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Chapter 1

My wife, Jessica, and I were on our way to Rockport for a relaxing week at the beach. We’d left the stuffy, humid confines of Boston behind and were ready to unwind and soak up some rays.

The winding coastal road hugged the rugged shoreline as our car grumbled northward, guided by my steady hands. Salt-tinged air wafted through the open windows, teasing Jessica's hair into wild tendrils.

I looked over at her and she immediately closed her eyes. This accomplished two important things for Jessica. One, it allowed her to properly savor the soft caress of the ocean breeze on her skin. And more importantly two, it allowed her to more vigorously pretend that I did not in fact exist.

She was mad at me.

For a number of reasons, reasons which probably stretched back through the many years of our marriage, and now she had finally had enough. Lazy passivity was how she often described my general demeanor and approach to life. However, just then, in the car on our way to Rockport, she was most acutely pissed off because I’d forgotten to make the deposit for our usual vacation spot. A nice, little bed and breakfast nestled by the seaside that had the perfect views and vibes that Jessica looked forward to experiencing once a year every summer. It was her happy place. And this year, I’d screwed it all up.

I’d had to scramble to find something for us. Anything at all. Any port in a storm, I’d muttered under my breath as I accepted the booking and made the non-refundable deposit for The Seabreeze Inn. The website was nondescript. Hardly any pictures and the reviews, while generally positive, were also at the same time quite positively odd. I couldn’t quite place it, but there was just something off about the entire thing. But what choice did I have?

And of course, it was miles from any semblance of a town. When I shared the booking information with Jessica, well, she was less than thrilled. And now, as we drove along the coast, I was paying the price. Getting the silent treatment and probably the no-sex-on-vacation treatment to boot. My only real chance now at getting laid was to hope that The Seabreeze Inn exceeded all expectations and made Jessica completely forget about the old place. That and perhaps a few bottles of wine. Ok, perhaps more than a few. But if that were to happen, it would probably at least get me a handjob or two. Pathetic, I know.

The car rounded another bend as we drove along a deserted stretch of shoreline, revealing a sprawling Victorian mansion perched atop a rocky bluff. It was several still miles away and its weathered gray shingles and ornate gingerbread trim stood in stark relief against the steel-blue sky. Given the lack of other structures in any direction, I resigned myself to the fact that it had to be The Seabreeze Inn. On appearance alone, things were not looking good.

“Oh god,” Jessica muttered under her breath.

“Now, now,” I cautioned, “don’t judge a book by its cover.”

Jessica sighed heavily for what felt like the millionth time in the last hour, folded her arms, and looked away and back out the window toward the ocean.

“Shut up. Please just shut up, Elliott,” I heard her whisper under her breath.

I tightened my grip on the steering wheel and sped up. Now, it was my turn to be pissed off. After another fifteen minutes of tense silence. We arrived.

The tires crunched over gravel as we pulled into the circular driveway of The Seabreeze Inn. Up close, the Victorian mansion loomed even larger, its weathered facade a patchwork of peeling paint and salt-stained wood. The front porch sagged slightly, as if exhausted from years of battling coastal winds.

"Well, here we are," I announced with forced cheerfulness. "Home sweet home for the next week."

Jessica didn't even bother to respond, just grabbed her purse and flung open the car door before I'd fully stopped. I watched her stomp up the creaky steps, her sandals slapping against worn wood.

Sighing, I popped the trunk and began unloading our luggage. By the time I'd hauled everything onto the porch, Jessica was nowhere to be seen. Probably already inside complaining to the poor innkeeper about our accommodations.

I pushed open the heavy oak door, wincing at its ear-splitting creak. The foyer was dimly lit and smelled faintly of the ocean and lemon furniture polish.

"Hello?" I called out. "Anyone here?"

I heard Jessica’s laughter. Something I hadn’t heard in far too long. It was sweet and melodic. I followed the tune down the foyer to the front desk. Across from her stood a strikingly handsome (even I must admit) black man. He had short hair that was buzzed tight to the sides and dark, piercing eyes. He wore a white button down shirt with linen pants and leather sandals. He also looked way too young and vibrant to be spending his summer in a place like this. He was in the prime of his life, what the hell was he doing here?

“Welcome, you must be the idiot husband,” he said, flashing the brightest smile I’d ever seen. This drew even more laughter from my wife. “Sorry, I kid. I kid. Your lovely wife here filled me in on your uh, situation. Well, anyway. Happens to the best of us.”

Jessica stopped laughing and turned to face me, hand on her hip, like I just ruined the party.

I forced a chuckle, trying to play along.

"Guilty as charged, I suppose. I'm Elliott." I extended my hand, which the man shook firmly.

"Marcus," he replied, still grinning. "Owner and operator of this fine establishment." He gestured grandly around the shabby foyer. Owner and operator?

Jessica rolled her eyes.

"Fine is a bit of a stretch, don't you think?" she said, teasing him playfully.

Marcus laughed, a deep, rich sound that seemed to vibrate through the room.

"Oh, we've got a few surprises up our sleeves, don't you worry. Why don't I show you two to your room?"

He grabbed our bags effortlessly, muscles rippling under his shirt as he hefted them. I couldn't help but notice Jessica's eyes tracking his movement.

We followed Marcus up a winding staircase, the old wood groaning under our feet. He led us down a narrow hallway to a door at the far end.

"Here we are," he announced, swinging the door open with a flourish. "Our best suite."

To my surprise, the room was actually quite nice. A large four-poster bed dominated the space, draped in crisp white linens. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a stunning view of the ocean.

Jessica's eyes widened as she took it all in.

"Well, this is... unexpected," she admitted.

Marcus winked at her.

"Told you we had some surprises. Now, why don't you two get settled in and I'll go grab a bottle of champagne to welcome you properly and help you unwind from a long, tense trip."

As Marcus left the room, I caught Jessica eyeing his backside appreciatively. A pang of jealousy shot through me, but I pushed it aside. After all, looking never hurt anyone.

"Well, this isn't so bad after all," I offered, trying to break the tension.

Jessica ignored me, busying herself with unpacking. I sighed and flopped onto the plush bed, staring up at the ornate ceiling. Maybe this vacation wasn't going to be a total disaster after all.

A few minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Marcus entered, balancing a silver tray with champagne flutes and an ice bucket.

"Here we are," he said, setting everything down on a small table by the window.

He popped the cork with expert precision, the foam barely spilling over. As he poured, I noticed his bicep flexing beneath his shirt sleeve. Jessica noticed too, her eyes lingering a bit too long.

Marcus handed us each a glass. Jessica and I stood there awkwardly, waiting for Marcus to leave us in our room. But instead, he simply stood there expectantly. Then he cleared his throat.

“Might I suggest drinking to relaxation, romance, and..." he paused, his gaze sweeping over Jessica's curves, "...new experiences."

And with that, he gave a slight bow and left us in our suite.

“Sounds good to me,” I said sheepishly as I offered my glass toward Jessica in cheers. She rolled her eyes and half-heartedly clinked her flute against mine. Then she chugged the whole glass down in one swift gulp.

Jessica set her empty glass down with a thunk and sighed.

"I need a shower." She grabbed her toiletry bag and disappeared into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her.

I flopped back onto the bed, listening to the sound of running water. My mind wandered to Marcus - his easy charm, his sculpted physique. The way Jessica had looked at him. A mix of jealousy and something else stirred in my gut.

After what felt like an eternity, Jessica emerged wrapped in a fluffy white robe, her hair damp and tousled. She looked softer somehow, the tension in her shoulders eased.

"Feel better?" I asked hopefully.

She shrugged, pouring herself another glass of champagne.

"I suppose."

I stood up, moving towards her.

"Listen, Jess, I know I screwed up with the booking. But maybe this place won't be so bad? We could try to make the best of it."

Jessica took a long sip, regarding me over the rim of her glass.

"You're right," she said finally. "We're here now. Might as well try to enjoy it."

Relief flooded through me. I reached for her, pulling her close. She stiffened at first, then relaxed into my embrace.

"What do you say we christen that big bed?" I said, nuzzling her neck.

Jessica quickly stiffened again, then pulled away with a groan and gave me the icy shoulder.

“Not now, Elliott. I just showered and I’m starving.”

I tried to hide my disappointment.

“Right, of course. Me too. Why don’t we head back down and see what the dining options are like here?”

Jessica simply nodded absent-mindedly and began to slip on a flowy sundress.


Chapter 2

We made our way back downstairs, the old floorboards creaking beneath our feet. The dining room was surprisingly elegant, with crisp white tablecloths and views of the ocean. It was still early for dinner, but a few other couples were already seated, sipping wine and chatting quietly.

Marcus appeared as if by magic, ushering us to a table by the window.

"Perfect timing," he said, flashing that dazzling smile. "We're just about to start serving dinner."

He pulled out Jessica's chair for her, his hand lingering on her shoulder a moment too long. I felt that familiar twinge of jealousy, but pushed it aside.

"Can I interest you in some wine?" Marcus asked, leaning in close to Jessica. "We have an excellent Pinot Noir that I think you'll love."

Jessica's eyes met his, a hint of a blush creeping across her cheeks.

"That sounds wonderful," she purred.

I cleared my throat. "Make that two, please."

Marcus nodded, barely sparing me a glance before sauntering off to the bar.

"He seems... attentive," I muttered.

Jessica rolled her eyes.

"Attentive is good, Elliott. Perhaps you should try it sometime. Like maybe next year, when you’re planning our vacation…"

She folded her arms with a sour look on her face.

Apparently, despite things not being so bad after all, it was still going to be tough sledding for me. I prepared to settle in for a long week.

Marcus returned with our wine, pouring Jessica's glass with a flourish. As he leaned in close, I caught a whiff of his cologne - something woodsy and masculine. Jessica inhaled deeply, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment.

"Mmm, that's divine," she said, taking a sip.

"I'm glad you approve," Marcus replied, his voice low and intimate. "I have a feeling you'll enjoy what comes next even more."

He winked at her before turning to me.

"And for you, sir?"

I cleared my throat.

"Uh, yes. Thank you."

As Marcus poured my wine, I couldn't help but notice how Jessica's gaze followed his every movement. The way her tongue darted out to wet her lips. The slight flush creeping up her neck.

Dinner progressed in a haze of excellent food, flowing wine, and Marcus's constant presence. He seemed to materialize at our table every few minutes, topping off Jessica's glass, leaning in close to describe each course in sensual detail.

By dessert, Jessica was giggling at his every word, her hand occasionally brushing his arm. I sat there stewing, feeling more and more like a third wheel at my own anniversary dinner.

"I have something special prepared for you two for dessert." Marcus announced as he cleared our plates. “I’ll be right back.”

Marcus returned moments later, carrying a silver tray with two ornate dessert glasses. He set them down with a flourish, revealing decadent chocolate mousse topped with shaved chocolate and chocolate whipped cream.

"A little aphrodisiac to end the evening," he said with a wink, his eyes locked on Jessica.

She bit her lip, looking up at him through lowered lashes.

"It looks absolutely sinful."

"Oh, it is. We call it, Forbidden Chocolate," Marcus purred. “My own recipe.”

Jessica took a spoonful of the mousse, letting out a soft moan as it melted on her tongue. Her eyes closed in bliss.

"Oh my god, that's incredible," she breathed.

Marcus leaned in close, his voice low and husky.

"I'm so glad you're enjoying it. There's plenty more where that came from."

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, acutely aware of the electric tension crackling between them. Jessica seemed oblivious to my presence, totally focused on Marcus and his sinful dessert.

"You know," Marcus said casually, "we have a lovely moonlit beach just down the path from here. Perfect for an evening stroll to work off all this rich food. I could show you the way there, if you like."

Jessica's eyes lit up.

"That sounds wonderful!"

I cleared my throat.

"Actually, I'm pretty beat from the drive. Maybe we should just head up to…”

Jessica shot me a withering look.

"Oh come on, Elliott. Don't be such a party pooper. A moonlit walk on the beach sounds lovely."

She turned back to Marcus, her eyes sparkling.

"We'd love you to show us."

Before I could protest further, Marcus was leading us out onto a winding path through the dunes. The salty air whipped around us as we made our way down to the shoreline. Jessica walked ahead with Marcus, their heads bent close in conversation. I trailed behind, feeling more and more like an unwanted third wheel.

The beach was deserted, silvery moonlight glinting off the waves.

“Enjoy,” Marcus said with a sweeping gesture of his hand. It was as if he was handing the entire beach over to us. Have fun, just don’t forget to lock up when you leave.

And with that, he gave another slight bow and headed back toward the inn, leaving Jessica and I all alone on the beach.

We stood, looking out at the moonlit ocean as harsh waves crashed upon the shoreline. The tension between us seemed to ratchet up several notches. I looked side-eyed at Jessica, watching her sway in the sand on uneasy feet. She’d had a lot to drink and was definitely feeling it now.

Jessica stumbled slightly, giggling as she kicked off her sandals. The wine had clearly gone to her head. She twirled in the sand, her sundress billowing around her. Then she took off toward the water.

“Hey, where are you going?!” I called after her.

“For a swim, come on!” she said.

I stood frozen in the sand. A swim? At this hour? During the day it was bad enough.

“Jessica! No. Are you crazy?! Get back here!”

She stopped and turned around. She stuck her tongue out at me and blew a nasty raspberry in my direction.

“God, you’re such a pussy, Elliott.” Then she looked back at me over her shoulder as she continued walking toward the water. “I bet Marcus would come swimming with me.”

She arched a smoldering eyebrow before reaching down and pulling her sundress up over her head and dropping it in the sand.

I stood there, pissed and oddly aroused at her words. I watched as Jessica, in nothing but her bra and panties, waded out into the dark waters of the night.


Chapter 3

Eventually, I was able to pry Jessica off the beach and get her back up to our room to lie down. Her words about Marcus and that sultry eyebrow arch played on a loop in my head.

It was as if she were saying, Don’t believe me? Just wait and see.

Perhaps I was imagining it. But given all that transpired afterward, I don’t think I was.

After Jessica passed out and began to snore lightly, I decided to head downstairs to read a book on the main balcony looking out at the ocean. The night had cooled considerably and it was perfect reading weather. Besides, I needed the distraction.

I lost myself in the book for about an hour or two before I began to feel groggy. With a yawn, I snapped the book shut, stood up and stretched, then headed back inside and up to our suite.

When I opened the door, I was stunned to find an empty bed.

“Jessica?” I called out, listening for any activity in the bathroom. But it was clear there would be none. The door was open and the light was off.

Just to be sure, I crept cautiously over to the bathroom and peered inside half expecting to find Jessica curled around the toilet.

But the bathroom was empty.

A cold dread gripped my stomach as I called her name once more.

“Jessica?”

Only silence greeted me in response.

Where the hell did she get off too?

My mind raced with possibilities.

I quickly made my way back downstairs, trying to keep calm. Maybe Jessica had just woken up and decided to get some fresh air or grab a late night snack. But as I scanned the empty lobby and dining room, my unease grew.

That's when I heard it - hushed tones, sensual and secretive.

“Oh fuck,” the voice whispered. “Oh my god…”

I think I knew right then, but didn’t want to admit it.

I followed the sound, slipping out onto the back porch. As I turned to peer around the corner, my heart nearly stopped.

The other side of the wrap-around porch was deserted.

Totally empty.

Except for the silhouette of a woman at the very far end, down on her knees in front of a large, dark male silhouette.

I froze, my heart pounding in my chest. Even from a distance, I recognized Jessica's slender form, her head bobbing rhythmically. I also recognized the man as Marcus, his large hands were tangled in her hair, guiding her movements.

"That's it, baby," Marcus's deep voice rumbled. "Take it all."

Jessica moaned around him, the obscene wet sounds carrying clear across the still night air, right to my unsuspecting ears. I should have been furious, should have stormed over there and put a stop to it. But I found myself rooted to the spot, unable to look away.

They hadn’t noticed me either.

Marcus's hips began to thrust faster, fucking Jessica's eager mouth. She gripped his muscular thighs, taking him deeper.

"Fuck, you're good at this," Marcus groaned. "Such a naughty little wife."

Jessica pulled off him with a gasp and a giggle.

I felt a strange sensation in my crotch just then. The exact opposite of what I would have expected to feel had I run some sort of simulation in my mind concerning the scenario before me. Instead of sickness or jealous rage or wanting to cry…I felt a surge of arousal, my cock hardening against my will.

Part of me wanted to look away, to storm over and confront them. But I remained frozen, watching as Jessica took Marcus back into her mouth with renewed enthusiasm.

"Oh god, yes," Marcus groaned, his hips bucking. "Take it all, baby. Show me what that beautiful, little mouth can do."

Jessica moaned around him, her head bobbing faster. I could see her hand moving down between her legs, pleasuring herself as she sucked him.

"That's it," Marcus panted. "You want my cum, don't you? You want me to fill that dirty little mouth?"

Jessica pulled off him with a wet pop.

"Yes," she gasped. "Please, Marcus. I want it so bad."

She dove back onto his cock, taking him deep into her throat. Marcus threw his head back, his muscles tensed as he neared his climax.

"Oh fuck, here it comes," he said. His hips jerked erratically as he emptied himself into Jessica's eager mouth. She moaned loudly, swallowing every drop.

I watched in shock as my wife licked Marcus clean, savoring the last traces of his seed. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants.

"Mmm, you taste so good," Jessica whispered, looking up at Marcus, I could see her lust-filled eyes flickering in the moonlight.

He grinned down at her, running a hand through her hair.

"I'm not done with you yet."

In one fluid motion, Marcus lifted Jessica to her feet and spun her around, pressing her against the porch railing. He hiked up her sundress, the one she had just hours ago discarded on the beach sand to go for a night swim, revealing her bare ass.

"No panties? You naughty girl," he chuckled.

Jessica giggled, wiggling her hips invitingly.

"Mmm, I am a naughty girl and I need to get fucked so badly."

Marcus spanked her ass playfully, eliciting a gasp from Jessica. He pressed his still-hard cock against her, teasing her entrance.

"Husband not getting the job done for you?" he asked. Jessica laughed.

"Not even close," Jessica moaned. "Please Marcus, I need you inside me."

Marcus gripped her and slowly pushed himself into her, stretching her tight pussy around his thick shaft. Jessica threw her head back with a loud gasp.

"Oh god, you're so big," she whimpered. "So much bigger than Elliott."

I felt a confusing mix of arousal and humiliation at her words, my cock twitching desperately as I watched Marcus begin to thrust into my wife.

"Fuck, you're tight," Marcus grunted, picking up his pace. "This pretty little pussy feels amazing on my big, black cock."

Jessica moaned wantonly at his words, pushing back to meet his thrusts.

"Yes! I’ve always wanted to try some BBC. Oh god, fuck me Marcus. Fuck me hard!"

Marcus pounded into her relentlessly, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing across the porch

My stomach twisted itself into knots as my cock surged and grew harder still.

I felt my hand creeping down to feel my own hardness.

What was wrong with me? I should have yelled out to stop it. I should have confronted Marcus, punched his goddamn lights out for fucking my wife. Or at the very least, I should have looked away and went back inside, cowardly as it would have been.

But instead, I just stood there and watched. And I was…enjoying it?

I stood rooted to the spot, unable to tear my eyes away as Marcus continued to pound into Jessica from behind. Her moans of pleasure grew louder which each thrust.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck me, Marcus!" she cried out. "Your cock feels so good inside me!"

Marcus quickened his pace, slamming into her with ever more powerful thrusts.

"You like that big, black cock stretching out your tight, little, married pussy, don't you?"

"Yes! Oh fuck yes!" Jessica gasped. "It's so much bigger than Elliott's. So much better. I've never been fucked like this before!"

Her words sent another confusing jolt of arousal through me. I knew I should feel angry, betrayed. But instead, my cock throbbed more and more painfully in my pants as I watched my wife being thoroughly ravaged by an alpha male.

Marcus reached around to rub Jessica's clit as he pounded into her. She cried out, her legs trembling.

"Oh god, I'm gonna cum!" she wailed. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

Marcus increased his pace, his muscular body glistening with sweat in the moonlight.

"That's it, baby. Cum all over this BBC. Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze my cock."

Jessica's body went rigid as her orgasm crashed over her. She let out a primal scream of ecstasy, her inner walls clenching around Marcus's thick shaft.

"Fuck yes!" Marcus grunted. "Take it all, you dirty little slut!"

He slammed into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he came deep inside her. Jessica moaned as she felt his hot seed flooding her womb.

“Oh shit,” she whispered, placing her left hand on her belly. I could see her wedding ring sparking in the light as her hand rested atop her womb.

I watched in shock as Marcus slowly pulled out of Jessica, his thick cock glistening with their combined juices. Jessica slumped against the railing, her legs trembling.

"Oh my god," she panted. "That was incredible."

Marcus chuckled, giving her ass a playful smack.

"Glad you enjoyed it, baby.” He looked at his watch. “But we better get out of here before anyone sees us.”

Jessica turned around and wrapped his arms around Marcus’s neck and planted a deep, wet kiss on his full lips.

The sight of it killed me. Like an arrow through the heart. But my cock still raged with hardness despite it all.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“No problem, if you want any more BBC this week…well, you know where to find me.”

"I definitely do," Jessica purred, her fingers trailing down Marcus's muscular chest. "I have a feeling I'll be craving more very soon."

Marcus grinned, giving her ass another firm squeeze.

"Well, I’ll be around. Maybe next time we can give that husband of yours a real show."

Jessica giggled, a wicked glint in her eye.

“Oh my god, no. He can’t find out about this.”

Too late for that, I thought.

“I don’t know,” Marcus said, “he seems like the type who would like some freaky shit like that. Trust me, I have some experience with this.”

“Seriously, what kind of man likes watching his wife…” then she stopped and laughed. “Oh my god, you’re probably right. I bet he'd love watching you fuck me properly now that I think about it."

My cock throbbed and twitched at the idea. Part of me wanted to reveal myself, to let them know I'd seen everything. But I remained where I was as Marcus and Jessica exchanged one last passionate kiss before heading inside.

I waited until I heard their footsteps fade before slumping against the wall, my mind reeling. I should have been furious, heartbroken. Instead, I found myself unable to get soft.

After a few moments, I quietly made my way back upstairs, mind racing as I tried to process what I'd just witnessed. When I entered our room, Jessica was curled up in bed, pretending to be asleep. I could smell the faint scent of sex and Marcus's cologne clinging to her skin.

Slipping into bed beside her, I laid awake for hours, replaying the scene on the porch. Jessica's moans of pleasure, the sight of Marcus's thick cock stretching her, the way she'd begged for more. My own cock remained stubbornly hard.

I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that another man’s seed was leaking out of my wife as she slept next to me in bed on our vacation.


Chapter 4

I woke up the next morning to find Jessica's side of the bed empty. Memories of last night came flooding back, sending yet another confusing mix of arousal and anxiety through me. I heard the shower running in the bathroom.

A few minutes later, Jessica emerged wrapped in a fluffy white towel, her skin flushed and glowing. She avoided my gaze as she rummaged through her suitcase.

"Sleep well?" I asked, trying to keep my voice casual.

"Mmhmm," she mumbled noncommittally.

I watched as she dropped her towel, revealing her naked body.

"So, um, what do you want to do today?" I asked, desperately trying to act normal.

Jessica shrugged as she slipped on a skimpy bikini.

“Breakfast and then the beach?” she offered half-heartedly.

"Sure, sounds good," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady.

We made our way down to the dining room, an awkward silence hanging between us. As we entered, I saw Marcus behind the bar, polishing glasses. His eyes lit up when he spotted Jessica.

"Good morning, you two," he called out. "Sleep well?"

Jessica blushed, avoiding eye contact with both of us.

"Yes, thank you," she mumbled.

I gave a small wave.

We took our seats at a table by the window. I couldn't help but notice how Jessica's gaze kept drifting over to Marcus as he worked behind the bar. Her cheeks were flushed, and she seemed unable to sit still.

Marcus sauntered over to our table, that dazzling smile on full display.

"What can I get for you two this morning?" he asked, his eyes lingering on Jessica's cleavage for a bit too long.

Jessica shifted in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs.

"Just coffee for me, thanks," she said softly, still avoiding eye contact.

“How would you like that?” Marcus asked.

Jessica cleared her throat and shifted uncomfortably in her seat.

“Black.”

“Excellent choice,” Marcus said with a smile.

"And for you, sir?" he asked, finally turning his attention to me.

"I'll have the full breakfast," I replied, my voice strained. "Eggs, bacon, toast, the works."

Marcus nodded.

"Coming right up."

He gave Jessica one last lingering look before heading to the kitchen.

An awkward silence fell between us. I fidgeted with my napkin, unsure what to say. Part of me wanted to confront Jessica about what I'd witnessed, but another part was oddly aroused by the secrecy of it all.

"So," I began hesitantly. "Did you...sleep okay last night?"

Jessica's head snapped up, her eyes wide.

"What? Oh yeah. Fine. You already asked me that. Hey, where did you go anyway? I woke up at one point and you were gone.”

I hesitated, unsure how to respond. Part of me wanted to confront Jessica, to let her know I'd seen everything. But another part was oddly thrilled by the secrecy, the taboo nature of what had transpired.

"Oh, I just went down to read on the porch for a bit," I said casually. "Couldn't sleep."

Jessica nodded, still tense.

"Right, yeah."

Just then, Marcus returned with our order. He set Jessica's coffee down first, his fingers brushing against hers as he handed her the mug. She inhaled sharply at the contact, a slight tremor running through her body.

"Here you go," Marcus purred. "Coffee. Black. Just how you like it."

Jessica blushed furiously, ducking her head to hide her reaction. I felt another confusing surge of arousal course through me.

I watched as Jessica took a long sip of her coffee, avoiding eye contact with both Marcus and me. Her cheeks were still flushed, and I could see her pulse fluttering rapidly at her throat.

Marcus set my plate down with considerably less fanfare, then turned back to Jessica.

"Sure you’re not hungry?" he asked, his voice low and intimate. "Breakfast is the most important meal of the day after all."

Jessica's breath hitched. She glanced up at him through her lashes.

“Maybe some toast,” Jessica offered.

“Toast? Sure, but uh, we only have white bread at the moment,” Marcus replied, looking directly at me.

Jessica hesitated.

"N-no, thank you," she stammered. "Coffee is fine then."

Marcus nodded knowingly, letting his gaze linger on her for a moment longer before sauntering away. I watched as Jessica's eyes followed the sway of his hips as he walked back to the bar.

We ate in tense silence, the air thick with unspoken words. I kept replaying the scene from last night in my mind - Jessica on her knees, eagerly taking Marcus into her mouth. The way she had moaned and begged for his cock. My own arousal as I watched them.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, trying to hide my growing erection. Jessica seemed lost in thought, absently drinking her coffee.

"So, um, beach after this?" I asked, desperate to break the tension.

Jessica startled slightly.

"Oh, right. Yes, the beach sounds good."

We finished our breakfast and headed back upstairs to grab our beach gear. As Jessica bent to retrieve her beach bag from the closet, her short cover-up rode up, revealing the bottom of her ass cheeks. I couldn't help but stare, remembering how Marcus had gripped her hips as he pounded into her from behind.

"Ready?" Jessica asked, snapping me out of my daze.

I nodded. What on earth was I going to do with this information? How was the rest of our stay going to play out?

“Ready,” I replied.


Chapter 6

Jessica and I made our way down to the beach, hardly speaking a word to each other. I spread out our towels while she slathered on sunscreen, her movements slow and distracted.

"Want me to get your back?" I offered hesitantly.

Jessica tensed slightly.

"No, I'm good. Thanks."

She laid back on her towel, closing her eyes against the bright sun. I tried not to stare at the way her skimpy bikini hugged her curves, remembering how eagerly she had pressed those same curves against Marcus's muscular body.

We lounged in silence for a while, the crash of waves and cries of seagulls the only sounds. Occasionally, Jessica would shift restlessly, as if unable to get comfortable. I wondered if she felt bad about it. Did she feel guilty? Remorse of any kind? Or…was she completely at peace with her decision to cheat on me? Worse, did she feel good about it?

The last thought sent a tingle down my spine and gave rise to a growing heat between my legs as blood rushed down into my shaft. I pulled my book onto my lap to cover up any evidence, just in case her eyes were wandering.

After about an hour of awkward silence, Jessica sat up abruptly.

"I'm going for a swim," she announced, not meeting my eyes.

I watched as she strode down to the water's edge, her hips swaying enticingly. The cool waves lapped at her feet as she waded in deeper. For a moment, I was reminded of last night - her tipsy giggles as she ran into the surf, stripping off her clothes.

My eyes followed Jessica's lithe form as she dove under an incoming wave. When she resurfaced, she was further out, treading water. Her wet hair was slicked back, droplets glistening on her skin in the sunlight. She looked utterly breathtaking.

And utterly guilty.

I couldn't take it anymore. The tension, the secrets - it was driving me mad.

As I watched Jessica swim, my mind raced. I knew I needed to confront her about what I'd seen, but I was terrified of how that conversation would go. I had to admit, part of me was more than a little aroused by the brazen, taboo nature of it all. But what did that say about me?

And another part felt betrayed and humiliated. Which only seemed to…heighten my arousal?

It was all so very dark and confusing.

Jessica swam for a while longer before finally making her way back to shore. As she emerged from the waves, rivulets of water cascading down her body, I couldn't help but stare. Her bikini clung to her skin, leaving little to the imagination.

She plopped down on her towel beside me, avoiding eye contact as she wrung out her hair. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to say.

"Jess, we need to talk," I began hesitantly.

She tensed visibly, her shoulders going rigid.

"About what?" she asked, her voice tight.

I swallowed hard.

"About last night. I…I saw you. With Marcus."

Jessica's head snapped up, her eyes wide with shock and fear.

"What? I don't know what you're talking about," she stammered unconvincingly, a sharp edge to her voice. But she couldn’t look me in the eye.

I took a deep breath.

"Jess, please don't lie to me. I saw you on the porch. I saw it all…everything."

“Fuck,” she whispered under her breath.

“Is that all you have to say?” I asked.

Then she turned swiftly toward me, her eyes on fire, nostrils flaring. She was ready to unload on me.

"Fine. You want to talk about it? Let's talk," she hissed. "Yes, I fucked Marcus last night. And you know what? It was incredible. Mind-blowing. The best sex I've had in years."

There it was. All out in the open now. That was quick.

I flinched at her harsh words, but my traitorous cock twitched with arousal.

"How could you do this?" I asked, my voice strained. "On our vacation?"

Jessica let out a bitter laugh.

"Our vacation? You mean the one you completely fucked up by forgetting to book our usual place?”

I scoffed.

“And you think fucking the innkeeper is the proportionate response?”

Jessica laughed again.

“Maybe not, but it’s sure as shit proportionate to the last ten years of having to fake orgasms on your little, wimp dick.”

Jessica's words hit me like a slap to the face. I recoiled, stung by her brutal honesty.

But much to my shock and dismay, her words had another effect on me. Mainly on my cock. I was now hard as a rock and my book was out of reach to hide it.

It only took her about a half-second to notice. She let out an audible gasp and put a hand over her mouth.

“My god, Elliott. You freaky, little perv. Marcus was right…”

“What? What are you talking about?” I stammered. Now the tables had turned.

Jessica's eyes widened as she stared at the obvious bulge in my swim trunks.

"Oh my god," she whispered. "You're actually turned on by this, aren't you?"

I shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide my embarrassing arousal.

"I...I don't know what you're talking about," I stammered unconvincingly.

Jessica leaned in closer, her voice low and conspiratorial.

"Don't lie to me, Elliott. I can see how hard you are right now. The thought of me fucking Marcus gets you all hot and bothered, doesn't it? That’s why you didn’t say anything or step in last night. You just stood there and watched us like a creep."

I swallowed hard, unable to deny it any longer.

Then she gasped again.

“Oh my god, Elliott, did you touch yourself while you watched us?”

"I...no, I didn't touch myself," I said quietly.

"But you wanted to, didn’t you, you dirty boy?”

Jessica was now crawling toward me across the blanket. When she reached my crotch, her eyes widened, a mix of shock and intrigue on her face.

"So you just stood there and watched the whole thing, huh?" she asked, her voice low. "You saw everything? All the dirty things I let him do to this body?"

I nodded, shame and arousal warring within me.

"Everything. I saw you on your knees for him. I heard the things you said. I watched him bend you over the railing and... and..."

"And fuck me senseless," Jessica finished, her cheeks flushed. "God, Elliott. I had no idea you were such a pervert."

"Neither did I," I finally admitted.

“Mmm,” she moaned, “there it is.”

Jessica's eyes glinted with a mix of arousal and mischief as she continued to tease me.

"So you liked watching Marcus fuck me, huh? Seeing his big, black cock stretching my tight little pussy?" she purred, her hand trailing up my thigh. "Did it turn you on, hearing me moan for him? Begging him to fuck me harder?"

I nodded mutely, my cock throbbing almost painfully. Jessica's fingers brushed against my erection through my swim trunks, making me gasp.

"Such a naughty boy," she whispered. "Getting hard while watching your wife get fucked by another man. I bet you wish you could see it again, don't you?"

I paused for a moment, but it was useless. I was useless. My situation was hopeless and I could no longer deny reality. I had to simply admit the truth.

"Yes," I admitted hoarsely.

"Well, maybe we can arrange that. Marcus did say he'd be happy to give you a show sometime..."

She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered:

"Would you like that, Elliott? To watch Marcus fuck me properly while you sit in the corner like a good little pervert?"

I shuddered, overwhelmed by conflicting emotions of jealousy, shame, and intense arousal.

"I...I don't know," I stammered.

Jessica pulled back, studying my face intently.

"Oh, I think you do know," she purred. "I think you want it very, very badly."

Her hand slipped inside my swim trunks, wrapping around my throbbing cock. I gasped at her touch.

"Mmm, so hard," she whispered. "I wish I would have known sooner, I’ve never felt you this big before. Maybe I wouldn’t have had to fake it so often…”

Jessica's hand stroked my cock slowly as she continued to tease me.

"Such a naughty boy," she whispered. "Getting so hard thinking about your wife being fucked by another man. I bet you are dying to watch it happen again, aren’t you?"

I nodded, unable to deny any of it any longer. Jessica's eyes glinted wickedly.

"Well then, maybe we should give you what you want," she said. "I'm sure Marcus would be more than accommodating."

My cock throbbed at her words. The part of me that wanted to object, to put a stop to this madness, had shrunk to a miniscule size at this point. A much larger part of me was overwhelmed, and growing larger, with heated lust and arousal at the thought of watching Jessica with Marcus again.

"You'd...you'd do that?" I asked hesitantly.

Jessica smirked.

"Oh honey, I'd do a lot more than that. The question is, could you actually handle it?

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I blew my load in Jessica’s hand right there on the beach.

Jessica smirked as she wiped her hand clean on my towel.

"Well, that didn't take long," she teased. "I guess the thought of watching me with Marcus really does get you going."

I flushed with embarrassment, unable to meet her eyes. Jessica leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear.

"Don't worry, baby. I'm sure Marcus can last a lot longer. You'll get quite a show."

My spent cock twitched feebly at her words. Jessica flicked the head of my cock with her thumb and index finger, and then stood up, brushing sand from her legs.

"Come on," she said. "Let's head back to the inn. I think it's time we had a little chat with our gracious host."

I followed Jessica back to The Seabreeze Inn on shaky legs, my mind reeling. What had I gotten myself into? More importantly, what was I about to witness?


Chapter 7

The walk back to the inn felt surreal. Jessica strode confidently ahead of me, a new sway in her hips that seemed deliberate, taunting. I trailed behind, still dazed from our encounter on the beach and anxious about what was to come.

When we reached the inn, Jessica paused at the entrance, turning to face me.

"Are you sure about this, Elliott?" she asked, her voice softer than before. "Because once we go down this road..."

I swallowed hard. Was I sure? No. But my cock was already hardening again at the mere thought of what might happen.

"I think we’re already well down it," I said, my voice surprisingly steady.

Jessica's lips curved into a slow smile. She reached out and squeezed my hand.

"Yes, I suppose you’re right,” she said.

Jessica led me into the inn, her grip on my hand firm and reassuring. The lobby was empty, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the polished wood floors.

"Marcus?" Jessica called out, her voice echoing slightly in the quiet space.

After a moment, we heard footsteps approaching. Marcus emerged from a back room, his eyes widening slightly as he took in the sight of us standing there hand in hand.

"Well, hello there," he said, that dazzling smile spreading across his face. "What can I do for you two?"

Jessica stepped forward, her voice low and sultry.

"We were hoping you might be able to help us with something," she said. "You see, it turns out my husband here is quite the voyeur. He saw us last night on the porch and... well, let's just say he enjoyed the show. You were right."

Marcus's eyebrows shot up, his gaze shifting from Jessica to me. A slow, knowing grin spread across his face.

"Is that right?" he asked, his voice deep and smooth. "Well, well, well. What did I tell you, Jessica? I know these things."

I felt my face burning, a mix of embarrassment and arousal washing over me. Marcus approached us, moving with that confident swagger that had first caught Jessica's attention.

"So," he said, standing close enough that I could smell his cologne, "what exactly are you two proposing?"

Jessica stepped forward, placing a hand on Marcus's chest. The casual intimacy of the gesture sent a jolt through me.

"Elliott would like to watch us again," she said, biting her lip. "This time with permission."

Marcus looked at me, his dark eyes assessing.

"And you're okay with this? Watching me fuck your wife?”

My throat went dry as I stood there, caught in Marcus's penetrating gaze. The question hung in the air between us, demanding an answer I wasn't entirely sure I had.

"I...yes," I finally managed, my voice barely above a whisper. "I want to watch."

Marcus's lips curved into a knowing smile. He turned to Jessica, brushing a strand of hair from her face with surprising tenderness.

"And you, beautiful? You're okay with your husband watching me pleasure you?"

Jessica leaned into his touch, her eyes half-lidded with desire.

"More than okay," she said. "I want him to watch, he deserves it. And I think it'll be incredibly hot."

I looked down at my feet. I knew - or, at least felt - that on some level she was right. I did deserve it. I deserved the humiliation and embarrassment. I had brought this upon myself.

Marcus nodded, his decision made.

"Well then, let's not waste any more time." He glanced around the empty lobby. "Let’s take this up to my room. Follow me."

Marcus led us up a different staircase than the one to the guest rooms, his hand resting possessively on the small of Jessica's back. I trailed behind, my heart pounding as we reached a door at the end of the hallway.

Marcus unlocked it, ushering us inside. His room was spacious and tastefully decorated, dominated by a large bed.

"Make yourself comfortable," Marcus said to me, gesturing to an armchair in the corner. "You'll have a perfect view from there."

I sank into the chair, my legs suddenly weak. Jessica stood in the center of the room, looking both nervous and excited. Marcus approached her slowly, like a predator stalking its prey.

"Now then," he said, running his hands down Jessica's arms. "Where should we begin?"

He captured her lips in a searing kiss, one hand tangling in her hair, the other gripping her ass possessively. Jessica melted against him, a soft moan escaping her throat as her arms wound around his neck.

I shifted uncomfortably in the chair, my cock already tenting my swim trunks as I watched another man devour my wife's mouth. Marcus broke the kiss to trail his lips down Jessica's neck, making her gasp and arch against him.

"You like that, baby?" Marcus whispered against her skin. "You like knowing your husband is watching me touch you?"

"Yes," Jessica said, her eyes fluttering closed. "God, yes."

Marcus's hands found the ties of Jessica's bikini top, quickly undoing them. The small triangles of fabric fell away, revealing her perfect breasts. He cupped them softly, thumbs brushing over her hardened coral nipples.

"So beautiful," he whispered, lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth. Jessica gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

I watched, transfixed, as Marcus worshipped my wife's breasts, alternating between gentle licks and hungry sucking that made Jessica whimper and squirm. His large hands roamed her body possessively, leaving no curve unexplored.

"Please," Jessica moaned, grinding against him. "I need it."

Marcus chuckled against her skin.

"Patience, baby. We've got all night." He glanced over at me, his eyes dark with desire. "We want to give your husband a proper show, don't we?"

Jessica nodded eagerly, her gaze following Marcus's to land on me. The sight of me watching them seemed to inflame her further.

"Look at him," Marcus said, guiding Jessica to face me fully. "Look how hard he is already, just from watching us kiss."

Jessica's eyes traveled down to the obvious bulge in my swim trunks. She bit her lip, a wicked gleam in her eye.

"Poor baby," she whispered. "So excited and we've barely started."

Marcus's hands slid down to Jessica's bikini bottoms, slowly untying the strings at her hips. The tiny piece of fabric fell to the floor, leaving her completely naked. I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry as I took in the sight of my wife's nude body, displayed for both Marcus and me.

"So fucking gorgeous," Marcus said, running his large hands over Jessica's curves. "Turn around, baby. Let me see that perfect ass."

Jessica complied, turning to give me a full view of her back.

Marcus's hands gripped Jessica's ass firmly, his dark skin a stark contrast against her pale flesh. He gave it a playful smack, making her yelp and giggle.

"You like that, don't you?" he growled, spanking her again, harder this time.

"Yes," Jessica gasped, arching her back to push her ass against his hand.

I gripped the arms of the chair, my knuckles turning white as I watched another man spank my wife. My cock throbbed painfully, demanding release from the confines of my swim trunks.

Marcus caught my eye over Jessica's shoulder, a smirk playing on his lips.

"Your husband's enjoying the show," he whispered, loud enough for me to hear. "Should we give him more to watch?"

Jessica looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes heavy with lust.

"Yes, we definitely should.”


Chapter 8

Marcus spun Jessica around to face him once more, kissing her once more. His hands roamed her naked body as Jessica melted against him, small moans escaping between heated kisses.

"I want to taste you," Marcus growled. He guided her toward the bed, laying her down with surprising gentleness. Jessica spread her legs eagerly, her eyes flicking between Marcus and me.

"Look at your husband while I eat your pussy," Marcus commanded, positioning himself between her thighs. "I want him to see your face when you come on my tongue."

Jessica's eyes locked with mine as Marcus lowered his head. The moment his tongue made contact with her most intimate area, her back arched off the bed, a gasping moan tearing from her throat.

"Oh god!" she cried out, her hands flying to grip Marcus's short hair.

“What? Your husband doesn’t eat your pussy like this?” he asked.

Jessica whimpered no.

“He doesn’t eat it at all,” she whispered breathlessly.

I watched, mesmerized, as Marcus expertly pleasured my wife with his mouth. His dark head bobbed between her pale thighs as Jessica writhed on the bed, her eyes still locked on mine. The sounds of her pleasure filled the room.

"You taste so fucking good," Marcus growled, lifting his head briefly. His chin glistened with Jessica's arousal. "Your husband is missing out, never eating this sweet pussy. Such a shame."

Jessica's hips bucked against Marcus's face as he dove back in, his large hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place. I could see the muscles in her stomach clenching as she neared her peak.

"Oh god, oh god," she said, her voice rising in pitch. "I'm gonna come, I'm gonna come!"

Jessica's body tensed as her orgasm crashed over her. She cried out, her back arching off the bed even higher as she gripped Marcus's head tightly between her thighs. I watched in awe as wave after wave of pleasure washed over my wife's face, her eyes still locked on mine.

Marcus continued lapping at her sensitive flesh, drawing out her climax until Jessica was trembling and whimpering. Only then did he lift his head, a satisfied smirk on his face.

"That's one," he said, crawling up Jessica's body to kiss her deeply once more. "But I'm just getting started with you, baby."

Jessica moaned into the kiss, tasting herself on Marcus's tongue. Her hands roamed his muscular back, nails raking lightly over his dark skin.

"Please," she whispered when they broke apart.

Marcus chuckled darkly, his hand trailing down Jessica's body to tease her still-sensitive clit. She gasped, hips jerking at his touch.

"Please what, baby?" he asked, voice low and commanding. "Tell me what you want. Let your husband hear you beg for my cock."

Jessica whimpered, her eyes darting to me before returning to Marcus's intense gaze.

"Please fuck me," she whispered. "I need to feel your big cock inside me."

Marcus tsked, shaking his head.

"I don't think that's good enough. I want you to tell him exactly what you want. In detail."

Jessica bit her lip, a mix of embarrassment and arousal flushing her cheeks. She turned her head to look directly at me, her voice soft but clear.

"Elliott, I want Marcus to fuck me. I want to feel his huge cock stretching me open, filling me in ways you never could," Jessica confessed, her eyes locked with mine. "I want him to pound my pussy until I can't remember my own name. I want to come all over his big, black cock while you watch every second of it."

My cock throbbed painfully at her words, a wet spot forming on my swim trunks. Jessica's brutal honesty was both humiliating and incredibly arousing.

Marcus chuckled, clearly pleased with Jessica's confession. He stood up beside the bed, slowly unbuttoning his shirt to reveal his chiseled chest and abs. Jessica watched hungrily as he stripped, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Get down on your knees" he commanded, his hands moving to his belt.

Jessica slid off the bed eagerly, dropping to her knees before Marcus. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for his belt, helping him unbuckle it. The sound of his zipper coming down seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room.

"Show your husband how much you want this," Marcus instructed, his voice deep and dominating.

Jessica hooked her fingers into the waistband of his pants and boxers, pulling them down in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free, thick and imposing, making Jessica gasp. Even from across the room, I could see how much larger he was than me.

"Oh my god," Jessica whispered, her eyes wide with desire. "You're bigger than I remember."

Marcus chuckled, running a hand through her hair.

"Why don't you remind yourself just how good it tastes?"

Jessica needed no further encouragement. She wrapped one hand around the base of Marcus's impressive cock, unable to close her fingers around its girth. Her tongue darted out, licking the swollen head like it was her favorite flavor of ice cream. Marcus groaned, his hand tightening in her hair.

"That's it, baby," he encouraged. "Show your husband how much you love my cock."

I shifted uncomfortably in the chair, my own erection painfully constrained. The sight of my wife on her knees, worshipping another man's member with such enthusiasm, was almost more than I could handle. For a moment, I thought I might pass out.

Jessica moaned as she took Marcus deeper into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing with suction. Her free hand cupped his heavy balls, massaging them gently as she bobbed her head.

"Fuck, that’s good," Marcus groaned, his hips started to thrust forward, pushing his thick cock deeper into Jessica's eager mouth. She moaned around him, her eyes watering slightly as she struggled to accommodate his size.

"Look at your husband," Marcus commanded, gripping Jessica's hair and turning her head slightly so she could see me. "Show him how much you love sucking my big, black cock."

Jessica's eyes locked with mine as she continued pleasuring Marcus, her lips stretched wide around his girth. There was something almost apologetic in her gaze, yet undeniably hungry. She pulled back slightly, her hand stroking his slick shaft as she addressed me directly.

"It's so big, Elliott," she panted, her voice dripping with lust and desire. "I can barely fit it in my mouth."

My cock throbbed painfully in response, a fresh dose of humiliation and arousal washing over me. I watched, transfixed as Marcus pulled Jessica to her feet, his hands roaming her body possessively. He guided her to the bed, positioning her on all fours.

"You ready for this cock, baby?" he growled, lining himself up behind her.

Jessica looked over her shoulder, eyes heavy with lust.

"Yes, please. I need it so bad."

Marcus gripped her hips and slowly pushed forward, stretching Jessica's pussy around his thick shaft. She gasped, her back arching as she took him inch by inch.

"Oh god," she moaned. "You're so big. It feels so good."

I watched, mesmerized, as Marcus's dark cock disappeared into my wife's pale flesh. The contrast was striking and more than a little arousing. Jessica's fingers clutched the sheets as Marcus began to move, starting with slow, deep strokes.

"Fuck, you're still tight," Marcus grunted, “guess I didn’t fuck you hard enough last night, huh? We want you nice and used up, stretched out for your husband, right?”

Jessica moaned loudly as Marcus's words washed over her.

"Yes, please! Stretch me out, ruin me for him," she gasped, pushing back to meet his powerful thrusts.

Marcus's pace increased, his hips slapping against Jessica's ass with each thrust. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, punctuated by Jessica's increasingly desperate cries.

"Keep looking at your husband," Marcus commanded once again, his hand tangling in Jessica's hair to turn her face toward me. "Show him how much better this cock feels."

Jessica's eyes locked with mine, glazed with pleasure.

"Oh god, Elliott," she panted between thrusts. "It's so good...so fucking big...stretching me…so full...never felt anything like this before."

I couldn't look away as Marcus pounded into my wife, his muscular body glistening with sweat. His large hands gripped her tightly, pulling her back to meet each powerful thrust. Jessica's breasts swayed with the force of his movements, her face a mask of pure ecstasy.

"You like that, baby?" Marcus growled, spanking Jessica's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You like taking this big, black cock in front of your husband?"

"Yes!" Jessica cried out. "Oh god yes! I love it! Fuck me harder, please!"

Marcus obliged, increasing his pace until the headboard was slamming rhythmically against the wall. Jessica's cries grew louder, more desperate, her body shaking with each powerful thrust.

"Oh fuck! Oh my god!" she wailed, her knuckles white as she gripped the sheets. "I'm gonna cum again! Please don't stop!"

"That's it, baby," Marcus growled, his hips pistoning relentlessly. "Cum all over this big, black cock. Let your husband see what a real man can do to you."

Jessica's entire body tensed as her orgasm crashed over her. She screamed, a primal sound of pure pleasure that I'd never heard from her before. Her arms gave out, face pressing into the mattress as Marcus continued pounding into her quivering body.

"Fuck, that pussy just got so tight. Clamping down on my dick so good," he groaned, never slowing his relentless pace. "I'm gonna fill you up with my cum. You want that, don't you? Want me to breed this married pussy right in front of your husband?"

"Yes!" Jessica sobbed, her body still trembling from her intense orgasm. "Please, Marcus! Fill me up! I need your cum inside me!"

I watched, both horrified and aroused, as Marcus's rhythm became erratic. His muscular body tensed, head thrown back as he buried himself to the hilt inside my wife.

"Take it all," he growled, grinding his hips against Jessica's ass. "Every fucking drop."

Jessica moaned deeply, pressing back against him as he emptied himself inside her. The knowledge that another man was filling my wife with his seed sent shockwaves through my body and I nearly exploded myself.

When Marcus finally pulled out, I could see his thick cum leaking from Jessica's swollen pussy, dripping down her trembling thighs. He rolled onto his back beside her, chest heaving as he caught his breath.

"Fuck, that was good," Marcus panted, running a hand over Jessica's sweaty back. "Your wife has one sweet pussy, Elliott. Glad you fucked up that booking, buddy."

Jessica lay face down on the bed, her body still quivering from the intensity of her orgasms. After a moment, she turned her head to look at me, her eyes hazy with satisfaction.

"Come here," she whispered, reaching a hand toward me.

I hesitated, then rose from the chair on shaky legs. My cock was painfully hard, straining against my swim trunks as I approached the bed.

"Look what Marcus did to me," Jessica whispered, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs shamelessly. Her pussy was red and swollen.

I stood there in awe, aching and hard, wondering what would happen next.


Chapter 9

Jessica lay sprawled on the bed, her legs spread wide to reveal her well-used pussy. Marcus's cum leaked from her swollen folds, a stark visual reminder of what had just transpired.

"Look what Marcus did to me," Jessica said again, her voice low. "He stretched me out so good, filled me up with his cum."

I stood frozen at the edge of the bed, my cock painfully hard as I took in the sight of my freshly fucked wife. Jessica's eyes roamed over my body, zeroing in on the obvious bulge in my swim trunks.

"Aww, poor baby," she cooed. "You must be so worked up after watching that. Do you want to fuck me too? Feel how loose and sloppy Marcus made me?"

I gulped and nodded eagerly as Marcus grabbed a towel and headed to the shower.

“Enjoy,” he said with a wink as he strutted past me.

I climbed onto the bed, my hands trembling as I pulled down my swim trunks. My cock sprang free, rock hard and leaking pre-cum. Jessica's eyes widened slightly, not in admiration but in comparison.

"Oh Elliott," she sighed, reaching down to spread her swollen lips. "Feel it. Feel what he did to me. I'm so stretched out now."

I positioned myself between her legs, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. The heat radiating from her used pussy was incredible. I pushed forward, sliding easily into her wetness, feeling the slick evidence of Marcus's release coating my shaft.

"Oh god," I groaned, overwhelmed by the sensation.

Jessica laughed softly, her hands resting limply on my shoulders.

"Can you even feel anything? Marcus stretched me out so much. I definitely can’t feel you…"

The truth was, I could barely feel the walls of her pussy gripping me. Jessica was so loose and wet from Marcus's pounding that there was almost no friction. I thrust into her desperately, chasing my own release.

"That's it, baby," Jessica purred, though her tone lacked the enthusiasm she'd shown with Marcus. "Use those sloppy seconds. Fuck me with that cute little cock."

Her words pushed me into overdrive. I could feel Marcus's cum squelching around my shaft as I pumped in and out of Jessica's stretched hole.

"I can't believe how loose you are," I panted, increasing my pace. "He really did ruin you for me."

Jessica nodded, a dreamy smile on her face.

"Mmm, he sure did. I don't think I'll ever be satisfied by your little dick again after experiencing Marcus's big, black cock."

Her words finally sent me over the edge. With a strangled groan, I buried myself deep inside her and came, adding my meager load to the copious amount of cum already filling her pussy. Jessica barely reacted, simply patting my back gently as I shuddered through my climax.

"There you go, baby," she whispered. "Feel better now?"

I collapsed on top of her, panting heavily. After a moment, Jessica pushed at my shoulders.

"Okay, that's enough. You're getting heavy."

I rolled off her, feeling a confusing mix of satisfaction and shame. Jessica stretched out beside me, seemingly unbothered by the mess between her thighs.

"Did you enjoy that?" Jessica asked, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. Her hair was a mess, cheeks still flushed from her intense session with Marcus.

I nodded, unable to form words as the reality of what had just happened settled over me. I had watched another man—a stronger, more virile man—thoroughly pleasure my wife in ways I never could, then I'd slid into her stretched, cum-filled pussy like some pathetic afterthought.

"You don't sound convinced," Jessica said, studying my face. "Having second thoughts?"

Before I could answer, the bathroom door opened and Marcus emerged, a towel slung low around his hips. Water droplets glistened on his muscular chest and shoulders. Even semi-soft, the outline of his cock was impressive against the towel.

It was time for another round.


Chapter 10

That is more or less how the rest of our week at The Seabreeze unfolded. Turns out, it was not a sexless vacation for me after all. My balls were thoroughly drained one way or another at the end of each sun-drenched day.

Our final night at The Seabreeze Inn arrived all too quickly. Jessica and I packed our bags in tense silence, the weight of the past week's events hanging heavily between us. As I zipped up my suitcase, Jessica cleared her throat.

"So...we should probably talk about what happens when we get home," she said hesitantly.

I nodded, unable to meet her eyes.

"Yeah, I guess we should."

Jessica sat on the edge of the bed, fidgeting with the hem of her sundress. "Look, Elliott...this week has been incredible. Mind-blowing, really. But..."

"But it can't continue," I finished for her.

She nodded, looking relieved that I'd said it.

"Right. I mean, as hot as it's been, we can't exactly bring Marcus home with us."

I chuckled.

“No, we can’t but…” I said.

“But what?” she asked expectantly.

“We can come back to your new favorite spot next year…in fact, I already made the booking. Put down the deposit and everything. We are all set.”

Jessica's eyes widened, a mix of shock and excitement flashing across her face.

"You...what? You already booked it? For next year?" Her voice was breathless, disbelieving.

I nodded, a strange confidence settling over me that I hadn't felt before this week.

"I did. Non-refundable deposit and everything." I moved closer to her, my voice dropping lower. "I figured after this week, there was no way we could go back to our old vacation spot."

Jessica bit her lip, her cheeks flushing.

"Elliott, I don't know what to say..."

"You don't have to say anything," I replied, sitting beside her on the bed. "This week has changed things between us. I've never seen you so... alive. So satisfied."

Jessica looked down, her fingers still playing with the hem of her dress. "And you're really okay with that? With watching me with Marcus again next year?"

I took a deep breath, trying to sort through my complicated feelings.

"I won't lie, it's not easy watching another man pleasure you in ways I can't. But seeing you so fulfilled, so blissed out...it does something to me. And I can't deny how aroused I get watching you two together."

Jessica's hand found mine, squeezing gently.

"Oh Elliott," she said. "I never expected this side of you. But I have to admit, I love it. And I love that you're willing to let me explore this side of myself."

She leaned in, kissing me softly. When she pulled back, there was a wicked glint in her eye.

"You know," she purred, "we still have a few hours before we need to check out. I bet Marcus would be up for one more round."

My cock twitched in my pants at her suggestion, already hardening despite the countless times I'd come this week.

"You're insatiable," I said, both impressed and intimidated by my wife's newfound sexual appetite.

Jessica shrugged, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

"What can I say? Once you've had BBC, it's hard to think about anything else."

She stood up, smoothing down her sundress.

"I'll go find him. You get comfortable."

Jessica sauntered out of the room, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I settled onto the bed, my mind racing with everything that had happened this week. The humiliation, the arousal, the strange new dynamic between Jessica and me—it was all so unexpected yet oddly satisfying.

And I couldn’t wait to do it all over again the following year.

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)


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

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.

My other available works can be found here on Amazon. And do please connect with me on X (@erotichemingway)

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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