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My husband’s
35th birthday was less than a week away; I hoped that the present I
got him wouldn’t lead to divorce!

I’d broached
the idea slowly, starting a couple of months ago. “Baby, let’s go
away for your birthday. Thirty-five is a big one. What do you
say?”

Kyle had
agreed, giving me a head nod before turning back to the college
football game on TV.

Last night on
date night, I’d said, “Can you take Friday the 17th off work? Your
birthday is the next day, the Saturday, but we need to leave Friday
morning. Can you do that?”

“Where are we
going?”

“It’s a
surprise.”

“You know I
don’t like surprises, Hope.”

“Trust me.
You’ll like this one.” I’d said it with more confidence than I
felt. I had no idea if he’d enjoy the vacation I had planned or
not.

I booked our
flight and made hotel reservations. And this morning I said to
Kyle, “Baby, it’s only a few days until your birthday. You getting
excited?”

He threw me a
half snarky, half sexy look. “Should I be?”

“Yes. You
should. Just a heads up - we need to be at the airport at 6:30
Friday morning.”

“Okay. Where
are we going?”

“Not too far.
It’s a six hour flight to get there but it’ll be worth it.”

“Beach clothes
or winter gear?”


“Beachwear.”

“Dressy?”

“Maybe one
outfit, in case we want to go out to a nice dinner.”

“Okay.”

Nothing else
was said until Thursday night. We’d both had a long day at work, me
as a nurse and Kyle as a high school counsellor. But there was no
time to unwind as we needed to pack. As Kyle rolled up a pair of
swim trunks and tucked them inside his bag, he asked, “Can you give
me a hint?”

“It’s in the
Caribbean,” I said, throwing him a bone.

“Which
island?”

I was hesitant
to tell him as I didn’t want him coercing the name of the resort
out of me and Googling it. In that case, I wasn’t sure he would go
on the vacation at all. “You’ll see soon enough,” I said.

Kyle put on his
best fake pouty face but I stayed strong, not divulging another
hint. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

“And we come
back Sunday night?”

“Yes. Our
flight lands at 8 p.m. Then it’s back to the grind Monday morning.
I do hope you enjoy your brief birthday getaway. Two days is better
than nothing.”

“True that,”
Kyle said before giving me a quick kiss and resuming his
packing.

 


#####

 


The flight to Nassau was uneventful, for which I was grateful.
I spotted the transfer bus to our resort once we stepped outside
into the humid air. The Playground
was plastered across one side the vehicle. As we
climbed aboard, Kyle asked, “We aren’t going to a place with a
bunch of screaming kids, are we?”

I knew he had a
low tolerance for whiny children, which was one of the many reasons
why I loved him. I didn’t have a maternal bone in my body and never
planned to have children of my own. Kyle and I were of the same
mind frame on that issue.

“On the
contrary, babe, it’s an adults only resort,” I replied.

“Thank God! The
thought of spending my birthday with a bunch of brats wasn’t doing
it for me.”

“Would I do
that to you?”

Kyle leaned
over and kissed me. “Thank you, sugar.”

“I just hope
you enjoy your birthday weekend.”

“I will. I’ve
got you and a beach. What more could a man want?”

Variety I thought to myself but wasn’t
ready to say out loud.

 


#####

 


Check-in at the
resort went smoothly. Thankfully no one mentioned the type of place
we were at. We dropped our bags off in our room, changed into our
swimwear, and made a beeline for the beach. We dove into the cool,
salty water, neither of us caring about the sting in our eyes or
the seaweed tickling our legs. We didn’t leave the refreshing water
until dusk crept upon us - living in landlocked Salt Lake City gave
us zero beach time, something we both loved.

We took turns
showering and then we dressed for dinner. I wore a short skirt and
sleeveless blouse in deference to the heat and humidity. Kyle put
on a pair of dress shorts and a button-down short-sleeved
shirt.

As we walked to
the resort’s dining area, Kyle and I kept getting interested
glances. I knew Kyle noticed it, too. Make or break time when I
spilled the news about where we were was rapidly approaching. A
flock of butterflies took off in my stomach.

Kyle is an
upstanding guy, always courteous and respectful. His like-minded
parents had taught him well. His strong values are a rarity these
days, I knew. If he ever cheated on me, I’d be the first to know as
his guilt would be too severe for him to keep the truth to himself
for long.

But he was
still a man. A virile and attractive man whose hard-on sometimes
seemed insatiable. We’d been married just over ten years and while
I satisfied him sexually, I couldn’t help but notice his eyes
lingering a little longer on attractive women. It wasn’t creepy or
salacious. In fact I doubted that anyone but me noticed. And I only
noticed because for the first seven or eight years of our marriage,
I never saw him look at a woman for more than a moment.

But nowadays,
if a woman with hard nipples or cleavage passed by, his eyes bore
into her chest for a few seconds. And his gaze would run up and
down the legs of women in short skirts. I knew he would never take
it any further than eye fucking but it made me realize that deep
inside that place where Kyle kept things secret, he likely yearned
to feel a woman’s body other than mine. Which brought us to this
weekend…

“Kyle, I have
something to tell you,” I said after we were seated at a table in a
quiet corner.

A look of alarm
crossed his face. “Oh God, are you sick? Don’t tell me you’re
sick.”

I smiled and
covered his hand with mine. “Nope, I’m totally fine. Clean bill of
health here. What I need to tell you is about this weekend.”

“Phew! You had
me scared for a minute there. What about this weekend?”

“This isn’t a
regular resort.”

Fear trickled
through his eyes. “Is it a resort for Jeffrey Dahmer fans or
something?”

“Nope. You’re
safe there. It’s a resort for swingers.”

It took a few
seconds but Kyle eventually clued in. “Swingers as in swingers?”
The last word was said with a sexy tone in his voice. “You mean
like leaving the garage door up a few inches kind of swingers?”

“You got
it.”

“What? Why?” he
asked, seemingly more curious than pissed off as he processed what
I’d said.

“Because I
thought you might like it here.”

“You thought
that I might like swinging?”

I gulped before
replying, “Yes.”

“Are you into
swinging?”

“I’m not sure.
I’ve never tried it. But I thought that for your birthday you might
like a little variety. Don’t you get tired of the same vagina over
and over again?”

Kyle rested his
hand on my forearm and gently stroked my skin. “No. Not when it’s
your vagina. I love every inch of your pussy.”

“Well, we don’t
have to swing. It’s optional. You can think about it. I know I’ve
just sprung a lot on you.”

“You did but
that’s okay. I love you for thinking of me. Now what do you say we
go fill our plates? I’m starving.”
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