fucking hotel, Agnete,” I said. “They have to unlock his room.”
“The problem wasn’t his room, Nick,” Agnete said and leaning forward, she whispered, “I had to let him fuck me.”
“You what?!”
“When he gets an erection, it won’t go away unless he has a release, you know. He says it’s his enlarged prostate, but I don’t think so. It’s something else. Called priapism or something. Anyway. He can’t walk with an erection, so he stays in his room until it eventually goes away. But sometimes it may take hours. And it’s dangerous. He becomes dizzy; may even suffer heart failure. So he needs help. It had happened a few times before, and I had helped him.” She smiled shyly. “He might be old, but he fucks well, you know.”
I shook my head in astonishment. “Sorry, but I don’t get you, Agnete. You’re a pretty young woman. Why would you let an old—”
“I told you, Nick. He fucks well. Plus, he does me favours.”
“Favours?! Like hooking up your boyfriend with my wife?”
“No, that’s different. I didn’t know about that. And it’s not a favour. He helps me in other ways.”
“In what other ways?”
Agnete leaned closer to me and whispered, “I was lonely, you know. Mikkel didn’t come to visit for four months. And you know who Gerhard is. He’s a sex therapist. He talks sweetly and explains, and yeah, I confided in him many things. That I was lonely. That I was horny. And he found me someone to fuck me. That’s how I got to know Joao. Two months ago, Gerhard sent Joao to my apartment, and Joao is good, really good! He fucked me all night. And I was good for a month. Then again, I needed a fuck. Gerhard sent me Joao again. I like Joao; he never disappoints.” Agnete smiled. “He fucked me very well at the gangbang, only once but really well. Well, it didn’t go down so well with Mikkel watching Joao fuck me. I think it was Joao who freaked Mikkel out. Not Tiago or Johan, although he shouted at them too. But since Joao fucked me so long and so well, it got under Mikkel’s skin.”
“Well,” I said, “you would do best not to tell your future husband about Joao or Gerhard fucking you before that gangbang, Agnete. It is considered cheating. Stick to the gangbang thing since Mikkel had agreed to it and was there. If you want him to marry you, that is.”
“Oh, I know that. But I’m not sure if I will marry Mikkel now.”
“Why? I thought you wanted to get back with him.”
“I still want, but it’s unfair. He’s slept with a married woman.”
“So?” I shrugged. “You slept with Gerhard, Joao, Tiago, and Johan! I guess you can call it quits. More than quits, actually! Four Agnete, one Mikkel!”
She shook her head. “No. Mikkel was obsessed with fucking a married woman. Why’s that? To be ahead of me in something. No! Before I marry him, I’ll show him. . . .” Agnete paused and looked at me. She stared at me for a while before saying briskly, “Do you want to fuck me?”
“What?!”
“Do you want to fuck me?”
I swallowed and looked around. “Like. . . I mean. . . when?”
She shrugged her shoulders. “Now.”
“Now? Agnete! Hold on. I—”
“Don’t tell me you don’t want to fuck me. I saw it in your eyes the first time we met. You’ve wanted to fuck me since the moment we met, haven’t you?”
“I have, but. . . . But now?!”
“What? You don’t want me now?”
“No!” I shouted but then lowered my voice. “I want you! Of course, I want you!” I leaned closer to her and put my hand on her thigh. I looked around again to make sure no one was listening to us and whispered, “But my cock is limp; I just fucked my wife. I may not be able to get it up so soon, you see.”
I was lying that my cock was limp. It was hard as a rock. However, I was scared. I was scared by the prospect of having to cheat on Ella. It was something I had never done before. I had fantasised about doing it. I had even masturbated, fantasising about fucking one of my female colleagues. Still, I panicked when I was unexpectedly confronted with the possibility of doing it, especially with such a young and pretty woman like Agnete.
“Are you sure?” Agnete asked me with a seductive twinkle in her eye and cocked her head to the side, smiling. She took my hand, and before I realised what she was planning to do, she guided it under her miniskirt, and I felt the warmth and softness of her pussy through her panties as my fingertips touched her cameltoe.
I swallowed nervously, not taking my eyes off hers. She smiled lustfully and reached her other hand under her skirt. She pulled her knickers to the side, and my fingers touched her pussy lips.
I didn’t need more encouragement. I cupped her naked pussy. It was warm and soft. I parted her outer pussy lips with my fingers. Her slit was wet. I found her inner pussy lips. They were wet.
My cock throbbed, and I swallowed again.
“Mine is a young pussy, Nick!” Agnete whispered. “Tight and wet!”
“Where?” I asked, my voice croaking. I parted her inner pussy lips and inserted two fingers into her wet vagina.
She gasped.
Her breathing became heavy. Her pupils got dilated. Through the light fabric of her shirt, I could see her heart thumping in her chest. I felt her pussy grip and convulse around my fingers. Her cheeks turned red, and she pressed her lips together.
A few seconds passed, with us staring at each other, and she pushed my hand out of her pussy.
I looked at my fingers. They were soaking wet.
“In Gerhard’s room,” she whispered.
I looked up at her. “In Gerhard’s room?”
“Yeah, he went to Santa Maria; he’ll be late. He’s viewing properties and having drinks with the estate agent afterwards.”
“How are we gonna get into his room?”
“I have his second key.”
I raised my eyebrows.
Agnete smiled. “He gave it to me on Tuesday. He’ll be gone Monday to Wednesday to Boa Vista. Viewing properties there too.” She moved her face to my ear and whispered, “He’s arranged for a guy with a massive cock to fuck me on Monday. Paulo, or Paolo. Not sure. We’ll meet at eleven in Gerhard’s room.” She pulled her head back and looked at me. “Don’t look at me like that! For all I knew, when Gerhard offered it to me, Mikkel and I had broken up!”
I waved my hands. “Oh, no, no! I’m not judging you that you wanted a big cock. By the way, I know this Paulo and have seen his cock. Don’t ask me how! It’s huge! But my concern is that now with you and Mikkel back together, I mean, aren’t you going to cancel?”
“Are you gonna fuck me or not?” she asked me abruptly and got up.
I stood up too. “Where’s Gerhard’s room?”
“Follow me!” she said and headed for the lifts.
I followed her, but we had taken just a few steps when she turned around and stopped me. “No! You take the steps! I’ll wait for you on the third floor in front of the lifts. Let’s not make it suspicious, or I might get fired.” She looked around and added, “My boss is in the hotel tonight. I don’t want her to see us together. She’s too virtuous for her own good.”
I got to the third floor in front of the lifts, where Agnete was already waiting for me. She led me to Gerhard’s room, which was the second to the left of the main corridor. Agnete swiped her key card in the card reader, the door opened, and we went in. She put her key card in the slot at the door, turned the lights on and shut the door behind us.
She looked at me and smiled. Then she pushed me in the chest playfully. I smiled back at her.
Now, Agnete removed her blouse and bared her small but perky breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She dropped her blouse on the floor, removed her sandals and nodded to the nightstand on the right of the bed. “Gerhard keeps his condoms in the top drawer.”
I went to the nightstand, opened the drawer, and, indeed, there were condoms there. I grabbed a condom.
Agnete took off her skirt. Her legs looked even longer with her nicely shaped hips and firm buttocks exposed.
I kicked off my sandals and hurriedly took off my t-shirt and shorts. I slid my briefs off, and my erect cock sprang out.
Agnete looked at my erection and smiled. “You’re keen, aren’t you?”
“You have no idea!” I said and unwrapped the condom.
Agnete took off her briefs. She had a neatly shaved pussy with a pencil-thin landing strip of blonde hair. She climbed on the bed and asked me, “How do you want to fuck me?”
“Spread-eagle,“ I said and rolled the condom over my cock.
Agnete lay flat on the bed on her back, spread her legs wide in the air and looked at me, saying, “I want it rough!”
The way she looked at me, with an eager spark in her eyes and a lustful smile on her lips, reminded me of Ella. For a second, I had the feeling I was with my wife, only a younger version of her. And indeed, they were not too dissimilar in appearance. Agnete had shoulder-length blonde hair like Ella’s but a tad blonder. She also had blue eyes and a pretty face like my wife’s. Only Agnete’s cheekbones were slightly less prominent, reflecting her Nordic genes compared to Ella’s Slavic ones. Agnete also had fair skin, maybe even fairer than Ella’s, but after spending months on the sunny island, this Danish woman had acquired a darker tan.
Body shape-wise, they were similar too. Both had hourglass figures, slender legs, smooth thighs and nicely shaped butts, only that Agnete was much taller and skinnier than Ella. But the main difference between their bodies was their breasts. Agnete’s were small perky breasts, A-cup size, even AA-cup size, while Ella’s were full round B-size cup.
I jumped onto the bed, kneeled, and ran my hand over the length of my shaft, making sure I had rolled down the condom properly. Then I crawled between Agnete’s spread-out legs, took my cock in my hand and was about to lie on top of her when I looked at her pussy. Neatly shaved, thin pale pussy lips laid bare, slightly pulled apart to reveal a pale pink slit with inner pussy lips at its lower end, spread and glistening with pussy juices. A wet vaginal opening, exposing skin in a darker shade of the colour pink. In the upper end of the pussy was a tiny pink clit barely peeking out of the clitoral hood, thin blonde pubic hair above in the form of a pencil-thin landing strip which evoked association with a sign directing to the clit. Everything in Agnete’s pussy was tiny, pink and soft. It enticed touch, and not only touch.
“May I taste your pussy?” I asked.
“Hi-hi!” Agnete giggled. “OK. But be quick. I’m more of a G-spot girl.” She put her feet flat on the bed, her knees bent, and spread her legs wide apart.
I crawled backwards a bit, grabbed her buttocks, pushed them apart and leaned down between her thighs. I placed my mouth over her pussy, parted her inner pussy lips with my tongue and inserted it into her vagina. Agnete gasped the moment she felt my tongue protruding into her pussy. I pulled my tongue out of her vaginal hole and sucked her labia minora into my mouth. Her pussy tasted musky and a little salty, like my wife’s. I liked it. I inserted my tongue again into Agnete’s vagina, and she gasped again.
It was obvious that Agnete liked vaginal stimulation. After all, she had told me she was a ‘G-spot girl’. However, I wanted to give her more than that and moved to her clit. I placed my mouth over her clitoral hood and pushed the folds apart using my tongue and lips. Agnete trembled as soon as she felt my tongue on her clit. I pressed my tongue tip against her pleasure bud and started to stimulate it in a cycle: I wiggled my tongue a few times, then sucked her clit with my lips for a few seconds, then licked it, and again wiggled. I did this for about a minute, and Agnete began to moan.
After another minute of clit stimulation, she grabbed my head with two hands, pulled on my hair and cried in Danish, “Oh, ja!” or something of the sort. Then she added in English, “You’re really good at this!” before groaning loudly, ”Urgh!”
I started to circle her fully engorged and exposed clit with my tongue. Her moans grew louder and more frequent. I kept licking her clit in circular motions until she pulled on my hair and, at the same time, closed her thighs tight around my ears, crying, “Oh! You’re good! Oh, yeah!”
I pressed her clit with my tongue, and she shuddered in orgasm. I kept the pressure on her pleasure bud until her orgasm subsided, and she eased her grip on my head.
I was happy I had given her a clitoral orgasm but did not want to stop there. I wanted to show her what else a good cunnilingus could give her, so I extended the zone of action of my lips and tongue from her clit down the slit between her pussy lips and then up back to her clit. After about a minute of licking her clit and slit, Agnete’s moans turned louder again. I further expanded the zone of action and began sucking her inner pussy lips, pulling them up, spreading them apart and inserting the tip of my tongue into her vagina. After about another minute, I concentrated on Agnete’s vagina only and began tongue-fucking her.
She moaned, “Ohh!” then grunted, “Urgh! You’re so, so good! Oh, ja! So good!”
I kept tongue-fucking her pussy, occasionally stopping and moving my lips to her clit to suck on it for a few seconds, only to return to her inner pussy lips and vaginal hole and resume tongue-fucking her.
At that point, Agnete was moaning incessantly, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”
I kept licking her slit, sucking her clit, and pushing my tongue into her vagina until she pulled on my hair hard, harder than the first time, and again closed her thighs tight around my head as she cried something in Danish.
I pushed my tongue deep into her pussy hole and felt her thigh muscles contract, pressing against my ears. Her vagina convulsed around my tongue. Agnete shuddered in orgasm for a second time.
I kept tongue-fucking her until she pulled my hair up and spread her legs wide in the air, shouting, “Fuck me! Get up! Fuck me!”
She let go of my head, and I rose to my knees. I crawled up, grabbed my rock-hard cock, and lay on top of her between her legs, supporting myself with one hand on her side.
Her body was still shuddering in orgasm when I pressed my cock against her vaginal opening and thrust in. Half of my cock slid in. Her pussy was warm, sloshy, and active, contracting around my dick.
I let go of my cock and, propped up on both hands, thrust in again. Now my entire cock slid in. Agnete moaned a deep throaty moan and clenched the bedsheets in her fists.
I began fucking her with powerful, deep strokes. I pounded her pussy hard, slamming my crotch against her labia as if I wanted to flatten her pussy lips.
Agnete was moaning nonstop, having a continual orgasm, and that inspired me to fuck her even harder and deeper. After about two minutes of thrusting, I felt a gush of wetness around my cock. At the same time, Agnete tilted her head back, pushed her small tits up, and closed her eyes, savouring a climax within the orgasm. I felt her vagina tighten around my cock, and I had too much. I thrust all the way up and started to ejaculate. I held my cock buried deep in her pussy while unloading my cum in the condom.
After I finished emptying myself, I resumed thrusting because Agnete was still orgasming. I thrust for about a minute, and my cock started to soften. I began to worry that the condom would slip off. The last thing I wanted was to impregnate this young woman whom I barely knew. Fortunately for me, Agnete’s orgasm finally started to subside. I made a few more slow thrusts until it completely passed, and I managed to pull my flaccid cock out of her pussy without losing the condom.
I kneeled up, removed the condom, and tied it. Agnete opened her eyes, put her legs down and sat up.
She smiled at me. “You’re good!”
I sat and smiled back at her. “So are you!”  
“Of course I am,” she said confidently. “I’m young, and I love sex.”
“True to that!”
“Did you like fucking a tight pussy?”
“Oh, yeah! Tight and alive!”
“Hi-hi!” Agnete giggled. “I do Kegel exercises! But also, it makes a difference not to have given birth. Your wife has, hasn’t she?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Natural birth?”
“Yes. Although I don’t have any complaints about her vagina.”
Agnete smiled. “Of course not!” She rubbed my shoulder. “Your wife looks very fit! But still, I’m sure my pussy is tighter. I’ll have my children through Caesarean.”
“Why?” I asked. “To keep your pussy tight?”
“Yes.”  
“Can I ask you a question?”
“Sure!”
“Why do you let guys like Joao and Paulo fuck you with their gigantic cocks?”
Agnete shrugged her shoulders. “’Cos I like large cocks! I like my pussy stretched out!”
I smiled, amused by her honesty. “But If you want your pussy to stay tight—”
“Ha-ha!” Agnete burst into laughter. “You men are so naive! Don’t you know that a pussy does not get loose from fucking? Every forum says it, and you still don’t believe it! Regardless of how big a cock is, a woman’s pussy doesn’t get loose. The vagina is a muscle. It stretches during sex and after that contracts to its original size.”
“Then giving birth—”
“Giving birth is different!” Agnete said rapidly. She ran her hand over her pussy and added, “It’s permanent.”
“Right,” I said. “You like big cocks. Mine is average size.”
“Yep!” Agnete said. She smiled and tapped my knee, looking at my cock. “And yet it fucks very well! You know a few things that I need to teach Mikkel.”
“Like?”
“Cunnilingus!”
“Has he not—”
“No!” Agnete shook her head. “Not the way you did it. Nor has anyone else done it like you. You opened a new door for me, Nick!” She got off the bed and reached for the condom in my hand. “Give me that!” She smiled. “We’re Gerhard’s guests, after all, and we must keep the room tidy!”
I gave her the condom. She took it and went into the bathroom, leaving the door wide open.
It’s amazing how this girl feels at home in someone else’s room, I thought. She’s so confident. Commands and demands! I like her. But good luck to Mikkel. I already see who will be the boss of whom.
Agnete raised the used condom up and inspected it in the light, making sure it was not ripped or had leaked. Then she rolled toilet paper out and wrapped the condom before throwing it into the bin. She sat down on the toilet seat and peed. She stood up, looked between her legs, took more toilet paper, and carefully cleaned her pussy, wiping from front to back. She threw the soiled toilet paper into the toilet and flushed the water.
“Right!” she said as she got out of the bathroom. “I’ve got to go. Mikkel will video-call me before he boards the plane. I’d better take the call in my apartment.”
My gaze fell on her pussy, and I thought: won’t she wash herself? 
She caught my gaze and scolded me, “Don’t look at me like that! Of course, I’ll shower later!” Then she smiled. “You don’t think I’m that dirty, do you?”
“Oh, no, I wasn’t looking at that. I didn’t think at all about that.”
“Hi-hi!” She giggled. “You’re so mouldable, Nick.”
“You mean pushover,” I said.
She smiled again and nodded yes before saying, “But I like you! If you were free, I would have married you. You’ll make the perfect husband.”
“Because you think you can boss me around, right?” I asked her as I lay on my back and put my hands under my head.
She nodded yes again with yet another smile and grabbed her knickers from the floor.
I chuckled. “He-he! If it doesn’t work out with Mikkel, I am available.”
“No,” she said and put her knickers on. “You have your wife! She is pretty and rocks your boat by letting other men fuck her in front of you.”
“Well, she’s like you. She likes big cocks.”
“I like any cocks, Nick!” Agnete said. She took her skirt and put it on. “Any cocks. Big ones I like for the stretching. Average ones for the hard work.” She giggled. “Hi-hi! Especially after cunnilingus!”
“Ha-ha!” I laughed. “You like sex.”
“Yes. A lot!”
“So, you intend to have a lot of sex, don’t you?”
She nodded yes with a smile.
I raised to my elbows, keeping my gaze on her.
She held my gaze.
I smiled.
“What?!” she asked me.
I shook my head. “Nothing.”
“What is it?”
“Mmm. You’ll marry Mikkel, right?”
“Yes.”
“And you like a lot of sex. You like large, average, small—all sorts of cocks.”
“Um-hum.”
I hesitated for a moment but then asked, “Will you get fucked by other men?”
“Yes,” she replied without hesitation.
“Will you get fucked in front of Mikkel?”
“No. I’ll get fucked behind his back.”
I smiled, amused by how mischievous she was, and said, “It’s called cheating, you know.”
“I kn-o-o-o-w,” she said, prolonging the “o” and making her eyes big. She smiled.
“If he catches you, you two are over.”
“Hi-hi! That’s why I’ll make sure he never catches me.”
Agnete took her blouse, put it on and fixed her hair. Then she put her sandals on and said, “You can sleep here if you want. Don’t leave the room, or you’ll lock yourself out.” She walked to the desk and took a credit card that was lying on it. She swapped her key card with the credit card in the slot at the door to keep the lights on, waved me goodbye, opened the door and stepped outside, but before she closed the door behind her, she looked back at me and said, “And don’t tell anyone? OK?”
“What about Gerhard?” I asked.
“You can tell him. But not anyone else!”
“Of course. Good night! Thank—”
“Shh. I don’t like thanks. I don’t give thanks for a good fuck, nor do I take thanks. Goodbye, Nick!”
“Goodbye, Agnete!”
She closed the door.
I didn’t bother to get dressed or take a shower. I was exhausted. I turned off the lights from the switch on the bedside table, and within seconds I fell asleep nude on top of the sheets in Gerhard’s bed.




Reconciliation

The shaking of the bed woke me up.
I raised my head and tried to feel the switch on the bedside table, whispering, “Gerhard? Is that you?”
“Shh! Don’t get up!” Gerhard whispered back. “Agnete texted me. I know everything.”
I finally found the switch and turned the lights on.
Gerhard had just climbed on the bed, completely nude, ready to lie down. I averted my gaze from his sagging scrotum and wrinkled penis.
“Ha-ha!” He laughed. “Don’t be alarmed! I sleep nude. Just stay on your heterosexual half of the bed, OK?”
“Sure!” I said and dragged myself further to the side of the bed.
“We’ll talk tomorrow morning,” Gerhard said and lay on his back. “Good night!”
“Good night!” I replied and turned the lights off.
I woke up from the sound of the toilet being flushed. I rubbed my eyes and looked at the bathroom door. It was semi-open, and the light in the bathroom was on. Gerhard came out.
“Sorry, Nick,” he said. “I wake up early.”
“What time is it?” I asked and looked at my watch, struggling to see in the semi-darkness.
“6 o’clock. I have been lying awake since 5. Tried to let you sleep longer but had to pee. Old prostate, I’m afraid.”
I sat up, grabbed my pillow, and covered my morning boner with it.
“Ha-ha!” Gerhard laughed. “Don’t you worry, Nick! Being a cuckold who likes to watch means I’ve seen many hard cocks.” He placed his hands on his hips, making his drooping cock sway. “All right! What do you want to do? Sleep a little longer, or come with me to put towels on the loungers and have an early breakfast?”
I stretched my arms in the air, suppressing a yawn. “Let’s put the towels on and have breakfast!”
I got up and went to take a piss and a quick shower.
When I got out of the bathroom, Gerhard had already put on his swim trunks and a t-shirt and prepared a beach bag with towels. He was on the phone, talking to someone in German.
I put my clothes on, and as soon as Gerhard finished his call, we headed to the hotel pool.
There was almost no one out, and walking in the early morning freshness was pleasant.
“So, you did Agnete,” Gerhard said as we took the central walkway.
“Yes,” I confirmed and smiled with pride. “I thoroughly did her! But I learned you’ve also tried her pussy. On several occasions. You’re—”
“Forget about me!” he cut me off. “Tell me! Did you like it?”
“What do you think?”
“Ha-ha! She’s got a tight young pussy and knows how to use it, doesn’t she?”
“Oh, yeah! She totally knows.”
We walked in silence for a while before Gerhard asked me, “Is Ella still with Joao?”
“I presume so,” I replied.
“Hm. And how do you feel?”
“As a cuckold?”
“As a cuckold, and that she is being fucked without you being there?”
“Hm.” I cleared my throat. “As a cuckold? I’d say fine. I’m jealous, but I guess it’s part of it.”
“Um-hum!” Gerhard nodded in agreement. “It’s part of it. What about you not being there?”
“To be honest, that actually pumps up the feeling. My jealousy is stronger, way stronger.”
“And?” Gerhard looked at me. “You don’t like it?”
“Umm. . . .” I thought for a second, then said, “Actually, I like it.”
“Aren’t you afraid of losing her?”
“Gerhard, it’s too late to be afraid of that, don’t you think? Whether I am there or not, we have already crossed the Rubicon. She knows she enjoys being fucked by a large cock. If she decides to leave me for that, being there won’t make a difference, will it?”
“Yes! You’re absolutely right.”
We walked for a while before I said, “You know, the more I think about it, what I like of not being there is the feeling of being denied her pussy while someone else is getting pleasure from it. It’s a bittersweet feeling of jealousy and insecurity mixed with arousal. I like it. The only problem I have is that, at the same time, I kinda wished I watched them fuck.”
“You’re like me,” Gerhard said. “Whenever Monika asked to be alone with her bull, I was always glad to let her. But I missed watching. It’s a typical dilemma of trying to have your own cake and eat it. Do you know how I solved this problem?”
“You asked her to tell you the details afterwards.”
“I did that. But it’s not like watching it. I asked her to take photos or film it. Or rather to ask her bull to do it. Manfred was good at fucking her and filming. Monika and I watched the videos together while she was telling me what they’d done. She found it arousing to watch herself fucked and talk about how she had felt.”
“Hm, I’ll do that. I mean, if we do it again.”
“Do you plan to do it again?” Gerhard asked me.
I thought briefly, then said, “If Ella wants, we’ll do it!”
“You are the best mentee I’ve ever had, Nick!” Gerhard praised me before saying briskly, “Right! Here we are!”
We had reached the stairs to the pool grounds. We climbed the stairs and got to the pool area.
Gerhard pointed at three sunbeds close to the pool and the swim-up bar. “Those three?”
I nodded. “Yeah, those are good. Close to the pool and the bar.”
“He-he!” Gerhard chuckled. “I figured you and Ella would spend most of the time between the sunbeds and the bar. You need to rest after playing so much.” He slapped my shoulder friendly.
We went to the sun loungers chosen by us and spread the towels.
Gerhard looked at his watch. “Just in time! They’ve opened for breakfast. Shall we pop by your room and take your wife with us?”
“Don’t know,” I said. “What if she is still with Joao?”
“Well, we’ll wait for them to finish if they are in the middle of it, and we’ll take her with us for breakfast. Or you’d rather not see him?”
“Oh, no. I just don’t want to interrupt them. I’m fine with seeing him. If he wants, we can take him to the pool afterwards, and if he wants to fuck—”
“No. If he’s not gone, fine! Wait for him to finish. Then tell him to go! He can’t fuck her forever. At one point, you need to reclaim your wife. I’d say the sooner, the better. Latest tonight.”
“Yeah,” I said, somewhat vaguely. “I’d like to fuck her at one point. If—”
“No, Nick! Not at one point!” Gerhard interrupted me impatiently. “It’s important! You have to fuck her today! At the very latest this evening. Reclaiming her sooner is paramount. Husbands have to do it as soon as possible. Otherwise, their wives can develop feelings for their bulls. You heard the saying: out of sight, out of mind, right? This is very similar. You must re-establish yourself as a sex-worthy man in your wife’s psychological-emotional space. Also, and trust me on this, if you postpone it for too long, you’ll lose your mojo. You’ll start thinking you’re inadequate or that she does not want you. You’ll begin asking yourself why she hasn’t asked you to fuck her. You’ll start blaming her. All sorts of issues might arise. It is important to reclaim your wife soon after the bull’s gone.”
“I see. I’ll go and collect her. And if he’s still there, I’ll tell him to go.”
“That is the wise thing to do, Nick! Joao’s, or any bull’s, role is to fuck. They are not part of your family. During a session – it’s fine to dine, drink, and go out together. But once the session is over, it’s over. He needs to go so that you and your wife can have some quality time together. And to reclaim her!”
“I see.”
“Go get your wife,” Gerhard said, “and I’ll see you in the restaurant. Shall I get us a table outside?”
“Yes, outside. See you in a bit,” I said and headed for our hotel block.
Ten minutes later, I confidently walked up to our hotel room, convinced after my conversation with Gerhard that it was time to take my wife with me even if Joao was still with her. However, when I stood in front of the door, I hesitated. What if he is still there, and they are doing it? Would I not come across as desperate and jealous?
I listened at the door for any sounds. It was quiet.
I waited for a minute. Two. Nothing.
What the hell? I said to myself. I’m going in!
I swiped the key card and opened the door. It was semi-dark. They hadn’t opened the blinds. I walked into the corridor and saw Ella. She was sleeping flat on her stomach, butt naked, on top of the bedsheets in the middle of the bed.
I looked around. There was no sign of Joao. I tiptoed to the bathroom door. It was half-opened. He wasn’t in the bathroom either. He had gone.
I sat quietly on the edge of the bed and looked at my wife.
She had tilted her head to one side and rested it on her hands. Her rhythmic breathing suggested she was deep asleep. I kept my gaze on her beautiful face. She was not only pretty. There was some innocence in her facial features that always made me want to corrupt her. This was part of her charm. This was what made her sex appeal even stronger.
I ran my eyes over the smooth white skin of her long neck, over her toned shoulders, her shoulder blades, her lower back, her firm ass. . . . Oops!
I saw a love bite on her ass cheek.
Bastard! I thought to myself. How did he manage to leave her a hickey there?
I looked down between her thighs. I leaned forward and saw another piece of evidence of Joao’s recent presence. There was a pool of cum on the bedsheets under her pussy.
I slowly and carefully crawled onto the bed and had a better look.
Her outer pussy lips were red and swollen, and her vagina was wet and open, cum still trickling out of it.
He’s fucked her quite recently, I concluded. He left no longer than half an hour ago.
“Oh, fuck!” slipped through my lips when I saw a hickey on her outer pussy lip.
I shook my head in disbelief. How did he manage to do it?
I put my hand on Ella’s bum, and she opened her eyes.
She raised her head, saw me and rolled over onto her back. And then I saw another one! A new hickey on the breast Joao had spared the previous night.
Ella stared at me for a few seconds before smiling and greeting me, “Hi, hon!”
“Hi, honey,” I responded and smiled too.
She sat up and yawned. “What time is it?”
I looked at my watch. “It’s almost seven o’clock. Time for breakfast.” I looked around again as if Joao could have been hiding somewhere, then asked, “Has he gone?”
She nodded yes.
“When did he leave?”
Ella stretched her arms in the air and yawned again. “About an hour ago. No. What time did you say it was?”
“Ten to seven.”
“Half an hour ago, then.” Ella yawned again. “Oh, God! I need some sleep!” She rubbed her breasts and looked at me. “How are you?”
“Fine,” I said. “And you?”
“Exhausted.”
“Well, you spent the night fucking.”
“I did,” she said and blushed, then asked, “Where did you spend the night?”
Her question made my blood run cold. Does she suspect? No! She can’t! Keep it together, Nick!
“In Gerhard’s room,” I said.
Ella raised her eyebrows. “In Gerhard’s room?”
“Um-hum. He invited me. We met at the lobby bar after dinner, and he invited me.”
“So you told him I stayed with Joao.”
“Should I’ve not?”
Ella shook her head. “No, that’s fine. Just to know how to behave when I see him. He must be very happy.”
I raised my eyebrows. “Happy?”
“Yeah. That we did it. Did you tell him about the gangbang too?”
“Everything!”
“Gosh!” Ella covered her face with her hands.
I shrugged. “Why not? He’s so much into these things.”
She uncovered her face. “No. It’s OK. Johan and Mikkel must have told him anyway. I’m sure Gerhard mentored them on how to get me in bed, and they have now boasted that they have managed to fuck me.”
“You’re right. He did mentor them,” I said.
Ella looked up at me. “Did he tell you that?”
I couldn’t tell her what Agnete had told me, so I nodded yes.
“OK, it is what it is,” Ella said and changed the subject. “It’s our last day. What shall we do after breakfast?”
“I’d say we go to the pool. The Danes are gone, but even if they hadn’t, we don’t avoid them anymore, do we? They have already eaten the dessert.” I grinned and stroked her thigh.
Ella ignored my comment. “There’s no point in going to the pool without sunbeds.”
“We have sunbeds. Gerhard and I went to the pool first thing this morning, honey.”
“Oh. OK.”
“He’ll be with us.”
“I hope he doesn’t ask me about the details. Because I am not telling him anything other than we did it.”
“Of course.” I looked at my watch. “It’s time for breakfast, Ella. Let’s go!”
“Let me shower first,” she said and got off the bed.
Ella went into the bathroom but did not close the door, and I was able to watch her. Like Agnete, she peed and wiped her pussy from front to back, threw the soiled toilet paper into the toilet and flushed the water. However, unlike Agnete, she went into the shower.
I sat on the edge of the bed, and my gaze fell on the empty plates piled on the desk. Next to them was Ella’s phone.
Did she call me? I pulled out my mobile phone to check for calls from her. She hadn’t called me. If she didn’t call me, why did she take it out? Did she show him something on her phone?
I got up and went to the desk. I looked over my shoulder at the shower cabin. Ella had turned up the hot water, and the shower glass had fogged up. She couldn’t see me sneaking on her phone even if she looked in my direction.
I took her phone and quickly typed her pin code which I knew.
She had left her contacts app open, and I saw Joao’s name and phone number.
I jumped up when I heard Ella’s voice saying, “I took it only because he insisted on giving it to me. In case we came back next year, as he said.”
Ella had opened the shower cabin door and watched me while looking at her phone screen. She stopped the water, got out of the shower, grabbed a towel and began drying herself.
I put her phone back on the desk. “Ella, does it mean you plan to do it again?”
“With him? No.” Ella paused to think, then added, “Unless we come back to Sal. I don’t know. Maybe then we could. What do you think?”
“I’d rather go visit Boa Vista if we are coming again to Cape Verde. I don’t like coming back to the same place. But yeah. If we come back here, maybe.”
Ella finished drying herself, went to the wardrobe, opened it, and grabbed a pair of knickers.
“Hon,” I said. “Shall we do like yesterday? Put on our swimwear so we don’t have to return after breakfast.”
Ella paused and thought for a second, then said, “Yeah! Let’s do that.” She put the knickers back in the cupboard and took her string bikini set. She looked on the shelf below, grabbed one of my swim trunks and threw them onto the bed, saying, “Put them on!”
I took off my shorts and briefs and put on the trunks.
Ella put her bikini on, then searched and found her beach wrap scarf and wrapped it around her. She opted for the scarf because she had only one beach dress, which was dirty from all the action it had seen the previous day.
Ella took the beach bag with the towels from the day before and, after she looked into it, said, “Remember that we have to leave the towels at the towel kiosk and get our tokens back before we leave the pool; otherwise they might charge us when we check out tomorrow.”
She handed me the bag, and I took it, saying, “Yes, we’ll leave them at the kiosk. Let’s go!”
We got out into the corridor, closed the door and headed to the pool.
I went ahead of Ella.
“Hon, slow down!” she said. “I barely move my legs.”
I turned around and waited for her to catch up with me. “Tired?”
“Yes, but also sore.” She nodded down to her pussy.
I chuckled. “He-he! Are you complaining?”
“No!” She slapped me playfully on the shoulder. “But yeah. I’ll never do such a sex marathon ever again.”
“How many times did he fuck you after I left?”
Ella looked over her shoulder. There wasn’t anyone else in the corridor. She hugged my arm, and we resumed walking.
“Didn’t count them, Nick,” she said quietly. “But I barely slept. He’s a sex dynamo. I managed to shut my eyes at about three o’clock only to be awakened at four by his cock moving up and down my pussy.”
“What positions did he fuck you in?”
“All sorts. The wheelbarrow was the hardest.”
“You didn’t like it?”
“Oh, I liked it. His cock went really deep. But my abs began giving in. I barely held myself in the plank position. I need to strengthen my stomach muscles if I am gonna do it again.”
I tugged on her arm. “Do it with me or with someone else?”
Ella stopped walking, and I stopped too.
She looked at me.
I shrugged. “Just asking.”
She smiled, and now she tugged on my arm. “With you, of course.” We resumed walking, but after taking a few steps, she stopped, making me stop too, and looked at me again. “Or do you want me to keep doing it with others?”
“I think I do,” I said.
She stared me in the eyes for a few seconds, then said, “Then I’ll turn into a hotwife.”
“You already are.”
“Yeah, but. . . . But, Nick, if we do it regularly, it becomes our lifestyle.”
“So?”
Ella kept her gaze on me for a while before saying, “Let me think about it, OK?”
“OK,” I said, and we resumed walking.
We got out of the building and took the walkway to the restaurant.
“What else?” I asked.
“Like?” Ella asked me in turn.
“What other positions did you try?”
“Not now! There are people around!” She glanced at a couple walking in our direction. “We’ll have plenty of time to talk later.”
“Did you blow him?”
“Shh!” Ella shushed me.
We stopped walking and stepped to one side to let the couple pass. Only after they had gone away, Ella whispered, “He mainly wanted to fuck me in the pussy and play with it. Hence ‘she’ is tired.” Ella nodded towards her crotch.
“Roughly,” I said, “how many times did he fuck you after I left?”
“Nick!” Ella whispered nervously. “Keep your voice down!”
She watched a group of kids running on the lawn and pulled on my arm. We resumed walking.
We made some distance between the kids and us, and Ella said, “I didn’t count them, Nick. I told you already. I don’t know. Maybe fifteen. Yeah, about that.”
I was curious to know as much as possible about her interactions with Joao and asked, “And what did you do while not fucking? What did you talk about?”
“We didn’t. No, we did. We talked, but it was chit-chat. He said we should not do deep talk. Otherwise . . . .” She stopped walking, as did I. She looked up at me and said, “He said we might develop feelings for each other if we talked deep, and he said it would be best if we didn’t and kept it sex only.”
“I agree with him. So, chit-chat about what?”
“Mainly about sex.” Ella resumed walking, pulling on my arm to follow her. “And he was giving me compliments, of course. He’s good at it, as you know. You should give me compliments more often.”
“I do!” I squeaked and looked at her. “I always tell you how much I love you.”
“Yes, you do that. I like hearing you say you love me. But also”—Ella switched to whispering again—“how sexy I am, how much you like the sex with me.”
“You know how much I like having sex with you!”
“Yeah, but I like hearing it, Nick!”
“Well, I think I say it often.”
Ella stopped walking, and I stopped too. We looked at each other.
She stood on her toes and whispered in my ear, “I like hearing you say how much you like my pussy. How my vagina drives you crazy. How you can’t stop feeling my boobs.” She stepped back and looked at my face, blushing.
“Is that how Joao talks to you?” I asked her.
She nodded yes, smiling bashfully.
I smiled too. “You like dirty talk, don’t you?”
Ella nodded yes again.
“OK. Point taken,” I said, and we resumed walking.
We had walked in silence for about half a minute before I asked, “What else did you do while resting?”
“We just cuddled together,” Ella replied. “He kept feeling me up.”
“Did you blow him, Ella?” I asked her abruptly and pulled her to stop walking.
She stopped and looked at me but did not say anything.
I raised my eyebrows. “Did you?”
Ella appeared reluctant to answer my question, so I said, “I want to know.”
She sighed and said quietly, “Only once.”
“Deep throat?”
“No!” she squeaked, then whispered, “He’s too big, Nick! It would have choked me to death!”
We resumed walking, and she said, “But I swallowed.”
“You swallowed his cum?” I asked, looking at her out of the corner of my eye.
“Yes.”
“How did it taste?”
She shrugged her shoulders. “Like cum.”
“Tastier than mine?”
“No, of course not!” Ella let go of my arm, walked in front of me and turned around. She put her hand on my chest, and I stopped walking.
She smiled. “Yours tastes the best, honey!”
I smiled back, satisfied with her answer. I didn’t believe her, of course. I believe cum tastes more or less the same; not that I have ever tasted cum, but I assume so.
We resumed walking. The restaurant was now fifty yards away.
“He went down on me,” Ella said.
“Did he?” I asked.
“Once. That’s when he gave me a hickey down there.”
“Did you enjoy it?”
“No!” she squalled, then quickly looked around and said with a lowered voice, “I hate hickeys!”
I whispered, “I meant: did you enjoy the cunnilingus?”
“Yeah, I liked it, but you are so much better at it. Joao stood no chance of impressing me. None of the times he did it. But I liked something else he did. Something you rarely do on me.”
“What’s that?”
She grabbed my hand to make me stop walking, raised herself to her toes, put her mouth to my ear and whispered, “Rimming!”
She let go of my hand, stepped back and stared at me, smiling.
“Ha-ha!” I laughed. “You like it?”
She nodded yes. There was a lustful glint in her eyes.
“I’ll do it only if you let me fuck you in the ass afterwards,” I whispered.
“Deal!” she said.
“Did you let him?”
“What?”
“Fuck you in the ass.”
“No!” she squawked, then murmured, “He’s too large for that! Not in a million years!”
I smiled. “You see? Sometimes smaller size is better.” I nodded towards my crotch.
“Hi-hi!” Ella giggled. “True to that!”
We resumed walking. When we reached the steps to the restaurant, we saw Gerhard waiting for us at a table on the outside veranda, drinking coffee and eating a croissant.
He waved at us, and we waved back at him.
“So he gave you rimming for free,” I whispered to Ella.
“Apparently not!” she whispered back. “Didn’t you see the hickey on my ass? It was his reward! As he told me.”
I shook my head. “How did he manage to do it there? I can’t fathom.”
“Suction power, I guess. It hurt.”
“Well, no pain, no gain.”
Ella giggled.
We went to the buffet and followed Gerhard’s example: we only took croissants and coffee. We joined him at the table, and even though Ella knew he knew about all she had done, she still blushed big time when she sat down and looked at him.
Gerhard smiled, put his hand on her leg and rubbed it, reaching way above her mid-thigh. “No need to be ashamed, Ella. I’m so very proud of you and Nick!”
“Right!” Ella said, ignoring his hand. “How have you been, Gerhard?” She took a bite from her croissant.
Gerhard let go of her thigh. “I viewed some properties yesterday. I liked a house in Santa Maria! I made an offer, and I think they’ll accept it.”
“Oh, wow!” Ella said with a full mouth. She swallowed, then asked, “How big is it?”
Gerhard went on to describe the house. He told us he would live permanently in Cape Verde. He was lecturing sexology for universities and writing cuckold books—work he could do remotely. Gerhard was so excited about living on the island that during breakfast and on our way to the pool, he talked nonstop about his plans for his new lifestyle.
As soon as we reached the pool, we lay down on the sun loungers reserved by Gerhard and me. Ella and I spent most of the morning and early afternoon sleeping. We had not slept much the previous two nights—especially Ella—and needed to recharge our batteries. We only woke up to visit the loo or drink a glass of wine or beer, which Gerhard kindly kept bringing for us from the pool bar. He was the most active of the three of us, even though he looked tired and, most of the time, he was napping too. At least he bothered to pop down to the swim-up bar while Ella and I waited lazily for him to bring us the drinks.
We chatted while drinking at the sun loungers, but neither Gerhard nor Ella raised the subject of her recent adventures even once. I didn’t talk about what we had done either. It didn’t mean I didn’t think about it. In fact, I was thinking about it all the time. I was especially turned on imagining what Ella felt between her legs after being fucked so thoroughly. And as a result, whenever I was awake, I had a constant hard-on.
At two o’clock, Ella and I decided we had been pampered enough by Gerhard and went to the swim-up bar with him. Having caught up with our sleep, Ella and I indulged in some serious cocktails. Gerhard also switched from beer to cocktails. Since most of the people had gone to watch or take part in some fun competition on the other side of the pool, we were almost alone at the bar, and Gerhard was able to tell us about some saucy adventures with his wife.
Listening to Gerhard made me even more turned on than I already had been when coming into the pool. And it appeared that his stories turned Ella on, too, judging by how she was smiling coyly and putting her hand on my upper thigh every now and then. On a few occasions, her hand slipped to my cock and brushed it teasingly.
We had spent about half an hour at the bar listening to stories from Gerhard and Monika’s sex life and were having a third round of cocktails when Gerhard made a reference to his new house in Cape Verde by saying, “In a way, it was Monika’s idea for a house in Cape Verde. She dreamt of a house with a pool bar. I might build one. I know it’s lavish, but why not?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not, indeed? If you can afford it.”
Gerhard turned to Ella. “What do you think, Ella?”
She said, “I think it’s a great idea! I quite like drinking and relaxing in the cool water.”
And that was when the subject of her adventure finally came up. I was the one to bring it up by saying, “Especially if you are overfucked! The cold water helps soothe the chafing, doesn’t it, honey?”
Ella slapped my wrist playfully. “Stop it! I’m not chafed!”
I chuckled. “He-he! Yes, you are!”
She giggled. “Hi-hi! Stop it! I’m not!” She looked at Gerhard and, smiling, said again, “I’m not.”
We all had drunk quite a lot in a short time and were more than tipsy. With it, and after listening to Gerhard’s sex stories, Ella and I had become super horny. And to my surprise, Gerhard had become horny too, and even playful.
He smiled at Ella and put his hand on her leg. “You sure?”
“Yes!” she said, suppressing a giggle.
“May I check?” he asked her and slid his hand between her thighs under the water.
I saw how his hand touched her pussy through her bikini bottom.
“Gerhard!” Ella squeaked, grabbed his hand, and removed it from between her legs. She giggled. “Hi-hi! What’s up with you?”
He grinned playfully and put his hand on the small of her back. “Nothing! Just wanted to check!” He leaned to her and whispered, “Maybe stretched out?”
Ella giggled again. “Hi-hi! That? Maybe! But I’m not”—she lowered her mouth to his ear—“chafed.”
“Yes, you are,” I said.
She turned to look at me. “I’m not, Nick!”
I giggled. “Hi-hi! Yes, you are! You said it when we left our room!”
She shook her head. “No, I didn’t!”
For some odd reason, she did not want to admit she had told me she was chafed.
I lowered my voice and said, “You said you were chafed, Ella.”
Ella stuck her tongue out at me. “Not anymore!”
Gerhard rubbed her back. “Does it mean you’re ready for more action down there?”
She turned to look at him. “I am, actually!”
He grinned a broad smile. “Your husband has been waiting to hear that!”
Ella looked at me.
We stared at each other for a few seconds before I said, “That’s true, hon. I can’t wait to reclaim you.”
She moved her face to mine, and we kissed.
When we broke the kiss, she said, “Let’s go for lunch first, shall we?”
Gerhard looked at his watch. “The main restaurant is closed now. You have to go to the grill-bar restaurant.”
“OK! The grill-bar restaurant it is!” I said and got up from the stool. “Let’s go!”
Ella got up too.
Ella and I headed for the pool ladder, but Gerhard wasn’t coming with us.
We stopped, and I asked him, “Gerhard, aren’t you coming?”
“Umm. . . . No. You two go!” he said. “I’m tired. I’ll have another drink here.”
“You sure?” Ella asked him.
He waved his hand. “Yeah. You two go ahead.”
“Do you want us to bring you something to eat?” I asked.
Gerhard thought for a second, then said, “Actually, yes, if you don’t mind. Chips. Salted. If that’s OK with you.”
“No problem at all,” I said. “Anything else?”
He smiled somewhat nervously. “No, that’s all. Thank you!”
Ella and I got out of the pool. We dried ourselves and headed for the grill-bar restaurant.




5.    Winding down





A friend in need

Ella and I were having lunch at a table on the restaurant terrace. We were very horny and were flirting non-stop, smiling and giggling, whispering saucy things to each other and making veiled references to what had happened in our room.
I couldn’t stop thinking that the woman across from me, looking at me with a playful smile on her face and a lustful spark in her eye, was my wife, who had been thoroughly fucked by another man. I couldn’t stop thinking that down there between her legs was her pussy, fucked by other men’s cocks. Down there, under her bikini bottom, was a pussy, stretched and creampied by someone else’s penis! Down there, squashed between her thighs, was a pussy that had given pleasure to other men! I kept thinking of that pussy. And I wanted to fuck that pussy. To fuck it with ferocity and eagerness like never before!
As we laughed and giggled, teased and joked, I couldn’t peel my eyes off the hickeys on Ella’s neck and wanted to suck her skin. I wanted to leave her love bites right next to Joao’s, maybe overlapping them a little as a mark of my possession. I wanted to put my stamp on top of his, symbolising my takeover. Ella’s breasts bobbing in her bikini top as she laughed also drew my gaze, and I thought of the love bites Joao had left on her boobs too. I was actually seeing the edge of one of the hickeys on her left breast peeking out of her bikini top each time she leaned across the table to playfully slap my arm or tickle me in the stomach. I wanted to squeeze her tit hard; I wanted to suck on the nipple, gently biting and smooching and leaving my love bite on top of Joao’s.
Watching Ella’s stomach muscles contract as she laughed at my latest joke evoked an image of her abs rubbing against my stomach. I imagined myself thrusting deep inside her pussy while she orgasmed on my cock, and I thought to myself: I shouldn’t wait any longer. I want to fuck her! I want to reclaim her! Now! I took my foot out of my sandal and reached my leg out under the table, sliding my foot between her thighs. Ella giggled and opened her legs. My toes touched her pussy through her bikini bottom. She squeezed her legs, trapping my foot between them.
“Shall we go to our room, honey?” I asked.
The lustful grin on Ella’s face grew wider. “What do you think?”
I smiled.
Ella released my foot, and I put it on the floor. I found the sandal and slid my foot back into it without taking my eyes off her face.
She dropped her utensils on her plate and said, “Let’s go!”
“Are we coming back to the pool afterwards?” I asked.
“Do we want to?”
“I’d rather spend the rest of the day in our room and at the lobby bar. I kinda had enough sunbathing.”
“Me too. Let’s get chips for Gerhard!”
We got up from the table. I went to the buffet bar, filled a cardboard box with chips for Gerhard, and we went back to the pool.
Gerhard was not at the swim-up bar or the sun loungers. However, his towels were on the loungers, his book and glasses were on the side table, and his beach bag was there, too. That meant he was somewhere around.
“Maybe he’s at the poolside bar,” I said. “Let’s go say goodbye.”
I put the box with the chips on the table and helped Ella fold our towels into our beach bag. I took the bag, and we went to the poolside bar to find Gerhard and let him know we wouldn’t be coming back to the pool.
However, Gerhard wasn’t there. Paulo was working at the bar and waved at us to come and see him.
Ella and I walked up to the bar counter.
“Gin Martini?” Paulo asked.
Ella smiled. “Thanks, Paulo, but we haven’t come to stay.”
Paulo looked over his shoulder to check if his boss was looking at him. Paulo’s manager was busy talking to clients on the other side of the bar.
Paulo looked back at Ella and me. “Would you like me to bring the cocktails to your loungers?”
Ella’s bikini top had sagged down a bit, revealing a good portion of her breasts, and Paulo ogled her cleavage.
His lustful look at her tits did not go unnoticed by her, and she fixed her bikini top, smiling at him. “No, thanks, Paulo. We’re going to our room. We came to check if Gerhard was here. Have you seen him?”
“Umm. . . .” Paulo paused to think, then pointed at the towel kiosk at the far corner of the pool. “I think I saw him running towards the towel kiosk a few minutes ago.”
Ella and I looked at the kiosk. What Paulo had just said didn’t make much sense, so we looked back at him, and Ella asked him, “You sure?”
“Yeah, I think so.” He nodded and smiled at her. “Ella, I could bring your drink to your room. Would you like me to do that?”
Ella smiled back. “No, thanks. Nick and I have had enough drinks already. We want to lay down and relax.”
Paulo cocked his head to one side, smiling. “I can offer a special relaxing massage. If you let me know which your room is, I can pop in after my shift. I finish in an hour.” He leaned to Ella and whispered, “I’ll do it for free!”
“Ha-ha!” Ella laughed. “Nothing’s free in this world, Paulo!”
Paulo reached over the counter and put his hand on her shoulder. “It will be free for you. It’s not money that I want from you, Ella.”
His lustful look left no doubt about what he hoped to get from her.
Ella put her hand on his and gently rubbed his knuckles before she pushed his hand off her shoulder and stepped back, smiling and saying, “Some other time, Paulo, some other time.”
She turned around and looked at the kiosk where Paulo had said Gerhard had run to. We couldn’t see anyone there, but the kiosk counter was facing away from the poolside bar, so Gerhard might have been queuing or chatting with the towel guy on the other side, and we couldn’t see him.
Why would Gerhard go there? I wondered. He’s left his towels on the loungers; he can’t be asking for more towels. It doesn’t make sense.
The pool had two towel kiosks. One was at the main stairs to the pool area and was much closer to the pool, the swim-up bar, and our sun loungers. Most people used that kiosk simply because it was more convenient to use. The second kiosk, which Paulo had pointed us to, was further away from the pool, next to some storage premises. The entrance to the pool from that side was through a tiny alley between these premises which people avoided because it was further away and not very pleasant compared to the main entrance. It didn’t make sense for Gerhard to have walked all the way to that kiosk instead of using the one next to the main stairs for whatever kiosk services he might have needed. Unless he had chosen the more remote kiosk because it was never busy.
Ella sighed. “Let’s go and check. We’ll leave our towels there.”
Ella and I headed for the kiosk.
“Bye, Ella!” Paulo shouted.
Ella just raised her hand and waved goodbye without turning to look at him.
There wasn’t anyone at the kiosk. The guy collecting the towels was not there either.
Ella asked me for the beach bag, and I gave it to her. She took out the towels and threw them over the counter onto the heap of used towels. She took two tokens from the counter so that we could check out at the reception the following day. We were about to walk around the kiosk for the exit from the pool area through the alley when we heard someone whispering our names: “Ella, Nick!”
We looked in the direction of the voice. It was coming from the semi-opened door on the side of the kiosk.
Gerhard was peeking his head out through the door and waving at us. “I’m here!”
“What the hell are you doing there, Gerhard?” I asked in a hushed voice, surprised to find our friend hiding in the kiosk amongst heaps of dirty towels.
“I’ve got a slight problem,” he whispered, pushing the door open. “Come in here! I’ll show you.”
Ella and I entered the kiosk, and he closed the door behind us.
There was just enough space for the three of us since the room was full of stacked linen and towels in trolley racks. It was semi-dark. The only light coming in was through a small pass-through window between the storage room where we were standing and the front room of the kiosk, where usually the towel guy stood and served the hotel guests.
“I’ve got a problem,” Gerhard said, nodding towards his crotch.
“God!” Ella squeaked and covered her mouth as she saw the tent in his trunks.
He shrugged his shoulders, smiling apologetically. “Can’t get it down.”
Ella uncovered her mouth and looked at Gerhard’s face with concern. “How did it happen?”
“It was you,” he said in a somewhat accusatory tone.
She raised her eyebrows. “Me?”
Gerhard nodded energetically. “Yes, you! I kinda wanted you when we were sitting at the swim-up bar, and yeah, it got hard. I hoped it would stand down after you’d gone, but it didn’t. I decided to run to my room. Thank God I keep my room key zipped in my trunks, so I did not have to walk to the loungers and parade my hard-on before the crowds at the main stairs. I grabbed a bar menu”— Gerhard nodded to a laminated cocktail menu thrown on a trolley rack—”walked straight through the pool to this end, got out and ran with the menu in front of me to cover my erection from view. I was about to take the alley when I saw a group of kids running in my direction. I turned back and saw that the kiosk door was open. The towel guy was not in the kiosk, so I ran inside for cover. I’ve been hiding here since then.”
I put our beach bag on a rack with towels and looked more carefully at the bulge in Gerhard’s trunks. He had a massive erection.
“Is it painful?” I asked.
Gerhard sighed. “A bit. But it’s not that. My heart’s too old for this. I’m getting dizzy.”
“Shall we call an ambulance?” Ella asked, worried about our friend.
Gerhard shook his head. “No! They’ll only make it worse with drugs. And I can’t take the shame; the whole hotel will laugh at me! No! I need a release.”
“A release? . . . Like. . . fucking a woman?” I asked, remembering what Agnete had told me about Gerhard’s ‘release’ practice.
Gerhard nodded yes and bit his lip nervously before saying, “My phone’s in the room. I planned to call someone. . . .” He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “But I don’t think I’ll make it to my room. My head is getting foggy.”
“Oh, Gerhard,” Ella whispered and put her hand on his chest. “Won’t it go away on its own?”
He sighed. “After hours. I might be dead by then.” He stared at Ella, biting his bottom lip, then sighed again. “Ella, would it be too much if I asked you for a favour?”
Ella stepped back, beginning to guess where this was going. “A favour?” she asked quietly. “Like, you mean like. . . .”
“I wouldn’t have asked if. . . .” Gerhard shrugged apologetically. “If it wasn’t. . . .” He looked at me and swallowed nervously, then looked back at Ella.
Now Ella looked at me.
I said quietly, “I can keep guard. In case someone comes. . . .“ I nodded towards the pass-through window. “I doubt the towel guy will turn up anytime soon.”
Gerhard grunted quietly. He sounded like he was in pain.
“Nick?” Ella murmured.
I whispered, “Don’t know, Ella. I guess you could. . . I mean. . . .” I shrugged my shoulders. “He’s in need of help.” I nodded at Gerhard’s cock.
A hotel guest came and swapped his towel himself for a token using the ‘self-service method’ that Ella had used for our towels. He didn’t notice us and walked away.
Ella put her hand on my shoulder and looked me in the eyes, whispering, “Nick, are you sure?”
“Well, . . . ,” I mumbled. “I guess a friend in need. . . .”
Ella let go of my shoulder, staring at me and standing still.
“You don’t need to be looking at me, Ella,” Gerhard whispered. “I can do it from behind.”
Ella kept her gaze on my face. Her breathing accelerated. She hesitated for a few more seconds, then, without saying a word, untied the strings of her bikini bottom, and it dropped to the ground, baring her ass and pussy.
She grabbed onto one of the racks, bent over and spread her legs, offering her pussy to Gerhard.
The old man pulled down his trunks, and his erect cock sprung out. Gerhard’s penis was of average size, maybe slightly bigger than mine.
He stepped behind Ella, put his hands on her butt cheeks, spread them to open better access to her pussy, and using only the movement of his pelvis, he positioned his cockhead at her pussy hole from behind. Ella flinched briefly at the touch of his cock on her labia.
Once he was certain his cock was right at Ella’s vaginal entrance, he let go of her bum and wrapped his arms around her waist from behind, placing his hands on her stomach. He thrust in, and Ella gasped as he penetrated her.
Gerhard thrust in again and stayed still for a few seconds. Then he began fucking Ella from behind.
She pressed her lips together and, looking at the towels in front of her, tried to hold tight to the rack and stay steady as the old man thrust in and out of her pussy.
Gerhard fucked her for five minutes, and she began moaning quietly. She didn’t want to, but she couldn’t help the sensations in her pussy generated by his cock.
I saw a couple walking towards us and whispered, “Someone’s coming.”
Ella put one hand over her mouth to suppress her moans while Gerhard slowed down his thrusts to minimise the noise.
The couple swapped their towels for clean ones themselves without noticing us.
“All clear,” I whispered once the couple had gone away.
Gerhard resumed thrusting at full speed while Ella uncovered her mouth and grabbed hold of the towel rack with two hands again.
“Getting there,” Gerhard said through huffs and puffs.
After another couple minutes of constant thrusting in her pussy, Ella had an orgasm. She shuddered, letting out quiet moans.
Her orgasm passed, and Gerhard was still ploughing away in her pussy. The old man was sweating but kept fucking her without a break.
Ella steadied her grip on the rack and puffed. “How much longer, Gerhard?”
“Almost there, Ella,“ Gerhard murmured, increasing his thrust speed.
“Someone’s coming,” I whispered, and Gerhard stopped thrusting.
He leaned on Ella’s back and tried to suppress his heavy breathing. Ella also pressed her lips together, making sure no noise came out of her mouth. There was complete silence in the kiosk for a few seconds, and then we sighed in relief. We were not discovered again, and the old man stood straight and resumed thrusting.
He fucked Ella for another five minutes, and she had another orgasm. This time, the contractions of her vagina around Gerhard’s shaft were enough stimulation for him to start cumming. Thrusting frantically and grunting quietly, he unloaded his spunk into her vagina.
Ella’s orgasm passed. Gerhard also finished emptying himself and stopped thrusting but did not withdraw his cock from her pussy. He leaned forward and rested his head on her back. Panting heavily, he whispered, “Thank you!”
He stayed still, trying to catch his breath. His face was covered in sweat. He was shaking out of exhaustion, his forehead rubbing against Ella’s back, smearing sweat on her skin. Ella surely felt it but did not move. She knew the old man needed to rest and let him stay like that with his cock deep inside her vagina, patiently waiting for him to calm down.
After resting for about a minute, Gerhard finally raised his head and stood straight. He pulled his semi-erect cock out of Ella’s pussy, let go of her waist and murmured, “Thank you! It feels so much better.”
Ella didn’t say anything. She took a clean towel and wiped off Gerhard’s cum leaking from her pussy. He hadn’t deposited vast amounts of it, as older men produce much less sperm, but there was still enough to drip.
Gerhard pulled up his trunks. “I’ll take a taxi to Santa Maria right now and buy you the pill.”
Ella turned around and looked at him. “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “I’ll take a pill tomorrow when I’m in London.” She bent over, picked up her bikini thong, pulled it up and tied the strings at her hips. She looked at Gerhard’s crotch. “You better now?”
“Yes, thank you,” Gerhard replied.
Ella adjusted the triangle of fabric covering her pussy. “You fuck well, Gerhard.”
Gerhard smiled. “Thank you!”
I picked up our beach bag and said, “I guess we’d better go now.”
“Yeah,” Gerhard agreed with me and turned around. He opened the door and looked outside. When he saw no one was coming, he got out, and Ella and I followed him.
Gerhard closed the door and looked at the bag in my hand. “By the looks of it, you are going to your room.”  
Ella and I looked at each other. She smiled, and I smiled back at her.
Ella looked at Gerhard and said, “Nick and I were heading to our room to fuck before we saw you.”
The old man made an apologetic face. “I’m sorry you have to postpone it a little because of me. I mean, now that you did it with me. I guess.”
“Oh, no!” Ella waved dismissively and smiled. She put her mouth to his ear and whispered, “Gerhard, I’m multi-orgasmic. And look at Nick!” She looked at me and giggled.
I had a tent in my trunks.
“Ha-ha!” Gerhard laughed, looking at my erection. “Don’t waste time, then!”
Ella pulled her head back and, with her eyes gleaming, chirruped, “We won’t!”
“Oh, just before you go,” Gerhard said. “Would you like to meet afterwards? At dinner?”
“Yeah!” Ella nodded. “Let’s meet at dinner.”
“Is seven o’clock a good time?” he asked.
“Seven it is!” she said and hooked her arm under mine.
We left Gerhard at the pool and headed to our hotel room.




Reclaiming

We didn’t talk, just walked fast, and less than ten minutes later, we were in our room.
I sat on the edge of the bed while Ella took off her bikini.
I expected her to take a shower, but instead, she climbed on the bed and said, “Do you intend to fuck me with your trunks on, Nick?”
“Aren’t you taking a shower first?” I asked.
“The shower can wait.”
“But—”
“Come! I’ll show you a new sex position that Joao taught me!”
Ella lay on her back, raised her legs, and folded them over until her ankles were on either side of her head.
“God! I didn’t know you were so flexible!” I said, totally amazed by my wife’s newly revealed acrobatic skills.
“It’s called ‘the butter churner’,” she said, firming the grip of her hands on her hips. “Don’t ask me why!”
“Did you say Joao showed it to you?”
“Yeah! Apparently, it is one of the best for super-deep penetration. I want you to hit my C-spot.”
“Do you like it when your cervix gets hit?”
“Yeah.” Ella puffed air out. “Come on! Are you gonna fuck me or not? I may get a neck cramp! I’m not as flexible as your Agnete!”
My jaw dropped.
Ella smiled at me. “Come fuck me! I’m reclaiming you, Nick!”
“How. . . how do you know about Agnete?”
“She texted Joao, and he told me.” Ella puffed air out again. “Get on the bed and stand over me! Squat up and down! Go slowly but deep!”
“And you’re not mad at me?”
“I was but decided to forgive you. However, I warn you! If you do it again behind my back, you’re toast!”
I wasn’t keen to discuss the matter further. Nor I had time to contemplate why Agnete had told Joao while she had told me not to tell anyone.
I removed my trunks, got on the bed, stood over Ella and, angling my erect cock downwards, squatted and penetrated her from above. My dick went deep into her vagina, all the way to my balls.
“Urgh!” she moaned. “I love it!”
Fucking Ella by squatting up and down was challenging, to say the least. For both her and me. Especially since the mattress was wobbling. The position is more suitable for a couch, floor, or something with a more stable surface than a mattress.
Regardless of the difficulty, it was super-hot keeping eye contact with Ella, going deep in her pussy, slamming my pelvis against her puffed-up pussy lips, and feeling my balls squash against her soft perineum. This way of fucking was straining, but it was worth it for the incredible sensations it gave her and me.
I had been fucking Ella for less than two minutes, and she began shaking in a powerful orgasm, shouting loudly, “Oh, my God!”
My balls also erupted at the same time. Thus, within two or three minutes after I had penetrated her, I pulled my cock out of her and slumped on my back next to her. She dropped her legs on the bed.
“God! Nick,” she said, still panting, “this was something! Did you like it?”
“Oh, yeah!” I said. “Though, I need to strengthen my glutes and quadriceps.”
“You’d better do it because I discovered I love c-orgasms, and this is the best way for you to give them to me!”
“Well, otherwise, we need to look for men with longer cocks like Joao’s.”
“I haven’t decided on that, Nick,” Ella said and sat up. “Let’s shower and go for a coffee, shall we?”
She got off the bed and entered the bathroom.
It was half past four when I also got out of the shower. Then Ella’s mum called, and Ella spent half an hour talking to her and the kids while I caught up with the news on the TV. When Ella’s call finished, we decided to cancel the coffee and watch Ella’s favourite show on the Internet. We were remarkably relaxed and content, considering what we had done. There was no recrimination, no regrets. We were cuddling together on the bed and watching the show on Ella’s phone. To be more precise, Ella was watching it. I didn’t care about the show. I was interested in her. I was hugging her, savouring the warmth of her body and feeling up her breast, or rubbing her thigh, thinking how much her pussy had been fucked recently. I was gradually getting more and more turned on until, by the end of the second episode of the show, I was having a full-blown erection. I made sure Ella noticed my hard-on, and she smiled.
Unfortunately, it was nearing seven o’clock, and she rubbed my cock through my shorts, saying, “After dinner. Let’s not make Gerhard wait!”
We got up and left the room.
When we got to the restaurant, Gerhard was already there and waiting for us. Other than a brief blush on Ella’s face when her eyes met Gerhard’s while we were taking our seats at the table, none of us showed any embarrassment about what we had done in the towel kiosk. Perhaps what helped was a timely distraction by a call Gerhard received from his estate agent. The seller had accepted his offer. Gerhard was over the moon at the news. During the whole dinner, we talked about his new house. It turned out that he was buying a high-end property. As Agnete had told me, he was indeed quite well off if he could afford it. Gerhard needed to do only a minor renovation and reckoned he could move into his new house within a month. He invited Ella and me to visit and stay with him in his villa whenever we wanted. We did not promise we would be coming back to Sal, but we accepted his open invitation and exchanged phone numbers to keep in touch.
“Are you going to watch the show tonight?” Gerhard asked Ella when we finished dinner.
“Nah!” Ella waved her hand. “It’s kinda getting boring.” She got up from the table. “We are leaving tomorrow, and Nick and I plan to go to bed early”—Ella looked at me—“right, Nick?”
“Yeah,” I said and also stood up. “We have to get up earlier tomorrow. We’ve got to pack and check out.”
Ella added, “Our pickup is at 10 o’clock in the morning.”
“Will I see you at breakfast?” Gerhard asked.
Ella and I looked at each other again and smiled.
I turned to Gerhard and said, “We want to wake up early, but with us. . . . Hm. It’s gonna be chaotic. I don’t know when we’ll make it to breakfast, and you’re an early bird. Let’s say goodbye now!” I stretched my hand to him.
Instead of taking my hand, he said, “What about meeting at the lobby bar for a coffee before you leave?”
I looked at Ella. “What would you say, hon?”
She shrugged her shoulders. “Why not?”
I looked back at Gerhard. “Shall we say 9 o’clock?”
He nodded. “OK. See you tomorrow at 9!”
“See you tomorrow,” both Ella and I said and headed for the exit.
We had taken a few steps when we heard Gerhard call us. “Nick, Ella, wait a sec!”
We stopped and turned around. Gerhard was standing behind the back of his chair and smiling nervously.
“What is it?” I asked him.
“Hmm.” He cleared his throat, looked around to ensure no one was listening to us and said, “How shall I say this? About today. . . .” He paused and looked at Ella. “No. Let me go back a bit!” He bit his lower lip nervously before saying, “Look. My condition developed only after Monika died. I kinda have these rare moments, like this afternoon. It only happens when I am around women I like. And I really like you, Ella; hence what happened.”
“Ooh, Gerhard.” Ella smiled softly, touched by his admission, and walked up to him. “Gerhard, I’ve figured that out.” She smiled again and tapped his shoulder. “And I take it as a compliment.”
I walked up to Ella and Gerhard and said to him, “Buddy, no need to explain yourself. My wife has enamoured quite a few men recently.”
Ella blushed slightly but still smiled.
“I know, Nick. And I—an old man—became one of them,” he said and turned his attention back to Ella. “Ella, I really appreciate what you did for me back there.”
Ella blushed even more. “I’m happy I could help you, Gerhard.”
Gerhard looked around, then looked back at Ella, swallowed nervously and said quietly, “Look!” He stepped to one side of his chair and looked down at his crotch.
Ella and I followed his gaze.
There was a tent in his shorts.
“Again?!” Ella squeaked and covered her mouth with her hands.
Gerhard sighed. “Yep.” He looked at the table, and his glance fell on an empty plate. He took the plate and put it in front of his erection, then looked back at Ella. “Would it be too much if I asked you to let me. . . .” He paused and cleared his throat. “Hmm. To let me fuck you again?”
Ella uncovered her mouth and looked at me.
I shrugged my shoulders, meaning: what can you do?
She looked back at Gerhard and said, “I don’t think Nick and I will be coming to your villa, Gerhard. I can’t keep doing this for you.”
“I know,” he said humbly, then smiled and added, “Unless you become fat and ugly?”
“Ha-ha!” Ella burst into laughter and then, still smiling and shaking her head in amusement, said, “Come!”
She turned around, and we headed to our room, walking slowly so that Gerhard could keep up with us, holding the plate in front of his crotch and making tiny steps.
A few minutes later, we entered our room, and I closed the door.
Gerhard sighed in relief, lowered the plate and said, “Ella, we can do it as we did it in the kiosk, so you don’t have to look at my ugly old face while I’m fucking you.”
“Oh, come on! You’re not that old nor ugly,” Ella said and, smiling, unbuttoned her blouse and took it off, baring her boobs. She took off her sandals, followed by her skirt, and finally removed her knickers showing her pussy and ass. She climbed on the bed and turned to Gerhard. “Would you like me to ride you?”
“Yeah, that would be great!” he said, and a broad grin spread across his face. He went to the desk, put the plate on it and hastily removed his clothes, dropping them one by one on the chair next to the desk. Once he was naked, he turned around. His erect cock was sticking out, eager to fuck. He looked at Ella and smiled. “I’m ready!”
“So am I,” she said, smiling too.
Gerhard got on the bed and lay on his back. Ella straddled him above his crotch, squatted, took his erect cock in her hand, and positioned his cockhead at her pussy.
She looked at me. “Nick, get ready! If you want to fuck me, do it straight after I’m done with Gerhard. I want to go to bed early!” She looked at Gerhard and smiled. “Let’s take care of you now, shall we?”
“Agh!” Gerhard groaned, then smiled, too. “Yes, please!”
Ella rubbed his cockhead along her slit a few times, spreading her pussy lips with it, and after locating her vaginal opening, she slowly lowered herself, impaling her pussy on his cock.
Gerhard grunted with pleasure, “Urgh! You’re amazing, Ella! Thank you so much!”
Ella just smiled and kneeled. She leaned her hands back, grabbed Gerhard’s legs and began riding him.
I removed my clothes and waited for my turn, stroking my erect member as I watched Gerhard’s cock slide up and down my wife’s pussy.
This time, Gerhard did not last long. Within two or three minutes, he grabbed Ella’s hips and, grunting loudly, shot his load inside her.
As soon as he was done, Ella got off him. She put her hand under her pussy in case Gerhard’s cum leaked out.
Gerhard’s cock was still erect, sticking out as a pole.
“Will you be OK?” Ella asked him, looking at his hard penis.
“Oh, yeah!” Gerhard nodded. “I’m like the dogs. It takes some time, but it will go down now that I was attended to. Thank you, Ella! Thank you for all you did for me. You’re amazing!“
“Glad I was able to help, Gerhard,” she said and looked at me. “Shall we?”
“Yes, we shall!” I said. “Would you ride me?”
Ella nodded yes.
Gerhard got off the bed and went to the desk. He moved his clothes from the chair to the desk, sat in the chair and prepared to watch Ella and me fuck.
I climbed on the bed and lay on my back. Ella straddled me and impaled her pussy on my cock, the way she had done with Gerhard.
“May I film you?” we heard Gerhard asking us.
Ella looked over her shoulder at Gerhard. I also raised my head to look at him.
He had pulled his mobile phone out of the pocket of his shorts.
“It’s only for my consumption,” he said. Neither Ella nor I were saying anything, so he clarified, “Don’t worry. I won’t masturbate on you. As you know, I wouldn’t dare get an erection, for if I get one, masturbation doesn’t work. But I collect films of the hot women I have met in my life. I have a private collection.”
Ella sighed. “If I see myself on some website on the Internet, I’ll take the plane, come to Sal, find you and cut your balls off. Do you understand?”
Gerhard nodded. “Understood.” He opened the camera on his phone and began recording us.
Ella looked back at me. “Shall we?”
I smiled. “Yes, we shall!”
She rode me for about five minutes and shuddered in orgasm at the same time as I grabbed her tits, squeezed them and cried out, “Oh, Ella!” ejaculating a massive load of semen in her pussy.
Ella rode me for another couple of minutes until my cock turned soft. Then she rose, letting my manhood slip out of her vagina, and, holding her hand under her pussy not to let cum drop on the bed, she got off me, standing up.
Gerhard jumped off his chair. “I’ll give you a tissue!”
His cock was flaccid. Ella had helped the old man for a second time.
He put his phone on the desk, took a tissue from the tissue box, and walked to the edge of the bed. He stretched out his hand with the napkin to Ella. “Here!”
“Thanks!” Ella said and took the napkin from his hand.
“Paulo has been asking for you,” Gerhard said.
“Has he?” Ella said absentmindedly as she leaned her bum against the headboard, trying not to lose her balance on the mattress.
She looked down between her legs and, carefully opening her pussy lips with one hand, wiped her pussy with the tissue in her other hand.
Gerhard went to the desk, took his phone and shorts and said, “He likes you a lot. I met him this afternoon after you left the pool. I told him about Monika and me, and one thing led to another, and I mentioned that I kinda tried to mentor you. So, he asked me if you and Nick are in the lifestyle.”
“And what did you tell him?” Ella asked.
“That you are getting into it,” Gerhard replied.
Ella folded the tissue. “What else did he ask?”
Gerhard tucked his phone into his shorts pocket. “He asked whether you like black men.”
“I see,” Ella said and got off the bed. “What did you say?”
Gerhard put his shorts on the chair, saying, “That you like black men.”
Ella did not say anything. She went into the bathroom, and Gerhard followed her. I got off the bed and joined them.
Ella put the soiled tissue into the bin and sat on the toilet seat. She smiled. “It’s good for women to pee after sex to prevent cystitis.”
“I know,” Gerhard said. “Monika always peed after sex.”
Gerhard and I watched Ella pee. When she was done, she got up from the toilet seat, unrolled some toilet paper, carefully wiped her pussy, threw the soiled paper into the toilet, and flushed the water.
“Habits! I always wipe after a wee,” she said almost apologetically and smiled again. “I know I’ll wash my pussy in a second, but I still feel I have to wipe it.”
Gerhard opened the shower door for her. “Ella, we’re all slaves to our habits. It’s good, though, when they are good habits!”
Ella went into the shower and turned the water on. She washed her pussy, turned off the water, placed the shower head in the wall mount, got out of the shower cabin, took a towel, and began drying herself.
When she was done, she hung the towel, looked at Gerhard and asked him, “What else did Paulo ask you about me?”
Gerhard entered the shower and turned on the water. Ella leaned against the sink and watched him, waiting for his answer to her question.
He repeated her question to himself: “What else did he ask me?” He washed his cock quickly, turned off the water and placed the shower head in the mount. He got out of the shower cabin, took Ella’s towel from the hook, and began drying himself, saying, “Well, he asked me. . . .”
Gerhard did not finish his sentence. Instead, he held the shower door for me as I entered the shower. I washed my cock within seconds, popped out of the shower, and he passed me his towel.
Only then he looked at Ella and said, “He asked me if you like having sex with black men.”
Ella watched me dry myself without reacting to Gerhard’s words.
Gerhard added, “He also asked me if you like large cocks.”
Ella stretched her hand to take the towel from me. “Let me hang it for you, hon!”
I gave her the towel; she hung it, and we got out of the bathroom.
Gerhard put on his clothes and said, “What do you want me to tell Paulo, Ella?”  
Ella shrugged her shoulders. “Tell him what you think, Gerhard.”
Gerhard stood silent, looking at Ella as if he wanted to say something but was afraid to do so. He glanced briefly at me, then looked back at Ella.
Five, ten, fifteen seconds passed, and the old man was standing there, neither leaving nor taking a seat.
Probably a minute had passed before he finally said, “He wants to fuck you.”
“I know,” Ella said calmly.
Gerhard continued to stand and stare at Ella. Perhaps he expected her to say more in response to what he had just told her, but she stood there and held his gaze.
Realising she would not show any other reaction, he said briskly, “OK. I’d better get going.” He went to the door, put his hand on the door handle and looked at us over his shoulder. “Thank you for the help, Ella. And thank you, Nick, for the. . . . understanding!” He opened the door and looked at us again. “So, 9 am for coffee in the lobby?”
“9 o’clock for coffee,” I confirmed.
Ella smiled. “9 o’clock, Gerhard.”
“See you! Good night,” Gerhard said.
“Good night!” both Ella and I said, and he left the room.
Ella and I got on the bed and sat with our backs against the headboard. I turned the TV on and dimmed the lights. Ella cuddled up to me.
We could barely finish the movie and said good night to each other. I turned off the lights, and we fell asleep without bothering to even brush our teeth.




Departure  

As I had predicted, Ella and I overslept in the morning. We rushed with our morning routines, ran for breakfast, ate quickly, and returned to our room to pack our luggage.
It was ten to nine when we walked into the lobby, dragging our suitcases behind us.
Gerhard was already there, sitting at a table in the lobby-bar area and waiting for us.
“Good morning!” he greeted us.
“Morning, Gerhard!” Ella replied.
“We’re not late this time!” I said.
“Ha-ha!” Gerhard laughed. “No, you’re not! Shall we have coffee now, or do you want to check out first?”
Ella and I looked at the reception. It was busy. We looked at the lobby bar. There were only two people in the queue.
“Let’s have coffee,” I said and put my suitcase upright.
Ella put hers next to mine.
“What would you like?” Gerhard asked us as he stood up.
I waved my hand. “No, Gerhard. I’ll get us the coffee. What shall I get for you?”
“I need to stretch my legs,” he said. “I’ve been sitting at this table since 8 o’clock. What would you like?” He turned to Ella. “Ella?”
“A regular latte for me! Thank you, Gerhard,” she chirruped and sat at the table.
“Well, since you insist,” I said. “Double espresso for me. With two sugars.”
“One sugar for Nick!” Ella corrected me and, smiling softly, reached her hand to my stomach and rubbed it.
I smiled. “My wife is looking after me and watching my weight.”
Gerhard chuckled. “He-he! That’s what good wives do!”
I sat in the chair next to Ella.
Gerhard went to the bar, and Ella and I watched leisurely the other guests that were leaving the hotel with us converge in the lobby bar area dragging suitcases and bags. We had come just in time before the crowd had swarmed the bar.
Gerhard came back with a tray with four cups of coffee.
He put the tray on the table and said, “I got Paulo a cappuccino.”
Ella and I looked up at Gerhard, raising eyebrows.
He sat back in his chair across from Ella. “I hope you didn’t mind me inviting him to join us. He wanted to say goodbye.” Gerhard took one of the cups and put it in front of Ella. “This is your latte, Ella.” He took another cup with latte or cappuccino, placed it in front of the empty chair across from me and between him and Ella and explained, “I was at the pool this morning, putting down towels when Paulo turned up to prepare the swim-up bar. We had a brief chat, and when I told him you were leaving, he said he wanted to pop by to say goodbye.” Gerhard looked at his watch. “He should be with us any moment.”
Neither Ella nor I commented on Gerhard’s decision to invite Paulo. At the end of the day, Gerhard was free to do whatever he wanted. We took our cups and had just taken a sip when Paulo turned up from behind the columns at the gate to the terraces overlooking the hotel gardens.
“Hello, guys!” he greeted us. “I hope you don’t mind me joining you?”
“Hi, Paulo!” Ella greeted him with a polite smile.
“Please take a seat!” I nodded at the empty chair between Ella and Gerhard.
Paulo sat down and said, “Gerhard told me you were leaving, and I asked my boss for an early lunch break. I just wanted to wish you a safe flight and tell you I very much enjoyed our time at the Jacuzzi.”
Ella blushed. She must have remembered how her lips had wrapped around his fleshy cock and how his warm cockhead had filled up her mouth.
I chuckled. “He-he! We fooled around a little, didn’t we?”
“Hm.“ Gerhard cleared his throat and put his cup on the table. He looked at Ella and said, “It turns out Paulo knows Joao.”
“We know that,” I said. “Joao told us. They grew up together.”
A mischievous smile spread across Gerhard’s face. “They grew up together and also competed against each other.” Gerhard glanced at Paulo, then looked at Ella. “They competed recently, just before the pandemic. Paulo beat Joao to win first place.”
“What did you compete in?” I asked Paulo, starting to suspect the nature of the contest.
Instead of looking at me while answering my question, Paulo held his gaze on Ella and, smiling, leaned closer to her and whispered, “A cock size contest in Praia.”
Ella blushed but didn’t say anything.
Now Gerhard leaned to her from across the table and said quietly, “Paulo came first with the biggest cock in Cape Verde! Joao came second.”
Ella blushed profusely and covered her mouth with her hands. She sat back in her chair and stared at Paulo.
Another smile flickered at the corners of Paulo’s mouth.  
Ella grabbed the edge of the table with two hands and smiled, not taking her gaze off Paulo.
Paulo’s smile grew wider.
“Did you and Joao really do that?” she murmured.
Paulo nodded. “Yes, we did!”
“And he beat Joao by quite a margin,” Gerhard interjected and chuckled. “He-he! By a huge margin!” He tapped Paulo on the shoulder. “Tell them by how much!”
Paulo kept staring at Ella’s face. She was blushing profusely but smiling.
A few seconds passed before he said, “By an inch and a half in length and a point eight inches in circumference. It’s a huge difference at these levels. Especially for girth!”
“Hmm.” Gerhard cleared his throat. “So, Ella, Paulo wonders. . . he wonders. . . .“ Gerhard paused and smiled at Ella, who had just looked at him. He glanced at me, then looked back at Ella and said, “Paulo wonders if you ever wondered what it is to be fucked by the largest cock in Cape Verde.”
Ella’s face now turned crimson red, and she looked at me.
Not taking his gaze off Ella, Paulo leaned closer to her and took her hands in his.
Ella looked at Paulo. Her chest began moving up and down fast.
There was silence.
“You haven’t checked out of your room yet, have you?” Gerhard asked.
Ella looked at Gerhard and slowly shook her head from side to side. “No,” she said, barely audible.
She slipped her hands out of Paulo’s grip and looked at me.
I took out of my pocket one of the two key cards I had prepared for returning to the reception and put it on the table.
Ella raised her eyebrows. Her breathing was going really fast now. I could see her heart pumping in her chest through her light white blouse.
“It’s nine o’clock, honey. You have an hour,” I said.
Ella looked at the key card on the table. None of the four of us spoke. It was tense and erotic at the same time. Ella stared at the key card for a while, then looked at Paulo.
He smiled at her invitingly.
Ella looked away from him at the reception. Then she looked back at the key card. Her breathing was becoming heavier. She was struggling with temptation. She nibbled on her lower lip, not taking her eyes off the room key.
Ten, fifteen, thirty seconds passed. No one at the table was moving or making even the slightest noise.
Then, suddenly, Ella grabbed the key card and stood up. She looked at Paulo.
He stood up and, smiling, took her hand.
Ella looked at me. “Aren’t you coming?”
I shook my head. “No, I’ll have a drink with Gerhard. You go ahead.”
Ella pulled on Paulo’s hand, and they headed for the exit to the hotel grounds.
I watched them take the walkway to our hotel block and disappear behind the bushes. My erect cock was throbbing like mad. For some reason, I found that moment the most erotic in my whole experience in Cape Verde: watching my wife walk away with a man for one reason only—to experience what it was to be fucked by the largest cock in the country! At the same time, my stomach was churning. My head was spinning. My ears were ringing: My wife has just gone to get fucked by the largest cock in Cape Verde! I have let her do it without me watching!
“Cognac?” I heard Gerhard ask me, and his voice took me out of my trance-like state.
I looked at him and nodded yes.
I couldn’t stop thinking: Ella will be fucked by the black man with the biggest cock she’s ever seen! Bigger than Joao’s! Her pussy will be stretched out like never before! Should I be there and watch? There’s still time! Should I run after them? 
I stared at the exit to the hotel grounds, unable to move and unable to decide what to do. I don’t know how long I had stayed like that, but I only moved my gaze when Gerhard brought the drinks and sat in the chair next to me.
He raised his glass. “Cheers!”
I took my glass and drank.
Gerhard drank, too.
“We talked about it, didn’t we?” he said after he put his glass on the table. “Not being in that room and imagining what they are doing is a huge turn-on. It is the biggest turn-on in the cuckoldry if you ask me. Much bigger than if you were there and watched.”
“I know,” I said. “But it also hurts.”
“Well, as we said yesterday, pain is part of it, right? Let’s not talk for a while so that you can immerse yourself in your thoughts and savour the feeling!”
We sat without talking, drinking slowly.
I kept thinking about Ella and our holiday. I had discovered that she liked large black cocks. And she had just gone to try the biggest of them! I began imagining what she was doing with her black lover in our hotel room. I imagined how Paulo was fucking her. I imagined how she was taking his cock in. How she was panting, moaning, asking him to be gentle, pushing him gently in the chest to slow down. I imagined how her pussy stretched out around his cock, how she grunted, feeling slight pain and discomfort, how they paused, looking each other in the eyes and smiling, waiting for her vagina to relax around his girth and elongate to accommodate his length. I imagined all that, and my hard-on was killing me; my heart was pumping madly, trying to rip through my rib cage. My head was spinning.
I looked at my watch. It was nearing a quarter to ten. Forty minutes had passed. Gerhard had brought me another drink, I had finished it, and Ella and Paulo were still not coming back. I was getting worried. I noticed other couples and families pulling their suitcases to the front desk, checking out and getting ready for the pickup. Ella and I still had to check out!
“Another one?” Gerhard asked me.
“Yeah,” I replied.
He brought me the drink within a minute. He was quick now. No one was queuing at the bar anymore; everyone was making their way to the hotel entrance, expecting the shuttle to arrive any moment. I took the glass from Gerhard’s hand and drank the cognac in one go. It was my third glass of cognac. This time Gerhard hadn’t gotten a drink for himself.
He smiled, seeing me drink the cognac at once, and sat down.
I looked at my watch again. It was past a quarter to ten.
Gerhard put his hand on my knee. “It takes time. The first time. She needs to get used to him as a man, then to his cock size.”
I shifted in my chair nervously. “Yeah, but we’ll be late for the shuttle!”
“They’ll be in time! Relax!”
“How many times do you think he’s fucked her by now?”
“Twice!”
I looked at Gerhard. “You sure?”
He nodded. “Yes, absolutely sure!”
“How come you’re so confident?”
“How long did it take for her and Joao the first time?”
I thought awhile and said, “Umm. . . the first time, they were standing upright. Don’t know. It took him a while to penetrate her and for her to adjust to his size. Then he fucked her for about. . . . Don’t know. About ten minutes, through and through.”
“And the second time?” Gerhard asked.
“Oh. Quite a while. He fucked her brains out for at least half an hour. No! It was a good forty-five minutes. She orgasmed at least four times.”
“OK. Now do the maths, Nick! It will be the same with Paulo. In fact, it will be longer because she doesn’t know him as much as Joao, and Paulo’s bigger! Her pussy will need more time to stretch.
“True! She does it out of curiosity and wants to do it, but still, the first time, there is a lot of fear. These cocks are huge! We’re talking about porn star-size cocks! She will be nervous and struggle to relax because she knows it will hurt a little. And it hurts. Monika told me it always hurt when she took in a huge cock for the first time. Thus, the first time, Ella has gone for it, knowing there will be discomfort and hence wanting to be over with it quickly, and she’s done it quickly.
“However, the second time is very different. She wants to enjoy the sex. This is when she thinks, ‘Well, I got it in the first time, sure I can fit it in the second time. No need to be nervous.’ She’s more relaxed the second time around and goes for the longer run. Also, the guy has now had one release. He can last way longer. He knows how her pussy feels, and he knows she is already his. She won’t run away from him, so he does not need to rush it. They take their time the second time around, Nick. The second time is always the longest. It takes longer because that is when they really go for pleasure!”
I looked at my watch. It was twelve to ten, and there was no sign of Paulo and Ella.
Gerhard put his hand on my knee again and rubbed it. “Relax, man!”
I pushed his hand away. “How can I relax? We’ll be late! I’m gonna go and fetch her!”
“Let her enjoy the largest cock in Cape Verde, Nick! How often does she have a chance to be fucked by such a big cock like Paulo’s?“
“Well, pretty often, I’d say, in her case. First Joao, now Paulo. Two in three days. I can’t believe how lucky she is!”
“Well, it’s not all luck. At least not with Joao.”
I looked up at Gerhard. “What do you mean?”
A mischievous smile curved his lips. “What do you think were the odds that you and Ella stumbled upon Joao to sell you that tour?”
I stared at the old man.
His smile went bigger. “I called him when you darted off the swimming pool. He intercepted you on your way to the beach.”
I said quietly, not taking my eyes off Gerhard’s face, “He was on his phone before he came to offer us the tour.”
“Yep! On the phone with me. I was about to give him a description of your wife. But do you know what he said?”
I didn’t answer Gerhard’s question.
He continued, “He said, ‘No need! I see her. She can’t be missed. A real beauty!’ He cut the call off, and then it’s history!”
I was not saying anything and just kept looking at Gerhard.
“Are you mad with me?” he asked me.
I didn’t answer his question for a few seconds, then said, “No,” and looked at my watch again. “We’ll be late!”
I was about to get up from my chair to go to our room and call Ella when I saw her emerging from behind the bushes at the bend in the walkway, followed by Paulo.
I sighed in relief.
Paulo tried to catch up with her, but she scolded him, and he pulled back. She did not want people to notice she had returned to our room to be fucked by another man.
I watched Ella walk up the stairs and enter the lobby. And yes, I noticed: she was walking with small steps and was keeping her legs apart. My wife had been fucked big time and was feeling stretched out down there again, like the first time after Joao had fucked her.
She saw I was looking at her and smiled at me. I smiled back at her.
When Ella and Paulo reached our table, Ella looked at her watch and said, “Ten to ten. We are not late, are we?”
“Just in time,” I said. “How was it?”
Ella blushed. She looked at Paulo, and he smiled at her. She smiled back at him.
Paulo put his hand on the small of her back and said, “Tell him, Ella! Tell him what happened to you!”
Ella sat in her chair and said, “I’d never experienced anything like this.” She paused, looked around and whispered, “I squirted!”
I raised my eyebrows. “You did what?”
Ella smiled with an embarrassed smile and whispered again, a little louder, “I squirted. The poor cleaning lady!”
“He-he!” Gerhard chuckled and waved his hand. “She’s changing the bedsheets anyway. You’re checking out!”
Paulo took his seat across from Ella and asked her, “So, Ella, did you like it?”
Ella nodded yes. Then she put her hand on mine and said, “But he opened me like a tin can. I’m not sure how I’ll be able to walk today.”
Gerhard chuckled again. “He-he! You will. It passes!”
I rubbed her knuckles with the pad of my thumb. “More than Joao?”  
“Oh, yeah!” Ella said loudly, then lowered her voice. “The first time it really hurt, Nick! Like, I mean: hurt! And I was very wet. He was gentle, but”—she smiled at Paulo—“his thingy is really huge!”
Paulo smiled apologetically, shrugging his shoulders.
“Well, he said his was bigger than Joao’s,” I said.
Paulo chuckled. “He-he! By a lot. I did say I beat him by a lot, didn’t I?”
“So, how big is your cock, Paulo?” I asked.
“11 inches in length; 7.2 inches in girth,” Paulo announced with pride.
“His girth is phenomenal!” Gerhard interjected. “7.2 inches girth translates to 2.3 inches width. A can of coke is 2.6 inches at its widest point!”
“God!” slipped through Ella’s lips. She blushed. Smiling and puffing out air, she fluttered her hand in front of her face, simulating a fan.
“How many times did you do it?” I whispered.
“Two,” Ella said. “The second time was way better.”
“And longer?” Gerhard asked.
Ella looked at him and smiled. “Yeah, and longer.”
Gerhard winked at me. “I told you so!”
I asked Ella, “How did you do it?”
She looked around to make sure no one could overhear us and said, “The first time, he fucked me from behind, on the edge of the bed. He said I would open up easier that way. It did hurt, though. The second time, missionary, on the bed.”
“Did you use condoms?” I asked.
“No,” Paulo said, quickly adding, “Ella said she would take the pill in London.” He turned to Ella. “Didn’t you?”
Ella nodded yes.
The coach arrived, and Ella and I stood up. We said quick goodbyes to Gerhard and Paulo and rushed to check out at the reception.
We left for the airport, totally exhausted. Ella was very chafed this time. Paulo’s cock had made a real impact. Perhaps because they had to fit their fuck session into less than an hour and rushed it. Or, probably because, as Paulo had said, his cock was indeed a size bigger than Joao’s, and at that level, an inch or so made a huge difference. Whatever the reasons, I could tell by the way Ella walked that, this time, her pussy had taken a beating. So much so that when we got on the plane, she asked the stewardess for a glass and ice and went to the toilet. When Ella came back, she told me that she had used the ice, her airport security plastic bag and her eye mask to create an improvised ice pack on her pussy.




6.    Epilogue

I am writing this from Gerhard’s house in Santa Maria. Ella is sleeping in the other room, while Gerhard has taken Alex and Marta— our son and daughter, now ten and eight years old—for a walk on the beach, which is conveniently accessible from the back garden.
I am looking after Lucija—our four-month-old baby daughter—who is fast asleep. She seems to have settled quite well in her new bed. To be fair, so far, she has been remarkably well-behaved. Perhaps she senses this island is where her journey started a year and a month ago.
And indeed, she came to this world because of the wild adventure Ella and I had back then and an event that followed immediately after that. What happened was that we had just landed in London when we received a call that Ella’s mum had had a heart attack. Fortunately, my mother-in-law survived it and is OK now, but we had quite a scare, and in all the hassle and panic, Ella did not take the pill. And, of course, after so much fucking without protection, she got pregnant.
Then Ella and I had the hardest nine months of our lives. We ruled out abortion and spent endless hours trying to figure out what to tell our friends and relatives if the baby turned out to be Joao’s or Paulo’s. There was no way we could have convinced anyone that Ella’s and my genes could have produced a baby of mixed race. That meant we would have had to admit we had had an adventure in Cape Verde. And while our friends might have been more receptive, there was no way for our much more conservative relatives to accept what we had done. Extramarital relationships are a big no-no for them.
However, Ella and I sighed relief when Lucija was born because she was not of mixed race, so we did not have to explain what we had done during our holiday in Cape Verde. One concern of internal matter for Ella and me remained: the baby could be Mikkel’s, Johan’s or even Gerhard’s. So Ella and I did a paternity test of Lucija, and when the results came, we felt like the luckiest couple on the planet. Lucija was a hundred per cent mine!
Sperm competition definitely works! Despite all the odds stacked against me, I have outcompeted five other men and succeeded in impregnating my wife. However, while we were lucky once, we will not take a chance again. Now, both Ella and I are determined never to put ourselves in the hands of nature when it comes to pregnancies.
We had stayed in touch with Gerhard while in London, and when Lucija turned three months old, he renewed his invitation to visit him, and we accepted it. We survived the flight with three kids, and at two o’clock this afternoon, we arrived at Gerhard’s house. We plan to stay for four weeks, but we’ll see how it goes.
Gerhard’s place is large and spacious, so one would think we might feel overwhelmed by the excess space, but we won’t. There are three other guests in the house apart from us, and they permanently reside here. We haven’t seen them yet because they haven’t come back from work, but we know them quite well.
The first permanent guest in the house is Paulo. He quit his job in the hotel six months after Ella and I left Sal and now works as a tour guide like Joao. Paulo has moved to live in Gerhard’s house, free of rent.
The second permanent guest is Joao. For economy of scale—or, more likely, freeloading since Gerhard is not asking for rent and pays for food and everything, as far as I understand—Joao has also moved to live in Gerhard’s house.
Ella and I will see Joao and Paulo at five when they return from work, as Gerhard has told us. We haven’t explicitly discussed it, but it is clear they are going to fuck Ella tonight. Gerhard said it unambiguously in his message to me yesterday: ‘Joao and Paulo are looking forward to plenty of fun with Ella tomorrow’. And, I must admit, Joao and Paulo are not the only ones looking forward to having fun with my wife. Unfortunately, Ella ran out of milk and completely stopped breastfeeding last month, a bit prematurely. But on the positive side, as a result, her hormone levels have recovered, and she is horny as hell. As am I. Yes, Ella and I will have group sex with Joao and Paulo tonight. And not only tonight but every day of our stay.
My slight concern is how Ella and the third permanent guest in the house will get along. For the guest is Agnete, and she will come back from work at seven.
Agnete and Mikkel didn’t marry. They broke up the engagement a week after Ella and I left Sal. Since then, Agnete has moved to live with Gerhard. As he has hinted, this way is more convenient for him to fuck her whenever he needs. He has also implied that with Joao and Paulo now living in the house, she is having a great time. I assume they fuck her regularly. And I hope I will be able to fuck her, too. At least, Ella will not object, subject to some conditions. I have negotiated it.
What happened is that when we received Gerhard’s invitation, I brought Ella up to speed about the relationship between Agnete, Gerhard, Paulo and Joao. And, of course, I raised the question about Agnete and me. “You know, Ella,” I said, “if you and I play with our friends, Agnete may also want to participate. With so many people engaged in. . . you know what I am talking about—”
“You’re basically talking about an orgy, Nick,” Ella said.
“Well, a kind of.”
“Let me make it easier for you. I am fine with anything during an orgy as long as we follow these three rules. Number one: She does not touch me. I am not a lesbian. Two: You and she do whatever you do only with protection! Three: You do it only when I am there. Nothing happens behind my back! Clear?”
“Yes, absolutely. Hmm. Just about the first rule, though, I have this fantasy of watching—”
“No!”
“Even a kiss?”
Ella looked at me. “OK! I’ll be kissing her only while you are kissing Joao!”
“Fuck no!” I squeaked.
Ella smiled. “You see?”
I shut my mouth and resigned to the thought that I would never see action between my wife and Agnete.
So, setting aside the disappointment of excluding woman-on-woman action, I am looking forward to tonight. It seems all is set and agreed upon. Well, there is one last thing to be sorted out: the babysitter Gerhard has found for the kids. We still have to see and approve her. We are going to her house at six. I hope she is indeed suitable. According to Gerhard, she is the best babysitter on the island. Well, she’s undoubtedly the most expensive one, from what Gerhard has told me. Fortunately, he’s paying for her tonight! As he will be paying for her services whenever we need them, which I believe will be very often. Ella and I are lucky to have Gerhard as our friend. He will be paying for everything we need during our stay. His only condition is that Ella lets him fuck her whenever he’s in need, which should not be a problem. We’ve been there before. As Ella has said, he fucks well.
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Mila is unprepared for an encounter with a man like Jack, whose masculine appeal and charisma tempt her to cross lines she never dreamt of crossing. Jack is caught totally off guard when confronted by Mila, a wife so pretty, sexy and captivating that her spell makes him take risks he never thought he could. And Peter is surprised by how much witnessing the game of cat and mouse between Mila and Jack reignites his dormant hotwife fantasy.

Will Mila resist the urges and feelings the enigmatic stranger stirs in her? Will Jack be able to get what he wants from Mila without jeopardising his plans? Will Peter’s hotwife fantasy make him surrender his wife to Jack without a fight? What about the consequences of their actions?
An Affair In The Desert
 
When Dan and Abby go dune riding, little do they know that it is only the beginning of their adventure. Dan has always been proud of his virtuous wife, but will that change when they meet Khalid, a local young man who is not only handsome and charming but also enigmatic and provocative? How far will a sisters’ rivalry drive Abby to push her boundaries? Will a camel ride, followed by a romantic night under the stars, be enough to spark something between Abby and Khalid that will change Dan and Abby’s relationship forever?
When Khalid and his equally exotic and enigmatic friend, Omar, invite Dan and Abby to celebrate their business deal, Dan senses that there is a lot more to it than meets the eye, but what is it?
Abby and Dan blame the hot desert sun and the emotions of escaping death twice for clouding their judgment, but is it not their secret fantasies that ultimately drive their actions?
A Webcam Hotwife
 
Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?
A hotwife in lockdown
 
Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?
Cheating on my hotwife in the South of France
 
When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.
I cheated while hugging my husband
 
When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?
The Christmas Party: A hotwife story
 
Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possess.
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