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Chapter 1

 


I peered over the spine of my book at the feeling of Piper's toe nudging my leg. “Yes?”
 

She was wearing a slightly devilish grin and her cheeks were red from the egg nog. Her blonde curls bounced on her shoulder as she tilted her head. “I want to ask you something,” she said, biting one corner of her lower lip.
 

I sighed. Don’t get me wrong, I loved Piper and wanted nothing more than for her to be happy. But I had just sunk into the couch with A Legacy of Spies after an incredibly long week. Nonetheless, Piper’s playful expression was not easily dismissed. “What is it, my love?”
 

Setting her glass down, Piper bounced up towards me from her end of the couch. She settled against my arm.
 

I enjoyed the softness of her plush breasts pressing against me.
 

She leaned close enough that I could feel her breath on my neck. Her breath smelled like spiced rum and eggs. “Can we do it?” she asked in a sultry whisper.
 

Blood drained from my brain down to my cock, which began to engorge. “Are you serious?”
 

“Oh I’m serious,” Piper said. She leaned closer and nibbled my earlobe with a gentle bite.
 

It sent a delicious shiver racing down my back. Smiley could most certainly wait for this. I set the book down and tried to turn to kiss Piper.
 

She pressed the tip of her finger against my jaw so I couldn’t turn my head. “Ah, ah, ah!”
 

“What?”
 

“I want to hear you say it first.”
 

“You want to hear me say it?”
 

“I want to hear you say that we can do it,” she said.
 

I furrowed my brow. It wasn’t like her to initiate sex. It certainly wasn’t like her to play these games. “Say that I want s…”
 

“Ah!” she interrupted again. “Just tell me can do it. Say it just like that. We can do it.“
 

Sigh.
 

The waft of alcohol from her breath made me realize what was going on. Piper was drunk on spiked nog. Okay. I could go along with that.
 

“Baby we can do it any way you want,” I said in my best Manilow voice.
 

“Good,” Piper breathed, “because I’ve already bought the tickets.”
 

“You want to…”
Wait, what?
 

“Wait. What?” This time I didn’t let her finger stop me from turning to look her in the eye.
 

There was a very mischievous twinkle dancing all across her face.
 

“Tickets?”
 

Piper bit the corner of her lower lip again and nodded her excitement.
 

“What tickets?”
 

“You promised this,” she said, losing the mischief and wagging a stiff finger at me.
 

“Promised you what?”
 

“That we could do a Caribbean Christmas.”
 

Oh shit. Right. That.
 

“Piper?” I asked.
 

She folded her arms across her chest and cocked her head to one side. “I bought them because I knew if I asked you again you’d somehow convince me to not go.” She narrowed her eyes but kept her smile. “You’re so good at that!”
 

I had, over the last two years since we’d gotten married, acquired quite a talent for managing Piper. That much was true. “But I never said yes to…”
 

“You just did now!”
 

“But you already bought the tickets!” I was doing my best to control the temper that had flared at Piper’s admission. I really hadn’t agreed to this.
 

“Because you would have said no!”
 

“But that’s…you’re going around in…”
“Tom,” she said, pointing that same finger right between my eyes. “When we got married you said that before we had kids, before everything got crazy and we never did it again, you would take me for a Caribbean Christmas, remember? You promised.”
 

Ugh.
 

There was that.
 

“You promised,” Piper added.
 

I rolled my eyes. “I never said it would be this Christmas.”
 

She took a deep breath and put a fist on her hip. “Tom, we’re trying now. Chances are by this time next year we’re going to be elbows deep in diapers, my tits will be leaking and then we’ll never go on a Caribbean Christmas ever again.”
 

“What about after the kids go away to school?” I asked, assuming our hypothetical children would ever leave the house.
 

Piper threw her hands up into the air. “Ugh, then I’m going to be all wrinkly and flabby and gross! Who wants to go for Caribbean Christmas then?”
 

“You’re never going to be gross, you’ll always be…”
“Tom,” Piper said, pressing her forehead up to mine. “I really want this. You promised me. I already bought the tickets. Please just say it’s okay and let’s have fun? Please?” she whispered.
 

A small smile cracked on her lips. She pressed a finger to my chest and ran it down my shirt, letting it settle on my belt buckle. “I promise you that you’re going to have an excellent time. You know what the beach does to me.”
 

My cock rose to life. My heart began to beat a little harder in my chest. I looked up into Piper’s mischievous eyes. I swallowed, trying to clear the dryness in my mouth. “What…what do you mean?” I stammered.
 

Piper’s smile widened into a grin. She leaned close. Close enough to flick her tongue out against my ear.
 

My cock hardened completely.
 

Piper’s hand drifted down into my lap. She pressed her palm against the bulging fabric of my jeans. “Tom,” she whispered. “Are you just getting jealous that all those big buff black men are going to be staring at your pretty blonde wife?” She gave my cock a squeeze. “What’s this?” she asked, giggling.
 

“Fuck, Piper,” I breathed as the image she’d described blossomed in my mind. A deep and throbbing arousal filled me.
 

“That’s it, isn’t it Tom? You’re worried about all those eyes wandering all over my curves and me wearing nothing but a skimpy little g-string, right?”
 

My chest tightened. My heart stopped and my mouth dried out again. I turned to look at my wife. “Piper? What the fuck?”
 

She giggled and pressed the tip of her finger against my nose. “That kind of stresses you out, doesn’t it?”
 

I was practically panting and had no idea what to say. There was no denying I was turned on. Jealous as hell but turned on at the same time. Was she joking?
 

The thing was that Piper had kind of hit the nail on the head. She was a bombshell and I did get a little jealous any time she got attention from other men, which was a lot.
 

At the same time I had to admit that there was something tremendously arousing about thinking of her with other men. She was my Piper, my wife and my friend. But as much as I didn’t want to admit it, as taboo as it was to think about, she was still a sexual animal outside of those boundaries. Men looked at her because she was gorgeous and I knew when they looked they were thinking of what it would be like to fuck her.
 

And for some reason that made me really hot.
 

Piper tugged my belt open, unzipped my pants and reached into my underwear. My cock sprang out. She giggled as her slender fingers slid down, peeling back my foreskin and exposing the engorged purple head. She rubbed me a few times. The warmth of her palm began to draw the seed out of my nuts.
 

I groaned.
 

Piper stopped. “You think about it sometimes, don’t you Tom?” Piper asked.
 

“What?” I said, wriggling to try to get her to stroke me again.
 

“You think about other guys looking at me.”
 

I looked into her eyes, stunned.
 

Her cheeks were rosy from the nog and I wondered if that’s what had inspired this sudden loosening of her morals. Probably. Still hot though.
 

To this day I’m not sure why I nodded at her question but I did.
 

Piper raised an eyebrow. “Really?” she said quietly. Her hand slid down my shaft and back up again. She clutched me a little harder for the next pump. Then her fingers came up, the tips tucked up under my glans sending delicious razors of pleasure racing up my spine. “What is it, exactly, that you think about?” she asked.
 

I didn’t exactly want to take back my response but the direction we were headed with this felt a little dangerous. It also awoke an interest in Piper that had faded a little in these last two years of marriage. All of a sudden she felt like my entire world again. “I…sometimes I watch other guys watching you,” I said quietly.
 

Piper was twisting her hand, her fingers running circles beneath my glans. It was driving me to the brink. “And you like that? Thinking that other men are watching me? That other men are watching your wife and thinking about what it would be like to fuck her?” She plucked the words right out of my mind.
 

I nodded again. My breathing had become heavy and my cock was twitching, aching for release.
 

Piper gazed into my eyes. “That’s not something I knew about you Tom,” she said with a smile. “What else do you think about?”
 

I shook my head, my mouth hanging open in a silent moan. “Nothing. I swear.”
 

Piper grinned. “Uh-huh. Sure.”
 

“No! I…”
 

In one swift motion Piper peeled her jogging pants off, swung her leg over my lap, pulled her underwear to one side and slid my cock into her sopping wet hole. Her juices leaked out of her, soaking my pubes. “That is really fucking hot Tom Chance,” she whispered as she began to ride.
 

I put my hands on her ass and stared up at her. She had her eyes closed and her smile had twisted into a snarl. Her hot pussy squeezed at my cock.
 

As I stared at her I couldn’t help but wonder what she was thinking about with her eyes closed like that. Was she thinking about other men looking at her? Was she thinking about what it would be like to fuck another guy.
 

Fuck another guy.
 

The image of another man’s cock buried inside her soft hole shoved me over the edge. “Fuck!” I grunted as my cock-head began to spew hot seed up into her cunt.
 

“Oh fuck Tom!” Piper cried. Her head swept back and her pussy clamped down on me and started to gush.
 

The orgasm that roared through me was one of the most powerful I’d ever had.
 

We coasted off the climax together and Piper slumped forward against my chest. Her face was hot and her breathing was heavy. She lifted her head, shook it and smiled. “Tom Chance,” she said, biting one corner of her lower lip. “What in the heck was that?” She slapped a hand playfully against my chest.
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I said. “Should we book some tickets and find out?”
 

Piper’s eyes went wide. “Are you serious?” she whispered.
 

I nodded.
 

Piper squealed. She jumped off of me. Before her underwear snapped back into place a frothy gush of my semen spilled out onto my pubes. Piper giggled and covered her mouth. She raced over to the computer and started tapping in dates.
 

A very pleasant warmth filled me at her excitement. I was sure Piper would never come close to sleeping with another guy but the prospect of all those eyes all over her beach body was an arousing one.
 

Worst thing that could happen would be a week in the sun. Or so I thought.
 






Chapter 2

 


“Oh my God I am in heaven,” were Piper’s first words as we stepped out of the airport terminal in Kingston. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath of the hot damp air and spun around with her arms stretched out.
 

I forced a smile but inside I was a wreck. It had started as soon as we got on the plane. Our flight attendant was a very handsome, very tall and very sturdy black man. He was easy going and affable and seemed to take great pleasure in spending extra time explaining – mostly to Piper – about how to use the emergency exit. This was despite the fact that I was the one sitting next to the window.
 

Every now and again he had smiled at me, as if acknowledging my existence somehow excused his blatantly flirtatious behaviour.
 

Piper had gobbled it up. She giggled at his jokes and batted her eyelashes, staring at him with great interest as she listened to the minutiae of how to work the door.
 

Once he had left to check the rest of the cabin before takeoff, she had turned to me with a sly grin and cocked her head to one side. “Did you like that?” she asked.
 

I had opened my mouth to tell her that I didn’t when I felt her hand crawl into my lap. Her fingers found the hard lump of my cock beneath my shorts. She shook her head as she stared into my eyes. “My, my,” she whispered.
 

“Piper, seriously,” I shot back. “Let’s not take this too far.”
 

Piper had rolled her eyes at me. “Oh relax, Tom. We’re just having a little fun.”
 

So I tried. I sat back and took a deep breath. A little while later I realized that I was being a bit of a child about the whole thing. But every time our flight attendant came by and Piper put on her bubbly bimbo routine for him I felt a knot of jealousy twist inside me.
 

Once we were in the airport I couldn’t help but notice all of the heads Piper turned as we walked from the plane to baggage claim. It seemed that every other guy we passed headed in the opposite direction felt no qualms about eyeing Piper up and down, then turning his head as she walked past to check out her ass.
 

A sinking feeling coupled with a confused arousal had my mind twisted in all sorts of different ways.
 

Now, standing beside her at the curb as she waved for a cab, I wondered whether I would be able to have any fun at all through the fog of this feeling that had gripped me.
 

A cab pulled up and the driver got out, dreadlocks tucked beneath a green-yellow-red cap. He greeted Piper with a slightly stoned looking smile then took the bags from me, barely acknowledging me at all.
 

As we drove the two and a half hours to Montego Bay Piper and the driver kept up a steady stream of conversation as I stared out the window barely noticing as the lush greenery of the island slipped by outside.
 

We had decided to go all out for this vacation. In all likelihood Piper was right. By this time next year we would probably have a baby and vacations like this would be a thing of the past. At least for a little while.
 

So even though the cab was going to be around two hundred and fifty bucks, it was more comfortable and private than the one coach company that ran the route.
 

We had also elected to stay in one of the fanciest resorts on the island. Private cabins located directly on the water, like literally above the water, were where we were staying.
 

We arrived in good time and were met by a bell-boy who whisked our luggage up to the building. Piper gave the driver the fare and included a very generous tip. She waved goodbye as he drove off, then turned, took my hand and smiled. “You were so quiet that whole time. What were you thinking about?”
 

I shrugged. What I had been thinking about was how chatty Piper was being and how that made me feel. But I didn’t want to come across as some jealous spoilsport who was going to ruin the vacation because he couldn’t stop thinking about other men looking at his wife. “Just enjoying the scenery, I guess.”
 

Piper smiled and squeezed my hand. “Come on. Let’s go find our room. I want to make sure we start this trip off right.” She flashed me a devilish grin, then dragged me up the five steps to the main building of the resort.
 

We were greeted by a large stern-looking black man standing behind the front desk. He gave me a nod but when he looked at Piper his expression softened. One corner of his mouth curled up into a smile. “Mr. and Mrs. Chance?” he asked.
 

Piper nodded enthusiastically and squeezed my hand. “How did you know our names?” she asked.
 

The receptionists smile widened. “You’re the only guests we have checking in today. My name is Thomas. I’ll show you to your suite. Please, right this way.” He stepped out from behind the desk and walked us down the corridor to a door that led outside. The sunlight reflecting off the sand was nearly blinding and we both had to put our sunglasses on before we were even outside.
 

We stepped out onto a pristine beach that looked out onto the azure waters of Montego Bay. After walking a few feet down the beach Piper saw the “swim-up suites” as they were called, in the distance. She giggled with excitement and bounced up and down beside me.
 

Thomas turned around and grinned at her outburst.
 

The suites weren’t so much swim up as they were wade up and the water was only about knee deep. A set of wooden steps led up to the suite. Thomas led us up.
 

The inside was really something, I have to say. Marble and dark hardwood and plush white sheets and pillows. But by far the most spectacular thing was the view.
 

A floor to ceiling sliding door opened up onto the seemingly endless and shimmering blue waters of the coast of Jamaica.
 

Thomas gave us the run down of when meals were served and what activities we could participate in at what times. Then he smiled and turned to go.
 

“Oh, hold on a sec!” Piper said, rummaging in her clutch for her wallet. She pulled out a twenty dollar bill and handed it to him. “Thanks so much!”
 

It turned out that even Thomas’ professionalism couldn’t withstand Piper’s looks. A moment before he turned I watched his eyes rake down her body. As he looked back up our eyes met. There was nothing apologetic about his expression. He gave me a very calm nod, as if his appraisal of my wife right in front of me were an expected and normal part of every day life.
 

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to make him feel bad or spoil any part of Piper’s vacation. Also the now familiar pulse of lust coursed through me at his attention.
 

He smiled at Piper again, nodded at me, then turned around and was gone.
 

Piper spun around, threw her hands up, then wrapped them around my neck in a hug. “You are the best husband in the world, Tom Chance. She tilted her head and whispered the words into my ear then nibbled my lobe with her teeth.
 

My cock began to swell.
 

“You’re really sweet for doing this for me, you really are. I know you’re not super into beaches but I’m going to make sure you have just as good of a time here as I do.” Before the last words were out of her mouth she sank down to her knees in front of me and started undoing my belt.
 

“Piper, wait!” I said trying to swat her hands away.
 

“Ha!” Piper guffawed, paying no attention to my objections and pulling my pants down anyway.
 

My cock rose in front of her, half-hard.
 

“That’s not exactly the reaction I was expecting,” she purred. She wrapped her fist around my dick and brought it to her lips.
 

“What if someone sees?” I asked.
 

Piper shrugged. “Who cares? We’re on vacation. We’ll never see any of these people again. I say what happens in Montego Bay stays in Montego Bay.” Piper winked a split-second before she slipped me into the bliss of her hot, wet mouth.
 

As I gazed down at her sucking on my cock and gazing up into my eyes, I felt as if something had changed about my wife. Not that Piper was a prude. She could let loose every once in a while. But the look she was giving me was not just letting loose.
 

Piper looked like she’d been released into the wild.
 

She sucked on my cock so hard that every once in a while it would pop out of her mouth with a filthy slurp. Each time it happened she gobbled it back into her mouth and began bouncing back and forth. She caressed my sack with her fingers.
 

It wasn’t long before I felt a trickle of seed start to work its way through my shaft. I touched Piper’s cheek with my palm. “Baby,” I grunted. “Careful…I’m nearly there.”
 

Piper popped off the head of my cock. “Fuck it,” she panted. “Just blow it into my mouth.” Then she swallowed me and started to suck and bounce back and forth like a porn star. She grabbed the base of my shaft with her other hand and started twisting around it with each bounce.
 

The whole thing was so filthy I could barely believe it was happening. And letting me come in her mouth? What the fuck?
 

My resolve ruptured and a blast of hot seed erupted into her mouth. That first one was fine but the second must have hit the back of her throat or something because Piper’s face twisted into the most hideously disgusted expression.
 

She popped off my cock gagging but kept stroking me with her hand, bless her heart.
 

Another shot of seed went flying through the air and into her hair as she kept her head turned, hand over her mouth to keep herself from throwing up.
 

My climax dried up and I softened in her hand. As soon as I did Piper stood up and rushed off to the bathroom. I heard the sounds of spitting and gurgling and more spitting before Piper walked back out.
 

“I’m sorry,” she said with a saddened smile. “I thought I’d try. I just got so excited that we were here. I guess I’m still not really a fan of the taste of cum!”
 

I smiled at the way she giggled about it. “It’s okay. Sorry that happened.”
 

Piper waved it away. “It’s fine. Now. Was that a good start to our vacation?” she asked.
 

“I guess so,” I said with a laugh. I pulled my pants back up.
 

“Good. Then let’s hit the beach!”
 






Chapter 3

 


Piper’s blow job placated me for only a short time. As soon as we wandered out onto the beach I began to feel the faint tickle of jealousy rising inside me again. Not at all the fat-as-walrus white dudes sunning themselves on the sand.
 

It was the Jamaican hotel staff weaving between them, waiters and towel boys making sure that everyone had what they needed.
 

Piper found us a spot on two very fancy cabana chairs with an umbrella over top of them. We settled in and I picked up the book I’d brought when Piper turned to me with a bottle of sun-tan lotion. “Can you get my back? I forgot to ask back in the room. Sorry.” Sad frown.
 

I sighed and started to haul myself up to help her when, seemingly out of nowhere, one of the towel-boys materialized. “I’m happy to help,” he said, taking the tan lotion from Piper. “If that’s alright?” he asked, looking straight at me.
 

The question caught me off guard. It was Piper he was going to be applying the lotion to, why was he asking me if it was alright? He was just a young buck and the question almost came off as a challenge.
 

Would I be petty enough to disallow another man from applying lotion to my wife?
 

It twisted the knife of jealousy right into my gut and gave it a painful twist. “Uh…sure. Yeah. No problem.”
 

Piper shot me a look of shock that quickly turned into a half-mouthed smile. She lay down on her stomach on the chair, her head turned to one side so she was watching me.
 

I immediately wanted to take back what I’d said. From the way she was watching me it seemed that Piper took my saying “yes” as some sort of signal. I didn’t want to make a big deal of it now but I knew I would have to explain myself later.
 

In the meantime I couldn’t help but stare at the dark hands working the white cream into Piper’s pale flesh. Nor could I control the blood that rushed to my cock at the sight. I began to harden and had to place my book strategically over my swim trunks to cover up the bulge.
 

The towel-boy squeezed another dollop of lotion into his hand. The nearly empty bottle emitted a filthy farting sound. He smiled and warmed the cream up by rubbing it in his hands. “I’ll make sure to bring another one over,” he said. Then he put his hands on Piper’s toned legs and began to rub the lotion in.
 

This was even more tantalizing for me. Piper had already applied lotion to her legs. I’d watched her do it back in the room. But instead of telling towel-boy that, she let him massage her thighs.
 

I became uncomfortably hard as I watched the man’s hands ride up her thigh, dangerously close to her pussy. Piper emitted a soft sigh.
 

When he was done, towel-boy stood up, picked up the empty lotion bottle and turned to go.
 

“Wait,” Piper said. “I didn’t bring my wallet. What’s your name?”
 

“Simon,” the man replied with a smile.
 

“Thanks, Simon. I really appreciate it,” Piper said, smiling back.
 

“The pleasure was all mine,” Simon replied.
 

He turned and left before I could deduce whether he had meant it the way it came across. Had he really been thinking about what a pleasure it was to touch my wife’s beautiful legs, to come so close to touching her pussy? Or had it just been an absently chosen remark?
 

I nearly laughed out loud. Of course he had been thinking about what a pleasure it was. What guy wouldn’t? Piper was gorgeous and probably the only thing he could think of was getting between those thighs.
 

My cock throbbed.
 

“So?” Piper whispered. “You like that, tiger?”
 

I shook my head. “Piper, baby, no. It’s not like that. I just didn’t want to seem jealous by telling him to stay away from your back.”
 

“And my legs?” Piper asked.
 

“And your legs.”
 

“Even though you knew I had lotion on them already?”
 

“What?” I asked. A thrill pulsed through me at being called out.
 

“You watched me put lotion on my legs back in the room. But you didn’t stop him. You wanted to watch him didn’t you?”
 

“No…what?!? That’s crazy. Come on. Why didn’t you stop him anyways?”
 

Piper shrugged. “’Cause I liked it.”
 

Another potent shot of jealousy made my fingers and toes tingle. “You what? You liked another man touching your legs?”
 

Piper smiled. “That and I liked watching you watch it. Good thing you brought that book,” she said, nodding at the book in my lap.
 

There was no hiding now. It was clear that Piper new about my erection. Still, I didn’t want her thinking that I wanted this to go on any farther than it already had. “Look, fine. I don’t know what it is but there’s something that turns me on about thinking about you with another guy. But that’s all it is. Just a fantasy. I don’t…I really don’t think doing anything about it is a good idea.”
 

Piper didn’t seem to buy my explanation. She studied me for a while before asking the question. “Tom?”
 

“What’s up?”
 

“Can I show you something?”
 

“Sure. What is it?”
 

“I want to show you how wet I am.”
 

Holy crap.
 

“Piper!” I hissed. “We’re on a public beach!”
 

Piper shrugged. She wriggled her hips and spread her thighs apart. “So? Who cares? I told you I’m on vacation. I’ll never see any of these people again. Besides people do this stuff on the beach all the time. It’s not like you’re going to have sex with me. Just touch me. I want you to feel how wet I am.”
 

It was difficult to resist a request like that. I peered around the edge of the umbrella to see if anyone was coming. The coast was clear.
 

I slipped two fingers past the elastic of Piper’s bathing suit. The lips of her pussy were slathered in fresh hot juice. My eyes popped open in shock.
 

I couldn’t believe my wife, my Piper, was lying on a public beach telling me to touch her so I could feel how wet Simon had made her. Something about the beach or the sun or being on vacation had certainly changed her.
 

Maybe it was the fact that this was supposed to be a last hurrah, the big vacation before finally settling down and growing up. Whatever it was, Piper was on fire because of it.
 

I pulled my hand away and wiped it off on my shorts.
 

Piper laughed.
 

Simon popped his head around the umbrella, smiling. “I brought some more lotion. Let me know if you need a hand getting it on.” He winked at Piper, smiled at me, then disappeared.
 

Piper rolled onto her side. She put her hand on my stomach and let it slide down and into my shorts.
 

“Piper!” I hissed again.
 

She just laughed. “Oh my God relax already. Who turned you into Reggie-rules? No one’s going to see and if they do they’re not going to say a thing about it. Oh my God, Tom! You’re so hard!” she gasped.
 

She clutched my cock in a tight fist and started to pump. Every once in a while she would glance over my shoulder to make sure no one was coming. She bit her lip and stared at me. “What do you think, baby?” she asked quietly. “Would you let Simon fuck me?”
 

The question tightened every muscle in my body. My cock hardened in Piper’s hand and began to spew.
 

Piper’s jaw dropped at my orgasm. She pumped me through it but she was staring at me in disbelief. When I’d finished she pulled her hand out of my trunks. It was coated in my sticky jizz. Piper wiped it off on a fresh towel and lay down on her back. She put her sunglasses on and smiled.
 

“Piper?” I said, still panting.
 

Piper shook her head. “Wow,” was all she said.
 

Wow was right.
 






Chapter 4

 


We spent the rest of the day on the beach. I did my best to read my book but had a hard time concentrating. All I could think about was what had happened with Simon and what Piper had said. I’d read a few paragraphs then realize I had no idea what I’d just read and go back. It went on like that for hours while Piper snoozed in the sun next to me.
 

She finally woke up when the sun was hanging low in the sky. She looked at me with a sleepy smile. “Dinner?”
 

Dinner sounded great.
 

We walked back to the suite and showered. The shower was huge and had four shower heads. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of Piper and pretty soon I was hard again.
 

Piper laughed when she saw my erection. “Wow. You’re really pushing your luck there buddy!”
 

I blushed. “It’s hard when you’ve got such a hot wife.”
 

Piper giggled again and looked at my cock. “It certainly is. Let’s wait ‘till after dinner though, okay? I’m starving.”
 

We finished showering, dressed, then made our way across the water and the sand to the main building where dinner was being served.
 

The outdoor dining room looked out onto the ocean. There were tiki torches burning in the sand surrounding it. There was a small pond in the center with candles floating on pods. It created quite an ethereal effect.
 

Our waiter was once again a handsome black man who introduced himself as Bastian. He had obviously spent a lot of time training for the position because his professionalism was second to none.
 

Still, even he succumbed to Piper’s charms. I caught him stealing glances at her a few times when she wasn’t watching. One time he even saw that I was watching but didn’t look embarrassed at all. He just gave me a nod. Almost as if he were congratulating me on my beautiful wife.
 

I spent a good part of dinner mulling over this thought. Piper babbled on and on about how amazing the food was and how happy she was she didn’t have to cook and clean.
 

We finished a bottle of wine, then had apple rum digestif.
 

The whole time I thought about the way Bastian had looked at me after I’d caught him checking Piper out. My gaze wandered around the room. Once I started paying attention I realized that most men were in the process of constantly checking women out.
 

Their eyes would lazily glide from their partner to some other table, often ours. They’d linger on the sight of Piper chatting and laughing. Their gaze would roam down her body, drinking in the sight of her exposed legs, then wander back up and settle on her breasts.
 

Some instinct would alert them to the fact that I was watching. Our eyes would meet and one of two things would happen. Either they would look away, embarrassed at having been caught checking out my wife, or they would give me that nod, the same one Bastian gave me.
 

What was really unsettling but deeply arousing was the fact that I knew these men were watching Piper and thinking about sex. They were sitting there across from their girlfriends and their wives imagining what it would be like to suck on her nipples or shove their cocks between her legs.
 

I grew harder and harder beneath the table until, by the time it was time to head back to the room, I was so stiff that I worried if I stood up everyone would see my erection.
 

Piper leaned forward, elbows on the table, fingers interlaced. She rested her chin on them. “So?” she asked, her voice sultry and slightly drunk. “Ready for some fun?”
 

“Uh…yeah. Sure. Maybe just give me another minute?”
 

Piper tilted her head to one side and furrowed her brow. “Why?” she asked.
 

I pretended to yawn. “Wah! It’s just so nice here. I just want to enjoy the view a little more,” I said, looking out onto the darkening ocean.
 

Piper gave me a funny look. She leaned back in her chair, folded her arms across her chest and raised an eyebrow.
 

Suddenly I felt her foot sweep up between my legs. She placed her big toe directly at the base of my rigid cock and pressed.
 

My cock lurched. I gasped.
 

The couple at the table next to us glanced over but didn’t seem to notice anything amiss and returned to their conversation.
 

Piper, one eyebrow still raised, mouthed the word “wow.”
 

I reached down and removed her foot from my cock, hot as it was. I wasn’t really into the public display’s of affection and I didn’t want to ruin anyone’s dinner. “You’re not helping,” I whispered.
 

“I’m not trying to help,” Piper shot back.
 

It took a few minutes and a good amount of squeezing my ass cheeks together but I got the hard-on down to a manageable size. Enough so that we could discreetly leave the room.
 

I stood up, walked around the table and helped Piper with her chair, then offered her an arm.
 

She took it and smiled at me. Together we made our way out of the dining area and out towards the sea.
 

“Wanna walk in the surf for a bit?” Piper asked. She was gazing out into the inky darkness that was creeping across the ocean.
 

“Sure,” I replied. We walked to the shore and started wandering towards our suite, the gentle waves splashing against our feet.
 

“So?” Piper asked after a while. She squeezed my arm.
 

“So? So what?”
 

She looked up at me and smiled. “So what were you thinking about in there that got you so hard?”
 

I shrugged. “Just having dinner with my beautiful wife.”
 

“Tom,” Piper said with a disbelieving grimace. “Really? You think I’m going to believe that?”
 

I thought for a while, then sighed. What was I trying to hide from anyways? Piper was right. This was our last big vacation, the final hurrah. Maybe it would be okay to go a little wild?
 

The thought sent an electric burst of energy sizzling through me. Was I really contemplating this? Was I actually thinking about allowing Piper to be with another man?
 

“That!” Piper said, squeezing my arm again.
 

“What?” I asked.
 

“That. What were you just thinking about? You just got so tense!”
 

I took a deep breath.
 

Come on, Tom. It’s not like she’s going to jump in bed with someone tonight!
 

My heart had started hammering inside my chest. My insides had twisted up. My whole body was humming at what I was about to say. My palms started to sweat. “You really want to know?” I asked.
 

“Of course I really want to know!” Piper replied.
 

Another deep breath. I tried to calm down my pulse. I stopped and turned to look Piper in the eye. “Okay. This is going to sound kind of crazy.”
 

Worry clouded Piper’s expression.
 

“You remember what you said to me? When you…you remember? On the beach? Behind the umbrella? When you were…”
 

“Stroking you off?” Piper asked.
 

It was a very lewd thing to say out loud, especially for Piper. It sent a feral rush of adrenaline and lust coursing through me. “Yeah. Stroking me off…” I muttered.
 

“Yeah?”
 

“Do you remember what you said? Right before I came?”
 

She thought for a moment then a smile formed on Piper’s lips. “Would you let Simon fuck me?”
 

The words felt like a punch to the gut but already my cock was hardening again. “Yeah. That.”
 

“Oh I remember that,” Piper said, nodding and grinning.
 

“Piper…” I whispered. I looked deep into her eyes.
 

For a moment I felt myself pulling away, stepping back. This was madness, wasn’t it? Why would I do this? We were happy. Everything was awesome. We were having a great time. Why would I throw something like this into the works?
 

Fuck it.
 

“I couldn’t stop thinking about that,” I said quietly.
 

The smile faded from Piper’s lips. She searched my eyes. “About me saying that?” she asked, slightly confused.
 

“About it happening.”
 

The muscles in her face relaxed. Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open. “Oh. Wow,” she whispered. She glanced down at my midriff as her mind darted back in time. “Is that why…”
 

“That’s why I was so hard,” I admitted.
 

Piper’s expression was blank for a moment. Then her eyes narrowed. “Really?” she asked.
 

“Really.”
 

She waited, watched my face for signs that this was some joke. “Like, really-really?”
 

I nodded.
 

“As in you’d actually want something like that to happen really-really?”
 

Oh God.
 

A tremendous weight settled onto my shoulders.
 

“I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. I turned and started walking towards the suite again.
 

“But it makes you hard? Thinking about it? Thinking about me with another guy?”
 

“Incredibly hard.”
 

A long silence followed between us with nothing but the sound of the ocean splashing around our feet. The silence lasted so long and each second felt heavier than the last. Finally, I couldn’t take any more. “What are you thinking?” I asked.
 

Piper shook her head. “Wow. Just…wow.”
 

“It’s crazy, right?” I said, forcing a laugh to try to ease the tension between us.
 

“I…I guess?” She turned to look up at me. “But if it’s something you’re into.”
 

A delicious frisson of nerves tingled down my spine. Was Piper actually considering this too? Suddenly it felt so much more visceral and dangerous and raw. My little fantasy was out in the wild and it wasn’t just mine all mine anymore.
 

What if Piper got her claws into it and decided to run away with it? See how far she could take it? God it was hard to imagine that but also extremely hardening.
 

“So you think you’d enjoy another guy fucking me?” Piper purred as she gazed up into my eyes.
 

The question sent jealousy twisting through my guts, followed by a tickling tendril of lust. “I…oh God it hurts to think about but I’m…I can’t stop myself. I’m hard as a rock.”
 

Piper stopped, turned to face me, then gripped my cock with her hand. “Wow,” she whispered again.
 

“Don’t do anything tonight,” I blurted, unable to stop myself from saying it.
 

Piper looked up at me with a surprised smile then burst into a belly-laugh. She covered her mouth with her hand until the explosion subdued. “Tom! I’m not going to do anything at all! I was just playing along!”
 

The relief at hearing her say this paled in comparison to the sinking feeling that she was rejecting the possibility outright. It was most likely for the best.
 

“I mean…” She bit her lip and looked out over the dark ocean. “That would be…wrong. Wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t you feel terrible if that happened?”
 

I gazed at her. My sweet and lovely wife standing in the surf and contemplating all these filthy thoughts. What was I doing? I was corrupting her and for what? Why?
 

Looking back I remember the feeling of something pushing me to say what I said next. It was as if something gave me a shove from behind and I just blurted it out. “Maybe not?”
 

I glanced up just in time to see Piper’s hot blush.
 

She saw me watching her and started to laugh again. “Oh my God!” she squealed. “What are we even talking about? We’re not really talking about this, are we?”
 

I stood there staring at her and shaking my head. “I don’t know. Are we?”
 

Piper’s laugh died but her smile remained as she bit her lower lip and shook her head. “I don’t know. Are we?” she echoed softly.
 






Chapter 5

 


I left her question unanswered as we strolled back to the room. Despite the lights being on in the suite it was still a creepy feeling having to walk through the dark ocean to get to the steps that led up to it.
 

I could see the bottom where we were walking. That’s not what freaked me out. It was the dark water out in the open ocean, out past the suite. Who knew what was in there?
 

It felt a little like I’d pushed us out on a boat onto that dark sea. Who knew where we’d end up?
 

Someone had lit candles in the room while we’d been having dinner. The whole suite was bathed in a warm orange glow. Two chocolates had been laid on the pillows.
 

Piper looked amazing in that light, her white dress billowing gently in the salty breeze coming in off the bay.
 

She put her clutch down on the table hooked her fingers in the straps that held the dress up and pulled them off to the sides.
 

The dress fell away revealing her naked body.
 

I sucked in a breath. I hadn’t realized she hadn’t worn a bra or underwear to dinner. I feasted my eyes on the smooth skin on her chest, her pink nipples that had hardened into tight buds, her tummy that had just the slightest bulge and the soft patch of blonde down that she’d shaved into a landing strip leading to her pussy.
 

I looked back up into her eyes.
 

“Tom,” Piper whispered.
 

“Huh?”
 

“I want to tell you something, too.”
 

“Huh?” A tinnitus began buzzing in my ears as my heart started to pump harder.
 

Piper took my hand and pressed my fingers gently against her bush. “You remember how wet I was when Simon put that lotion on me?” she whispered.
 

I nodded, terrified at what she might say.
 

Piper slipped my fingers between her long legs. She slid them along her slickened folds. She was oozing juice. She leaned in, staring up at me with her blue eyes. “I’ve been thinking about it too,” she whispered.
 

I struggled to keep breathing. My vision tunnelled and suddenly there was nothing in my world but Piper. “You…you have?”
 

Piper nodded. She slid my fingers back and forth along her slit. “Ever since I joked around about it when I was asking you to come here, remember?”
 

How could I forget? I nodded.
 

“I’ve thought about what it would be like. You seemed so turned on by it that night. I’ve had…” Piper lowered her eyes and paused before looking back up at me again. “I’ve had dreams about it, Tom.”
 

The confession was another punch to the gut that knocked the wind out of me. Piper, my Piper had been dreaming about other men. Doing what? Fucking her?
 

“You have?” I barely managed to squeeze the air out of my lungs to say the words.
 

Piper nodded. “I have. I know it’s wrong.” She chewed the inside of her mouth. “I never ever thought you would suggest something like this. I knew it turned you on but I never, not once, thought you might be serious about trying it.”
 

“Wait…trying it?”
 

“That’s what we’re talking about isn’t it?” Piper asked, worry furrowing her brow again.
 

She was so vulnerable and a little scared in that moment and it was all on me. I’d brought her to this place. I’d brought us to this place. Even though the prospect of something like this actually happening made me shake, I couldn’t just shut it down now. Not after everything I’d said. “It is what we’re talking about, just…”
 

“Just what?” Piper asked. She rubbed my fingers along her folds again. “Oh God that feels so good, Tom,” she purred.
 

My cock was achingly hard from touching Piper and just the whole situation. I knew this wasn’t the best state of mind in which to be making decisions. Or even talking seriously about the prospect of us doing something about this, of Piper doing something about this.
 

But more than anything I wanted her to be happy. “Let’s not…I don’t want to say something I’m going to regret. But I want to make you happy.” I sank to my knees in front of her.
 

Piper’s eyes widened, then a smile curled her lips. She stepped apart giving me access to her hot wet sex.
 

I pressed my mouth between her legs, craning my neck up to get at her dew. I slid my tongue slowly across her slit. The sharp bite of her juice trickling into my throat hardened my cock even more.
 

Piper shuddered over me. She let herself down a bit, sealing her lips against my face. Then, as I began licking up and down her pussy, she started riding back and forth along my mouth.
 

She closed her eyes. Her hand went up and clutched at her breast, really squeezing it like I’d never seen her do before.
 

We had a good love life but it was mostly gentle lovemaking. Nothing too rough. But as she twisted her nipple back and forth Piper’s pussy gushed into my mouth.
 

I wondered if this was something Piper wanted more of? Did she want me to be a bit rougher with her? That had never really been my thing but I could certainly try.
 

I felt so in love with her in that moment and all I wanted was to make her happy. I made to get up, throw her onto the bed, strip my clothes off and fuck her. But as I began to pull my mouth away from her pussy Piper’s eyes popped open and she grabbed a fistful of my hair with her other hand. “No, no,” she blurted. “Please don’t stop baby? I’m almost there.”
 

So with my cock throbbing in my lap I installed myself between Piper’s thighs again and licked her pussy as furiously as I could.
 

Piper started to moan and writhe above me. She let herself down even lower so that I was really beneath her, my neck twisted back as far as it would go.
 

As she ground back and forth the top of her pussy lips would ride up onto my nostrils. The burning sting of her juice trickling into my nose nearly made me stop. It seared up into the back of my brain. But she was so close and I was determined to make her come.
 

I redoubled my efforts, though it felt like my jaw was about to fall off.
 

Finally Piper started to come. She shrieked, twisted her nipple and her pussy began to clench and clamp above my mouth. Hot liquid pulsed from inside her, so much of it that for a few moments I thought I was going to drown out on dry land.
 

She shuddered and let out a low moan as the thickest part of her orgasm rushed through her. Maybe it was because I was in such an uncomfortable position but the tail of the orgasm seemed to drag on forever.
 

Finally, satisfied that I’d satisfied her, I couldn’t take it anymore. I pushed her gently off of me, sputtering and spitting and gasping for air.
 

Piper opened her eyes and looked down at me and was taken aback. “Oh baby I’m so sorry!” she said, wiping my face off with her hands. “Are you okay? I’m sorry I really got caught up in the moment! Here. Here’s a towel.”
 

She couldn’t resist a giggle, though, as I towelled off my face. She sat on the edge of the bed and watched and smiled.
 

I threw the towel onto the floor and took my shirt off over my head then started unbuckling my pants. I pushed them down along with my underwear and started towards Piper and the bed when she put up her hand.
 

“Uh, Tom?”
 

“What is it?” The wind went right out of my sails.
 

“Can you…can you maybe shower? Or wash your face? You are filthy.” Piper burst into giggles again.
 

My cock deflated a little but I raced to the bathroom to wash Piper’s goo off my mouth. By the time I got back she was tucked in under the covers. Her eyes were a little sleepy but she welcomed me in by throwing the covers back.
 

I crawled between her legs and mounted her, shoving my cock into her still drooling pussy.
 

Piper accepted me with a breathy grunt.
 

At this point I just wanted to ride out my rut, finish and go to sleep. It had been a confusing day and I was looking forward to starting fresh tomorrow. Maybe the morning sun would clarify the situation.
 

Piper trailed her hands up my arm as I fucked my cock down into her tight hole. Then she ran them down my back and grabbed my ass. “Yeah, fuck that pussy,” she purred. “Are you thinking about one of those big black dicks fucking me just like that?”
 

It came out of nowhere and she couldn’t have said anything more filthy or lewd.
 

The image of a massive black cock piling into Piper’s pillowy softness made me steel hard. A hot gush of seed rushed from my nuts.
 

“Fuck it into me Tom. Breed that pussy. Fill me up with your cum!” Piper grunted through clenched teeth.
 

I soared over the crest of a powerful orgasm, my mind swimming with thoughts of Piper stuffed with another man’s cock, seed taking inside her belly and making it grow and the feeling of her claws digging into my ass.
 

I slumped down on top of her a gasping, panting mess of sweaty flesh. A few moments later Piper rolled me off and out from between her legs. “Holy fuck,” she whispered. “That was so hot, Tom.”
 

I stared into her eyes. There was a wild look in them I’d never seen before. Like a fire had started to burn inside her.
 

Piper kissed me passionately on the mouth, her hand holding the back of my head. “Let me know when you’re ready to go again,” she whispered, then nibbled my earlobe.
 

Like it or not, it seemed our adventure had begun.
 






Chapter 6

 


We fucked again that night. The next morning I woke up to Piper’s hands crawling up my chest, then down my belly, one squirming between my legs and scooping up my nuts while the other gripped my morning wood.
 

I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and turned to look at Piper. 
 

She was smiling. The light coming in off the water cast diamond patterns that danced in her eyes. After a few slow strokes she propped herself up on her elbow, threw her leg over my lap and mounted me. She pointed my cock at her pussy and eased herself down.
 

I stared at her in disbelief. “What has gotten into you?” I whispered.
 

Piper grinned and relaxed the muscles in her thighs, impaling my cock into her sweet cunt.
 

I groaned.
 

She leaned forward. Her heavy breasts, nipples hard, mashed against my chest. She started to ride me back and forth ever so slowly. She ran her fingers down my cheeks, kissed my mouth, then stared into my eyes. “I don’t know,” she said softly.
 

If there’s such a thing as heaven this was as close to it on earth as I was going to get. The warm ocean breeze tickling my feet. My cock buried inside my hot wife. Her tenderness and affectionate kisses. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d paid this much attention to me.
 

“Maybe we just really needed this,” she whispered then kissed me again. “Maybe it’s the beach. Maybe it’s just finally being able to relax,” she mused. She fixed me with her gaze and leaned forward. When she spoke her voice was barely above a breath. “Or maybe…just maybe,” she said, then bit her lip. “Maybe I can’t wait for you to put a baby inside of me.”
 

My cock hardened inside her. It was tremendously erotic to think of breeding Piper. She had a body made for it and I thought about it often.
 

“Yeah?” she asked with a smile. “You like that? You like thinking of shooting your cum up into me?” she said. She started to ride a little harder.
 

As tried to pry my mind away from the direction it had veered as I stared at Piper’s hot body slapping against me. Clearly our contemplation of Piper letting another man inside her had planted a seed inside my mind that had sprouted. My cock flexed again.
 

“What was that?” Piper asked. She put her hands on my chest and rose up. As she started riding me even harder I had a perfect view of her breasts slapping against each other with each thrust. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking, Tom?”
 

“Huh?” I grunted. My nuts had tightened up. From the lascivious wanderings of my mind as much as from Piper’s hot wetness slurping around my cock.
 

She leaned forward again but kept her hands on my chest, riding me like an animal. “Are you thinking of me taking a nice big black cock inside my pussy? Are you thinking about what it would be like if I took it bare? What it would be like watching as it pumped hot cum into me? Oh my God…”
 

A violent shudder raced through her. Suddenly her pussy started clenching and clamping around me. Her mouth fell open and her eyes squeezed shut tight. She came, shaking above me, thighs squeezing my hips as she rode it out.
 

Holy fuck it was hot.
 

It seemed to last longer than any orgasm I’d ever given her. Though I guess in reality she’d given it to herself. She just kept convulsing and grinding her clit against my pelvis her mouth hanging open in a silent scream.
 

When she finally opened her eyes I swear she wasn’t Piper any more. She stared at me with a lusty gaze as she rocked her hips back and forth, sliding my cock in and out of her. The juice that had gushed out of her had sluiced down my ass crack and formed a wet puddle on the sheets.
 

“Come on baby. Come on,” she urged in a breathy whisper.
 

My eyes darted all over her body but my mind remained firmly affixed on what she’d said. What would it be like to watch as a black cock pumped hot cum into my bare wife?
 

I came with a shout.
 

Motion caught my eye. I turned my head to one side. There stood Simon. He was holding a tray covered in a silver dome. As our eyes met he made no motion to look away. No apology at staring at us as we fucked.
 

He nodded at me again except this time didn’t smile.
 

I picked up a sheet and lifted it up to cover Piper.
 

At first she wasn’t sure what I was doing. Then she saw Simon, too. A shocked gasp was followed by a burst of uncomfortable giggling as she rolled off of me.
 

Simon walked up the last few steps and into the room. “My apologies Mr. and Mrs. Chance,” he said, placing the tray on the small breakfast table by the door. He sounded anything but apologetic.
 

“That’s…uh, that’s fine,” I said. I didn’t normally get embarrassed by this sort of thing but this was quite an intrusion. “I guess you sacrifice a bit of privacy for this view, huh?” I said, trying to make light of what had happened.
 

Simon shot me a faint smile. Then he turned and took a good long look at Piper.
 

The thin sheet did very little to actually cover her body. It outlined perfectly the curve of her breasts and ass and legs.
 

Simon gazed at her for a long time before turning to me again. “You want to give your wife a taste of the black cock?” he asked.
 

My eyes opened a little wider and Piper gasped next to me.
 

Simon held his hands up. “Easy. Easy. It’s okay,” he said, smiling and nodding. “Happens all the time.”
 

Maybe I should have been offended. Maybe I should have reacted differently, told him that I was going to speak with his manager and get him fired. Thing was, he really seemed genuine about the offer. “It does?” I asked quietly.
 

“Sure, mon,” he replied, his accent slipping to patois. “Just thought I would make the offer. You two look like you were having fun. Enjoy your breakfast.” He flashed a wide smile, turned and a moment later was gone.
 

Piper and I sat in stunned silence for what felt like a long time. It was finally interrupted by her loud guffaw. I turned to see her still wide-eyed and slack-jawed by what had transpired. “Did that just happen?” Piper asked.
 

I started chuckling. “I believe it did.”
 

“Oh. My. God,” Piper said quietly. “I am so embarrassed. How are we going to enjoy the rest of our vacation? Simon works on the beach! I’m going to want to crawl into a hole in the ground every time I see him!” she squealed.
 

“Piper calm down,” I said, putting an arm on her shoulder.
 

“Calm down?”
 

“Calm down. Nothing happened. People have sex. Yeah it’s a little weird that he was watching but…who cares? Do you really want to go bring it up with his manager?”
 

Piper shook her head. As much in disbelief as in reply, I think.
 

“You think he’s never seen a pretty white girl before?” I asked. “In a place like this?” I wasn’t even really sure where I was going with this.
 

There was a certain excitement bubbling inside me. Though we’d dirty-talked our way through the fantasy a few times we’d never discussed anything concrete. Maybe this was it? Maybe Simon would be the way in.
 

The thought was electrifying.
 

“Tom?”
 

Piper’s voice stirred me from my thoughts. “Huh?”
 

“Are you seriously thinking about this?”
 

I studied her eyes as she gazed into mine. The wild girl I’d seen lurking there had been replaced by a scared little girl. “Are you?” I asked.
 

She looked away, off to one side, and chewed on her lip as she thought. “With Simon?” she whispered.
 

I shrugged. “Why not?”
 

And why not?
 

The jealousy thinking of Piper with another man inspired was a very potent source of arousal. But that was because this was still a safe thing, still inside my mind. It hadn’t actually happened.
 

Whether I would feel the same way about actually seeing another man’s cock plying Piper’s pink folds was another matter.
 

There was also the consideration that this was one of those things in life that there was no turning back from. We couldn’t un-cook this egg. If and once we had crossed the line there was no retreat. It might change us forever and we would never know unless we tried.
 

“Do you want to?”
 

Piper’s whispered question sent a shiver down my back. This wasn’t just playtime any more. She was actually thinking about it. Really contemplating letting it happen.
 

I turned and looked at her again. I’d said I don’t know many times in the last few days since we’d started talking about this. There probably weren’t many more I don’t know’s she would tolerate before she gave up.
 

I was faced with a very difficult choice.
 

“Do you think it’ll change things between us?” I asked.
 

Piper shook her head. “I don’t know.” She laughed. “That seems to be either all of us can say.”
 

“Yeah,” I replied, chuckling that she’d had the same thought.
 

“Maybe…” she started but then left the word hanging in mid-air.
 

“Maybe what?” I asked.
 

“Maybe we could start off slow?”
 

Suddenly things came into sharper focus. It was probably the fact that Piper had taken the first step. It threw into stark relief that this wasn’t just something I wanted to. Nor was it something Piper was going to do exclusively for me. She wanted to try it, too.
 

The notion had a very sharp and dangerous edge to it. Why did she want this? There was the inevitable questioning of my own masculinity. Was I not enough for her? But I dismissed this almost immediately. It seemed that line of reasoning would only lead to heartache and it wasn’t Piper who had brought this up.
 

“What are you thinking about?” she asked
 

“I’m…why do you want to do this?”
 

Instead of answering right away Piper took some time to think. Which was reassuring. “I think…it’s like I said before. Maybe it’s the ocean air? Or the fact that we’re just here to let loose? It’s so naughty, right? And you really seem to enjoy it,” she added.
 

“I do but it still stings a little.”
 

Piper leaned in closer. “I know,” she whispered, “and for some reason that is so hot.”
 

“That it hurts me?”
 

Her eyes wandered across my face. “That you would even think of letting me do something like this. Even though it hurts you a little you're considering this. That’s so…dangerous. So dangerous it’s sexy.”
 

I nearly laughed but I didn’t want to upset her. It was a slightly convoluted explanation but I guess as long as it made sense to her. “What do you mean by ‘go slow?’” I asked.
 

Piper took a deep breath. Her eyes wandered around the room. “Well…maybe, like, we could just see what it would be like if he kissed me first?”
 

This sharpened my arousal along with igniting a new sensation. Paranoia. I’m not sure how the thought came to mind but suddenly I couldn’t look at Piper without wondering whether this was some elaborate ruse on her part.
 

What if this was something she’d always wanted? What if I really wasn’t enough for her? What if she needed another man to be satisfied?
 

I did my best to dismiss the thoughts. Of course they were preposterous, right? Piper didn’t have it in her to somehow lure me into an elaborate scheme like this. She had joked about me getting jealous about other men staring at her down here. How had that turned into us seriously considering letting her sleep with another man?
 

When I turned to look at her again her expression was very serious and it gave me a jolt. “You want to kiss him?” I whispered.
 

Piper rolled over and put her hand between my legs to find my cock at half-mast. “If you’ll let me,” she whispered back.
 

My cock throbbed in her hand.
 

I watched her eyes, her face, her mouth, anything that would reveal her motives behind this.
 

You’re being crazy, Tom.
 

Maybe I was but I couldn’t help how exciting this all was. And then I just went and said it. “How can I be sure you’re not doing this just because you want to fuck another man?” I asked.
 

Piper’s mouth fell open slightly and she caught her breath. Then a smile blossomed across her lips and she giggled as she squeezed my cock again. “Isn’t that part of the fun?” she said softly as she mounted me again. “I don’t think you can.”
 






Chapter 7

 


We got up, had breakfast, showered and waited in the room until Simon returned to collect the tray. He didn’t bring the matter up again but Piper approached him right before he left. “So, hey, Simon?”
 

“Yes ma’am?” he asked with a smile.
 

“About your…about what you said earlier?” She chewed on her lip some more.
 

Simon looked at me and nodded but then did nothing else. This seemed to indicate that he needed my permission in some way, so that this didn’t become a problem. A gentleman’s agreement everyone could be happy with. He was giving me a chance to offer him my wife. “Uh…she’s…I…uh, Piper’s the boss,” I said, nodding towards Piper.
 

I saw her eyes raking across his body. I wondered how wildly her imagination was running. Was she already thinking about what it would be like to be fucked by a powerful man like Simon? I tore my gaze away from her and looked at Simon again.
 

Piper giggled. “I’m not the boss,” she said, walking over and putting her arms around me. “We just thought it would be fun.”
 

Finally Simon reacted with a smile. “Sure,” he said, nodding. “Sure. I finish this afternoon but I don’t think it would be wise for me to come while it’s still light. How about ten? That way we can have some privacy?”
 

The word privacy shook me. We were really talking about this. We were really talking about Piper having privacy with another man.
 

Piper squeezed her arms around me. “Sure. That sounds great,” she replied with a smile.
 

I looked down at her after Simon left. She turned and stared up into my eyes and smiled again. “Relax,” she said quietly. “We can always change our minds.” She touched my cheek with the palm of her hand and kissed me on the lips. “Let’s hit the beach.”
 

I spent the day in a state of semi-painful arousal trying to hide my erection behind a book.
 

Piper had worn a fairly modest orange and white two piece. It didn’t show too much, though there wasn’t much she could do about her breasts. But her gorgeous legs were still on full display and now it seemed like everyone was staring at them and at her toned tummy.
 

Simon came by our umbrella a few times to see if we needed anything. We ordered drinks, then some food. He didn’t offer to put Piper’s suntan lotion on again and she didn’t ask.
 

I began to have confused and slightly paranoid thoughts about that, too. Why wasn’t he offering? Had that been some sort of test? Did he do that to all the guests? To see which ones got excited?
 

All sorts of troubling thoughts clouded my mind. What if Simon had somehow seduced Piper without my knowing and this was just a ruse, a cloak for the affair they were having?
 

There were moments of sobriety, too. In these I would nearly burst out laughing out of nowhere. What an absurd notion, that this friendly hotel worker had somehow stolen Piper from me! But the gloom would return and to be honest sometimes I would revel in it as I pretended to read my book.
 

When we finally stood up to go get ready for dinner I was a tangle of nerves.
 

“Are you okay?” Piper asked. She squeezed my hand as we walked towards our suite. “Did you have a nice day reading?”
 

“I’m fine. But I didn’t get much reading done.”
 

“You didn’t?” she asked, scrunching up her nose. “You were staring at that book all day.”
 

I pulled her arm to make her stop walking. 
 

“Tom? What is it?”
 

“I don’t know if I can do this. It’s all I could think about all day. It’s making me kind of crazy. I think…I think maybe we should just call it off.”
 

Piper’s expression softened as she tilted her head to one side. “Oh, Tom,” she sighed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know it would freak you out so much. I just wanted this to be a fun thing.” She reached out and squeezed my hand. “Of course we can cancel.”
 

As she stood on her toes to kiss me a wave of shame swept through me. I was being a total killjoy. We’d had a good time dirty talking this and talked about it and agreed to do it and now I was going to bail because I couldn’t handle it.
 

Lame.
 

“No, wait.” I stopped her as she started walking again. “I’m sorry. I’m being crazy, I know. I just…let’s try. We’ll go slow like you said. Just a kiss to start.”
 

A funny smile formed on her mouth. She stepped closer and pressed the tip of her index finger to the tip of my nose. “You are being hilarious right now. It’s pretty cute,” she whispered.
 

Crystal clear water lapped at our feet. The sky glowed orange with the setting sun.
 

“We totally don’t have to, Tom. Like I said I just thought it would be fun because you seemed to be having such a good time with it. Let’s forget about it. We’ll tell Simon that we changed our minds when he shows up.” She turned and started walking towards our suite.
 

I followed with my mind grinding it’s gears trying to decide whether to go through with it or not.
 

I’m afraid I was more or less absent throughout dinner though it didn’t seem to bother Piper. She prattled on about how well-baked she felt for lying in the sand all day and other things of little consequence.
 

By the time we’d finished and returned to our suite it was quarter to ten. Piper turned to go to the bathroom. She paused at the door and looked back. “If Simon shows up just tell him it’s off, alright? Then we can have some fun,” she said. She winked, walked into the bathroom and swung the door shut.
 

The minutes ticked away.
 

My insides heaved and flopped. I didn’t know what I wanted any more but I felt bad about how this day had gone. It was only our second on the beach. There were five left to go. Was I going to spend the next five days staring at my book and second guessing myself?
 

The quiet knock startled me and I turned to see Simon standing at the door. “Good evening Mr. Chance,” he said.
 

“Good evening.”
 

I don’t know how long he stood there but it was long enough to become a little awkward.
 

“Would you like me to come inside?” he asked. He was so cool and collected and respectful it was obvious he’d played this game before. He didn’t move until I replied.
 

“Uh…yes,” I said quietly. “Please. Come inside.”
 

Simon smiled and stepped in through the door. “Did you have a pleasant day?” he asked taking a seat in the chair by the wall.
 

“We did. Thank-you. Very pleasant.”
 

He smiled again. “Good.”
 

A few minutes passed without us saying anything. The door to the bathroom opened. I gasped as I saw Piper step out her body completely bare. She had showered and as she moved into the room she pulled her hair back behind her head. She smiled. “Did you send him aw…”
 

She stopped in mid-sentence as her gaze came to rest on Simon sitting in the chair. Her eyes darted to me.
 

My breath caught in my lungs as my heart thudded in my chest. I had no idea what I was doing. this hadn’t been the plan. And yet…and yet what?
 

Why hadn’t I sent Simon away? Why hadn’t I told Piper he was here? Why had I just stood there and waited to see how the situation played out?
 

Simon stood up. He walked across the room, his eyes roaming up and down Piper’s curves.
 

My throat tightened as I watched his dark arm snake around her back and pull her close. My eyes bugged as I watched her chest press up against his white shirt, her nipples stiffening at his touch. Then he leaned over her, took her chin in his hand and tilted her head back. His lips pressed against hers.
 

Piper’s jaw fell open as she let his tongue into her mouth.
 

I was paralyzed. Standing there watching Piper’s first defilement, her first transgression, the first step she took away from me, away from us, fuelled such a lust in me that it hardened my cock almost instantly.
 

Simon continued to kiss her, his jaw moving in time with hers as he plied her tongue with his. After a time his hand moved up off her waist and drifted slowly up her rib cage until it came to cup her soft breast.
 

Piper moaned into his mouth.
 

This was nothing like what we’d agreed on. I had no idea why I hadn’t sent Simon away but now that I was standing there watching him kiss her I was so glad I hadn’t. My hard-on was raging as I watched the two of them make out. It was better than any fantasy I’d ever had.
 

Finally Simon broke their kiss.
 

Piper inhaled a breathy gasp.
 

Simon leaned forward and slurped her stiff nipple into his mouth and sucked.
 

Piper turned to look at me. She had a sultry look in her eyes as she bit the lower corner of her lip. Agony flickered across her expression as Simon suckled her teat. Then she opened her eyes to look at me again. “I love you,” she mouthed.
 

Those words had never made me feel what I felt then, or since. Unfortunately I think you can only experience that sort of bliss once. I staggered back and sank into the chair as Piper and Simon began the show.
 

He spent just as long sucking her nipples as he had kissing her. Her hand drifted to the back of his head and came to rest on his dark curls, pulling him in close.
 

His hand slid back down past her hips and dipped between her legs. The sticky sounds of his fingers splitting her folds mingled with the splashing waves below.
 

My engorged cock throbbed as I watched his fingers gliding along her pussy. That was supposed to be mine and mine alone and yet here I was watching another man touch it.
 

His middle finger slipped between her hot flesh and I watched the tip of it disappear into her hole.
 

Piper sucked in a breath as Simon pushed his digit into her.
 

“Mmm,” Simon purred next to her ear. “Nice and wet.” He fucked his finger in and out of her a few times, until Piper started to grind her pussy against his hand. Then he slipped it out, raised it to her lips and fed it to her.
 

Piper slurped it up, sucking it like it was a cock.
 

Simon watched her, smiling, before pulling his finger out of her mouth. “You like to suck?” he asked.
 

I shuddered as Piper turned to look at me. My breath came faster as I realized she was looking to me for permission. With a lump in my throat, I nodded.
 

A smile flickered across Piper’s lips for a moment before she turned her attention back to Simon. She pressed her hands against his chest and sank down onto her knees. She reached up and pulled down his shorts and the boxers he was wearing underneath.
 

His cock hung like a slab of dark meat between his legs. His sack was swollen, the wrinkled skin stretched over heavy nuts.
 

Piper shot me another glance out of the corner of her eye as her slender fingers formed a fist around his muscle and brought him up. She paused, as if waiting to see what I would do.
 

I nodded.
 

Piper opened her mouth and slipped the uncut head of Simon’s cock into her mouth. Her lips hollowed as she began to suck.
 

As she slurped at his organ Simon would, every once in a while when it was necessary, reach down and brush away the hair from the side of her face. He was doing it for me, much like a porn star would do the same for a camera.
 

This gave me a particular thrill, that Piper was performing for me, that Simon just the talent and that I was the reason the show was happening at all.
 

Piper sucked him up to full hardness, rising as his cock rose until she could barely reach it with her mouth. She stroked him, her pale hand even whiter against his dark skin. When she finally came off his cock with a wet slop it made him smile.
 

“What’s next boss?” Simon asked, turning to look at me.
 

“I told you she’s the boss,” I whispered. My voice was strained.
 

“Oh right,” Simon said, his smile widening. “She’s the boss,” he said looking at Piper.
 

This made her giggle, which made me chuckle and Simon laugh. Some of the tension left the room.
 

Then Piper stood up and walked over to where I was sitting. She leaned forward over me and kissed my cheek. Her tits sagged, heavy beneath her chest and I had to resist the urge to reach out and squeeze them. The tart scent of Simon’s precum lingered on her breath. “You’re the boss, baby,” she whispered. “I don’t want to do anything you don’t want me to.” She kissed me on the mouth.
 

As I stared into her eyes Simon loomed up and over her behind her back.
 

Piper gasped as she felt him come up.
 

I looked down to see that it was only his hand between her legs, his fingers slipping back and forth against her folds, crawling into her bush. Some instinct compelled me to sit up and kiss her.
 

I plunged my tongue into her hot mouth, lashing at hers.
 

Piper moaned.
 

“Yeah, that’s it, mon. You two have your little moment there,” Simon’s voice came from behind her.
 

I reached up and cupped Piper’s soft tits with my hands, kissing her the whole time. Her nipples were so hard and I loved the way the stiff skin felt in my sweaty palms.
 

A moment later Piper put a hand on my chest and pushed me back.
 

I fell away and my gaze dropped. My eyes went wide at the sight of Simon’s cock poised at her entrance. He was sliding the head of it back and forth the same way he’d slid his fingers. With his foreskin peeled back I could see that one eyed snake almost smiling at me as it rubbed against its prize.
 

“What do you say boss?” Simon asked.
 

I stared up into Piper’s eyes.
 

She was shaking a little each time he swept back and forth, teasing her clit with each stroke.
 

“What do you want baby?” I whispered, breathless.
 

She put a hand on either side of my face. “No. What do you want?”
 

So there I was suddenly made captain of the good ship “Should I Let Him Fuck My Wife?”
 

The waves lapped up against the columns that the suite rested on.
 

Simon kept gliding along the lips of her pussy.
 

Piper seemed suspended between us, strung up by my indecision.
 

I looked over her shoulder.
 

Simon arched a brow and nodded.
 

I took a breath and nodded back.
 

One corner of Simon’s mouth curled in a smile.
 

My eyes darted down to see him take his cock in hand and point the head of it against Piper’s hole.
 

She gasped. “Oh baby,” she whispered. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine.
 

I wanted everything. I wanted to watch Simon’s cock glide into her but I wanted to be kissing and touching her too. I let the weight of her body press me into the chair.
 

She let out a moan that echoed inside my mouth.
 

I knew he was inside.
 

Another man was inside my wife.
 






Chapter 8

 


Piper’s body began swaying back and forth as Simon started sawing into her. Her hands fell to my chest as she steadied herself against his rut but she kept her mouth on mine.
 

My cock was painfully rigid and seed was churning in my nuts as her tongue lashed against mine. When Piper pulled away I opened my eyes. The sight made my whole body stiff.
 

Piper had put her hands on the arms of the chair. Her eyes were closed and I could tell she was focused on what Simon felt like inside her.
 

A panic surged through me. I looked down between her legs. Simon’s cock was bare inside her. I tried to reach out, to break her from the spell she was under but I was paralyzed. It was like being in a dream where you know you should move or scream or do something but can’t.
 

I knew Simon should have a condom on. I knew I should stop them but I couldn’t stop staring at the shape of his black cock moving into her pink folds, stretching them and causing her juice to run out.
 

Each time the dark shape of his member withdrew from her body it came out coated in a milky white.
 

I shuddered. I knew this was just Piper’s own juice. Whenever she got turned on it became really sticky and white. And yet I couldn’t stop the fantasy that Simon had already come inside her. I couldn’t stop thinking that he’d filled her with seed and now was just rutting to plow it deeper into her, closer to where she was most fertile.
 

The word shook me from my stupor. I was finally able to reach out and touch her hand.
 

Piper opened her eyes. She seemed dazed and slightly annoyed at being disturbed. When she saw me, though, a smile flickered across her lips even as she continued swaying back and forth.
 

Behind her a bead of sweat had broken out on Simon’s forehead. His brow was furrowed as he concentrated on staring at Piper’s ass.
 

“Piper, baby,” I whispered, squeezing her hand. “You can’t…he can’t…he’s not wearing anything. You have to stop.”
 

Piper’s eyes went wide at the revelation. She turned her head, as if trying to see with her own eyes that Simon’s cock was unprotected. She shivered and grabbed my arm. Her mouth fell open. “Oh my God…” she whispered as she came.
 

Simon grunted and “Oh shit,” behind her.
 

I was sure it was because of the way her pussy was clenching around his cock. Piper was tight to begin with. When she came it was like a flesh vise tightening around your cock.
 

And now Simon knew how it felt. He started sweating a little more. His thrusts became more insistent.
 

In that moment, with Piper at the peak of her orgasm, I felt closer and farther away from her than I’d ever been. She was right there and we were sharing this moment. But it was happening because of Simon. It was an intensely arousing yet confusing feeling that swirled around me.
 

As her climax faded I shook myself out of it and gripped her hand. “Piper,” I whispered, more urgently this time. “You have to make him pull out.”
 

There was a moment, no more than a second or two, where I knew Piper wasn’t in the throes of ecstasy anymore. I knew she was fully aware of what was happening and what I’d said. She knew Simon was inside her. She knew he was going to erupt at any moment. She knew the risk. But instead of stopping right away, she let him ride out a few more thrusts as she brought her thumb to my lips.
 

And I, instead of yanking her off of him, opened my mouth and let her slide it in. I closed my lips around it and sucked.
 

Piper closed her eyes. Connected to both of us she revelled in, I assumed, the same thing that I was. Standing on the edge of a ledge fifty stories above the ground with no railing staring down.
 

Falling would be so easy. All we had to do was take a step and everything would change.
 

“Okay that’s enough.” Piper’s voice broke the spell.
 

I opened my eyes to Simon’s grimace and Piper spinning around. She sank to her knees, put a hand beneath her breasts so they formed a shelf, the centrepiece of which was a delicious cleft of flesh. She took his cock and began to pump.
 

Simon emitted a deep and guttural growl as the first splash of his hot seed retched from the head of his cock.
 

Piper stared up at him, giving Simon all the best parts of herself, her tits, her eyes and her soft hand as she finished him off.
 

I watched in stunned silence as rope after rope of another man’s cum glazed my wife’s breasts.
 

Once the peak of his orgasm had passed Simon let Piper stroke him a few more times before taking his cock in hand. He stepped forward, intending to put it in Piper’s mouth but she pushed back with a hand on his thigh. Instead, he gave it a few last pumps and deposited the remaining drops of his seed on her tits. Then he looked up and our eyes met.
 

It’s a very strange experience, looking into the eyes of the guy who has just been inside your wife. The glance was momentary, punctuated by Simon nodding before he turned away. He dressed quickly and disappeared into the night.
 

Then it was just Piper and me.
 

She turned around and let go of her tits. Some of his cum began rolling down, coating her nipples and threatening to drip onto the floor. Now that the moment was over she didn’t know what to do with her eyes. When she noticed the cum she stood up.
 

Red-faced she glanced at me, leaned over and kissed my cheek and whispered, “I’ll be right back.” Her breasts swayed, precariously close to my face giving me a sharp whiff of the Simon’s deposit. 
 

It was filthy. It was depraved. But it inspired a raw animal lust in me I’d never felt before. As Piper dashed to the bathroom I tore off my clothes. When she bounced back I grabbed her and we both collapsed onto the bed, rolling back and forth over each other, kissing madly.
 

Her legs splayed and I pressed between them. My cock was throbbing and I knew I wouldn’t last long but I wanted to try. The head of it touched her damp, defiled pussy and sent a hot rush of lust up my spine that tickled the base of my brain.
 

I impaled myself inside her with a rough grunt.
 

Piper gasped.
 

I tucked my knees up, mounting her higher so her feet dangled in the air above me.
 

She locked her ankles behind my back and squeezed.
 

I fucked down into her hot, tight hole thinking that just moments ago Simon had been inside her. He’d made her this wet, this filthy. He’d made her come and made her juices gush with his cock but now she was with me, she was mine again.
 

I let the heat of that bake me until I nearly melted.
 

Piper’s hips were thrusting, her pussy clamped on me as she returned each rutting fuck with the same vigour I gave.
 

We were still kissing, tongues dancing inside mouths, pawing at each other with our hands, trying to be as close as two people could be.
 

I felt the first swell of my ejaculate start to come. I was about to be lost inside this moment I’d been dreading and waiting for, the orgasm that would surely be the most intense I’d felt but at the other side of which lay a great unknown. My only regret was that I hadn’t made Piper come.
 

“Oh my God.” Her whispered words, hot on my cheek, were accompanied by her body tightening against me. Her pussy squeezed as she dug her claws into my back.
 

Fuck yeah.
 

I released.
 

Gush after gush of my hot sperm sluiced through the head of my cock and spilled inside Piper’s tight, hot sheath.
 

Her pussy sucked and slurped at my cock, drawing my offering deep into her body.
 

Everything but pleasure melted under the heat of that bliss as my body roared through temporary nothingness.
 

Bits of reality began to come back a little at a time. I felt the bed shaking beneath us. Piper’s hot body against me, still squeezing, still clenching but softening, the intensity waning. I opened my eyes as the blinding light of my orgasm darkened.
 

I heard the ocean. I felt the breeze. I felt my hips pump out a few last thrusts, a few last ditch efforts to fuck my seed as deeply as I could into my wife.
 

I held onto her, my arms behind her back as we both tried to catch our breath. The moment cooled along with the air around us. The time came to face what had happened and whether it had changed us.
 

I eased myself from her and rolled off to the side.
 

Piper grabbed a sheet and tucked her legs under it, then burrowed down.
 

I followed and a moment later we were laying on our sides facing each other with Piper’s hand on my cheek.
 

“Are you okay?” she asked.
 

I nodded.
 

“Are you sure?”
 

I nodded again. “Are you?” I asked.
 

Piper’s eyes closed lazily and she nodded back. “I’m fine.” She shuffled forward so that our noses were touching and kissed me. We lay there for a long time cuddling and basking in each other’s warmth.
 

“What did his cock feel like?” I asked after a while.
 

Piper gave me a funny look. She shrugged. “Like…just like a cock.”
 

“He was bigger than me though.”
 

She shook her head. “Maybe. I wasn’t really paying attention to that.”
 

I know it was petty. From what Piper had told me about her previous relationships she’d never been a size queen. Still, there was some itch that I had needed to scratch by asking the question. I touched a hand to her cheek.
 

Piper smiled.
 

There was a lot to talk about but this didn’t seem like the time for it.
 

The ocean stilled around us.
 

We fell asleep.
 






Chapter 9

 


I woke the next morning to a warm sun, the sea lapping beneath me and the sound of Piper humming in the bathroom as she showered. I enjoyed a brief moment of serenity before the memories came rushing in.
 

Visions of Simon behind Piper. The look on her face as she came over his cock. The way she’d offered me her thumb a moment before he was about to come instead of pushing him out. The danger of which had sharpened my arousal to a razor’s edge.
 

Suddenly I needed to know we were okay. I leaped out of bed, jogged to the bathroom and threw the door open.
 

Piper screamed. The shriek dissolved into slightly maniacal laughter as Piper clutched her chest.
 

I opened the glass door to the spacious shower and stepped in.
 

“You scared the shit out of me,” Piper said, slapping me on the chest.
 

I reached out and wrapped my hands around her and brought her close.
 

She softened as she gazed up into my eyes.
 

“Sorry,” I whispered as I leaned closer to kiss her.
 

Piper cocked her head to one side. She opened her mouth, then paused. “For what?” she whispered.
 

I gazed into her blue eyes. “For scaring you.”
 

Her smile widened. “Good,” she said. “I’m glad it’s that. Are you okay?”
 

I nodded as I contemplated the question. “I think so.” I replied.
 

“You think?” she asked.
 

“It’s strange, isn’t it?”
 

“What is?”
 

The shadow of a feeling passed through me but was gone in an instant. There wasn’t time to put a finger on what it was. “It’s strange that happened. Do you feel different?”
 

“Maybe a little more stretched than usual?” Piper said with a wry smile.
 

Hearing her say it hurt a little. It must have shown on my face.
 

“Oh Tom,” she said, pressing a palm to my cheek. “I’m sorry. I was just being silly.”
 

I lowered my eyes and felt a little sheepish for being so touchy. I felt a little raw inside.
 

Piper didn’t say anything else. She let her hand glide down my body and turned me around so that warm water was splashing across my back. Then she sank down onto one knee and picked up my swelling cock.
 

She studied it for a while. Her eyes raked over engorging reddened flesh. Then she flicked out her tongue and gazed up into my eyes.
 

There was a part of me that didn’t want this. I wanted to talk things through, to try and parse what had happened together so that we were on the same page.
 

But Piper looked so hot, her tits glistening with water, her ass pushed out. Whatever I needed to get off my chest could wait.
 

I groaned as she slipped me into her mouth. She let her mouth glide back and forth over my cock in long, languid strokes. Her fist was wrapped around the base and followed her lips surrounding my now hard column of flesh in moist heat.
 

As I hardened Piper sped up. She began bobbing faster and pushing my cock deeper into her mouth.
 

I felt the tip kiss the back of her throat and watched her gag. “Baby you don’t have to…”
 

But Piper pushed my hand away. She put both of hers on my thighs and opened her mouth a little. The guttural sounds of my cock plumbing her throat drifted up.
 

I won’t say it wasn’t hot. Piper wasn’t normally into this kind of thing, the filthier side of fucking. It was an unexpected and very arousing departure from her usual self.
 

Piper stared up into my eyes as she fucked my cock with her mouth like a porn star.
 

Watching my wife, my sweet Piper acting like a slut had me frothing and ready to come in no time. “Baby,” I whispered to try and let her know I was about to blow.
 

Piper wouldn’t have it. She just kept bobbing and sucking. She’d gotten used to my cock going into her throat and her mouth was open so I could hear the “glick, glick, glick,” of my cock punching her throat.
 

I grunted as my cock seized and my nuts came up. I felt the seed rush through my column and erupt from the head. The corner’s of Piper’s mouth curled in a filthy smile. A deep gurgle sounded from her throat as she swallowed my cum.
 

Just as the most intense part of my orgasm was rushing through me, Piper grabbed my ass and slowly pulled me close.
 

I felt the head of my cock slip into her throat. My eyes went wide.
 

Piper looked up just as her nose touched my abdomen and squeezed the muscles in her neck as if she were swallowing.
 

The sensation caused a hot blast of pleasure to rush through my cock and up my spine. I groaned again as splash after splash of my hot cum drained into Piper’s gut.
 

She pried herself off me just as slowly.
 

As I deflated after my orgasm I had the pleasure of feeling every contour of the inside of her mouth along my cock.
 

Her cheeks hollowed. She paused at the head of my cock and flicked her tongue against my glans, coaxing the last few drops I had left, out. Then she pulled her mouth off me, still sucking so that my cock fell out with a dirty slurping sound.
 

Piper licked her lips and smiled as I stood staring and shaking my head, totally stunned by her performance. She rose up and pressed herself against me. Then she leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. The pungent odour and tart taste of my own seed flooded my senses as she pushed her tongue into my mouth.
 

She kissed me deep and hard and when she finally pulled away she nuzzled against my neck, then pressed her cheek to mine. At the same time her hand drifted down and she wrapped it around my cock. “How’d you like to see me do that to a big black dick?” she whispered.
 

It was the last thing I’d been expecting to hear. Despite my recent orgasm, my cock jumped in her hand. I heard Piper smile.
 

“That’s what I thought,” she said. She squeezed my cock, kissed me on the cheek and stepped out of the shower. Picking up a towel, she walked out of the bathroom leaving me standing under the running water trying to sort things out.
 

The feeling, that shadow, the one I couldn’t put my finger on, loomed from somewhere in the back of my mind. I wanted to see Piper do that to a big black cock. I was sure it would be just as hot as what had happened the previous night.
 

But there was something about her excitement, something about how sure she was about suggesting it that worried me. What if she started enjoying this too much? What if, now that she’d tried it, there really was no going back?
 

I turned off the shower, grabbed my own towel and stumbled out of the room.
 

Piper had wrapped the towel around herself and was standing at the window gazing out over the blue water.
 

“Piper?”
 

She turned and the towel unravelled and fell to the ground.
 

I sucked in a breath at the sight of her profile outlined against the sparkling water. She was gorgeous.
 

She giggled and picked the towel up. Before she wrapped it back around herself she gave her tits a little sway and laughed at me staring at them.
 

I liked the show but it was another un-Piper-like display.
 

She walked back across the room. “What’s up?”
 

Confronted by the question and still a little under the spell of her delicious curves, I found it hard to come up with what to say. “I’m…worried.”
 

Piper’s smile faded into a frown. “Worried? About what?”
 

I stared into her eyes for a long time wondering if I should even say it. Would it scare her off? The thought of her doing to Simon’s cock what she’d done to mine was powerfully arousing. Would me expressing my doubts change her mind? In the end I decided that honesty was important even if it did throw a wrench into our good time. “I had a great time last night. I just…I want to make sure we both know where, like, you know, the line is, or whatever?”
 

Piper nodded, though she still looked a little puzzled. “What do you mean?”
 

My cheeks heated a little in embarrassment at having to explain. I’d been more than happy to watch her get defiled yesterday. Why was I getting into this now? “I want to make sure that this doesn’t, you know, change us somehow. Just…let’s talk about it and make sure we’re still both into it and all that.” It was an awkward and ineloquent explanation.
 

Piper touched my arm. “Is this because of what I said? After…you know…” She let out an awkward laugh.
 

This was actually kind of a relief. This was more like the Piper I knew. The one that didn’t talk or act like a slut. “Yeah. You just seemed…excited, I guess. About, you know, doing that with him…” I muttered and trailed off.
 

Piper took my hands in hers and looked directly into my eyes. “Tom. I love you. This is fun but nothing’s going to change that. There’s nothing to worry about. Okay?”
 

I smiled and sighed in relief. She said it so sincerely that there was no doubt in my mind she meant it. “Okay.”
 

She squeezed my hands. “I don’t have to you know?” she said quietly.
 

I nodded. “I know.”
 

She waited for a while before asking. “What do you want?”
 

The question twisted me up. Mostly because of what the answer was. “I want it. I want to see it.”
 

The smile crawled back across Piper’s lips. “Then stop worrying and enjoy yourself. Come on let’s hit the beach and get some sun. Try to take your mind off of it for a while. We’ll have more fun tonight!” She pecked me on the cheek then grabbed her bathing suit and headed back into the bathroom.
 

I knew she was right. This was our vacation and I should try my best to enjoy it. But the dalliance of the night before and what was still to come that evening had infected my thoughts. Try as I might there was just no getting rid of it.
 

I’m not sure how long I stared out the window but it was obviously a while. When Piper finally emerged from the bathroom I realized I hadn’t changed into my trunks. One glance at her knocked the wind out of me.
 

She had on a swimsuit I didn’t even know she owned. It was a black two piece with spaghetti strands that held up the top and kept the bottom on her hips. Instead of fabric it had mesh everywhere except for two patches of black that covered her nipples and pubic patch.
 

As my eyes roamed along her body I realized that she had shaved her pussy. Staring between her legs I could almost make out the cleft where her folds began. I looked up into her smiling eyes.
 

Piper put her hands out in a “ta-da.” “You like?” she asked.
 

“You’re going out in that?”
 

Piper laughed. “I’m not sure whether I should take that as a compliment or an insult!”
 

“Piper…don’t you think that’s a little bit much?”
 

Piper scrunched up her nose and cocked her head to one side. “Really?” she asked. “This coming from the guy who watched his wife getting fucked by another man last night?”
 

Her profanity sent an electric sizzle down my spine all the way to my toes.
 

“What’s the matter?” she said, pushing her lips into an exaggerated pout. “Afraid you’re gonna get jealous?”
 

I gave her a weak smile and shrugged. “Maybe?”
 

She looked at me for a while. She lost the pout but she didn’t smile. “You kind of like that, though. Right?” It was an honest question not a playful tease.
 

I shrugged again. “I guess.”
 

She studied me for a few more moments. “Then get your shorts on and let’s go. I want to see how what kind of catch I can reel in with this thing.” One corner of her mouth turned up.
 

Piper walked past me and as she did brought her hand down on my ass in a hard slap. She burst into giggles and dashed towards the door. “Last one on the sand’s a rotten egg!”
 

It was going to be one hell of a day.
 






Chapter 10

 


It turned out to be one hell of a day. Piper turned every head that walked by as she baked on the sand.
 

I sat under the shade of the umbrella and watched through dark glasses, a magazine in my lap to cover up how I was tenting my shorts.
 

Waiters would make no apologies about checking Piper out as they came by taking drink orders. Other guests, mostly older men with wives, were just as unapologetic about staring at Piper. If they noticed me in the tent, most didn’t as they were too busy ogling her, they would pause, possibly put two and two together and then crack a grin.
 

Some of the guy’s wives would slap them on the arm but a few looked on, seeming to derive as much pleasure from Piper’s physique as their husbands.
 

In the middle of the afternoon one of these guys who had been up and down the beach a few times, shuffled up the sand and took a seat under the umbrella beside me. He was beefy and had a bit of a gut but overall was in good shape. He grinned and extended a hairy paw towards me. “Jack Brenson,” he said.
 

“Tom Chance,” I replied, shaking his hand.
 

“That’s one hell of a woman you got there, Tom. She is your wife, right?”
 

“Yeah,” I said, looking back towards Piper. “She is.”
 

“And you let her wear that on the beach?” he said, chuckling.
 

“Didn’t have much choice,” I answered, still gazing at Piper. I shifted to keep from revealing the shameful secret in my lap.
 

“She’s one of those gets-what-she-wants kind of girls, huh?” he asked.
 

I shrugged. “I guess. She kind of…kind of turned into that here.”
 

“Uh-huh. The sun’ll do that to some women.”
 

We sat staring at Piper together, the silence growing more awkward as it stretched out between us.
 

“So Tom,” Jack said after a time. “You two like to share?”
 

The question startled me and I looked over at Jack. “Share?” I asked.
 

“Share. Swap. Swing. You know what I mean? You ever mix things up?”
 

It was the last thing I’d expected to be asked. My mind raced for an answer. Did I tell him? Did I tell him about last night? Or did I act offended? Or dumb?
 

But Jack didn’t wait. He cracked a grin and pointed at me. “Yeah. Alright. That’s what I thought.”
 

“What?” I asked, baffled. “Why?”
 

He glanced down at the magazine in my lap. “Come on, guy. You got it written all over you!”
 

“I…I do?”
 

He leaned closer and clapped my shoulder. “Hey don’t worry about it. But it looks like you just got started?”
 

His apparently psychic ability was completely disarming. “We just…last night…” I blathered.
 

Jack nodded. “Oh yeah? First time?”
 

I nodded back.
 

“What’d you do ask one of the bellboys?” he said, his grin turning wicked.
 

“Waiter.”
 

“Which one?” he asked.
 

“His name was Simon.”
 

Jack pushed his lower lip out and nodded. “Yeah. I know him. He’s alright.”
 

I shook my head in disbelief. Was I really just sitting on the beach having a casual conversation with a stranger about another man fucking my wife?
 

“You have a good time?” Jack asked. “Did it scratch the itch?”
 

What the fuck?!?
 

“I…I guess?”
 

“You guess? So not really, right?”
 

“I don’t…I’m not…”
“If you’re not sure,” Jack said, interrupting, “then it didn’t really scratch it. First time never does.”
 

“How do you…”
“My wife and I swing all the time. Started ten years ago and can’t stop. We come down here every Christmas and live it up.”
 

I nodded.
 

Jack chuckled. “You look a little stunned.”
 

“I…I guess I am,” I replied.
 

“So what do you think? You two up for a little fun?” he asked.
 

“Fun? What kind of fun?” I asked, a little hesitant.
 

“The kind of fun that’ll get your rocks off like you never imagined. We’re on a boat in the bay just up the beach. Since last night was your first time I guess you never watched your wife take a train before, huh?”
 

“Train?”
 

“Yeah. You know a few guys at once?”
 

“What the…”
“Tom,” Jack said, leaning close like he had a secret to share. “I’ve got three bulls with cocks the size of your arm coming over tonight. What do you say? Want to have some fun?”
 

The question, as well as Jack’s directness, made my whole body hum. Suddenly the encounter with Simon seemed safe and quaint. Here was a chance to watch Piper turn into a real slut. Three complete strangers on a strange boat in strange waters.
 

I looked at her lying on the beach, content as I’d ever seen her. The thought did occur to me that I could just say “yes” and explain, or convince her of it later. But this was supposed to be a thing we did together. I’d said so myself. I looked at Jack. “I’d have to ask…”
 

He shrugged and waved towards Piper. “By all means. I’ll wait here.”
 

I got up, still clutching the magazine to cover my hard-on. I walked across the sand and lay down on my stomach next to Piper.
 

Her eyes fluttered open as she turned her head and smiled. “Hey. Having a good time?”
 

I nodded.
 

“What’s up?”
 

“You’re never going to believe this.”
 

Piper lifted herself up on her elbows. “What is it?”
 

“So, there’s a guy sitting under the umbrella in the seat next to mine.”
 

Piper craned her neck to look back.
 

Jack waved a meaty paw.
 

“Who is he?”
 

“He’s some dude with a boat. He…he invited us over.”
 

“He did?” Piper asked, looking confused.
 

“Piper,” I said, lowering my voice. “He somehow knew.”
 

“Knew what?”
 

“He knew about…our thing.”
 

Piper’s eyes went wide. “What?” she whispered.
 

“I don’t know. He was like, he said I had it written all over me. That I was into that. Him and his wife are swingers. I don’t know. Maybe there’s a vibe people give off.”
 

Piper turned to look at Jack again.
 

He waved and smiled.
 

“And he invited us, what, to his boat?”
 

“Tonight.”
 

“Why?”
 

Gulp.
 

I felt the same way I had last night. As if I were standing on a ledge fifty stories above the ground with no railing staring down. Except this time Piper wasn’t there with me. I knew I should tell her. I should tell her about what Jack had said, let her make her own choice whether she wanted to or not.
 

I don’t know why I didn’t. I guess I was scared that she’d say no. “I don’t know what do you think? It would just be Jack and his wife? Do you think it might be fun?”
 

Piper looked shocked for a moment. Then she looked back at Jack. Then she looked at me. Then she smiled. “Sure,” she said quietly. “Why the hell not?”
 

My heart started pounding against my chest. I felt a niggling guilt about not having told the entire truth but it paled in comparison to the excitement that was coursing through me. I leaned forward and kissed Piper’s cheek. “I love you,” I whispered.
 

“I love you too,” Piper replied, then added, “pervert,” with a smile.
 

I rose up and bounced across the hot sand, ducked back under the umbrella and sat down. I looked at Jack who was grinning.
 

“She say yes?” he asked.
 

I nodded.
 

“Good,” he said, then gave me a pat on the back. “Seven o’clock. I’ll send the zodiac over to pick you up. To the dock just over there,” he said, pointing out over the sand. He clapped my arm and grinned. “Don’t worry about bringing anything. Just your beautiful wife and yourself. We’ll take care of the rest. You’re in for a treat my friend. Tonight’s going to blow your mind.”
 

He hauled himself up off the seat and started walking towards Piper. He knelt down on one knee beside her, smiling.
 

Adrenaline flooded through my body. I realized that he might reveal the secret. If he did, Piper might be pissed. I watched as he joked with her and got her laughing.
 

Jealousy and lust rushed down my core and hardened my cock. After just a few minutes of talking to her it looked like him and Piper were old friends. Once he stood up and Piper was still giggling and smiling at him it seemed I was in the clear.
 

After he’d left Piper rolled over onto her stomach and stared at me, smiling. She shook her head slowly from side to side. Then she wagged her finger.
 

My insides tightened. I wondered if Jack had told her what he’d told me.
 

Piper bounced up off the sand and wiped it off her body. She sauntered over and ducked under the umbrella and sat down folding one long leg over the other and turning to me. “Who would have thought?” she said, eyeing me up and down.
 

“What?” I asked, trying to keep my voice from shaking.
 

“That you’d turn into such a naughty boy from a little bit of sand surf and sun,” she said, gazing into my eyes.
 

“Naughty?” I asked.
 

Piper raised an eye. “Yeah,” she said, nodding.
 

“What do you mean, naughty?” It was all I could do to sit still. Did she know? Why was she being so coy? Was she giving me a chance to tell her? Did I come clean or play dumb?
 

Piper cocked her head to one side and stared at me. Then she shrugged. “Oh, just a thing that came to mind,” she said, turning to stare out over the ocean.
 

I watched her gazing out over the waves.
 

After a while she stretched, stood up and offered her hand. “Come on. I want to get some dinner before tonight.”
 

I hesitated. The niggle grew. I took Piper’s hand. “Piper?”
 

Her eyes went up. “Yes?”
 

I took a deep breath. It really would be for the best to tell her, even if it ruined my chances of seeing her being even more depraved. “I love you.”
 

Piper smiled. “I love you too,” she said.
 

My stomach sank a little as we started walking towards the suite. I promised myself that if we got there and she really wasn’t into it I would put a stop to it and leave. I certainly wouldn’t let anything happen to Piper that she didn’t want.
 






Chapter 11

 


On the way from dinner to the dock I stopped at the gift shop and bought a box of condoms while Piper waited outside. After paying I took them all out of the box and stuffed them into my pockets and threw the box out.
 

“What was that?” Piper asked when I walked out.
 

We started walking towards the dock. “I bought some condoms,” I said.
 

Piper didn’t reply.
 

Her silence was as arousing as it was disturbing. “Piper?” I asked after a while.
 

She turned to look at me. “What’s up?”
 

I felt the space between us electrify. “You…I just…you really should make him wear one,” I muttered.
 

Piper chewed on her lower lip. “I know,” she said, though she sounded anything but convinced.
 

“You’re not on anything. It’s dangerous. Simon could have…”
 

“I know,” she said again, cutting me off.
 

I waited, letting the silence tighten the tension of the moment. “What then?”
 

Piper looked up and into my eyes. “You felt it too, didn’t you?” she asked. “Right before he…when he was inside me, inside my bare pussy and right before he finished? When I pushed my thumb into your mouth?” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “He could have come inside me, Tom.”
 

The sentence sent a warm shudder racing through me.
 

“He could have come inside my pussy. Can you imagine if he did? Imagine we were standing here right now and didn’t know if there was something growing inside me?”
 

I shuddered and exhaled. “Where are you? In your cycle?” I blurted.
 

A faint smile appeared on Piper’s lips. “Do you want to know, Tom? Or do you want me to keep it to myself?”
 

My mind raced as I tried to remember when I’d last seen wrappers in the bathroom trash bin. I couldn’t recall. Piper often didn’t want to have sex during her period but we’d still fool around. This blurred the memory of when she might have been on it.
 

I almost guffawed when I realized how she was playing me. I’d been so excited by the prospect of Piper being bred that I’d completely overlooked the fact that she would never allow such a thing to happen.
 

She might have become much more of a slut than she’d been before but she would never in a million years let herself get pregnant.
 

“Keep it a secret,” I said quietly.
 

Piper’s smile widened. “Okay,” she said with a nod. “I will.”
 

We started walking towards the dock holding hands. It had been an exciting few moments, imagining that Piper would do something so dirty and depraved as letting another man impregnate her, but the safe feeling knowing it was an impossibility brought, was a welcome one.
 

The zodiac buzzed across the water and pulled up just as we stepped out onto the dock. The smiling young black man helped us both in, then pushed off and revved the engine.
 

We sped out over the azure waters, away from the resort and finally around an outcrop of rock. I caught my breath as I laid eyes on the luxury yacht we were closing in on. It was easily a hundred feet, a sleek white dart with black windows all around and a forward tilted window at the top where the cockpit was.
 

I looked at Piper who looked as delighted as she was surprised. “Are you serious?” she asked over the din of the outboard.
 

The guy piloting the boat started to laugh. A few moments later the hum of the engine died and we floated up to the back of the yacht where another crewman was waiting to catch the rope.
 

He was a big black guy wearing a tight white shirt. The muscles in his arms stretched the fabric, threatening to rip it as he helped Piper up.
 

She spun around as I was scrambling up onto the boat and nodded. Then she eyed him from behind and mouthed “oh yeah.”
 

A delicious warmth flooded through me followed by the cold spike of jealousy. While this meant that Piper would be game for the surprise that lay in store, I was once again knocked a little off balance by her excitement.
 

“Piper! Tom!”
 

We both turned at the sound of Jack’s voice booming out across the deck and onto the open water. He walked towards us, drink in hand, ice clinking in the glass, with open arms.
 

I smiled and made to shake his hand but he turned at the last moment and put a hand on Piper’s back. He turned and started walking back the way he’d come, guiding her along beside him.
 

A moment before he disappeared into the door a woman stepped out. “Oh Jack, don’t be rude!” she chided.
 

Jack turned and waved that I should follow.
 

The woman smiled and started to walk towards me. She was older, probably in her fifties, but still very attractive. Her blonde hair was cut short and styled so that it stood straight up. She had ample breasts that sagged a little but looked fun. She had a full ass and plump thighs but it all looked like it could be a good time.
 

I got excited at the prospect of something maybe happening between us. Jack had said they were swingers, after all.
 

“I’m Donna,” she said, offering her hand, a martini glass dangling precariously in the other. She looked me up and down as I shook her hand. “Jack was right,” she said, unapologetic about checking me out. “You’re not half bad.”
 

I blushed. Apparently Donna was as unabashed as her husband. I guess I shouldn’t have expected much else.
 

“You ever fucked an older woman?” she asked, giving me a skeptical stare. She spoke with the gravelly voice of a reformed smoker.
 

I managed to aspirate some saliva at that exact moment. I burst into a fit of coughing and hacking that made Donna take a step back. It took a good minute to catch my breath and clear my throat enough to be able to speak.
 

The whole time Donna eyed me with what seemed to be a mixture of curiosity and contempt.
 

“I’m sorry,” I finally sputtered, “I just swallowed some…” I pointed to my throat.
 

Donna still looked skeptical, but smiled. “Jack mentioned you were a little fresh.”
 

“Fresh?” I asked.
 

“That you didn’t know what the hell you were doing,” Donna explained, gesticulating with her martini.
 

“Oh…” I muttered. It was a tiny bit humiliating being so fresh as Jack had put it.
 

“Come on,” she said, hooking her arm under mine. “Let’s see about appetizers.” She started walking me towards the door.
 

“Um, appetizers?” I said. “I didn’t realize we were doing food. Piper and I already ate.”
 

Donna looked at me out of the corner of her eye for a moment before bursting into a hearty laugh. “Oh, honey, you’re as fresh as they come. He didn’t tell me that. This is going to be fun.” She polished off her drink and gave me a shove into the door.
 

Plush is the only way to describe the interior of the boat. Everything was solid polished wood or soft velour. The colors were light greens and browns.
 

Jack was close-talking to Piper in the corner.
 

The sound of the zodiac revving up drifted in from outside.
 

As Donna led me towards the bar I stared at Piper and Jack. She had a drink in her hand and was listening with rapt attention to whatever he was saying. Every once in a while she would giggle or gasp at some detail of his story.
 

I hoped she’d look at me, that we could share a glance or a smile, something that would remind us both that we were in this together. But she was too caught up in Jack already.
 

I turned and sat down at the bar to find Donna smiling at me. “Look at him,” she said, nodding towards Jack. “Fifty-three and he’s still got it.”
 

I looked back at Jack and Piper.
 

“The next time you turn around he’s going to have his tongue half-way down her throat. The time after that she’ll be bent over with his cock shoved into one of her holes. I’ll put money on it.”
 

A cold sweat gripped me as I turned, wide-eyed, to look at Donna again. I froze as I realized that what she had said might very well be true.
 

Donna chuckled as she poured out two martinis and handed one to me. “That gets you where it counts, doesn’t it?” she asked.
 

I swallowed half the martini in one gulp. To clear my dry throat and to take some of the punch out of what she’d said.
 

“Ah I remember those times,” Donna said with a wistful sigh. She held the martini glass up and swirled it a few times before taking a sip. “Back when we started and it was a turn on just watching him talk to a girl.” She looked over my shoulder. “See? Sure enough,” she said with a nod towards Piper and Jack. “There he goes.”
 

My stomach tightened into a knot. I pushed past my paralysis and turned slowly around on the stool. A finger of fear and jealousy clawed down my back followed by a warmth of arousal that brought my cock to life in my lap.
 

Jack had set his drink aside. His lips were pressed against Piper’s as he leaned over her in a kiss. His hairy hands pawed at her round ass. And sure enough it looked like his tongue was deep in Piper’s mouth.
 

The sight of Piper’s hands crawling up his arms, accepting him and making it look like she was enjoying what he was doing made a rage begin to boil inside me that surged into my cock.
 

“Looks like she’s having a good time,” Donna whispered over my shoulder. “How about you?”
 

I tore my eyes away from the scene, turned back towards Donna and downed the rest of the martini in one gulp.
 

Donna’s eyes raked down my body and her gaze settled in my lap. “Looks like you’re having a good time, too,” she said with a smile. “You want to take that thing out and put it to good use?” She set her glass down and step out from behind the bar. Then she walked up and put her arms around my neck.
 

I got a strong whiff of booze off her breathe and flowery perfume off her neck as she leaned in to kiss me. My cock hardened. It had been years since I’d kissed anyone but Piper. I felt like a schoolboy, trying it for the first time.
 

Donna’s hands roamed down my chest and she started unbuckling my belt. She yanked my underwear down and my cock jumped out. She pulled away from the kiss to look down. “Not bad,” she said with one eye raised.
 

I gasped as she wrapped her hand around it. Her palms were soft and warm. She stroked it, looked up at me with a smile and put and arm on my shoulder. Without warning she spun the stool and turned me around.
 

“Oh my God…” I grunted.
 

Piper was bent over one of the tables. She was holding onto it, a pained expression on her face as she rocked back and forth.
 

Jack’s fat cock was pumping in and out of her pussy, covered in grool.
 

Donna stroking my cock and the sight of Piper being completely defiled so quickly, just like Donna had said, sent me barrelling over the edge.
 

Hot shots of white ejaculate leapt out of my cock as it spasmed in Donna’s hand.
 

“Oh hon, seriously?” Donna said as she stroked out my orgasm. “Wow you are fresh.”  Her warm breath on my neck sent a shiver down my spine. “How many times have you done this?” she asked once she’d drained my nuts.
 

“This is the second,” I said, panting.
 

Donna took a towel from behind the bar and wiped the semen off her hand. “Oh my gosh!” she said, getting excited. “Are we ever in for a treat!”
 

I wasn’t sure what she meant but I didn’t care. I couldn’t stop staring as Jack continued his relentless pounding into Piper’s hot pussy. Something clicked in my mind.
 

The fucking condoms.
 

I shoved my hand into my pocket and hauled one out. I held it out in front of me not knowing what to do.
 

“What’s that?” Donna asked coming back around and nearly blocking my view of Piper.
 

“It’s a condom. She…she’s not…on anything,” I stammered.
 

Donna rolled her eyes. “Good luck getting Jack to put that thing on,” she said. “I’m sure it’ll be fine.”
 

Piper screamed. She started pushing herself back onto Jack’s cock as she came.
 

My eyes widened in horror as I watched his face contort.
 

Piper’s orgasm finished with a whimper just as Jack hauled his cock out of her.
 

A wave of relief swept over me as he started spraying his cum all over her ass.
 

Piper gazed up at him and bounced it back and forth.
 

Donna lifted the front of her skirt and put one foot on the bar rail.
 

My eyes wandered down to her exposed, furry snatch. She had a thick tuft of hair above her slit, bleached the same colour as the hair on her head.
 

“Payback time,” she said, grinning.
 

“For what?” I asked.
 

“For that nut! I was getting all excited and you’re done! No fair. Now everyone’s had one but me. Come on hon.” She put her hand on my shoulder and started guiding me down off the chair.
 

I stuffed my cock into my pants on the way down. I craned my neck around her thigh to see what was happening with Piper and Jack.
 

“Aww, that’s sweet. You want to know what’s going on with your wife? Here, I’ll turn a little so you can watch.” She turned to the side.
 

I could just see Piper out of the corner of my eyes.
 

Donna put her hand on the back of my head and pulled my mouth up against her furry puss. She’d perfumed between her legs. The flowery scent mixed with the acidic note of her juice. She opened her slit with two fingers.
 

My tongue met her cunt and I started to lick with a nose full of her curly pubes. I saw Jack slap his deflated but still thick cock against Piper’s ass. She moaned.
 

Jack stuffed his cock back into his shorts but kept a hand on her back. He spread her apart with two fingers and rubbed her slit. Piper moaned again and Jack grinned, admiring his handiwork.
 

Piper opened her eyes. Our eyes finally met. Her mouth popped open at the sight of me on my knees servicing Donna. Then a smile crept across her lips and she giggled.
 

Jack gave her ass a playful smack. “Come on kiddo,” he said. “Let me fix you a drink.” He helped her up off the table.
 

Her skirt fell down over her thighs but she didn’t bother putting her underwear on. As they walked over to the bar she stared at me, my face buried between Donna’s thighs.
 

“He any good?” Jack asked, looking down at me.
 

“He’s alright,” Donna said, staring at me from above. “What about her?”
 

“Tight as a fucking…ugh!” Jack said, slamming a fist into his palm. He walked around the bar and started fixing drinks.
 

My tongue was starting to get sore. I was also getting a very odd hard-on from the situation. These people had brought us onto their boat and made us their toys and something about that turned me on.
 

“She’s not on anything Jack,” Donna said, as if it were the most mundane piece of news she could share with her husband.
 

“Huh?” Jack said. “You’re not?”
 

Piper shook her head and blushed.
 

Jack grinned. “So we might leave you with a little memento of your stay down here huh?”
 

To my astonishment, Piper giggled.
 

“Almost there honey,” Donna said above me. Hot juice started to sluice out of her pussy and into my mouth.
 

The sound of the zodiac pulling up to the boat buzzed outside.
 

“Fuck!” Donna yelped as she grabbed the bar. Her pussy started clenching against my tongue and more liquid gushed out. She grabbed a fistful of hair and mashed my face even harder against her cunt. Then she sawed her hips back and forth, rubbing herself onto me like she needed to permanently mark me with her scent.
 

As the last shudders of her orgasm expired three large black men walked down the door from the deck outside. All three laid eyes on me and smiled.
 






Chapter 12

 


Donna released her grip on my hair and took a step back. Her skirt fell over her snatch.
 

I dragged myself to my feet with the help of the bar stool and wiped her juice off my face with the back of my hand.
 

“Hey guys! Make yourself at home,” Jack said. “The usual?”
 

All three men nodded.
 

“Tom, Piper, this is Delmar, Lavan and Taylor,” he said pointing at the guys. He grabbed three glasses from beneath the bar and poured out a healthy dollop of whisky into each. Rounding the bar he handed the drinks to the three men.
 

Piper looked at me out of the corner of her eye with a sly smile.
 

It was a relief because a part of me had still been worried what would happen when she found out what tonight was really supposed to be about.
 

“Come on,” Jack said. “Let’s relax a little and catch our breath.” He took Donna under the arm. “We should give the lovebirds here a moment alone,” he said, winking at me and Piper.
 

Donna smiled as she let herself be led away. “Thanks hon. You were alright,” she said over her shoulder.
 

Jack and Donna started chatting with the three guys. They seemed to be good friends.
 

I looked back at Piper to see that she was still smiling, still watching me. “Is there something you want to tell me?” she asked.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

Piper rolled her eyes. “You didn’t think it would be a good idea to tell me it wasn’t just going to be Jack and his wife tonight?” she said, glancing towards the three men.
 

I lowered my eyes sheepishly. “Sorry?” I said with a shrug. I looked back up to see her reaction.
 

Piper was still smiling, which was a little strange. “Jack told me on the beach, Tom,” she whispered.
 

Something shifted inside of me. “Wait, you knew about this?” I asked.
 

Piper nodded.
 

“And you came anyways?”
 

She giggled and shook her head. “Tom it’s the reason I came.” She lowered her voice and leaned in closer. “Can you imagine what it’s going to be like watching three black studs fuck my bare pussy?” she whispered. A note of excitement, an electric energy tinged her words. “And you’re going to do it, aren’t you Tom? You’re not going to tell anyone to put a condom on. You’re just going to let them all fill me up with their hot cum.”
 

I wasn’t sure whether she was making sure or telling me that was the way things were going to be. Either way I couldn’t believe that this was Piper talking. She seemed so turned on by the idea, the danger of it.
 

I had to take a step back. This wasn’t just a fantasy anymore. This was as real as anything could get. Was I really going to play this game?
 

Piper squeezed my hand. She lowered it between her legs and pulled her skirt up.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Taylor glance over at us.
 

Piper pressed my fingers against her pussy. “That’s not just Jack, Tom,” she said, staring into my eyes. “That’s me. I’m so fucking turned on right now. Let me do it? Please? Just this once. After that we’ll be safe, I promise.”
 

So many things about what Piper had said turned me on. I couldn’t believe my Piper, my wife was begging me to let strange men come inside her. It was as exciting as it was wrong. I put my hand in my pocket and fingered the condom packets. “We shouldn’t,” I whispered.
 

Piper sighed, dismayed. After a moment she put her “let’s make the best of it” smile on and squeezed my hand again. “You’re right,” she said with a nod. Then she reached into my pocket and pulled out a handful of condoms. Walking over to where Jack and Donna were talking to the guys she casually threw the condoms onto the table.
 

Delmar, Lavan and Taylor exchanged funny looks, then Delmar shrugged and sipped his drink.
 

“Hey sweetie,” Jack said to Piper as she started to walk back towards me. “No thanks for me. I don’t like having my dick wrapped in plastic. But don’t worry, I’ll be safe.”
 

Jack’s admission and the way it widened Piper’s eyes with excitement sent lust sizzling through me.
 

She sashayed back across the room with all three men and Jack staring at her ass. “Happy?” she asked.
 

I shrugged. “It’s just the right thing to do.”
 

Piper nodded. “I know it is, Tom. I know it is.”
 

The dark shape of Lavan loomed up behind Piper. He brushed her hair away from her neck and leaned down to kiss it.
 

Piper melted back into the kiss, pushing out all her softest parts for him. She closed her eyes and revelled in the sensation.
 

Lavan’s thick lips left a sticky trail of saliva down her neck and on her shoulders.
 

Piper’s nipples rose, poking out against her dress. She started to moan a little, pushed her ass against Lavan and rubbed.
 

“You like dark meat, baby?” he asked.
 

Piper’s eyes popped open as she smiled and spun around. She sank to her knees and pulled off Lavan’s shorts.
 

My eyes widened at the sight of his cock. Thick as a summer sausage and crawling with veins it hung between his legs nearly reaching his knees. Behind it his balls sagged in a wrinkled sack, heavy with seed.
 

“Oh my God,” Piper whispered, then burst into nervous giggles.
 

“It’s alright. You can touch,” Lavan urged.
 

Piper wrapped her delicate fingers around the rising flesh. She could barely reach all the way around. She hoisted it up and started to pump.
 

“Come on baby, get your mouth on it,” Lavan said. He took his cock from her and opened her mouth with a thumb on her chin. He pushed his cock past her lips and started feeding it to her.
 

Piper looked a little surprised by his directness. Nevertheless she took as much as she could get into her mouth.
 

A ripple of worry passed through me as I saw her gag.
 

She slapped her hands against Lavan’s thighs. Thankfully that made him stop. Piper pulled her mouth off. A clear strand of bile swayed between her lips and the head of his cock. She took a few deep breaths then dove right back onto it.
 

Everyone, including Lavan, started chuckling.
 

Jack pulled out a Polaroid, seemingly out of thin air and the flash went off.
 

“Yeah, that’s right, you see that?” Taylor asked, pointing at Piper. “That’s what a black cock do to a woman! No going back!” He wagged a finger at me.
 

Donna, Jack and the boys had another laugh. Jack walked over flapping the picture back and forth and handed it to me. “Here. You’ll thank me for this someday. Enjoy.”
 

I got a sinking feeling in my stomach as the picture faded into view. There she was, Piper with a lewd look in her eye kneeling with her mouth open in front of Lavan’s massive black cock.
 

“Looks like he’s getting good use out of it already!” Donna said.
 

Everyone laughed again. Even Piper.
 

Even though I knew he was just joking around, that it was just a silly cliché, I couldn’t help the tiny bubble of worry that formed in my mind. 
 

Piper was totally out of her comfort zone and loving it. She had known there would be three black men fucking her on the boat that night and came because of that. I couldn’t help but wonder if our little fantasy wasn’t spinning a little bit out of control?
 

In front of me and on her knees, Piper continued to gobble cock. She’d somehow gotten over her gag reflex and was trying to shove it deeper and deeper into her throat.
 

Lavan stood and stared, occasionally pushing her hair out of her eyes so he could enjoy the view. After a few minutes of Piper hauling on his cock, he pulled it out. “There,” he said, gently slapping his hard, wet meat against Piper’s cheek. “That’s the place for a white woman, right?”
 

Everyone had another chuckle except me. It was the most lewd and lurid thing he could have done. Sure it was just in good fun, the laughter was proof of that, but it sent a massive shudder down my spine.
 

Lavan looked up at me. “You want to enjoy this with her?” he asked.
 

All I could manage was a silent nod.
 

“Come on Piper, up,” Lavan said.
 

Piper scrambled to her feet.
 

Lavan spun her around to face me and lifted the back of her dress. To my relief and dismay he undid a condom packet and slipped the condom over his cock. It was a tight fit to say the least. It looked like it was going to snap.
 

Piper looked stunned but when she saw me she pressed her palms against my cheeks and kissed my lips. Her eyes popped open. Her hands fell to my shoulders and squeezed.
 

I knew Lavan was moving into her.
 

“Oh my God,” Piper whispered.
 

Lavan continued moving into her, laying his pipe deep in her fleshy tunnel. The sounds of her splitting open for him filled the room.
 

Piper winced, then grimaced. She turned her head to try and look at Lavan. Her hand shot back against his abdomen. “That’s it,” she said, her voice tight. “That’s all I can take.”
 

Behind her Lavan’s lips twisted into a lewd grin. He grabbed her wrist and rocked forward.
 

“Ouch,” Piper gasped. Her other hand shot back.
 

Lavan grabbed that, too.
 

Her excitement faded to worry. “Okay seriously. Don’t.”
 

Lavan rocked back and forth ever so slightly. “Baby I would never hurt you,” he said, putting his other hand on her hip. “Look at your husband. Have your moment. Have a nice moment with him. It’ll all be different after this. You’ll see.” He rocked back and forth again, as if readying himself for a harder lunge.
 

Piper’s head turned and our eyes met. “Tom…do something,” she said.
 

I looked past her at Lavan.
 

He shook his head. “It’s okay, man. It’ll be okay. Better than okay. You’ll see.”
 

I looked back into Piper’s eyes. “Baby I think it’s going to be fine.”
 

“Tom I can’t take any more of him and he’s going to try. I know he is.”
 

I nearly started to shake. A black man was buried inside my wife as deep as anyone had ever been, probably deeper than I’d ever been. I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. “It’s okay,” I whispered. “It’s okay.” I kissed her mouth again.
 

Lavan’s hips shot forward in a powerful thrust.
 

Piper moaned into my mouth.
 

I felt the way his cock penetrated her, pushing past what she thought was possible and up into a place only a man of Lavan’s size could reach, a place he had known was there. She shuddered and moaned against me until Lavan was buried fully inside her.
 

“You see, baby?” he whispered from behind her.
 

I took my lips away from our kiss. “Are you okay?” I whispered.
 

Piper didn’t say anything for a long time. Her mouth just hung open. Then she looked up and back into my eyes. “Oh. My. God,” she said as a tear rolled down her cheek. “I didn’t know, Tom. I never knew,” she said, shaking her head.
 

“Never knew what, baby?” I whispered back.
 

“I never knew…I could feel this good.”
 

Everyone around us chuckled. Lavan started his fuck. He pulled his cock half-way out of her then eased it back in. He must have touched that special spot again because Piper moaned like I’d never heard her moan.
 

As his thrusts got rougher her tits started to slap against each other. She closed her eyes and rode the wave of pleasure with her hands still behind her back.
 

I watched her disappear inside herself as Lavan fucked her.
 

Around us the other guys were stepping out of their shorts and removing shirts. Once Taylor was naked Donna sank to her knees in front of him and started sucking him off.
 

Jack sipped his drink and watched Piper getting fucked.
 

Her long moans turned into short, sharp cries. With Lavan slamming into her pussy Piper took a deep breath and let out a loud scream. I heard a rush of juice come flooding out of her pussy as the orgasm rushed through her.
 

She screamed again. Her whole body shook so hard she was having trouble standing up.
 

Lavan didn’t stop fucking. He kept punishing her soft pussy until she turned into a rag doll in front of me, a piece of hot flesh there only for his pleasure.
 

One side of his mouth curled up. He let go of her hands and put his on her hips.
 

Piper stumbled forward and put her hands on my knees.
 

Lavan drove one final thrust into her as he started to come.
 

Watching it was overwhelming. Knowing that his seed was pulsing through his shaft was like going over the first hill of an amusement park ride.
 

Remembering he’d put a condom on was like slamming on the brakes.
 

Still, it was hot watching him have his way with Piper. She’d reanimated somewhat and was trying to look back and catch a glimpse of what Lavan looked like inside her. All just inches from me with her hands still on my knees.
 

Lavan finished with a few last thrusts.
 

My stomach twisted as I saw a dribble of his deposit spill from between Piper’s legs. My cock went rock-hard at the possibility that…
 

“Shit, man,” Lavan said as he pulled out of Piper.
 

“What is it?” Piper said, sounding panicked and looking back.
 

Lavan held up the condom. It looked like it had been blasted apart. “Sorry,” he said with a shrug.
 

“He came?” Piper said, breathless. “He came inside me?” She spun around and started covering me in kisses. “Baby he came inside me. He came inside my pussy,” she said. She was on fire.
 

I knew it was bad and wrong but it had me so hot. Seeing how hot it made Piper melted my resolve. “Fuck it,” I muttered.
 

Delmar stepped into place behind Piper.
 

With her still kissing me I once again felt as he drove his cock into her by the way she shuddered. This time there wasn’t all the drama but I felt when he was fully inside her and touched that spot because Piper dug her nails into my legs.
 

Taylor had laid Donna out on a table and was fucking her pretty hard with Jack watching and stroking himself.
 

Lavan got dressed, fixed himself a drink, then stepped out the door and into the darkness outside.
 

As Piper and I made out with Delmar piling into her, the knowledge that he, too, was going to fill her with cum made it too hard for me to resist touching myself. I pulled my own cock out and started jerking myself off.
 

Piper pushed my hand out of the way and grabbed my cock.
 

I opened my eyes and we gazed at each other.
 

Piper started pumping. “You like that, baby? You like knowing that a big black dick is inside me? You like knowing he’s going to fuck his cum into my pussy? Oh fuck yeah, I can feel how hard it makes you,” she said with a wicked smile.
 

The cum was churning at the base of my cock in no time as Piper pumped me with her soft hand.
 

“You gonna come for me, baby?” she asked, licking her lips. Her eyes rolled back in her head as Delmar’s thrusts got rough. “Fuck yes!” she screamed.
 

My cock was rock solid. My eyes drifted down to her swaying tits, then up to her tortured expression, then back to Delmar behind her. My mind filled with the image of his cock plowing into her soft, pink sex.
 

I erupted with a shout. 
 

I looked down into my lap and watched my own seed spraying out of the head of my cock. It fell on the deck, helpless and impotent. Outside of Piper it would do nothing, have no hope of becoming anything. The thought sharpened my orgasm.
 

As my climax waned Piper’s began. She screamed. Delmar grunted.
 

I stared at their shared climax knowing that at that moment her body was accepting his cum.
 






Chapter 13

 


Jack ended up fucking Donna after Taylor was done. Piper and I saw watching, marvelling at this strange new world we were suddenly a part of.
 

The guys took the zodiac back to the dock and we waited for it to return, chatting with Donna and Jack.
 

“So? What do you think? You like the lifestyle?” Jack asked.
 

I looked at Piper and back at Jack. I couldn’t help but laugh a little. This was crazy but it felt so good. “I mean, we’re only here on vacation. I don’t know if it’s something we could keep doing, but yeah. It’s pretty fun.”
 

Piper blushed and chuckled and looked away.
 

Jack held up a hand as the zodiac buzzed closer outside. “Hold on. Let me get you something.” He got up and walked off into another cabin and came back a few moments later. He was dangling a thin gold chin. He knelt down in front of Piper.
 

She glanced at me, looking a little nervous.
 

“Give me that ankle,” Jack said.
 

Piper offered up her ankle and Jack wrapped the gold chain around it and clasped it shut.
 

“What’s that?” Piper asked.
 

“It’s an anklet,” Jack said, getting back up. “It means you’re available. And more importantly,” he added, grinning at me, “it means you don’t mind.”
 

A smile formed on Piper’s lips as she stared at the anklet. She’d never been one to wear a lot of jewellery but this seemed different. She seemed quite proud to be wearing the thin gold chain.
 

I felt something tighten inside me at the glint in her eye.
 

The zodiac buzzed up next to the boat outside and the engine stopped. The sudden silence stirred us all from the spell Jack had cast by placing the anklet on Piper’s leg.
 

“Well, we should get going,” Piper said, standing and reaching out to shake Jack’s hand. It seemed an oddly formal way of saying goodbye, considering what we’d just done with them.
 

Jack grinned, then lifted Piper’s hand and brought the back of it to his lips. “The pleasure was all ours,” he said, staring into her eyes. He kissed her hand softly with Piper looking down her nose at him with an approving smile.
 

The whole thing gave me the shivers. It felt like some strange ritual even they were just saying goodbye. I pressed my cheek to Donna’s by way of saying goodbye.
 

“Thanks hon. You were alright. You’ll come back tomorrow, won’t you?” Donna asked.
 

The question caught me completely off guard. I hadn’t really thought about seeing these guys again and to be honest, after everything that had gone down, I was sort of looking forward to spending some time with just Piper and I.
 

Piper’s eyes lit up. “We wouldn’t want to be a bother,” she said. It was pretty obvious by her tone that she was just being polite.
 

“A bother?” Jack asked. “Ha! No, no. You’re for sure coming back. I didn’t say anything because I thought it was a given. Come for lunch tomorrow. Around one. We’ll sail out to a secret little cove I know about.”
 

Piper looked like she was going to jump up and down like a giddy school girl at the offer. But she kept her cool as she turned to look at me. “What do you think?” she asked.
 

It was nice of her to ask but I could tell how much she wanted to go. I didn’t particularly want to spend another day with these guys but sometimes you have to make a sacrifice.
 

There was still some heat left in thinking of Piper hooking up with Jack again. Who knew what Donna would come up with this time, too? “Yeah. Totally. That’d be great, thanks guys.”
 

This time Piper clapped her hands together and “eeped!”
 

Jack giggled then took her by the arm and led her out the door. I followed and soon we were zipping out across the dark water back towards shore. I waited until we were off the dock walking back to our suite before saying anything.
 

“Hey you,” I said, nudging Piper’s arm.
 

“Huh?” she said. She seemed far away and lost in her thoughts.
 

“What're you thinking about?”
 

“Oh, just this and that. You know.”
 

I didn’t know. But I was desperate to find out. I didn’t want to come off as clingy but my insides were churning. “Did you have a good time?”
 

Piper chortled and her hand shot up to cover the snort. “What do you think?” she asked sarcastically.
 

And for some reason that hurt. All I wanted was to reconnect with her, to feel like we were in this together and her saying that made it seem like she was nowhere near the same page.
 

I didn’t say anything else all the way to the suite. And the weird thing was that Piper didn’t seem to mind. By the time we walked in and started undressing for bed I was a mess. I got up behind Piper as she was about to take off her dress and kissed the back of her neck.
 

Piper froze.
 

I kissed her again, on the side of the neck this time, hoping she’d lean back into me, hoping she’d turn around and kiss me back.
 

She just stood there.
 

I worked my way across her shoulders and back and only then did she tilt her head to give me access. I gently spun her around and kissed her on the mouth. When I opened my eyes her expression had softened and it seemed like the Piper I knew was back. “I want to make love to you,” I whispered.
 

Piper bit her lower lip and nodded. “Okay,” she whispered.
 

Her agreeing meant everything to me in that moment. I helped her slip her dress up and over her head, revealing her stunning curves. I let my hands follow the contour of her frame and settle on her hips. Then I bent lower and sucked her stiff nipple into my mouth. My cock lurched as my tongue traced the outline of the hot and wrinkled flesh.
 

Piper exhaled a breathy moan. She put her hand on the back of my head and brought me closer to her tit. But instead of pulling me off and feeding me her other one, Piper put her hand on my shoulder and pressed.
 

I let go of her nipple with my mouth and looked up into her eyes.
 

There was a wicked edge to her smile. “Baby,” she whispered, “I want to try what Donna did. That looked like fun.”
 

My cock throbbed even as my eyes went wide. I glanced down at her shaved pussy, then looked back up into her eyes. “Piper I want to but…” I couldn’t force myself to say the words. Her pussy was full of cum.
 

My reluctance didn’t taper Piper’s desire. One corner of her mouth curled up. She leaned forward to whisper in my ear. “You mean you don’t think that’s hot? That I’m full of other men’s cum?” She reached between my legs, grabbed my stiff cock and smirked. “That’s what I thought.” Then she reached lower, cupped my balls and gave them a squeeze.
 

I emitted a guttural grunt at the pleasure of her dominance laced with the pain of having my nuts pressed together. There was obviously something that I found incredibly arousing about what was happening and what she was proposing even though it sounded vile.
 

Staring into Piper’s eyes, I sank to my knees.
 

This made her eyes go wide and her mouth open a little, as if she couldn’t believe I was actually going to go through with it.
 

And that just made things hotter.
 

I spread her thighs apart.
 

Piper lifted her leg and perched her foot on the bed. This caused her little peach of a cunt to split open, revealing the tantalizing pink flesh inside. There were dribbles and drips of white speckled around it. Remnants of the seed that had been deposited inside her soft chalice.
 

I looked up to see her staring down at me with what seemed to be a mix of trepidation and delight. This felt like another one of those moments there would be no going back from. I wasn’t sure what would change between us but I knew something would. Sticking out my tongue I took the plunge.
 

I leaned forward and pressed it against her folds. I slid it back and forth and the first hints of the acrid taste of Delmar and Lavan’s spunk shot down my tongue and up my nose. I licked the salty flesh around her hole. The, craning my neck to get beneath her, I plunged my tongue into her cunt.
 

The smile had faded from Piper’s lips. Her mouth was open wide and she was panting as she reached down and ran her fingers through my hair. “Oh my God,” she said, whispered in the same way she had when Lavan had opened her in a way she’d never felt. “That is so hot.”
 

The words sent a bolt of heat between my legs that made my cock jump. I stuck my tongue out as far as I could and worked it around inside her. The first thick glob of warm goo ran down into my throat and I gagged. I closed my eyes and forced myself to swallow.
 

Piper gasped as she realized what was happening. Her hips started wiggling. The motion caused more of the secretion inside her to come spilling out. The second tasting was somehow less offensive than the first. By the third I didn’t even retch.
 

I let the seed inside her spill into me and found the last remnants with my tongue and cleaned her out. And somehow in this way I felt as if she were becoming mine again.
 

Piper shuddered above me. She bent over and clawed at my back. Then she emitted a high-pitched wail as she came. It was a short orgasm but seemed intense. When it was over she fell down onto my lap.
 

I felt my cock press up against her hot slit as she sat down.
 

She leaned in and with a hand on each of my cheeks kissed me, pressing her tongue deep into my mouth. Pulling away, she gazed into my eyes. “Holy fuck, Tom, that was hot. What do you want. You get whatever you want for doing that.” She started rocking back and forth, glazing my stiff cock with the sweet hot wetness spilling out of her. “Come on Tom. Tell me what you want. It can be anything.”
 

“I want…I want…”
“Anything,” she whispered, her breath hot on my cheek.
 

But I didn’t want anything kinky or crazy. I felt like we’d done enough of that. “I just want to be inside you. Like this. Just the way we are.”
 

Piper smiled. She reached down and took my cock and helped me into her. She seemed a little looser than I remembered but that didn’t matter.
 

As she rocked back and forth we kissed and cuddled. Piper held my head pressed against her chest as I came up inside her.
 

We stayed like that for a long time, until my soft cock slipped out of her, before crawling up onto the bed. Exhausted, we both fell asleep.
 

And for a few hours everything felt good again. Everything felt like it was going to be okay.
 






Chapter 13

 


I woke up to Piper’s mouth on my cock. I was hard and she was sucking on me and pumping the base of my shaft. It felt like I’d woken up in heaven.
 

“Goo mommning,” she said, not taking my cock out of her mouth.
 

I burst out laughing and she did too but continued to suck. It was another glorious day in paradise with the sun blazing down on the white sand, the bright blue ocean waves lapping at the columns of the suite and farther on washing up onto the shore.
 

I groaned and a hand against my forehead as the pleasure of Piper’s blow job crawled up my back and soaked the base of my brain. A tiny pinprick of a thought lanced bubble causing it to burst. Memories from the night before came flooding in. And the inevitable niggling doubt. Why the hell was I getting a morning blow job?
 

But my cock hardened in Piper’s mouth as I remembered kissing her while Lavan fucked her from behind. This seemed to encourage her because she started sucking and pulling harder, her other hand fumbling with my balls.
 

It was all so sudden and overwhelming that a few moments later I was on the edge of an orgasm sitting near-upright and going “ah! ah! ah!”
 

Piper laughed and swallowed as my cock spat the first frothing shot of cum into her mouth. She choked the base of it, then pumped, then choked it again, stretching my climax out. And she gobbled up every drop of cum I gave her, her feet swaying back and forth playfully.
 

The glimmer at her ankle caught my eye. I stared at the tiny gold chain as Piper squeezed the last of my seed out and licked off the head of my cock with her tongue. She popped off of me with a satisfied sigh and licked her lips.
 

“What was that about?” I asked, my voice still froggy from sleep.
 

“I just love you,” Piper said, planting a cummy kiss on my cheek. She bounced up off the bed and hopped over to the bathroom. A moment later the shower was running and Piper was humming cheerily as she spun in slow circles under the warm water.
 

The whole thing seemed so surreal. I started to organize my thoughts, cataloguing what had happened the night before and trying to find the right emotions to feel about it.
 

It was still a turn-on and Piper seemed back to normal, if a little more sexed up than she normally was. But that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, right? Even the thought of spending the day with Jack and Donna was not the unpleasant prospect it had been the night before.
 

When Piper finished showering I took a quick one while she dressed. By the time we were ready to walk out the door it was closing in on one o’clock. We skipped breakfast and walked straight to the dock. The zodiac pulled up a few minutes after one and five minutes after that we were being welcomed back onto Jack’s boat.
 

“Welcome aboard!” Jack said, walking up with a drink in each hand. “You like mojito’s?” he asked with a grin. He kissed Piper’s cheek and nodded at me. “No kiss for you. Ha!” The drinks sloshed in the glasses as he laughed, ice clinking against the sides.
 

Piper looked delighted. Now that we were a little more at ease with the situation and knew what to expect the boat looked much more impressive. Jack gave us a tour of the whole thing and we found out that besides a captain and first mate he also had a cook and cleaner that worked on board.
 

“So this is yours?” I asked.
 

“Nah! Are you kidding me?” Jack shot back. “You know what B-O-A-T stands for, right?”
 

“No,” I replied, shaking my head.
 

“Break out another thousand!” Jack said, rolling his eyes. “Yeesh! I don’t need that. We just like to spend a few weeks down here in the winter.”
 

“So…” It was rude but I couldn’t help myself. “How much does it cost to charter something like this?”
 

“Tom!” Piper said, slapping my arm.
 

“No, no, it’s alright!” Jack said. “Hey Donna what’d we pay this year?” he shouted towards the bow.
 

“I don’t know,” Donna shouted back. “Eighty thousand I think? Something like that?”
 

Jack shrugged. “Something like that.”
 

My eyes went wide. I knew there were people in the world that had that kind of money I’d just never met one.
 

“Music business,” Jack said, anticipating my next question. “Before all the spotifly and apple-googly streaming shit. Back when people still understood that you had to pay for quality. Now with every Joe and his laptop in the basement churning out crap in between jerk-off session, ah!” He waved his big hairy paw, as if he were trying to wave away the distaste of it all. “Anyways I was a producer. You remember Hoody and the Game Cats? Broken Promises?”
 

Couldn’t say I did but they must have been big if they made him this kind of cash.
 

Jack didn’t wait for an answer. “Yeah. They were mine. Those were the days. But whatever. Now we’ve got these days. They aren’t so bad.” He turned and offered his arm to Piper with a smile. “What do you say sweetheart? You and me downstairs?” He eyed me sideways. “Yeah I guess you can come and watch.”
 

And just like that I was headed for a cabin to watch Piper get fucked again. A jolt of excitement shot through me that hardened my cock. A minute later and I was installed on a chair in the corner of the cabin watching Jack remove Piper’s white dress.
 

She hadn’t worn any underwear or bra so as soon as the dress fell away it revealed her magnificent form.
 

Jack took a step back to admire her with a smile. “Oh my,” he purred. He looked over at me. “You are one lucky guy!”
 

Piper giggled and blushed at his attention.
 

“Hey,” Jack said quietly “you remember how you sucked Lavan’s cock last night? You think you could suck my cock like that?” he asked.
 

Piper replied with an enthusiastic nod and sank to her knees.
 

Jack hauled out his fire hose of a cock and offered it to her. He peeled back the uncut foreskin revealing a glistening purple head, the skin tight like a drum.
 

Piper eyed it for a moment before parting her lips and popping it into her mouth. She held just the head inside her mouth. From the way her jaw was moving I could tell she was using her tongue on the underside of Jack’s cock.
 

He grunted appreciatively a few times but got tired pretty quick. “That’s nice baby,” he whispered, “but I want to fuck your mouth a little. Come here.” He put one hand on the top of Piper’s head and the other on her jaw. Then he eased his cock in until Piper gagged. He pulled it halfway out with a satisfied sigh.
 

Piper was breathing heavily through her nose.
 

“That’s it, sweetie, just relax.” After letting her take a few more breaths, Jack shoved his cock down her throat.
 

This time Piper managed to take what he gave her. She relaxed enough that Jack managed to stuff three quarters of his cock into her before he could go no further. “Oh that’s nice,” he groaned, looking down at Piper. With her head still clamped by his hands he started thrusting, truly fucking her mouth and throat.
 

Maybe I should have felt something other than the burning lust that was coursing through me. My wife was being turned into a common whore in front of my eyes and all I could do was stare, drool and do my best not to touch myself. But it was so hot watching Piper get debased by Jack that I decided not to feel guilty about it.
 

Jack fucked her face for a while longer, every once in a while letting her come up for air. Then when he was tired of that he pulled his cock out and patted the bed. “Come on sweetie. Up on your knees okay?”
 

Piper looked at me with an excited grin as she scrambled up onto the bed.
 

Jack positioned her, spreading her knees apart wide and making her grip the edge of the bed with her toes so that she looked like an animal ready to leap. Then he pressed his cock against her dripping slit and shoved it inside.
 

Piper gasped and her tits swayed with the force of Jack’s thrust. She looked back, eyeing the meat disappearing into her body.
 

“Oh fuck,” Jack groaned as he eased the rest of his cock into her cunt. “So nice and tight.” When he was fully inside he enjoyed the warm wetness for a while before starting a rut.
 

As he started pumping in and out of her I stared at the grool covering his cock go from clear and sticky to a milky white.
 

Piper was hot and panting and in a few minutes was close to coming.
 

As the first shivers raced down her spine Jack popped a finger into his mouth. Pulling it out he pressed the tip against Piper’s tiny sphincter.
 

Piper’s eyes popped open and she gasped.
 

With a twist of his finger Jack slipped it into her ass, up to the second knuckle.
 

Piper gasped again, then moaned.
 

Jack chuckled, still sawing in and out of her. “I guess by your reaction Mr. Chance hasn’t had the pleasure?” he asked.
 

Piper, looking a little panicked, looked back and stared at his finger poking out of her ass. “I don’t…we don’t…”
 

Jack leaned over her. “Oh but you will, baby,” he growled. “And you’re gonna fucking love it.” With another twist he shoved his finger all the way up to his fist.
 

Piper’s shock morphed to an agonized silent moan. She started to come, her pussy sloshing and squelching all over his thick cock like the sound of boots through wet mud.
 

Jack growled his pleasure at her coming, almost as if on command from him shoving his finger into her ass.
 

My eyes widened and my jaw fell open as Jack let out a grunt. He slowed his rut and as he did I saw his fat cock start to flex and release. Fat as a fire hose I knew I was watching him pump gush after gush of his seed into Piper’s unprotected pussy.
 

Piper screamed again which meant she was coming a second time. Which meant that her pussy was sucking his gift up deep into her body, helping it reach her fertile place where it might take root.
 

I shuddered at the sight. We hadn’t mentioned anything about protection. Deep down I trusted Piper but I wallowed in the possibility that she might be fertile and that Jack was taking her raw.
 

Jack held her firmly by the hips with one hand, the finger of his other still fist deep in her asshole, and shuddered as he drained what he had left into her.
 

Piper was panting, still perched on the bed like an animal when he withdrew.
 

His cock flopped out and slapped against his thigh.
 

Piper looked back at the finger that was still in her ass. 
 

“Hold on,” Jack ordered, his voice gravelly from the exertion of fucking. He put his free hand between her legs and split her flower. “Look at that,” he said quietly.
 

I couldn’t help but look. Inside her warm tunnel I could see a thick clump of his sticky white seed. Some of it drizzled down onto the sheets but most of it stayed inside.
 

Piper’s expression was somewhere between panicked and elated. I could tell she was still turned on but I wondered if she was worried now, too?
 

The thought sent such a powerful rush of adrenaline through me I felt it in my toes.
 

Twisting his finger, Jack eased it out of Piper’s ass. He sniffed it, smiled and walked over to the side of the bed. “Fucking delectable,” he said, pressing the finger against Piper’s lips.
 

Piper balked at the request. She was certainly turning into a slut but I felt like this would be too much. She looked up into Jack’s unflinching gaze. “Eat it,” he ordered, his voice even.
 

And to my absolute shock, Piper opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out. When Jack slid his finger in along it, she closed her lips and sucked.
 

Jack cracked a smile, then chuckled. He turned to look at me. “Filthy little thing isn’t she?”
 

Not knowing what else to do, I nodded and kept staring at Piper sucking on his finger.
 

“Are you done with these two?” Donna’s voice broke the tension and made all three of us look towards the door. She was standing with her arm up against the frame, posed like a model for an art class. ”’Cause if you are I want a turn before lunch.”
 

Jack pulled his finger out of Piper’s mouth with a wet plop and smiled at Donna as he stepped into his shorts. “They’re all yours cupcake. All yours.”
 






Chapter 14

 


Jack gave Donna a peck on the cheek on his way out of the room.
 

Donna walked in, her hips swaying seductively from side to side.
 

I was still stunned from what I’d just witnessed my mouth was hanging open. Piper, too, seemed in a daze. She was still on all fours and seemed to be waiting for someone to tell her what to do.
 

Donna stopped in front of the bed and patted Piper on the ass. “You have a nice time, baby?” she asked.
 

Piper nodded, her eyes darting side to side, not sure where to look.
 

“Come here hon’,” Donna said, crooking her finger at me.
 

Dazed, I stood up and walked over to the bed.
 

She grabbed my hard cock and smiled. “Good. Take your clothes off.”
 

It was the strangest thing. I don’t know why I did it. Both her and Jack just seemed so…I don’t know, they seemed to have a certain energy that you didn’t want to say ‘no’ to. Besides, I thought it would be a good time. A threesome with Piper and Donna? Why not? So I stripped and stood by the bed like a school boy waiting to be told what to do next.
 

“You ever kiss a girl sweetheart?” Donna asked Piper. She’d taken her swimsuit off and taken a seat at the head of the bed. She leaned forward. Her tits were heavy and sagged a little but the still looked good. She had long nipples, like pink rubber bullets that were just begging to be sucked.
 

My cock throbbed as she kissed Piper on the lips.
 

“Okay hon, over here. No, not like that. On your back on the bed. Make room for him sweetheart. We’re gonna’ have some fun alright?” Donna arranged me so I was lying in the center of the bed. She made Piper sit off to one side, then told her to swing her leg over my lap.
 

Blood surged to my cock as I realized what she was arranging. Piper was going to ride my cock while Donna…rode my face. It was such a dominating arrangement and I couldn’t say no.
 

Piper seemed to have surfaced from her stupor. She bit her lip and smiled at me as she pressed her pussy against my cock.
 

“Nuh-uh,” Donna said, pushing her off. “You can sit on him. Maybe slide around a little but he’s not allowed inside. I’m not having him pop before I do this time. Besides, if we let him nut it’ll take all the fight out of him. This way we get his full attention. Don’t we hon?” She gave my cheek a few slaps a moment before swinging her leg over my head so she was facing Piper.
 

I groaned as Piper settled down on my lap, agonizingly close to my cock but not touching it. I could feel the heat of her pussy radiating against my leg. I tried to wiggle lower on the bed but at that moment Donna settled onto my face.
 

It wasn’t exactly the settling I’d expected.
 

At first Donna pressed her pussy against my mouth. Enough to give me a reminder of what she tasted like. But after a few licks she shuffled forward.
 

I found my nose buried in the thick folds of her ass crack. I held my breath for a second but then realized there was no escaping my fate. I inhaled and got a huge whiff of the dank and musky odour of her back hole. A moment after that she pressed it against my tongue.
 

“Ungh,” Donna grunted as she adjusted herself on top of me. “Good. Now lick,” she said, slapping my side. “Come here sweetheart,” she said in a quieter voice to Piper. “’Atta girl. Take that in your mouth just like that. Oh yeah.” She shuddered above me.
 

I realized that Donna was probably feeding Piper her tit to suck. It was all so filthy and lewd and my cock would not stop bouncing up and down between the two women. I was actually kind of worried I was going to come just from what was happening with no other stimulation.
 

So I pushed out my tongue, tentatively at first but then thought what the fuck? I was here. We were doing this. Might as well go all in. I pressed it against the ring of muscle that led to her anus.
 

The salty, musky taste of her wrinkled skin as damp with sweat. I worked my tongue up into it and felt her clench.
 

“Fuck kid that’s it!” she said. “But you gotta suck it harder sweetheart,” Donna said above me. “Nobody sucked your tit good before?”
 

I heard Piper come off Donna’s breast. Then Donna leaned forward and I heard her start to suck Piper’s nipple. I got a moment of respite from the intensity of being so close to her ass as she did.
 

Piper gasped and moaned and started mewling as Donna showed her how it was done. I don’t know what the hell she did to her but I was sure as hell going to learn. Piper sounded like she was having the time of her life.
 

“Like that, alright?” she said, coming off of Piper’s chest. “Now here, finish me off and then we can switch alright? You’re never going to want to do anything else after you’ve tried this, trust me!” Donna added and I could hear that she was smiling.
 

Piper leaned forward and Donna leaned back and soon my tongue was stuffed inside her ass again. The sounds of Piper suckling at Donna’s breast were incredibly arousing. Then Donna started to moan. She leaned back and ground her ass against my face.
 

I felt each clench of pleasure as her ass hole clamped down on my tongue. Finally, and just in time because I thought I was going to pass out from not being able to breathe, Donna’s sphincter began frantically flexing and releasing and she let out a giant mooing moan. “Fuck, yes!” she said right after.
 

It was clear that she was done.
 

She enjoyed the feeling of my mouth on her ass some more before saddling off.
 

I finally got a clear look at Piper. She seemed astonished and delighted and under the very powerful spell of this couple.
 

“Come on sweetheart,” Donna said, patting my cheek and looking at Piper. “Your turn.”
 

Piper didn’t hesitate a moment. She spun around and back up until her pussy was above my mouth.
 

“Sit on his face a little. Get him a little damp. It’ll feel better.”
 

Piper did as she was told and pressed her snatch to my mouth.
 

Some of Jack’s emission dribbled out of her and onto my tongue. My cock jumped.
 

“Ha! Look at that! Jesus sweetheart how do you fuck with this guy? I swear he’d blow if I touched him right now!”
 

“He’s not usually…”
“Never mind. Give him a little rub.”
 

Piper mashed her cunt against my mouth.
 

“Good,” Donna said. “Now slide back. Right so his tongue’s under your hole.”
 

As Piper followed her instructions Donna straddled my lap.
 

Piper’s ass hole was the sweetest, softest, most beautiful thing I’d ever smelled or tasted compared to Donna’s. There was still a dank note but licking her made me so hard.
 

She let out the cutest little chirp as I touched her but then settled back and let me fuck my tongue into her anus.
 

I heard Donna slurp Piper’s nipple into her mouth and Piper leaned back, mashing me with her crack as she started to moan.
 

It was maybe, maybe thirty seconds before I felt her ring choking tongue. The moan turned to a wail and then a sort of sobbing as the orgasm wrung her body this way and that. Finally, she collapsed forward and I saw Donna’s arms wrap around her back. Piper was shaking and I think she was crying a little.
 

“There, there. You see? I told you you’d like it,” Donna whispered. “We’re gonna’ have some fun, you and I.”
 

My cock was jumping in my lap and just throbbing from how turned on I was.
 

“Here, sit back down. We’ve got to take care of this or I’m worried he’s going to injure himself,” Donna said.
 

Piper sat back down on my face and finally I felt Donna wrap both hands around my cock.
 

“Watch this,” she said. Instead of pumping me to the finish line she started stroking the underside of of my cock from about the mid-point all the way up to my glans.
 

The pleasure surged inside of me. I felt the rush of seed leave my nuts.
 

Donna’s thumbs worked smoothly and slowly. Every few strokes one of her long nails would scratch the head of my cock but that only added to my pleasure.
 

“Oh God…oh God…oh God,” I groaned. My voice had never been so strained.
 

Donna drove me to the very edge of my orgasm. Then, just as I was about to explode, she slowed and pressed just a little bit harder, each sweep of her finger choking the seed from my cock.
 

The climax exploded inside me with the blinding white light of an exploding star.
 

“There we go,” Donna purred. “That’s a good boy to last so long.”
 

As my body spasmed and dopamine flooded through my brain I heard Piper giggling above me as she watched Donna milking the cum out of my cock.
 

Donna chuckled too.
 

The orgasm seemed to last forever. I shook and jerked as Donna continued to knead me with her fingers, my face mashed against Piper’s ass crack. When it was finally over I felt Donna get off me, then Piper swung her leg over me and hopped off the bed, too.
 

The two of them stood there naked and smiling watching my cock deflate. Then Donna offered up an arm which Piper took and they walked out of the cabin leaving me alone.
 

I felt the engine start and a moment later the boat began to move.
 






Chapter 15

 


“You’re gonna’ love this place. Trust me.” Jack stared out over the ocean and put his hand on my shoulder. “You and the girls have fun down there?” he asked, cracking a grin.
 

I took a sip of my drink, sort of trying to hide in it. As normal as all this seemed to be for Jack I still wasn’t completely at ease with everybody just fucking whoever they wanted. My cheeks heated up a bit.
 

“Kid,” Jack said, giving my shoulder a squeeze. “You gotta’ lighten up a bit. You’ve got a gorgeous wife there who does anything you ask her to. You know how long it took me to get Donna to be the way she is? We had to wait ‘till the kids were out of the house for chrissakes.”
 

Kids.
 

The word sent a shiver down my back. It was a stark reminder of the fact that Piper wasn’t on any birth control. The worry must have shown on my expression.
 

“What’s the matter?” Jack asked.
 

“Huh?”
 

“You look like you just saw a ghost. What? Kids scare you?”
 

I shook my head. “It’s not the kids…it’s…”
 

“Oh! Right,” Jack replied, nodding and turning to look at Piper who was sunning herself next to Donna near the bow. “She really not on anything?” he asked.
 

Another shiver raced down my spine at the question. “She’s really not.”
 

“Fuck,” Jack whispered. “That is smokin’ hot. That’s some fuckin’ wife you scored kid. Come on. This way. We’re almost there.” He turned me and led me towards the stern.
 

The boat rounded a small peninsula and turned into the inlet. Off in the distance there was a beach with some locals splashing in the waves. Their voices carried out over the blue water. As we got closer a few of them caught sight of the boat and started to swim towards it.
 

The captain dropped anchor, then killed the engines.
 

My cock hardened as the five men approached the boat. They swam around to the stern and hauled themselves up onto the swim platform, the water dripping off their well-muscled bodies. I looked at Jack. From his smile it was clear he knew the men. He waved to where Donna and Piper were laying. “This way boys. Help yourselves.”
 

The men walked past us without a second glance.
 

My chest tightened as I realized what was happening. As my cock hardened I watched in delighted horror as they made their way up towards the bow.
 

The men kicked off the shorts they’d been wearing and three of them descended on Piper like wolves, the other two taking Donna.
 

Piper startled as one of the guys took her tit in his mouth and started to suck. She let out a shriek and tried to get up but he kept her pressed flat on the deck chair. As soon as she realized what was happening her stunned expression faded into a smile. She turned to Donna and started to laugh.
 

Donna smiled back at her. “Relax sweetheart. With these guys you don’t have to do any of the work.”
 

Piper did exactly that. She relaxed, spread her legs open and opened her mouth.
 

As one of the men put his face between her thighs another knelt down next to her and offered his cock.
 

Piper eagerly slurped it into her mouth and started to suck.
 

I was stunned at how relaxed she seemed about it. I was getting used to seeing her perform but the edge it gave my arousal hadn’t worn off.
 

The guy between her legs began to lick her pussy. He must have had some kind of tongue because pretty soon Piper was moaning all over the cock she was sucking. Her legs came up and she started to wriggle beneath him. She popped it out of her mouth and yelped as she started to come.
 

The guy patiently licked her through her orgasm. When she was finished and panting he wasted no time in crawling up the deck chair. He had a long dick, though it was kind of thin. It was hard from licking her pussy. He mounted piper and impaled her with his cock.
 

Piper’s hands drifted up and settled on his ass. She clutched at the flexing muscles, no doubt enjoying how hard they were.
 

The guy held himself above her, all his muscles flexed as he started sawing into her pussy with his cock.
 

The guy whose cock she’d been sucking and the guy who’d been sucking her tit were both standing by, waiting their turn.
 

Piper’s hands began to wander all over the hard body of the guy fucking her. He was ripped and she traced the contours of his muscles with the tips of her fingers. She started getting more and more turned on as she did. She wrapped her legs around his trunk and started fucking him back.
 

Soon they were just two muscles, black and white, twisted around each other and racing to find their heat.
 

The guy grunted. He lifted his head and his thrusts got harder. Then he groaned.
 

Piper’s eyes went wide as she realized he was unloading into her. She wrapped her legs around him tighter and a moment later moaned as she came.
 

When he was done, the guy pulled his cock out without ceremony to make way for his friend who took up position between Piper’s legs and inserted himself into her messy hole.
 

He started fucking her in much the same way but Piper didn’t seem to tire of it. Her hands floated along his body, feeling his muscles and soon she was up and clinging to his hips with her legs again.
 

“Fuck, kid,” Jack said in a serious voice beside me as Piper and the guy inside her reached another climax. “You really might end up with a little present when you get back.”
 

The idea shook me to my core.
 

Piper fucked the third guy just as eagerly.
 

My palms were sweaty and my insides were all twisted up by the time they came. Not only from knowing that there was a lake of black seed inside Piper but from how enthusiastic she was being about it.
 

Was she worried at all? Was she secretly on birth control? If not had she just lost it?
 

I had been so caught up in watching Piper get fucked that I’d barely noticed Donna getting worked over, too. By the time the five guys put their shorts back on, walked past us and dove back into the water one by one I was a nervous wreck.
 

I staggered up the boat to where Piper was still lying on the deck chair, arms and legs splayed and drooping off of it like she was exhausted or dead. Her eyes were closed.
 

I opened my mouth to say her name but a switch flipped inside me. Before I did I made my way around the deck chair. My eyes drifted to the space between her legs.
 

Her pussy was a mess. It was gaping like it never did and a river of white ooze was draining from it out onto the pillow on the chair.
 

“You like?” Piper’s voice sounded strained and sleepy at the same time.
 

My eyes darted up and met hers.
 

She was wearing a half-smile and her head was swinging lazily side to side.
 

“I…”
…didn’t know what to say. I had just watched her take three very fit and handsome black men inside her. I felt like I should be more jealous or upset. Instead I was hard as a rock and wanted nothing more than to fuck her.
 

“Go on, hon.”
 

I turned to look at Donna. She was nodding towards Piper.
 

“Do it. It’s the best part. Don’t be shy.”
 

Trembling with excitement I knelt on the deck chair between Piper’s legs. I pulled my cock out of my shorts not caring that Donna and Jack were both watching. I shuffled forward, leaned over Piper and slid my cock into her leaking cunt.
 

I couldn’t help the groan that escaped me at how warm and wet and slippery she felt. Shoving my cock deeper into her displaced some of the cum she was filled with. It splatted out between us with a messy wet farting sound. I felt her folds flap against my cock.
 

I started thrusting into her in awkward jerks, my legs constrained by the shorts I hadn’t fully removed. Looking down I found her eyes closed but she was still wearing that sleepy smile. “I love you,” I whispered.
 

Piper’s smile widened and she let her hands run up and down my back. “That feels nice,” she whispered back.
 

The whole thing twisted together inside me and my nuts tightened up. My cock flexed, then released sending a pulse of my cum gushing into Piper.
 

She opened her eyes at the sensation. Lifting her hips slightly she clamped down on my cock with the muscles in her cunt.
 

“Oh fuck!” I groaned.
 

Each thrust sent pleasure ripping through me. I started fucking her so hard the deck chair began to slide across the deck. Behind me I heard Donna and Jack laugh. When I was done I collapsed on top of Piper, trying to catch my breath.
 

“You liked that, didn’t you baby?” Piper whispered. “You liked seeing my pussy get filled with all that cum.”
 

My cock lurched inside her.
 

Piper giggled. “Yeah I know you did.” She paused and kissed my cheek. Then she pressed her lips against my ear. “I wonder if it’s gonna’ take?”
 






Chapter 16

 


After lunch Jack and Donna fed us booze until we were both pretty drunk. By sunset I was having trouble staying awake but Piper still seemed like she was having a pretty good time. I vaguely remember a conversation about us getting home and Jack waving it away saying we were going to stay on the boat.
 

Then I blacked out.
 

When I came to I was lying on a bed in a cabin, my head pounding. Piper was nowhere in sight. I hauled myself up and dragged through the room and stumbled out into the passageway. I followed it to the end and out the door.
 

The sky was black and full of stars. Faint lights burned on the beach in the distance.
 

“There you are.” Jack’s voice made me jump and spin around.
 

He was sitting at a table with his laptop in front of him, the blue screen illuminating his face. “That was some bender there, kid.”
 

I shook my head and rubbed my temple. “Where’s Piper?” I asked.
 

“Her and Donna went into town to have some fun.”
 

Never had I heard more sobering words. A jet of adrenaline ripped through me and suddenly I was wide awake. “They what?”
 

Jack flashed his signature grin. “Yup. That’ll happen the first time.”
 

“What’ll happen? What are you talking about?” My mind was racing and my blood was on fire. I felt a rage coming on like I’d never felt in my life. “I need to go find her. This is…we’re not…”
 

This hadn’t been at all what we’d agreed to. I had never said it explicitly because I assumed Piper knew that she wasn’t allowed to do this without me.
 

“Kid,” Jack said, his voice calm. “Calm the fuck down. Here. Sit down.”
 

I nearly punched him in the face just because I needed to take out the feeling inside me on something. But I got my shit together. My hands were shaking as I sat down.
 

The feeling of helplessness, of knowing that Piper was out there most likely fucking someone, having a good time alone was shaking my whole world.
 

“Here,” Jack said, pouring half a glass of scotch out of the bottle on the table, “this’ll help.”
 

Despite my hangover I slammed half the drink in one glug. He was right. As it seared down my throat and settled in my belly my nerves settled and the shake in my hands lessened.
 

“Better?” Jack asked.
 

I nodded.
 

“Good. Lean back. Relax. Everything’s gonna’ be alright.”
 

Jack was acting like a coach and to be honest I was glad he was there to set me straight.
 

“Now listen. The first time’s always like this, like I said. You think you’re going to fall apart, right?”
 

“Right,” I replied, “but what first time are you talking about?”
 

Jack leaned against his elbow on the table. “The first she goes out on her own. That’s why I decided to hang back. I knew if you woke up you were going to freak out. You should have seen me the first time Donna went out! Holy fuck I got messed up that night!”
 

I started shaking my head. It was like a chasm had opened up beneath me and I was about to fall into a never-ending hole. And the whole way down I’d be thinking about Piper getting fucked somewhere out in that dark night without me.
 

“It gets easier, trust me,” Jack said, clicking through to another article. “When she comes back you’re going to have the most mind-bending sex of your life.”
 

I stood up. “I’m going out. I’m going out to find her. Can you get…can I take the boat?” I’d never piloted a boat in my life but I was sure I could figure it out. Anything to find Piper and bring her back.
 

Jack shrugged. “Sorry kid. That’s how they got out. Boat’s at the beach. Only way is swimming.”
 

I took a look at the now pitch black water and knew there was no way. I needed to see Piper but I don’t know if a fire could send me into that water, not knowing what was lurking beneath the surface.
 

I slumped back down into the chair.
 

Jack patted my knee. “I’m telling you. You’ll be fine.”
 

My mind kept racing, conjuring up images of a drunk Piper being passed around at a party like a rag doll, penetrated by cock after black cock. I slouched forward and hung my head in my hands.
 

“Listen,” Jack said, “she’s out having a good time. She’s not doing anything you haven’t already seen. Well, unless she’s taking it in the ass,” he added, chuckling.
 

The words sent a sharp stab of pain shooting into my side.
 

“But even if she is, so what? She’s still yours. She’s going to come back here and fuck you and you’ll be one step closer to living this lifestyle. Then it’s not just on vacation any more, you’ll see. You’ll get home and she’ll still be hungry for it. You know the saying once you’ve had black you…“
 

“…never go back.” I whispered.
 

Jack smiled and nodded. “That’s the one. It’s true. Doesn’t mean she won’t still love you. But she’s never gonna’ give up black dick.”
 

I trembled at what he’d said. This was not how things were supposed to go. This was not what the plan had been. It had just been a fantasy, an itch I’d wanted to scratch. It was never supposed to turn into a lifestyle. I shook my head again and looked at Jack. “We can’t. We can’t do that. She’s…we want to start a family.”
 

Jack shrugged again. “Pal plenty of couples have lived this way and had kids. Just depends how far you want to take it.”
 

I wanted to scream at him that already this was too fucking far. The faint buzz of the zodiac grabbed my attention. I jumped up and ran to the rail. As the hum closed in on us my heart started to pump and my whole body heated up. When it finally pulled up and I could see Donna at the engine and Piper laughing up front I nearly jumped in.
 

Jack got up and helped Piper up onto the boat then started tying the zodiac up with Donna.
 

Piper’s eyes met mine and she smiled.
 

The smile melted my heart with a hot knife.
 

She stepped up off the swim platform and wrapped her arms around my neck.
 

A part of me wanted to hug her back but another part wanted to push her away. I resisted it and brought her body close to mine. “I’m so glad your back,” I whispered.
 

Piper held me, her cheek pressed against my chest.
 

Donna and Jack made their way past us and towards the door. “Good night you two,” Donna whispered before they disappeared into the ship.
 

Piper eased away from me and looked up into my eyes. She smiled. “Did you miss me?”
 

I nearly started shaking again. I wanted to shake her for what she’d done, for leaving me, for making me feel so crazy. I shook my head instead. “Why did you do that?”
 

One corner of her mouth curled up into a wicked smile. “How do you know what I did?”
 

“What did you do? Out there. On the beach. What did you do?” I squeezed her arms and closed my eyes. “I need to know what you did. Tell me. Please.”
 

“Donna told me you’d be like this. She said the same thing happened to Jack their first time. That it made him crazy and that that made her crazy hot.”
 

“Piper I need to know, just…stop this. Tell me.”
 

Piper’s grin turned even more sly. “Is it making you crazy, Tom? Not knowing what happened? Not knowing what I did?”
 

My mouth tightened into a line. “Piper I’m serious. Stop this. This wasn’t part of the deal. You were never supposed to do this alone.”
 

Piper burst out in a guffaw.
 

“What the fuck is that about?” I snapped.
 

Her eyes went wide. “Are you seriously asking me that question, Tom? I’ve spent the last three days fucking my way across Jamaica but when I go out and do it on my own you think you can get pissed about it?”
 

The question slammed into me like a bus. Put that way it did sound a little ridiculous.
 

Piper folded her arms across her chest and cocked her head to one side waiting for an answer. When none came she took a step towards me.
 

I winced as her hand settled on my hard cock.
 

“I’ll tell you what, Tom. I don’t want to have a bad night. I want to have a good time. That’s why we’re here. So here are the options. You can follow me to our cabin where I’ll spread my legs for you like a good little wife and tell you all about my big adventure and where we’ll fall asleep in each other’s arms. Or you can stay out here and sleep under the stars. But if you follow me you do not get to stay mad. Is that clear?” Piper fixed her gaze on me. She was wearing a tight smile.
 

It didn’t take long for me to realize that the choice was clear. Piper had been nothing but accommodating on this whole trip. Was I really allowed to feel betrayed because I’d gotten drunk and passed out and she’d ventured out on her own? After everything that had happened?
 

I stared deep into her eyes. “Okay,” I said. “I’m sorry. I…I want to hear about what happened.” I couldn’t hold her stare. I lowered my eyes to the deck.
 

Piper’s hand slid up my cock. She flicked the tip of it with her finger which made me look up. She was smiling again. “There,” she said. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”
 

I shook my head.
 

“Now come on. I’ve been thinking about you all night.” She walked past me and towards the door.
 

I turned and followed her down.
 






Chapter 16

 


I lay on my back on the bed with Piper squatting over my hard cock. I couldn’t stop staring at her pussy and wondering if another man’s cum would gush out of it.
 

She gripped my dick and slid it lazily against her soaked folds. Her moisture clung to it making the throbbing head glisten in the dim and flickering light of the candle she had lit. “You’ll never guess who I ran into tonight,” she said, looking up at me and smiling. She settled down on top of me so the lips of her pussy slipped around my shaft.
 

“Who?” I breathed. My cock was aching and I was dying to be inside her. I was paralyzed with jealous lust.
 

“Our friend Simon,” Piper said.
 

My insides clenched. “Oh fuck, Piper,” I whispered staring into her eyes.
 

There was a laser-like intensity to her gaze that burned down to my very core.
 

“Did he fuck you?” I asked. My cock hardened against her body.
 

Piper’s smile widened. She slid forward bringing her entrance against the head of my cock. She leaned down and pressed her pillowy breasts against my chest. Then she wiggled her hips, teasing me with her dripping cunt.
 

I thrust at her but she moved forward and giggled, just letting me touch her pussy with the tip of my dick. “He introduced me to a few of his friends, actually” she whispered. “It’s too bad you passed out. I think you would have really enjoyed the show. Then again, if you hadn’t we wouldn’t have had our first time.”
 

My cock bounced at what she’d said. My blood was running so hot in my veins I thought it was going to boil over. The thought of Piper out on her own getting fucked was making me dizzy.
 

She leaned even closer and wiggled lower on my body.
 

I gasped as the head of my cock slipped into her pussy.
 

“You should have seen it, Tom. I was the only girl there. Donna went off with some guy into the bushes and it was just me and ten guys on the beach.
 

“Ten?!?” I breathed, staring into her eyes. I couldn’t believe it.
 

Piper bit her lip and nodded.
 

“Piper, did you…did you let them…”
She nodded again. “Ten guys came inside me, Tom.” She lowered herself onto me and my cock slid into her sloppy pussy.
 

I shuddered as my meat sloshed into the still warm deposit of ten hung black studs. As I moved into her it gushed from her pussy down my balls and into my ass crack.
 

Piper started swaying back and forth on top of me. The motion caused my cock to act like a pump, sucking more hot batter out of her hole. It came out in wet farts and splats.
 

Piper clung to my shoulders as she fucked, her eyes closed.
 

I could only imagine what she was thinking about. Remembering what it felt like to be pounded by all that black meat on the beach in the night.
 

I hardened.
 

Piper’s eyes popped open. She smiled. “It felt so fucking good, Tom. They were so big and they filled me so deep with all of their cum.”
 

I started thrusting up so hard into her that it lifted her off the bed. My mind was reeling and my body burning with passion. I was happy to be inside her again but I couldn’t push the image of her getting ganged out of my mind.
 

Piper started to pant on top of me. Her pussy started clamping around my cock. “Fuck it into me, Tom. I want yours now. Fuck your cum into all that black seed inside me.”
 

I grabbed her hips and started rutting up into her hard.
 

Piper rose up onto her haunches and threw her head back. She grabbed her nipples and started pinching and tugging them as she rode me. “Fuck yeah, Tom. Fuck me hard.”
 

My nuts tightened up close to my body. My cock flexed. I grunted.
 

Piper’s pussy clutched at my shaft like a flesh vise. “Yes,” she whispered, “yes.”
 

A hot blast of my ejaculate rushed through my shaft and exploded out the head, slathering the inside of Piper’s pussy and mingling with the semen still inside. I kept slamming into her as wave after wave of pleasure mixed with terror at the possibility that she’d been inseminated by another man passed through me.
 

Piper shuddered as she came and fell down onto me. We locked lips. The dank taste of dick still lingered inside her mouth.
 

I came off my orgasm wondering how many cocks she’d sucked.
 

Piper stayed atop me a long time. She kissed me and ran her fingers along my chin and cheek and pressed her forehead against mine. When she rolled off my cock flopped out of her covered in cum. Piper nestled into the crook of my arm and drifted off to sleep.
 

Sleep did not come for me. For a long time I stared at the glimmering light reflecting off the anklet Jack had given her. Then, when the candle burned out, I stared up at the ceiling of the cabin. I tried counting backwards, the only trick I had, but it didn’t help.
 

When the first light of dawn cracked through the porthole I was a bleary-eyed mess. I was sore from laying in the same position all night. I tried to slip gently out from beneath Piper but moving woke her up.
 

She turned her head to get her bearings, then looked up at me with a smile. “Hey,” she whispered. “What time is it?”
 

I shook my head “I don’t know.”
 

Piper looked out the porthole. “It looks early. Why are you up?”
 

I shook my head again. “I couldn’t sleep.”
 

“What? Why not?”
 

I couldn’t look at her but I had to say it. “I can’t stop thinking about what you did last night. How you went out on your own.”
 

Piper didn’t respond for a while. “What about it?”
 

“I just…I can’t help feeling…betrayed by you, Piper.” I sat up and swung my legs over the side of the bed.
 

Piper wrapped her arms around me and put her chin on my shoulder. “Don’t feel betrayed, Tom. I did it for you. I did it for us. Wasn’t that sex amazing last night?”
 

“It was,” I replied.
 

“I thought about you the whole time. The whole time I was getting fucked on the beach I couldn’t wait to come back to the boat and tell you about it.”
 

It may have been true but it was a little hard to believe. I turned to look at her. “Are you ever going to be able to stop this?” I asked.
 

Piper’s reaction was not what I’d expected. She didn’t look surprised that I’d asked the question. She shrugged. “I don’t know.”
 

A jolt of adrenaline shot through me. “What do you mean you don’t know?”
 

Piper shook her head. “Do we want to stop?”
 

I turned and put a hand on her arm. My heart was pounding in my chest. “Piper what are you talking about? This is…you’re talking crazy. This was just supposed to be a fun fantasy. Now you’re saying you don’t want to stop?”
 

Despite my increasingly frantic tone, Piper stayed calm. “I’m not saying I don’t want to stop. I’m asking whether we want to. You’re part of this too remember?”
 

I shook my head. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “What about a family?”
 

Piper shrugged again. “Donna said lots of couples do this and have a family.”
 

“Yeah, she also had to be dragged into this by Jack, did she tell you that? Well after her kids were out of the house?”
 

“But she loves it now. And so does Jack.” She paused and looked away for a moment before turning to look at me again. “And so do I. And so do you.”
 

My mouth fell open. I let go of Piper’s arm. “What are you saying?”
 

“I’m saying…” Piper began, then trailed off. “I’m saying we started this here. Let’s keep going until it’s time to leave. Then we’ll decide what we want.”
 

It was definitely not what I would have proposed but it seemed like the best I was going to get. “Are you sure you don’t mean that you’ll decide what you want?” I asked.
 

Piper leaned forward and put her hand on my cheek. She closed her eyes and kissed me gently on the lips. “I love you, Tom. You know that don’t you? We started this together and we’ll come out the other end of it together. I promise.” Then she stood up and walked to the shower without looking back.
 

I sighed as I watched her go. What she’d said seemed genuine enough. It looked like I would just have to trust her that this was still about us. I just hoped that she was right and we’d come out of the other end of this together and not apart.
 






Chapter 17

 


Jack and Donna took us back to the dock after lunch that day. But not before Jack had Piper again. He took her after the plates had been cleared, right on the table as Donna and I watched.
 

Piper and Donna had spent the morning nude again and I’d seen Jack leering at Piper all day.
 

She pretended not to notice but I could tell she liked the attention because her nipples stayed hard the whole time.
 

After lunch Jack stood up and dropped his shorts. His thick slab of a cock was half-hard.
 

Piper covered her mouth and giggled as she tried not to stare at it. She couldn’t help herself, though.
 

Jack worked himself up to hardness with one hand while picking his teeth with a toothpick with the other. “Come on baby-doll. One last time for good measure,” he said, patting the table.
 

Piper rolled her eyes and laughed but stood up and bent over the table.
 

Jack pressed her all the way down onto it and lifted one of her legs up onto it. This way she was splayed nicely for him and her face was where my plate had been a few minutes ago. He grunted as he drove himself into her pussy.
 

Piper gasped. Her hand shot out and she grabbed my arm. She dug her nails into my skin as he stretched her cunt with his thick cock. “Fuck,” she muttered, “I forgot how thick he was.”
 

As Jack started thrusting the table started to shake.
 

Piper held onto me.
 

After a while I slipped her hand down and into mine.
 

She looked up at me and tried to smile but it faltered as she started to come. “Oh fuck!” she cried and her mouth stayed open. She squeezed my hand so hard I thought she was going to break bone.
 

Jack had her by the hips and kept rooting into her pussy as she came all over him. Just as she was finishing he pulled out his cock and formed a ring with his fingers. He stroked himself slowly over her ass. His cock retched and belched hot seed onto her crack and back hole. Jack finished with a shudder and slapped his meat against her round ass. “Fuck that was nice. Alright baby, go get cleaned up. We’ll take you back to the resort.”
 

With that he pulled up his shorts, held out his hand for Donna who stood and took it and the two of them walked back into the boat.
 

“Can you hand me that towel?” Piper asked. She was still splayed out on the table, not wanting to let his load run down her leg.
 

I stood up and grabbed the towel, then went around and dabbed up what Jack had left until it was gone.
 

When I helped Piper up she was smiling. “Thanks. That was really nice of you.” She leaned forward and pecked me on the cheek. Then she left without another word.
 

I stayed at the back of the boat as we motored back. I was in a strange head space, one I didn’t really like. Even though Piper had said this was about us it really felt like it was starting to be more about her.
 

And the weird part was that I wasn’t even really sure what she was getting out of it. I guess she’d had an orgasm when Jack fucked her so there was that, but there was something deeper driving her to submit to him.
 

She came out in her dress and joined me a few minutes before we dropped anchor. Jack and Donna came out to say goodbye but it wasn’t a very warm one. It seemed like we’d been toys they’d used and gotten tired of. We got in the zodiac and headed back.
 

As we walked across the beach from the dock to our suite more men seemed to be turning their heads as we passed by. Each and every one of them would stare at Piper’s anklet, then look at me, then their eyes would rake down Piper’s body.
 

One of the guys, a refrigerator of a man and hairy as a bear with gold chains draped across his chest turned and started to walk beside us. “Hey,” he said, eyeing Piper up and down.
 

“Hey,” she replied, acting somewhat nonchalant.
 

He sized her up again, then looked down at the anklet. “That thing mean what I think it means?”
 

Piper shrugged. “What do you think it means?” she asked.
 

The guy got a little huffy.
 

I watched Piper. There was something about being so aloof and getting the guy all riled up that she was getting off on, I could see it in her step. Something about that kind of started to get me all worked up, too.
 

“Hey what’s the deal here?” the guy asked, looking at me through his dark glasses.
 

“I don’t know man?” I said. “Talk to her.” We had just walked up to our suite.
 

Piper stepped up onto the first step, turned around and looked the guy up and down. “So? Are you going to fuck me or what?” she asked, sounding a little flippant.
 

The guy shook his head. “Oh you little bitch I’m gonna’ make a little slut out of you.” He brushed past me, grabbed Piper’s arm and started hauling her up the stairs.
 

I nearly said something, the guy was being pretty rough, but Piper seemed…into it. I followed them up and walked in just in time to see the guy grab a fistful of Piper’s hair and bring her to her knees.
 

He hauled his cock out of his shorts and stuffed it into her mouth. “Now suck.” He started pushing and pulling her back and forth on his cock.
 

And Piper? Piper, instead of telling the guy to fuck off, started sucking his cock gurgling and gagging like a porn star until he was totally hard. She looked up into his eyes like the obedient slut he’d said he was going to turn her into.
 

When he rammed his cock into her throat and held it there tears stained black with her mascara ran down her cheeks but she didn’t protest. When he finally pulled it out she sucked in air through her nose but continued to let him fuck her in the face.
 

I hardened as I watched him take her. This was Piper, my wife and some stranger off the beach that was turning her into a complete whore. It was a different sort of arousal but it was still hot.
 

The guy brought himself to the edge then, with a rough grunt, blew his load into her mouth.
 

Piper gagged at the volume and some of his ejaculate bubbled out the sides of her mouth, between her lips and his cock.
 

When he was done he pulled his cock out of her, grabbed the shaft and shook it. The last drips of his emission splattered on Piper’s cheeks and forehead. He let go of her hair, stuffed his cock into his shorts and walked out without a word.
 

Piper looked at me with cum still dripping out of the corners of her mouth. She let some of it drool out and land on her dress. “Did you like that?” she asked.
 

I was suddenly overwhelmed by the powerful sensation of needing to make her a whore, too. My whore. I pulled my cock out, grabbed her the same way he had and stuffed my cock into her mouth.
 

Piper smiled as she took me. She laughed over my cock and more of his cum bubbled out.
 

That only turned me on more. She loved that this was driving me crazy and that in turn was crazy hot. I fucked her mouth just as roughly as he had and when I came Piper opened her mouth and gurgled for me.
 

When I let her go and staggered back she fell forward onto her hands. A big dribble of cum ran out of her mouth and splatted onto the floor. She lifted her head. She was wearing a crooked, devious smile. “I guess you do like that,” she said, laughing and wiping the cum off her lips with a finger.
 

With a hand on the table she dragged herself to her feet and stumbled off towards the shower.
 

We spent most of the day in the suite. We were both exhausted and happy to just laze around reading. 
 

We were just about to get up and head out for dinner when someone knocked at the door.
 

I got up off the couch and walked over to open it.
 

It was a guy, obviously another guest. He was fit but not muscular. He smiled as I opened the door. “Hey. I hear…uh…” he peered past me at Piper who was lying on the bed. “You guys swing?”
 

I turned and looked at Piper.
 

A smile was curling up one corner of her mouth. “Looks like words getting around that I’m the hotel slut,” she said, watching me closely. “What do you think about that?”
 

I stepped to one side and waved the guy in.
 

He smiled awkwardly as he walked by. “Uh…thanks.” When he got to the side of the bed he glanced at Piper, then at me, then back at Piper. “Is, uh…is he gonna stay?” he said, pointing at me.
 

Piper shrugged. “It’s your call, I guess,” she said to the guy. Then she turned and looked right at me. “I’m your slut.”
 

The guy looked down at the floor. “I’d prefer he left.”
 

The request sent a jolt rocketing through me.
 

Piper still had me firmly affixed in her gaze. “You heard the man.” She waved me towards the door.
 

I was furious and crazy and jealous and so turned on. It took a while but I finally got my feet to move. I shuffled out the door, shut it behind me and sat down on the steps outside.
 

Time slowed to a crawl. I tried to think of something other than the fact that Piper, my wife was in our hotel suite having sex with another man. That proved extremely difficult. I couldn’t stop imagining what they were doing, how they were doing it and whether I was going to hear about it later.
 

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I heard the guy come with a shout. A few minutes later he opened the door doing up his zipper. He walked down the steps and around me. “Uh…thanks,” he muttered.
 

I watched him go before I managed to find the strength to stand up and go back inside.
 

Piper was still lying on the bed. She was naked and her legs were splayed giving me a good view of her pussy. A thin white line of cum was leaking out of her.
 

I walked over staring at it. When I looked back up into her eyes she was watching me intently. “What happened?” I asked quietly.
 

“Take your clothes off,” Piper said with a nod.
 

I did as she asked.
 

“Come here,” she said, patting the bed next to her.
 

I laid down next to her.
 

She picked up my hand and put it on her breast. Then she pulled me to roll on top of her. “I want you inside me,” she whispered.
 

I sank my cock into her defiled cunt.
 

“He wanted to make love to me. Slowly. Like this.” She put her hands on my ass and guided me to thrust in and out of her with gentle strokes.
 

I was fixated on what she’d said.
 

He wanted to make love to me.
 

It was a terrible thing to hear but my cock was painfully hard because of it.
 

Piper kissed me gently. “I kissed him just like that,” she whispered.
 

I throbbed inside her.
 

She moaned.
 

My cock slid in and out of her sloppy puss.
 

We came together, holding each other, my muscle flexing as it dribbled seed between her legs.
 






Chapter 18

 


Our suite did get a reputation. The next few days were filled with a string of men showing up and fucking Piper. Some would let me stay and watch others would ask that I leave, or just tell me to go.
 

Sometimes I would go for long walks alone on the beach. My thoughts would always wander back to wondering what Piper was doing or what was being done to her.
 

Piper would always invite me back into the bed so we could make it ours again. She would describe what happened as we made love. We would climax together and hold each other for a long time after.
 

We wore our little groove into a habit. So much so that the day before our departure, as Piper’s last lover was leaving, she started to cry.
 

“What’s wrong?” I asked as I walked into the suite. I rushed up to the bed. “Did he hurt you?”
 

Piper sniffled and shook her head and wiped her nose with a finger. She looked up with big, round, glassy eyes.
 

“What is it then?” I asked, sitting down on the bed next to her.
 

She sniffled again. “I just…I’m sad that we have to leave.”
 

I put my arm around her and brought her close. We hadn’t yet talked about where this was all headed. I had thought about it a lot. I wanted a family and a normal life. As arousing as it was to watch Piper turned into a slut, I wanted our old relationship back. This had been a fun vacation but it was time to bring it to an end.
 

With all the men that had fucked Piper we’d be getting off easy if she wasn’t pregnant.
 

I pulled her closer. I was really horny but it didn’t feel like the right time to bring that up. “Piper?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“You know how you said that we were going to come out this together on the other end?”
 

She nodded and lowered her eyes.
 

“I want out. I mean of this, all this crazy stuff we’ve been doing. I want out and I want out with you. I want a family. I want things to be normal again.”
 

“Oh, Tom,” she said. Her lip trembled but she kept herself together and didn’t start to cry. “I know. I know you do. I think I’ve known this whole time. I just…it just felt so good and…” Her eyes glazed over as her mind wandered into the past.
 

“Piper? What is it? What’re you thinking about?”
 

She came back. “Oh, never mind.”
 

“Tell me. Please?”
 

She looked up and straight into my eyes. “I’m going to miss black dick so much, Tom.” She didn’t bat an eye.
 

The words cut like a knife in my side. I knew she was just telling me the truth and I appreciated that but it still hurt. That was something I was never going to be able to give Piper. I’d never have a cock that big or that fat.
 

The idea dawned on me and I knew instantly that it was the right thing to do. “Hey,” I said and squeezed her hand. “I want to do something for you.”
 

“What?” Piper asked.
 

“I want to give you a gift. Something that’ll help you remember this place.”
 

“Okay,” Piper said.
 

“I want you to spend this last night with Simon.”
 

Piper’s eyes lit up. “You do?” she asked.
 

“I do. I want you to have the night of your life. Fuck him all night. I’ll leave you two alone and you can have the room. I’ll find somewhere else to sleep.” It was a lie because I knew I wouldn’t sleep a wink. I’d spend the night at the bar or on the beach or walking through the streets wondering what was going on.
 

“Are you sure you want to do that?” Piper asked putting a hand on my cheek.
 

“I’m sure. I want you to have this. I want you to be happy. You wait here and I’ll go see if I can find him.”
 

Piper wrapped her arms around my neck in a tight hug. She was beaming when she let me go. “I’m going to jump in the shower.”
 

I watched her skip across the room to the bathroom. Then I picked myself up off the bed and trudged out the door.
 

The beach chairs and umbrellas were being taken down. I asked a few of the staff if Simon was on but none of them had seen him. I’ll admit each time they answered “no” I felt a bit of relief.
 

It wasn’t that I didn’t want Piper to have this last night with him. I did. But I knew that it would drive me to the edge of crazy thinking about her all night. I’d made the effort. She’d appreciate the gesture.
 

I was just about to give up when I saw Simon walking down from the main building, whistling as he kicked up sand. My heart sank but I knew what I had to do. I walked up to him, forcing a smile. “Simon.”
 

“Hey man! Good to see you! I didn’t see you guys out on the beach I thought you’d gone.”
 

“Yeah, we…” I decided that now was not the time to explain to Simon what we’d been doing all week. “Hey listen, we’re leaving tomorrow. I was wondering…Piper would really like to see you one last time. You could stay the night? Have her all to yourself?”
 

Simon’s smile faded. “Oh shit! Are you serious? I’m on tonight. I’m not done till one. Listen man, if it were any other night but I can’t bail on work I’ve already checked in!”
 

My heart soared. “Shit man. That sucks. No worries though. Who knows we might be back some day! It was good to meet you anyways.”
 

“Hey good to know you, too.” Simon said. He turned his palms up and shrugged. “Sorry I can’t help you out.”
 

“No worries. No worries at all.” It was all I could do to keep myself from punching a fist in the air. I would have Piper all to myself and she would leave thinking that I’d have done this for her. It was the perfect out.
 

Except as Simon started walking away my eyes settled on a figure in the distance. The thick, muscled neck, the broad shoulders and bulging pecs flicked a switch in my mind that made me realize who I was looking at.
 

He noticed me, cocked his head and started walking from the bar with a drink in his hand.
 

“Did you find him?”
 

Piper’s voice startled me and I jumped. “What are you doing here?”
 

She was dressed in a flowing white dress wearing bright gold earrings and a gold necklace. Her eyes sparkled in the fading light. “I couldn’t wait. Did you find him? Is he here?”
 

“He’s here but…”
“Hey you two. I remember you. From Jack’s boat, right?”
 

Piper looked up at Lavan. It took her a moment before she realized who he was. She smiled a bright smile when it dawned on her. “Lavan,” she said, her voice soft.
 

“Hey baby,” Lavan grinned. “Whatcho’ up to?”
 

Piper put an arm around my shoulder. “It’s our last night. Tom’s going to give me away one last time as a special goodbye present.” Her nose wrinkled as she smiled.
 

“No, Piper,” I said as I turned to look at her. “I’m sorry. Simon has to work tonight.”
 

The smile faded from Piper’s lips. Her shoulders sank. “Oh,” she whispered as her eyes fell to the ground.
 

“Well then it’s your lucky night,” Lavan said beside us.
 

My guts tightened up.
 

Piper looked up and at Lavan. “What?”
 

“I was just sitting there wondering which of the boys to call. But I’ll take a night with you over them any time. That is, if it’s alright with Tom?”
 

I looked up at his powerful stare. Then I looked at Piper. Hope had returned to her eyes. As if by instinct she was standing up straighter, pushing her chest out and making her ass round.
 

My heart sank as I realized that I didn’t have much choice. If I backed out now Piper would be devastated. And she looked so hopeful, so innocent, so sweet as she stared at me with her big eyes.
 

I looked back at Lavan. “Of course it’s alright,” I said, trying not to sound too deflated. I took Piper’s hand and offered it to him. “Show her the time of her life.”
 

Lavan grinned. He took Piper’s hand and handed me his drink. “Take that back to the bar would you? I don’t want them accusing me of stealing their glasses.” Then he tucked Piper’s arm under his and started to walk in the direction she’d come from.
 

“Wait!” Piper’s voice made my heart thud. I turned to see her running back. My heart swelled in my chest. Piper put her hands on my shoulders and pressed her forehead to mine, then kissed me. “Thank-you. I love this. I love you.”
 

And then she was gone, walking into the sunset with Lavan.
 

That may have been the hardest night of my life. I spent it trudging through the streets, sitting on park benches and kicking at the sand on the beach. When the first ray of light broke on the horizon I knew I still had a long wait. It was only after the sun was up and breakfast was bustling that I knew I could go back.
 

I walked up to the suite just as Lavan was descending the steps. He smiled. “Hey Tom! Be careful with her she’s pretty tired,” he said, grinning. He slapped a meaty paw on my shoulder as he walked past me. “Have a good flight back!”
 

“Thanks.” The word sounded weak and deflated. I walked up the steps with a heavy heart.
 

Piper was lying on the bed, limbs akimbo like a ragged doll. Lavan’s cum was leaking from her pussy.
 

I walked to the bed and sat down.
 

Piper stirred. She turned her head to look at me. A faint smile sprouted on her lips then wilted.
 

“How was it?” I asked.
 

She closed her eyes. “Oh my God, Tom. It was amazing. I’m so sore but it was amazing.”
 

I shuddered and my cock hardened.
 

Piper’s eyes opened in time to see it rising in my lap. She managed another weak smile and shook her head. “I want to, Tom, but I can’t. I hurt too much. But if you want you can…”
 

I nodded even as my heart sank. I wanted her so much but I didn’t want to hurt her.
 

“Tom?”
 

I stood up and pushed my shorts off. My cock sprang out. I looked at my wife.
 

She rolled over slowly.
 

As my eyes settled on her stretched back hole my stomach seized up. A rivulet of Lavan’s cum dribbled from it.
 

“He took me everywhere, Tom. He had me completely.”
 

A dozen or so quick jerks was all it took before I ejaculated all over the sheets next to where Piper lay. I shuddered as I watched my seed fall helpless and impotent on the bed knowing that Lavan’s potent load was swimming inside her, rushing towards her egg to try and take root.
 

I stood there for a good ten minutes wallowing in the thought after my orgasm.
 

And then we had to pack.
 

There wasn’t much time to talk. We were almost late getting to the airport and the plane was so crowded there was no way to have that intimate of a conversation. Then it was a cab from the airport so no discussion there.
 

Piper didn’t seem much in the mood for talking, either. She mostly stared out the window with a wistful, longing look in her eyes.
 

There were a few times where I thought I saw her wipe a tear away but I didn’t ask. We just stayed in our own worlds, trying to parse everything that had just happened.
 

It wasn’t until we were home that it was just the two of us. But as soon as I’d set the bags down Piper clutched at her stomach and ran to the bathroom.
 

She was in there for what seemed like forever.
 

I waited on the bed.
 

Finally, Piper came out.
 

“What is it? Are you alright?” I asked.
 

Piper nodded, looking a little shy. “I just got my period. That was a vicious cramp.”
 

My shoulders sagged and I couldn’t help a giant sigh of relief. We’d been playing with fire but manged not to get burnt.
 

Piper sat down next to me on the bed. “I’m sorry, Tom. I’m not really in the mood for anything.”
 

I shook my head. “No. It’s alright. I’m just…happy that…”
 

She looked up and smiled. “Me too, Tom. Me too. I love you.” She leaned in and pecked my cheek, then swung an arm over my shoulder.
 

I ran her a bath that night and brought her tea. She fell asleep curled up on the couch and I covered her with a blanket.
 

I went up to the bedroom. There must have been something about being at home because I fell asleep right away and slept like a log through the whole night.
 

When I woke up the next morning Piper was next to me. She was snoring softly and it looked like she was smiling.
 

I curled up closer to her and fell back asleep.
 






Epilogue

 


Piper got pregnant two months later. We never really had the talk, about everything that had happened and what we’d been through. It kind of felt like it closed up on it’s own.
 

She’s due in three weeks and she’s huge. The pregnancy kicked her libido to pre-marital levels so I’m not complaining about that.
 

We’re just both so happy that everything turned out the way it did.
 

But sometimes when she’s asleep I’ll pull the picture out, the one of her and Lavan’s cock that Jack took. It gets me hard right away. I jerk off and think about all the filthy things Piper did on our vacation. After I’m done I always feel a little hollow. Things could have ended so much differently, after all.
 

But I still think it’s hot as hell how for a week in Jamaica, Piper turned into the hotel slut.
 






THE END
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An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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