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MY WIFE was on fire, and I couldn’t stop looking over at her.

A few times on our journey, I almost crashed the car. But stealing those glances as the setting sun splashed on her beautiful face as we drove over the bridge into Pebble Bay, was well worth the risk.

“Mike! Will you just keep your damn eyes on the road, please?!” she yelled one final time as I turned onto 44th street and crossed over Ocean Drive.

We were almost there.

“I'm sorry, babe. I just love the way the sun is hitting you right now. You’re glowing. Absolutely radiant. I’m helpless to resist.”

I could feel Vanessa rolling her eyes. But I also knew, that despite her best efforts, she loved the compliment.

But then I pushed a little too far.

“He’s not gonna be able to resist you either,” I said with a wry smile but I immediately regretted it as her body language changed entirely. My words did not land well.

“Mike. Stop. I already said no. It’s a crazy idea, can we just drop it? Please?

I sighed and shrugged as I made the final turn of our nearly three-hour drive.

Fine.

I pulled the car into 4434 Ocean Drive and parked in the driveway. It wasn’t quite beachfront, but it would do for a weekend getaway. Oh yes, I thought, it would do just fine.”

It was our first time away with just the two of us in a long, long time.

It was our first time in Pebble Bay in…well, nearly two decades.

We’d met there one fateful summer when we were just a couple of largely aimless twenty-somethings and managed to fall in love and stay that way all this time later.

Each of us was going into our senior year of college at our respective schools and had decided, like so many kids our age in the area we were from, to spend the summer bummin’ around at the shore.

Vanessa worked at a t-shirt shop on the boardwalk and I decided to put my many years of competitive swimming to good use and got a job as a lifeguard at the 44th street beach and spent my days soaking up rays, blowing my whistle and yelling at people to stay between the flags, and  of course, partying and chasing tail at night.

I was living the proverbial dream.

We did of course have to make the occasional rescue here and there, but it was never anything dramatic or a near miss. Most of the time, things were chill.

That is, until Vanessa whirled into my life like a category-five hurricane and never left. Storm Vanessa had blown herself out long ago, and only a quiet, serene calm remained. But the memories of that summer?

Phew. They felt like they could have been just yesterday, you know?

It’s quite a long story - the history of me and Vanessa - but suffice to say I fell in love with her long before she fell in love with me and, well…even when we were dating, I knew.

I always knew. Right from the start.

How can I put this delicately?

Vanessa was an insatiable slut.

But I mean that in the best possible way if you can believe that.

One man could never be enough for her. Until…one day, it was. And it just so happened to be me. Mike DiOrio from Woodbridge, NJ and Vanessa Rossi from Paramus.

The two of us became one.

Suddenly it was just us.

Until the end.

Until death do us part.

Funny thing was…it never bothered me. People think I’m being funny when I say that but the fact that we were dating and I was still in love with her while she ran around and fucked other guys wasn’t a big deal.

You want to know the truth?

It made me love her more.

I loved knowing that she had an insatiable thirst for dick. I loved knowing that no matter how many times I gave it to her and believe me, I gave it to her good (still do), she still needed more, and more, and more.

Unil, like I said, one day…she just didn’t.

Vaness also knew this about me.

Certainly not back then. I was too insecure to admit it out loud to anyone when I was in my twenties. Least of all the woman I loved. What would she think of me?

But as I grew - as I became a man, you might say - I became confident in who I was and what I was about.

And one day, I simply just told her.

I can’t remember exactly how the conversation started, but I know it ended with the two of us between the sheets and fucked out of our minds after we had the best sex we’d ever had.

While we made hard, passionate love, I told her how much it turned me on to think about her with other men. Of her cheating on me that summer when we were supposed to be exclusive. Of how it used to make me so hard that I either had to jack off or go looking for her so I could fuck her brains out and remind her that she may need a lot of dick, but that mine was certainly one of the dicks she needed inside her regularly.

The dirty talk seemed to awaken something inside her that day. It turned her on like nothing I’d ever seen before.

But after the high and excitement of our orgasms subsided, things got a little weird. And they’d stayed that way.

Vanessa admitted it was hot, but not something she wanted to make a regular (or even semi-regular) part of our sex life.

“I think once was enough for me,” she said, which made my heart sink (and my cock deflate).

But I was relentless. I just wasn’t buying it. I had seen what my words did to her and I couldn’t unsee it.

I especially noticed when I mentioned him. The he in question that I mentioned to Vanessa as we pulled into our beach house for the weekend. The one who was a crazy idea that I should simply just drop.

Paul Quinn.

One of Vanessa’s (many) ex-lovers from that magical summer. But while he was one of many, I’d venture to say he was inside of Vanessa more than any man. Perhaps, I thought, that even after nearly two decades of marriage, my cock was still just catching up to the amount of times Paul Quinn’s cock had pummeled my wife’s pussy.

You might think that sad or enraging, but not at all. It thrilled me to no end.

Paul Quinn was a fellow lifeguard. He worked with me at the 44th street beach but he was also a captain (or something like that) which meant he was basically my boss.

He was a few years older than us and a townie. He lived in Pebble Bay year round.

And he was the definition of an alpha. Easily over six-foot-four with a huge, hulking frame and arms that would make Thor blush. Arms that were covered from shoulder to wrist in sleeves of ink. His back was covered and nearly his entire torso, even his eight-pack of abs, was covered in tattoos.

I was in decent shape myself (though no tattoos to speak of) and being a young, handsome, well-built lifeguard got you a certain amount of attention from the ladies, no doubt about it.

But the attention Paul Quinn got?

Everyone else paled in comparison.

It got to the point that girls were showing up at lifeguard offices on 55th street to try to steal a glance at the schedule to find out when Paul was working and at what beach he’d be posting up. Usually, it was with me at 44th street and boy, did it get crowded on the days we worked together.

People were packed in like sardines on the sand those days, let me tell you.

Paull Quinn could have any girl (or woman, and trust me there were plenty of lonely, bored housewives who let Paul Quinn distract them from their boring husbands and stressful families) that he wanted.

And he did. He got around just as much if not more than Vanessa. But they also couldn’t quit each other. No matter how hard they may have tried.

I also learned from Vanessa that Paul’s muscles weren’t the only huge thing about him. I suppose I already knew that too though. I could always feel how loose her pussy was after she’d been with Paul.

Another thing that thrilled me to no end. Some people call it sloppy seconds. But that’s too derogatory for me and I don’t like the connotation.

Silk seconds. Has a much better ring to it, doesn’t it?

That’s how I liked to think of it.

Anyway, about a year ago I managed to get Vanessa to explore my fantasy with me one more time. It was my birthday and I used that to my full advantage.

She asked me what I wanted and so after a bottle of red, one night, I told her.

“I want you to tell me about the best sex you ever had…” I whispered, “with anyone but me. It can’t be me.”

She cocked her head to the side and frowned.

“Mike, I thought we talked about this. I don’t want to go down that road…”

She looked away, I could see she was conflicted.

“Come on, baby. It’s my birthday. You asked me what I wanted, so this is it. I want you to get me hard and give me a handjob while you tell me a dirty story.”

She bit her lip and folded her arms.

“Fine. But I’m going to need a little more wine first.”

I smiled.

“Deal.”

Eventually, we got around to it and ever since that night, I can’t get the idea of her and Paul together out of my mind.

She said he was easily ten inches long and thick too. She said he always made her cum the best, better than anyone before or since. Including me. That little detail crushed me and drove me wild at the same time.

She also said it was hard picking just one time, because they were always so good. But finally she settled on a delicious little memory of a night her and Paul spent on the beach, under the boardwalk, late into the night, fucking over and over and over again.

Vanessa wasn’t sure how many times Paul had made her cum that night. She said she lost count after seven.

“Seven?!” I exclaimed. She bit her lip and nodded.

I never came harder in my life after she told me that.

But every time since then that I’ve brought it up, she always shuts me down.

“It’s not your birthday today is it?” she always says. But at least she says it with a smile and there’s always a faint glimmer in her eye. Maybe I’m imagining it, but I don’t think I am. It’s there somewhere, deep down. That burning desire to have him inside her again.

I mean, how could it not be?

And that weekend in Pebble Bay, I was determined to bring it out of her again.

Not in some fantasy role playing, but in real life.

Paul Quinn never left Pebble Bay. He never stopped being a surf-bum-lifeguarding-townie. He was older now, sure. Early 40’s. But he was still in phenomenal shape from years of paddling and rowing and swimming and living an easy, stress free life where the pussy was always abundant and plentiful.

Paul Quinn was still, in short, Paul Quinn. The ripped, inked up lifeguard that every woman in their right mind wanted to sleep with. More than that, they wanted to be ravaged by him. Treated like nothing more than tiny fuck dolls for him to use and abuse as he saw fit.

They all wanted that, still, after all these years.

And I knew, Vanessa was no different.

In fact, as I would come to find out. She wanted it more badly than anyone else.

That’s why she was fighting me so hard.

She was afraid of what it might awaken inside her.
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THE WINE WAS FLOWING as we sat on the deck listening to the waves crash just beyond the dunes. We were dozens of blocks from the boardwalk and so it was a relatively quiet Friday night in Pebble Bay as far as we were concerned.

It was warm too. Still well into the 80’s as the clock approached 9:00 PM. Vanessa was wearing a bikini top and jean shorts as she sat next to me sipping a glass of white wine and I could tell she was getting tipsy.

“God, it feels so weird being back here,” she said, “doesn’t it?”

I shrugged.

“I guess so. Kinda feels like it was just yesterday though too.”

She laughed.

“If only it was,” she said with a smile.

Then she turned to me, studying my face.

“What are you thinking about?”

The question caught me off guard.

“Huh? What do you mean?”

She frowned.

“Come on, Mike. We’ve been married for how long now? I can tell when you’re off somewhere else. What are you thinking about?”

I shook my head and looked away from her and out toward the ocean. Like I said, we weren’t beach front but at the right angle, you could see past the block of houses in front of us and over the dunes just enough to make out the white caps crashing down on the darkened shoreline.

“Well, I’d love to tell you. But you told me to drop it, remember?”

Once more, I could feel her rolling her eyes. But there was something different about it this time. Like it was…I don’t know, more of an act than it usually was. Like she knew I was going to say that and now she was feigning annoyance because she felt she had to, but really, deep down…she wanted to hear me say it.

How I got all that from an eye roll I didn’t even see but just felt? Well, when you’re married for nearly twenty years, you’ll understand.

“Seriously, Mike?” she said finally, but again it was different than her normal tone. It was a facsimile of her normal tone. An imitation of it. An act.

“Seriously,” I said without looking away from the ocean. I took a casual sip of my wine.

She sighed deeply.

“I just don’t get it,” she said, still staring at me. But her tone had changed. Suddenly, she was…curious maybe?

“I’ve explained it before,” I started.

“Only during sex,” she said quickly. “And you haven’t really ever explained it…not the why of it. You talk about it a lot, sure. But…”

I froze.

“What do you mean?”

But I knew what she meant and she was right. We’d never really had a conversation about it that didn’t occur between the proverbial sheets.

“I mean,” she sighed and shook her head, “look, I guess I’ve had a few glasses of wine and I’mm curious…so I’m giving you an opening to really help me understand it.”

I hesitated. I wasn’t prepared for this.

“Come on,” she said, poking a finger in my side. “Shoot your shot. Why does the idea of me fucking someone else turn you on so much?”

Blood rushed to my cock as it twitched between my legs.

I took a sharp inhale through my nose and breathed out slowly.

“Okay, uhh,” I cleared my throat as I searched for how to begin. “I guess, I don’t know…it’s complicated. There isn’t any one reason…there’s a multitude.”

“Pick one of them then and start there,” she said, picking up the bottle from the deck surface and topping off her glass.

“Fine. Hmm, let’s see…I think sluttiness is hot. It’s always thrown around about women like it’s some kind of insult but, I don’t know, it always turned me on to know a girl was getting around. The thought of it just…I don’t know.”

“Really?” she said, arching an eyebrow. “Tell me more.”

Gulp. My cock was getting harder now and it was difficult to focus.

“Alright, let’s see…I think psychologically it does something to me too, you know? Or maybe it’s biological. The competition. Like the jealousy and the anger gets funneled into some sexually charged super power and it just – look on the nights when you were with him and you’d come back to my place…I always felt like…”

“It was the best sex ever,” Vanessa said finishing my sentence. It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact.

I looked over and she was biting her bottom lip. Her chest was rising and falling with her ragged heavy breath.

“Exactly. And I could always tell, you know? You were always so…”

“Stretched out,” she whispered, almost moaning it into the salty night air.

My cock reached maximum hardness at that point. I nodded.

“And it didn’t make you mad, it just–”

“No, I was mad…some level. But in a competitive way. In a way that made me need to have you right then and there. To reclaim you as my own and remind you that you may think you needed his dick regularly. And that was fine. But I wanted to remind you that you needed my dick as well.”

Vanessa shuddered and drew in a sharp breath.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“what?  What is it?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, putting her head in her hand and looking away. “Maybe it’s this place…being back here, I don’t know…”

“Talk to me,” I said. “What is it?”

Suddenly she stood up.

“I need to get fucked. Right now.”

There was a hard edge to her voice. One I hadn’t heard in many years. It was the way she used to talk. So matter of fact and carefree about it.

I didn’t think my cock could get any harder, but just then it did.

She reached for my hand and pulled me to my feet.

“Come on, come fuck me,” she whispered.

I stood up and she immediately saw my bulge.

She gasped and put a hand over her mouth.

“What?” I said sheepishly. “You know what talking about this stuff does to me.”

She was staring intently at my package.

“I know, I guess…it’s just still surprising. You really would want me to do it again, huh? You’d want me to fuck Paul Quinn? Right in front of you?”

“Yes,” I said. No hesitation. No remorse. “Now, let’s go inside so I can fuck your brains out.”

I gave her a firm, open palm slap on the ass.

Vanessa yelped with delight as she led me inside our beach house and toward the back bedroom.
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“SAY THAT AGAIN,” I said breathlessly as we switched positions in the bed. Vanessa was on top and I’d turned the tables on her so-to-speak by flipping her over so that she was now under me and I was on top. And I did it quite smoothly if I do say so myself.

Vanessa smiled up at me playfully. Her body was trembling beneath my weight. I could feel the warmth of her bare skin against mine. Her tits were perfect mounds rising and falling in rhythm with her breathing. Her dark brown hair fell around her in messy tangles. Pink, luscious lips sparkled in the moonlight.

“Say what again?” they whispered, teasing me.

She knew damn well what I was asking. But she was going to make me work for it.

I didn’t know what had gotten into her. The wine?

Couldn’t be that. It wasn’t like we didn’t imbibe at home. Besides, she’d only had a few glasses and she was perfectly lucid.

There was something else going on. Something else had changed.

Could it really be this place? Pebble Bay?

Being back after all those many years?

Was that enough to get her to revert back to her old ways and desires?

Just like that?

Was it really that simple?

I shook my head.

Focus.

“How many times did he make you cum?” I whispered as I began to thrust my pole inside her once again. Her velvety wetness was warm and right as it enveloped the skin of my shaft.

“You mean how many times did his huge fucking cock make me cum? Is that what you wanna hear, Mike?”

I gritted my teeth and nodded as I pounded her harder.

“Fuck, I miss that big, fat cock of his. It always hurt so fucking good…mmmm, he really knew how to fuck me.”

She dug her nails into my back as she was nearing orgasm. She leaned her head up and pressed her wet lips against my ear.

“Knew how to fuck me like a real man,” she said and then bit my ear lobe gently and sucked on it.

Her words sent me into overdrive and I began to go all out.

Vanessa’s lips parted and let go of my ear as her head dropped back down onto the pillow with a soft thud as she began to moan loudly, calling my name, and begging me to fuck her harder.

Then she was cumming. It was loud and hard at first. The first shock wave had her shrieking like a banshee. But as it subsided, it became quiet and soft. Almost soundless aside from a faint whimper as the second shock wave caused her body to convulse and shake beneath me as I still pounded away at her insides.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she whispered. “This is bad.”

“What’s bad?” I asked, not slowing my rut.

“This…these ideas you’re putting in my head. I don’t think you understand.”

I grunted. I was hard as a rock and couldn’t care less. The thought of her with Paul was as intoxicating substance as I’d ever found and it was clouding my judgment, sure. For better or worse. I didn’t care.

“I want you to be bad…” I said, as I started pounding her faster again, ramping her up for another orgasm. She closed her eyes tightly, trying to fight it as she put her index finger in her mouth and bit down gently on her knuckles. “I want you to be bad for me.”

“Yeah, baby?” she said breathlessly, suddenly grabbing my ass cheeks and digging in her nails. “You want me to be a bad girl for you? You really think you can handle that?”

I grunted a yes as I felt her cool nails breaking the flesh of my cheeks.

“Show me, baby. Show me how bad you want me to be for you…”

“Oh fuck,” I said.

“Oh fuck is right, you’re so hard Mike….I’ve never felt you like this before. You’re going so deep. Not as deep as Paul but…”

“Fuuuuuckkk,” I said as I could no longer hold it in. My orgasm frothed forth from the tip of my shaft and began spewing seed inside Vanessa’s writhing, cumming body.

She wailed and moaned like a whore again as the feeling of my warmth filled her tummy and spread.

“Oh Mike,” she scream, “yes, fuck that feel so good. Oh, it’s so warm inside me.”

I collapsed in a heap next to her on the bed.

It was only just past 9:30 PM.

And our night was only just beginning.

. . .

WE LAY IN BED TOGETHER, basking in our shared postcoital glow. I stroked Vanessa’s arm with my index finger as I held her close to me.

“He’s still here you know,” I said, breaking the silence.

“Huh?” Vanessa said, snapping out of whatever daydream she was in.

“Paul. He still lives here. Works here.”

Vanessa nodded. She knew.

Of course she did. With social media these days, you basically always knew what people were up to. Where they lived, where they went. Married or not. Kids or no kids. You never really fell out of touch with anyone if you didn’t want to.

Then she laughed.

“What?”

“I bet if we went down to The Boulevard right now we’d find him drinking there. Just like the old days.”

“Wow,” I whispered. “Now there’s a name.”

The Boulevard was a seedy dive down by the boards between tenth and eleventh street. Paul Quinn and his rough and rowdy crew of legal-drinking age lifeguards used to go there nearly every night.

I still remember Vanessa showing me the fake ID she’d borrowed from a friend to try to get in. Not that she ever needed it. They never carded anyone at The Boulevard.

“Yeah. We used to have a lot of fun at that place,” she said wistfully.

My cock instantly stiffened.

“That’s funny,” I said, turning toward her. “I don’t remember ever going there with you. I mean, I’m sure we did once or twice…but, memories…nothing concrete.”

Vanessa blushed.

Then stammered.

“I…really? I thought we…no? Are you sure?”

I grabbed her hand and placed it on my hard cock.

“Are you sure?” I said with a wry smile. She resisted a little, but didn’t pull away. I felt her curious grip on my suddenly rock hard cock.

“Mike? What do you mean?”

“I mean, are you sure you aren’t thinking of the time you spent there with Paul? Didn’t he fuck you in the bathroom once?”

Vanessa froze.

“Who told you that?” she whispered, I thought she would drop my cock and run away. But she didn’t. She was shocked and surprised but her body loosened and opened up to me.

“Doesn’t matter. Is it true?” I asked. I could barely contain my excitement. The thought of her in that filthy place with Paul Quinn’s ripped and tattooed body pressed up against hers while he railed her in the bathroom stall was almost too much to take.

Vanessa thought for a moment and bit her lip.

“Mmm, not exactly…” she said with a mischievous smile and paused mid-thought.

Then she paused and looked down at my engorged cock in her hand and gave it a squeeze.

“Wow…this really does it for you, huh?”

“I wasn’t lying’,” I said.

“And you still…you still…love me?”

I shook my head.

“No, Vanessa…”I said and paused for effect. Before her face could fall, I delivered the quick follow up. “I love you more because of it.”

Her smile grew ten sizes. Her grip increased in kind. And she began to stroke too.

“God,” she said, shaking her head.

“What?”

“I don’t know. I guess it’s just this place but…this is really turning me on,” she said and kissed me. She gently bit my lower lip as I pulled away.

“It’s turning me on too,” I said, rolling on top of her and preparing to enter her wet slit once more.

She squealed with pleasure.

“Now, what is it you were about to tell me?”

She hesitated for a moment.

I could tell she was nervous. Unsure. She was liking it and finally opening up, but she was still on guard. Waiting for me to get mad or otherwise pull the rug out from under her.

“It’s ok, Vanessa. Really…”

I slid my cock inside her, causing her to shut her eyes and wrap her arms around my back as I made soft, gentle love to her.

“Well,” she started. “Paul did fuck me in the bathroom…but, well…it wasn’t just Paul.”

Gulp.

I almost passed out from the surge of adrenaline that shot through my body.

“Who else?”

“I don’t know…everyone. There were so many, I lost count. They…”

“They what?”

“They just ran a train on me that night. Whoever wanted to come in, well…I sucked and fucked whoever walked through that door. I don’t think I even knew who half of them were.”

“Oh fuck, Vanessa…” I whispered as I shot a second load deep inside her.
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WE WERE BOTH DRUNK with lust as we walked away from our house on 44th and Ocean and towards the bright glow of the boardwalk in the distance. It was only about thirty blocks and the blocks in Pebble Bay were relatively short ones. It wouldn’t be that long until we reached our destination.

I can’t remember who suggested it first but I think it was Vanessa.

“And just to be clear, I just want to go have a drink and see if we can see him. That’s all. Nothing more than that,” she said as we got dressed and got ready to walk to The Boulevard for a beer.

“Okay,” I said, not quite believing my ears. “And what if we do see him…”

Vanessa bit her lip and shrugged.

“Only one way to find out,” she said as she pulled my baggy hoodie over her blue bikini top. She grabbed her jean shorts and pulled them on.

She looked so sexy and cute with an oversized top and tight denim shorts. It wasn’t cold out, but it didn’t matter. It was quintessential shore attire.

“Ready?” she said with a smirk.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

And there we were. With each block, we got closer and closer to the great unknown.

What were we going to do if we saw Paul Quinn?

What indeed?

…

THE PLACE WASN’T TOO CROWDED. We ducked in and made our way to the bar. There were a few patrons shooting pool and the tables were dotted with customers eating food. Probably, every other table had someone or a group of people seated at it.

The bar however, was packed. Luckily, Vanessa and I managed to snag the only two available seats. Squeezed right in the middle between two older, heavier gentlemen.

“See him anywhere?” I whispered as we walked across the room. I don’t think everyone was looking at us. But it sure felt like it.

“No,” she hissed in response.

We sat down at the bar and were immediately greeted by the bartender.

“Evening folks, how are you all doing?” he said with a smile. He was taller, about mid forties, forearms covered in black and gray ink. He smiled at us.

I wondered if anyone here would recognize us. Or, more likely Vanessa. After the story she’d told me, I wondered if…

“Hey, aren’t you Vanessa Rossi? Holy shit. You are –”

Vanessa smirked and held up her left hand and wiggled her ring finger.

“Vanessa DiOrio now, actually,” she said and looked over at me.

I was probably wearing the dumbest look imaginable at that moment. Stunned into stupid silence by the events that were unfolding before me.

Vanessa studied him for a moment as he looked at her ring, then over at me.

His face changed.

“Oh, I see. Well, you probably don’t remember me but uh…”

“Sure I do,” Vanessa shot back casually. “How ya doin’ Teddy?”

Teddy looked around.

Then looked back at me. He seemed to change his mind on whatever he was about to say at that moment and simply sighed.

“I’m here ain’t I? What can you get for you guys?”

We ordered a couple of beers and Teddy went to retrieve them.

I turned to look at Vanessa wide eyed.

“I thought you said you didn’t recognize anyone?”

“I didn’t. Not when you asked. How was I supposed to know Teddy Cooper was still tending bar here? I couldn’t see him until we sat down.”

I cleared my throat.

“How did you know him?”

“He’s friends with Paul,” she said.

Gulp.

“Was he…” I lowered my voice and looked around, trying to find the sign for the restrooms. “Was he part of uhh, you know?”

Vanessa followed my gaze and found the restroom sign before I did.

She raised her eyebrows and shrugged.

“I don’t know. Maybe…” then she thought for a moment. “Probably.”

Her face lit up with a devilish grin as Teddy returned with our beers.

My blood was running both hot and cold as my heart thrummed in my ears. Reality was setting in and I was beginning to wonder if any of this was such a good idea after all.

The problem was, deep down, I already knew it was too late. We’d reached the point of no return even though we hadn’t even seen Paul yet.

Once we went into that place – The Boulevard – it was like we were in the belly of the whale. We couldn’t exactly just walk back out and go back to our normal lives.

Teddy slid the beers across the bar and eyed us suspiciously. I watched his eyes dart back and forth between me and my wife.

“Relax, Teddy,” Vanessa said finally. “This is my husband Mike. He was a lifeguard with Paul back in the day. There isn’t much he doesn’t know. So, you can quit acting weird.”

Teddy’s face relaxed.

“Really?” he said, arching an eyebrow and suddenly looking at Vanessa with very hungry eyes. I wondered if they were the eyes of a man who was fantasizing about a first bite of the apple or the eyes of a man who remembered well what the sweet juices tasted like and wouldn’t mind tasting them again.

And what did she mean by much? There wasn’t much I didn’t know? What else didn’t I know?

I felt my cock getting hard beneath the bar.

“Yeah, man,” I said. Trying to play it cool.

“So, you were friends with Paul?” he asked.

“I don’t know about friends but, yeah…we knew each other.”

Teddy shook his head in disbelief.

“Vanessa Rossi,” he muttered then gave a chuckle. “Well, you’re both in luck. Paul will probably be here in another, oh twenty minutes I’d say.”

My blood suddenly ran cold but Vanessa seemed cool as a cucumber. It was odd. Something changed when we walked into that dive bar. Something shifted. She was different. More confident. Cocky even. Like she was looking for trouble or a good time or maybe both.

I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. All I knew was it was making me nervous and turning me on at the same time.

Teddy finally left us to our beer while he tended to the other patrons at the bar.

I took a long pull on mine. Then looked over at Vanessa.

“So, what are we gonna do?”

Vanessa took a long sip of her beer and shrugged.

“What do you want to do? This was all your idea, remember?”

I thought for a moment. Why was I nervous and anxious? This was all my idea. This was what I wanted, wasn’t it? I wanted Vanessa to return to her roots. To the slut she once was. When she couldn’t get enough dick and we had the best sex of our lives.

Suddenly I got an idea.

I stood up and leaned over to whisper in her ear.

“Meet me in the bathroom in two minutes. I want you to show me something…” I said and nibbled on her ear. I felt the skin of her neck break out in gooseflesh.

She bit her bottom lip and nodded slightly.

As I walked away, I felt every single set of eyes in that place suddenly fixate upon me as I walked toward the bathroom.

I heard Teddy mutter something under his breath but couldn’t quite make it out.

But in about twenty minutes or so, I would have a pretty good idea.
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THE BATHROOM WAS FILTHY, but at least it smelled nice. Someone had taken the care to plug an automatic air freshener in by the sink. Too bad they didn’t think about actually cleaning the place. Still, there was something about it…the filth that is. That added to the appeal.

This was the place huh?

The place where my wife had taken all comers (or was it cummers? Heh heh) and let an uncountable group of mostly strangers run a train on her.

A shiver went down my spine and a warm tingle - or more like crackle - shot through my cock and I was instantly hard.

“You wanted this,” I whispered as I got a look at myself in the dingy, foggy mirror above the sink.

As I took a deep exhale, the door to the bathroom sprung open and there was Vanessa.

She’d taken the hoodie off and, I presumed, left it at the bar. She was back in her bikini top and jean shorts, tits practically popping out of the thing. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say they’d grown during our walk over to The Boulevard.

“Hey stranger,” she whispered as she walked toward me. It was show time. “What did you want to show me?”

I looked at the door, searching for a lock. Vanessa followed my eyes.

“Lock’s busted,” she matter of factly. Then pointed to the stall.

The light above the stall was out and it was dark.

I pushed open the door and it creaked on old hinges. I went inside and Vanessa followed.

Surprisingly, the toilet itself was clean, though old and in need of some care.

Vanessa pushed the door closed behind me and locked it.

“Take your cock out,” she whispered, as she grabbed my belt.

I reached out and ripped her bikini top off. Her tits sprang out and I fondled one with my left hand, squeezing and pinching her nipple as she undid my belt.

My cock sprang out in much the same way her tits had and she giggled as she wrapped her hand around it.

“Wow,” she whispered, looking around, “I can’t believe we’re in here. This is so fucking hot.”

It occurred to me for the first time then that she still had my cum drying inside her womb and for the first time, I also wondered if mine would be the only load she carried inside her that night or if there would be others.

Then I saw it.

On the right wall of the stall, facing the door that led back into the bar area, was a hole. It was about waist-high and wide enough for someone to stick their…

“What is that?” I asked suddenly and pointed to the hole.

Vanessa looked back over her shoulder as she still held my cock in her hand, stroking it gently with her body pressed up against mine.

She smirked.

“Exactly what you think it is…” she whispered and turned to kiss me with wet lips.

“Is that how you…?”

She nodded.

“So, what…one guy in here and another there?”

Vanessa shuddered as I forced her to relive the lewd memory.

“Yeah,” she said, looking around. “Or sometimes two or three in here and one out there.” Then she tapped a spot further down on the spa wall where there was another hole, similar in size. “Or two out there.”

She shrugged again as it was my turn to shudder.

“Fuck that’s so wrong, but it’s so hot,” I said.

“I know,” she whispered as she let go of my cock and slipped her jean shorts off and let them fall to the filthy, grimy floor below.

She rested her hands on the back tank of the toilet and bent over so that her ass was facing me.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. Just like that. No foreplay. No beating around the bush. Just fuck me.

I reached out and felt her pussy. She was drenched.

Again, I reminded myself again this was all my idea. So rather than stand there and be shocked that I’d gotten just what I asked for, I decided to go with it.

I stepped up behind her and once again slid my rock hard prick into her wet slit and slowly began to thrust in and out of her.

I watched her knuckles turn a pale white as she gripped the back of the toilet harder and shut her eyes.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered. “Fuck yes.”

I grunted and began to thrust a little harder.

The lewd depravity of the scene before me was almost too much to handle. There we were in the filth and grime of a public restroom in the mother of all dive bars and we were fucking.

How did Vanessa go from no way, I don’t want to talk about it to this in a matter of hours? Was returning to Pebble Bay really all it took?

The answer, once again, was apparently so.

Just when I was getting up my speed and developing a good rhythm to my rut, the door to the bathroom slammed open and I heard footsteps on the cracked tile floor.

My heart leapt up into my throat.

No knock?

What the hell.

Then I heard a man whistle.

“Well, well, well…” a voice said as the footsteps got closer and closer. “Now, just what do we have here?”

The footsteps got closer and closer until they stopped.

Right next to the stall.

Vanessa looked back over her shoulder at me as a pair of work boots were now visible, standing right next to us, beyond the stall wall.

Everything else happened quickly.

The sound of a zipper being unzipped.

A hand rummaging around in boxer-briefs.

A hard cock flopping out and sliding through the hole until it was practically poking Vanessa in the face.
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WITHOUT A WORD or a moment’s hesitation, Vanessa opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the head of the random cock that had just appeared through the hole in the bathroom stall and began to suck.

“Uhnn,” the man grunted. “God damn, got to be my lucky day.”

Holy shit.

Chills reverberated up and down my body.

Was this really happening?

I wondered with sudden dread if it was Paul Quinn standing outside the stall with his cock through the hole. But then I looked at the man’s cock again and decided not.

He wasn’t exactly large. In fact, I would say he was somewhat below average if I had to guess.

But he was hard as a rock and based on the noises he was making, he was thoroughly enjoying Vanessa’s mouth.

After a few moments of sucking him off, Vanessa spat him out and turned to look at me. Her eyes narrowed and she all but scowled at me.

“What are you doing? Keep fucking me,” she hissed.

I shook my head and tried to refocus. My cock was still hard and still inside her. She was wet and getting wetter as she went back to sucking the random cock-in-the-wall.

“Heh-heh, better do what she says buddy. Don’t want to mess with a bitch in heat like this,” the man said playfully through the wall.

Was it Teddy? Nah. I’d only heard him speak a few sentences but surely that wasn’t him.

I swallowed hard and turned my head to look down at the hour glass shape of my wife’s body as she bucked and writhed back against me.

Finally, I began to thrust again as she started moaning with the random stranger’s fleshy pencil grasped firmly in her slutty little mouth.

After a few moments, he began to breathe heavily and started grunting.

“Shit, I’m ‘bout to cum,” he said, “fuck, yessss.”

“Mmmm,” Vanessa moaned as she sucked harder and faster when she heard he was close to busting. “Mmmmmmmmmmmmm.”

She was gobbling and sucking vigorously as I kept fucking her from behind. I watched her cheeks hollow out as she extracted his seed and swallowed every last drop.

When she let go of his dick, there wasn’t a trace of jizz anywhere.

“Mmm, thank you,” she said and kissed the head of his deflating cock with her lips.

Then, just as quickly as it appeared, it disappeared.

“No, thank you,” the gentleman’s voice called as he walked away.

The door swung open and he was gone.

But things were only just getting started as I heard two more sets of feet entering.

I gulped hard as Vanessa looked back at me and blew me a kiss.

Before I had time to contemplate what was happening, another cock, pink, fleshy and fat slid through the hole from which the other, smaller cock had just departed.

“Just like old times, eh Vanessa?”

The voice was unmistakable. It was Teddy.

“If you say so, Teddy,” she said and grabbed his cock and started stroking it. “Who else is out there?”

The question was cool and casual. Not a trace of real interest. Just like she was asking about the weather.

“Say hi to my boy, DJ,” Teddy said.

And with that, a big, long black cock slid through the other hole in the wall.

Vanessa’s face lit up with surprise and delight.

“Holy shit,” she whispered and reached out with her other free hand to stroke the newcomer.

I was now fucking her while she stroked off two cocks at the same time.

Cocks that were poking through holes in the bathroom stall.

The filthy, grunge lined bathroom of a dive bar we hadn’t been to in nearly twenty years.

Vanessa’s body shuddered as I slammed forcefully into her backside.

“Fuck,” she said, then looked up at Teddy’s cock and put it in her mouth.

I heard him grunt and moan as my wife’s lips enveloped his pole.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she slurped him, “it’s been a long time since I had a BBC.”

Gulp. My cock throbbed and lurched and almost gave up the goods. But I managed to get myself under control.

“Oh yeah?” the man to whom the black cock was attached asked. “You want to feel one in your pussy?”

Vanessa’s eyes went wide and so did mine.

“Oh fuck yeah,” she said without a moments hesitation.

“Whoah, whoah,” Teddy said, “can I get a little before that beast stretches you out?”

Vanessa rolled her eyes.

“Fuck off Teddy. If my mouth isn’t good enough for you, you can leave.”

Teddy chuckled and scoffed.

“Some things never change. Worth a shot though.”

Vanessa turned and looked back at me while she lazily jerked Teddy’s prick.

“I’m gonna fuck him now, ok?” she said and nodded with her head toward DJ’s big, black cock that hung triumphantly from the stall wall.

“Uhh, yeah. Sure, ok,” I said.

She pushed herself off my cock and then turned around to face the wall. She lifted up one leg and braced herself on the back of the toilet seat. She reached down between her legs and grabbed the dark member, gazing down to admire it before slipping it in her wet slit and pressing back against it.

Vanessa shuddered as the cock split her in two. She closed her eyes tightly and squeezed Teddy’s cock. I was standing there, watching, totally enthralled with the scene - one I had been so desperate to bring to life - and I did the only thing I could think to do.

I started jerking off.

My fingers wrapped around my pulsing cock and my hand began to massage my shaft as I watched Vanessa make a big, black cock disappear between her legs as she jerked Teddy the bartender off. I could see neither of the men’s faces, only their cocks and what they were doing to my beautiful wife.

Vanessa’s eyes snapped open and she saw me jerking off.

A wicked smile crept across her lips and she bit down on the bottom one.

“Fuck, Mike…that’s so hot,” she whispered, still bucking her hips back against the stall wall. “I’ve never had anyone just watch and jerk off to me before. Dirty boy…”

“You like it?” I whispered.

She nodded.

“Keep stroking it while I fuck this big, black cock. That’s it baby,” she said.

Her words of encouragement turned me on even more. I stroked furiously while I watched the lewd scene.

Then I heard Teddy grunting as his cock began to lurch and spew in my wife’s hand. She began laughing as his cum spilled forth from his cock and onto the dirty floor below.

“Never could last very long, could you Teddy?”

He mumbled something under his breath and then his cock was withdrawing from the hole in the wall as I heard him zip up his pants and quietly, perhaps shamefully, exit the bathroom.

Vanessa went back to backing her ass up, basically shaking and grinding it against the bathroom wall as the big, dark cock - BBC as she’d called it, brought her to the edge of an orgasm.

“Fuck this feels so good,” she whispered as she bucks her hips up and down on his shaft, still grabbing tightly to the back of the toilet seat while I stood there jerking off.

She locked eyes with me once more. She looked down at my cock and stared at the motion of my hand as I pleasured myself while she received a kind of pleasure I could only imagine.

“Mike,” she whispered, “this is soooooo hot. I love having you watch me like this. I never knew…I never…oh, fuck. Oh fuck! I’m cummmmmming,” she cried, snapping her head back, mouth open in a long, low moan as she let the orgasm overtake her body.

“Shit, now I’m about to cum,” DJ said.

Vanessa quickly hopped off and squatted down below the hole in the stall to receive his load. With a loud almost-growl, DJ unleashed his semen into Vanessa’s mouth with throbbing pulses that seemed to go on for thirty seconds or more.

DJ exited as quietly as Teddy had and suddenly, Vanessa and I were once again all alone in the dirty bathroom stall of an old diver bar from our past. Vaness was squatted on the floor as I jerked my cock, she was licking up what little still remained of DJ’s load and swallowing it with greed.

“Fuck me,” she whispered, “Fuck me now.”

I took one step toward her, but before I could get any closer, the door to the bathroom seemed to cave in on hinges as it exploded open with a loud boom and bang.

Footsteps thudded on the grimy tile floor.

And I already knew who it was.

The presence in the air was undeniable.

“It’s Paul,” Vanessa whispered.

The man that was approaching the stall chuckled casually.

“That’s right,” he whispered back. “It’s me, Vanessa.”

My insides twisted into a knot as he continued approaching.
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“WELL, WELL, WELL,” he said as he rounded the stall and knocked lightly on the door. Even before I could see it, I could feel it. He was big. Of course, I remembered him being a large human all those years ago, but it seemed he’d grown even since then as he stood outside the stall, like the big, bad wolf, ready to huff and puff and blow the stall down.

Vanessa put her hand over her mouth and stifled a shocked laugh.

“Is this really happening?” she whispered to me.

I shrugged. At this point, I wasn’t totally convinced it wasn’t a dream, but if it was, I certainly didn’t want to wake up from it.

“Oh yeah, it’s really happening, baby,” Paul said. He was standing still now, waiting. I could hear his steady breath. “Who’s in there with you, Vanessa? I think they’ve had enough fun for now, don’t you? I think it’s my turn…”

Vanessa stood up and pushed past me, getting ready to open the door. Then she paused and turned back to me.

“Are you sure about this?”

I nodded vigorously. More than anything in the world, I was sure.

“Because,” she continued, she held eye contact with me for a few long seconds before finally looking down at the ground, “Because…once I open that door – well, let’s just say you haven’t seen anything yet.”

Paul sighed.

“Who are you talking to in there?”

Vanessa looked at me, waiting for a reaction.

I had no idea what she was alluding to, but I sure wanted to find out.

“It’s ok,” I said, “open it.”

Vanessa bit her bottom lip and nodded, then turned and undid the latch on the stall door.

It groaned on its hinges as it swung open to reveal him. Paul Quinn. In the tattoo-covered flesh. After all these years.

He’d aged but he wore it well. It made him more rugged and more handsome in a lot of ways.

I could feel Vanessa’s energy change the second she laid eyes on him.

His hulking frame stood, blocking out the overhead light like a big, dark cloud passing over the sun in the middle of a hot afternoon.

He was wearing a gray tank top and blue jeans with tan work boots. His body was covered in ink from wrist to pec before they disappeared beneath his tattered tank.

“Oh Vanessa,” he growled. She stood before him, quivering in awe and longing. “You look good enough to eat, baby,” he said. His piercing blue eyes staring at her, hungry as all get out, unflinching in their desire to tear into her.

“Miss me?” he said, taking a step closer to her.

Without hesitation, she said the sexiest thing I’d ever heard in my life up to that point.

“I missed your big, fat cock,” she whispered, tilting her head toward his package.

Paul finally seemed to remember that there was another person in the room: me.

He cocked his head to the side as if he recognized me and couldn’t quite place it. Which is exactly what was happening.

“That’s my husband, Paul,” Vanessa said without much emotion. “Remember Mike DiOrio?”

Paul was momentarily stunned as the wheels turned in his head.

“Husband? Holy shit. Wait, what?”

Then he smacked his forehead.

“Holy shit! Mikey DiOrio? That’s right. I fucking forgot all about you. I didn’t know you guys got married.”

“How’s it going Paul?” I said a little sheepishly.

“Wait, so…you’re married?”

All of the edge seemed to drain out of his voice.

Vanessa reached out and put a hand on his forearm.

“It’s cool, Paul…he knows all about our history and well…I told him a few stories.”

“Stories?” he said with a wry smile.

“What kind of stories?”

“Hot ones,” she whispered. “And he really, really likes hearing them. Isn’t that right, Mike?”

My cock, which had been half-deflated, began its reinflation process with great speed.

I gulped and nodded.

Vanessa and Paul both watched as I got harder and harder.

Paul blinked unbelievingly.

“Seriously? Like, what? He wants to see the real thing, that what this is?”

“Well, he just watched me take three cocks before you came in and he seemed to be enjoying it. But I really want to show him what I get like with a real man’s cock. A cock like yours Paul.”

She pressed her body up against his and began to rub his crotch.

Paul looked at me and shrugged.

“Alright, if he’s cool with it and you're cool with it…I’m down. But I don’t do rules. Just know that. I’m gonna fuck you exactly how I want, like I used to.”

Vanessa leaned up and kissed him hard.

“Good. That’s what I was counting on.”

She looked over at me.

“Why don’t you sit down and stroke that cock nice and slow for me. I’m gonna show you exactly what you asked for, baby. I’m gonna show you what a fucking little slut I really am. I hope you’re ready for this, Mike because…I’m about to lose myself here. No turning back.”

Paul leaned down and began sucking and slurping on her breast as she teased his hardening cock.

“No turning back,” I whispered as I took a seat on the cold porcelain throne. I didn’t care how disgusting it was. The thought didn’t even cross my mind.

Within seconds it seemed, Paul was naked save for his tan work boots. Vanessa was running her hands over his cut and tattooed torso. Admiring with more than a little expert familiarity.

“Damn,” she whispered. “You’re even more cut than you were twenty years ago.”

Paul simply smiled as her hands crept ever closer to his cock.

It was massive. Simply the biggest thing I’d ever seen. It had to be approaching twelve-inches in length and was thick and girthy with multiple dark veins coursing through it. The bulbous head alone looked like it would tear any woman in half.

And Vanessa had been in love with that thing. Not only could she take it, but she needed to take it. She was addicted to the feeling she’d said. Of being so full of cock she couldn’t think straight.

Suddenly, I realized, she was looking at his cock with the hungry eyes of a junkie. One who’d been sober for years but was now finally about to succumb to that lustful desire after so many years of abstinence.

Her tiny hand finally reached his pelvis and crept up the base of his shaft. She wrapped her tiny fingers around his girth and began to stroke him gently as she placed a hand between her legs to feel and tickle her own wetness.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

And after that, she did indeed lose all control.
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“GET ON YOUR KNEES,” Paul growled.

Vanessa became his subservient little slut and obeyed.

He palmed the back of her head with a massive paw and pushed her toward the bulbous head of his cock.

“Suck it,” he said.

Vanessa opened her mouth and obeyed.

Paul locked eyes with me and smiled.

“Ready to watch your wife suck me off, Mike?”

I gulped and nodded.

“Damn, wish I knew you were into this shit back in the day,” he said with a smirk. “We couldda done shit like this all summer long.”

I shrugged as he went back to admiring Vanessa sucking his cock. The wet slurping noises she made as hse all but unhinged her jaw to suck him off sent shockwaves down my spine.

There was Vanessa. My wife. On her knees on the dirty bathroom floor. Sucking what had to be the biggest cock in the known universe.

And she was only just getting started.

After a few minutes of sucking, she popped her mouth off and looked back at me.

“Everything you imagined it would be?” she said.

I simply nodded.

Then she stood up and walked over to me and kissed me.

“I’m just getting warmed up, don’t worry,” she said. Vanessa gripped both of my thighs with her hands to balance herself as she bent over and waggled her ass at Paul.

“Come stick that big, fat cock in me, Paul. I want him to see my eyes when you stick it in me.”

She kissed me again as Paul approached her from the rear, holding his hulking hog in his hand.

He stepped up behind her and paused, then he smacked his cock against her right ass cheek three times.

Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

“Sure you’re ready? Been a long time since you had something this big I bet,” Paul said.

Vanessa simply shrugged.

“That’s gonna make it even better,” she whispered. “Stick it in me!”

Paul obliged and shoved himself in. He did it slowly at first, letting her get used to his size before pressing on deeper.

Vanessa made sure her eyes were locked on mine as he split her open.

It’s a moment of deep, soulful connection that I’ll simply never forget.

She gritted her teeth and bit her bottom lip as he stretched her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as she dug her nails into my flesh.

She shut her eyes tight and tilted her head to the side.

“Oh my god, it hurts so fucking good,” she said. “Mike, it hurts so fucking good, you have no idea.”

Paul began to thrust slowly. Pushing in and pulling out but with shallow, slow strokes. She was getting wetter and wetter but needed time to stretch and accept all of him.

Paul reached down and grabbed her by the shoulders, his massive tree-trunk arms, rippled muscles accentuated with the ink that covered them flexed and tensed as he thrust his hips back and forth and began to dig out a spot for himself in my wife’s tight pussy.

Within thirty seconds, he was all the way inside her. Within another thirty seconds, she was wailing and moaning like a whore as he made her cum louder and harder than I ever had (or probably ever would).

He pulled her back toward him and wrapped an arm around her neck as he sucked on her ear lobe.

Her eyes rolled back in her head and soon she was cumming loud and hard again.

I fought to calm myself and control my breathing so I would lose control and orgasm too quickly.

Then Paul whispered something which shocked me to my core. But Vanessa’s answer shocked me even more than that.

“You gonna let me fuck that sweet little asshole now or what?”

Vanessa’s eyes opened and she looked directly at me when she answered him.

“Oh fuck yes,” she said.

Paul looked at my shocked face.

“She never let you fuck her ass before?”

I shook my head.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk. Why not Vanessa? I thought that was your favorite?”

She looked at me a little embarrassed, but not enough to distract her from the moment.

She simply shrugged and leaned over, bracing herself on my thighs once more.

Paul stepped up behind her and shoved his cock in her chocolate starfish causing her eyes to go wider than the first time he shoved himself in her pussy.

“Wait, wait,” she said. “Hold on. Let’s try something different.”

She pushed Paul out of her and stood up straight.

Vanessa winked at me and then sat in my lap. She reached down, grabbed my cock and slipped it inside her wet pussy.

I could barely recognize the feel of it. It was so stretched and used.

It took me a second to realize what was about to happen, but when I did, I almost lost control once more. Somehow, by the grace of what I do not know, I managed to keep the cum in my balls for the time being.

Paul caught on right away and stepped up behind her.

“Hell yeah, little dp action. Just like the old days,” he said.

Once again he pressed his cock into her asshole and once again, she lost all control.

This time, it was something otherworldly. She was wailing and moaning and shaking and cumming over and over again as we turned out her insides.

I could feel the pressure from Paul’s giant cock in her ass pressing down against her walls. The roughness of her g-spot tickled my shaft and made me break out in gooseflesh.

“God, this feels so good. I missed having two cocks inside me,” she whispered as she leaned down and kissed me. We made out for what felt like a few minutes as both Paul and I thrust ourselves in and out of her.

“Where do you want us to cum?” Paul asked suddenly.

“Inside me,” Vanessa replied with no hesitation.

And that seemed to be all the instruction we needed.

“Good, cause I’m about ready to bust,” Paul said. “Fuck.”

He began grunting and breathing heavily.

The thought of him filling my wife’s ass with his cream was too much to handle. And I finally lost control of myself.

I don’t know if it was simultaneous, but it was damn near. All three of us began to orgasm around the same time as Paul and I shot our hot loads inside Vanessa’s holes.

She sat between us, panting and quivering for a few moments. Paul stepped back and began to put his clothes back on as I held Vanessa in my arms.

“Damn. That was hot. How long y'all in town for?”

“Just the weekend,” I said quickly.

“Well, hey…you know where to find me,” Paul said with a wink. And with that he was gone.

Vanessa remained in my arms for a while as we kissed and held each other. Reveling in the experience we’d just shared.

Eventually, we got dressed, ducked out of the bar and raced home.

…

When we got back, we were all over each other again, fucking like wild animals deep into the night and talking dirty to one another as we relived the events at The Boulevard.

The next day, we enjoyed the sun and the sand and the waves. Vanessa was a little too sore to consider doing anything with Paul again, but we have already made plans to return to Pebble Bay for another weekend getaway in the not so distant future.

So, who knows? Perhaps we’ll see Paul again soon too.

All I know is, I got my wish and my fantasy came true.

Vanessa already seems…different. More sexually free, open, and she initiates sex a lot more.

I don’t know.

I guess what I’m trying to say, is that it brought us closer. Deepened our connection and our marriage.

I know that sounds crazy, but that’s what happened.

THE END


BONUS: Mediterranean Melody: 
A Hotwife Vacation Romance
(buy now)

*

I USED TO THINK FATE was just some silly fantasy. Now, I know that’s just not true. How else do you explain what happened to me? To us?

I can’t think of any other good reason and I’ve certainly tried.

We were young when we got married. A fresh twenty-three.

Neither one of us was what you would call worldly or cultured or open-minded. We both came from very conservative, religious backgrounds.

Nothing too crazy, it’s not like we were in one of those wacky cults or anything, but when it came to sex and the more intimate side of things, well let’s just say, we both still had some hangups and insecurities when it came to that kind of stuff.

It’s funny to think about when I look back now, knowing where we’ve ended up and how much we’ve changed.

Suffice to say, it didn’t take very long for Melody and I to move past all those hangups and leave those versions of ourselves behind.

Not to say it was easy though. Far from it.

But it all happened in our third year of marriage. We were only twenty-six and decided to take a big trip to celebrate our anniversary. It was our first time leaving the country. Ever.

Neither one of us had been outside the continental United States. In fact, we’d hardly ever left the bible belt. Maybe the odd trip to California or New York for a youth conference once or twice. But aside from that, home was more or less all we knew.

Our first stop was in France, then in some order or another, we were to find ourselves in Monaco, Ibiza, Italy, Greece, Malta…perhaps Albania and then…who knew?

You might expect me to say it was a culture shock finding ourselves galavanting about the Mediterranean in the French Riviera, but to tell you the truth, it came naturally to us…once we adjusted. It didn’t frighten us like you might think.

It woke us up.

This is what we’d been missing?

It was exciting and fresh and new and sexy.

I don’t know if it was something in the air, or the food, or the water, or just being around so many beautiful people. But we just felt charged with this energy…almost immediately upon arrival, something was different about us. It was small at first, almost imperceptible, but it quickly grew into something much, much larger.

Our first stop was in the French Riviera near the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer. We’d rented a spacious villa, nestled in the cliffs, overlooking the Med as we’d almost immediately taken to calling it.

It was beautiful. But you already knew that.

As soon as we put our bags down and shut the door behind us, I rushed to the bedroom to get changed, pulling Melody and one of our luggage trunks along behind me.

Once in the room, I rummaged through our bag. I pulled out my swim trunks and a skimpy, orange-brown bikini I’d bought for her to wear on the trip (in fact, I’d bought nearly a dozen sexy swimsuits for her to try on throughout our trip, but this was the one I was perhaps most excited about).

Melody turned and looked down upon the bed. White linen sheets and more pillows than we could ever need dotted the surface.

Her auburn hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing a white, v-neck t-shirt and high-waisted denim jeans. She looked at the bikini laid out on the bed with more than a little trepidation.

“Come on,” I said, trying not to make her feel any pressure. To my surprise, she quickly relented and picked it up off the bed and made for the bathroom to change.

Quicker than I’d thought. That should have been my first sign that something was just…different.

She was still not quite there in terms of letting me see her stark naked like that though and so that’s why she ran off to the bathroom to change. During sex? Sure. But otherwise? She was quick to cover up and turn away or make for another room to hide.

Like I said, hangups. You know?

After a few minutes, she emerged from the bathroom wearing the bathing suit. Her hair was down now, falling just past her shoulders, the luscious curls shimmering in the afternoon sunlight that cut through the windows of our room.

“Hey,” she said with a delicious smile.

“Hey,” I said back.

It was all I could think to get out. I think I may have even been drooling.

Her natural, C-cup breasts were nearly bursting out. The thin strips of fabric that made up the bottom ran seductively along her hip creases and around her back.

I’d never seen her wear something like that before. Nothing even close. She didn’t own anything even approaching this sexy two-piece.

“You like?” she asked, spinning around to give me a full, three-hundred-and-sixty degree view.

She was tight and toned.

Trim where it mattered and thick where it counted.

“Of course,” I said with a grin. “But more importantly, do you?”

Before she could answer me, she caught a glimpse of herself in a hallway mirror and frowned. She clicked her tongue and sighed, tilting her head toward her right shoulder.

“I don’t know, yes. But..I mean…it’s a little revealing, no?”

“Melody. We talked about this, remember? We’re not part of that world any more. It’s time to leave all that stuff behind. They stunted us, held us back. Think of all that we missed out on…”

This had been a common theme for us over those first few years of marriage together. Leaving The Church and all its baggage behind was a constant effort. One that I’d undertaken with great enthusiasm.

We’d been coming along, but Melody…well, let’s just say The Church does an extra good job when it comes to young women. There was a bit more to work through - a bit more baggage to unpack - for her as opposed to myself.

“I know, I know,” she said, relenting.

But then she pulled a white cover up out of the bag and quickly pulled it over herself, hiding the sexy two-piece and all her curves behind a thin veil of linen.

“Ready to go to the beach?”

Somewhat deflated, but still undeterred, I sighed and said, “absolutely.”


*

IT WAS A SHORT WALK down the cliffside to a public beach below. Melody carried a bag with our towels and a chilled bottle of bubbly and some glasses. We’d made sandwiches and wrapped them in tin foil.

Our plan was to relax and enjoy the afternoon on the beach before a nice, late dinner at one of the area’s premier restaurants.

But as is so often the case, the best laid plans often go awry. As the saying goes.

It was a Saturday and the beach was crowded. It was also something else. Something we hadn’t considered was even possible. Something that, at first, caught us both off guard but eventually enthralled and excited us.

The beach that our spacious villa overlooked was one of the area’s many, as we would come to find out, clothing-optional beaches. A polite and PG term for what it really was: a nude beach.

“Oh my god,” I heard Melody say with a gasp.

I still hadn’t picked up on exactly what was going on. My eyes had been mesmerized by the crystal-clear azure waves lapping at the white sand just a hundred or so feet away from where we stood.

“What?” I said, wheeling around nervously, worried that something was wrong.

She began to laugh nervously as she appeared to be trying and failing not to look at…something.

“I just saw a weiner.”

I shook my head in confusion.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“A weiner. I just saw one.”

I scrunched up my face, still not understanding. I must have been hearing her wrong.

“Wait, a weiner?”

She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms, growing frustrated with my slow uptake.

“Yes, Paul. A weiner. A dick. A cock. A dong. A penis. Whatever you want to call it!”

She was practically screaming it for the whole beach to hear.

“Shh,” I said, placing a calming hand on her shoulder and for some reason, looking around to identify the source of her outburst.

This might sound weird, but I don’t care. Hearing Melody yell those words, dick, cock, dong, penis, etc? Well, it turned me on.

She never, and I mean never, referred to the male genitalia as anything other than weiner in all the years I knew her. Perhaps the unsexiest option she could have gone with and I suppose, probably subconsciously, that was the entire point.

But there she was, suddenly yelling it for the whole beach to hear.

Before I could locate the source, she began shouting again.

“Oh my gosh, there’s another! And another! They’re everywhere.”

“Shhhh!” I said once more, but with more force. While it felt like all eyes were upon us, in truth, no one seemed to care one bit. If they could hear Melody shrieking about all the wieners that surrounded us, well, they were choosing to ignore it and go on with their lives.

Then suddenly I saw it. Or more accurately, them. All of them. Wieners, boobs, and the like. The beach was nearly half-full with half-clothed or totally naked people, just lounging around as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

Because nothing out of the ordinary was happening. At least not to them. They were French. They lived here. They worked here. They played here. This was old hat to them. Nothing to bat an eye at.

But us? A couple twenty-something, reformed Christians from the bible belt who’d barely ever left home? Well, it was something to bat an eye at. Several times over in fact.

Melody suddenly burst into uncontrollable laughter, snorting and giggling as she threw a hand up to cover her mouth.

“Should we find another beach?” I offered.

She waved me off and finally regained her composure.

“No, no. This is fine,” she said, looking around, “when in France I guess.”

For some reason I hadn’t expected that response and perhaps it was the shock of the surprise I felt surging through my body but I was suddenly half-hard, standing there, staring at her in her white cover up, knowing what lay beneath.

Melody dropped the bag to the sand and took out our towels and laid them on the sand. I helped her smooth them out and placed my flip flops on two corners and hers on the others to protect it from the wind.

We sat down and took out our glasses and the bottle of bubbly. I uncorked it rather unceremoniously and poured us two healthy glasses.

We said cheers and took long pulls.

“Ahh,” we each said, sharing a loving smile before we each turned to stare out at the ocean.

There was nothing like kicking off your vacation with a nice, cold drink.

And truly, our vacation - our adventure - had only just begun.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I said.

Melody took a deep inhale, and then exhaled sharply.

“It sure is,” she said breathlessly.

I glanced sideways at Melody and could’ve sworn she wasn’t looking where I was looking anymore. As I adjusted myself to face her, I saw she most certainly wasn’t.

She was staring at a dark-skinned man walking along the water towards us. He was completely naked save for some aviator shades covering his eyes. His ebony torso glistened in the sun as his chiseled and rippled body effortlessly glided along the wet sand. His big, black cock swung confidently between his legs.

In that moment as I watched her watching him, I found my half-hard erection returning and then growing fuller until I thought I might burst.


*

I CLEARED MY THROAT. After thirty or so seconds of watching her stare, I’d simply had enough (although the strange erection in my shorts might have suggested otherwise).

She turned toward me and her face turned bright red.

“What?” she asked, trying to play it off.

“What do you mean what? What are you staring at?”

“What do you think I’m staring at?!” she asked, raising her voice. It was a smart move. She was making me be the one to say it out loud. It certainly wouldn’t be her. And unless I was willing to blurt it out and make the accusation, well, in some strange way, she was innocent, wasn’t she?

Funny how that works.

“I think you know…” I said.

She sat forward on her towel, seemingly ignoring my statement altogether.

“Wait a minute…” she leaned even further forward to where I thought she might tip right over and land face first in the sand.

Her face scrunched up like she was searching for something in her mind or trying to solve some ridiculously hard math problem. With Melody, you never did know exactly what it was, but she had this face she always made when she was thinking hard and she was making it right now as she continued to stare, unblinkingly, at the hunk of a man strutting down the beach with his giant, dark cock swinging victoriously between his legs.

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

She took off her sunglasses and squinted to get a better look.

“Oh, seriously?” I said, throwing my hands up in the air. “You really had me going -”

She held up her hand and waved it in my face and started shushing me.

“No, no, shhh - I think I know him. I think,” she suddenly gasped and covered her mouth. Her face went flush as she looked around as if there was someone else there who might be able to confirm her suspicions.

“Really?” I asked, more than a little bit skeptical. We’d both gone to Catholic school and lived pretty sheltered lives. So forgive me, but I just found it hard to believe she knew the naked black guy waltzing down the beach in French Riveria just outside the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer.

“Yes, really. Oh my god. I do know him. That’s Guillaume. I’m sure of it!”

“I’m sorry, who…what?”

“Guillaume,” she repeated. “Guillaume…oh, what was his last name? Doesn’t matter. Anyway, he was an exchange student at my high school for a semester.”

She looked at me and I stared back. She could tell I wasn’t buying it.

“I swear to god, that’s him…I’m sure of it.”

“How can you be so sure?”

She looked back at him with longing, hungry eyes, as he pulled even with where we were sitting.

“I just am,” she said, breathlessly.

“Well,” I said, “why don’t we call him over then? Hey! Hey, there! Gui –”

She reached up and forcefully clasped a hand over my mouth.

“Shhh, what are you crazy?” Her nostrils flared as she looked at me with wild eyes.

I smiled back smugly.

“Hah, knew it,” I said and folded my arms. “You’re not sure.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

“Really? Then why don’t you want me to get his attention?”

She clicked her tongue and bit her bottom lip and looked away for a moment as if I was just the stupidest creature the Almighty Father had ever created.

“Seriously, Paul? Why do you think? Did you consider that if you got his attention and he came over here that he’d be completely and totally naked, standing right in front of us with his weiner out, flapping in the breeze?”

I had not, in fact, stopped to consider that. But I didn’t dare say that out loud.

“And then what, Paul? ‘Oh hi, Guillaume, remember me? This is my husband, Paul? How have you been for the last eight years? Walking naked down the beach and getting a little sun are we? Do you come here often?”

What an idiot I was.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “You’re right.”

We both returned to our bubbly and the view and Melody scoffed.

“Besides, I was so blah in high school I’m sure Guillaume wouldn’t even remember me…”

END OF SAMPLE

(BUY NOW)


Nat Needs a Holiday: 
A Hotwife Vacation Novel 
(Coming soon - pre-order now!)
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Also by F. Rey Noel

Complete Works Here

	The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books): 


These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

	Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3): 


Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

	Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story: 


Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

	A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story: 


Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

	Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance: 


It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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