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Chapter One

We were in a tropical paradise in the middle of the Caribbean sea. Each of us held an ice cold drink in our hand. The weather was perfect and the breeze was just right. The palm trees danced above our heads against a beautiful blue sky and below us, our feet rested on soft, white sand as we gazed out at impossibly clear water that gently lapped at the shoreline and stretched out as far as the eye could see to meet the horizon beyond.

But despite all this, we were miserable. It was the last day of our vacation. And we didn’t give a damn about how beautiful or perfect it was.

In fact, that only made it worse.

You know how it is. It doesn’t matter where or how you vacation. That last day is always torture. You’re ready to go the hell home. Except really, you’re not. You’re only ready because you know it’s the last day and you just want to get the horrible thing over with so you can get back and move on with your real life.

If you had another few days or weeks, hell even a few months, no chance you’d be ready to leave. It makes you kind of sick with a side of melancholy. I call it the last day blues. And we both had it bad.

Even the alcohol wasn’t doing much to help. I can’t speak for Reya, my wife, but I know my mood wasn’t the only thing that was blue. We’d managed to get away from the kids for an entire week. Just us. With nothing to do but enjoy each other’s company for the first time in I don’t know how long and we basically squandered it.

Two times.

Two measly times.

In a week.

That was how many times we had sex.

I’d booked the trip with visions of a raucous and debaucherous sex-cation where we’d be going at each other multiple times per day, hardly ever leaving the room except to grab some drinks on the beach or by the pool for an hour or two at a time before scampering back off to make sweet, passionate, wild love to each other as often as we wanted.

And what did we do instead?

Ate too much pasta. Drank too much beer and wine. Overdid it on the snacks and left ourselves feeling lethargic, bloated, and decidedly unsexy. Most nights we just passed out early.

And currently I was feeling the harsh sting of remorse. Opportunity squandered. Potential wasted.

Like sand through our fingers.

Now, it was time to go home.

And you know honestly?

If we hadn’t met Joss on our final sunset walk along an empty beach, that’s exactly what would’ve happened.

But we did and it didn’t. And that’s what this little story is all about.


Chapter Two

The weather was perfect until it wasn’t. A mid-afternoon thunderstorm rumbled across the sea and was set to make landfall, right on our little slice of paradise, around two o’clock in the afternoon.

Of course, we’d had great weather all week. So, it only stood to reason that on our last day, things would take a turn and the weather would decide to reflect our mood. Dark and brooding with slices of sunshine occasionally splitting through. A flash here and a flash there.

So, we did the only thing we could think of. We retreated to our resort suite, like all the others on the beach, and opened a bottle of good red wine. Actually, it was excellent red wine.

We didn’t say much, but I was studying Reya up and down as she opened the bottle and poured forth its contents into our glasses. She looked trim and tan and vibrant. The week’s worth of heavy dinners, heavy boozing, and light activity had done nothing to diminish her beauty or bloat her stomach.

Me on the other hand? I looked like I’d gained somewhere between ten and twenty pounds and all of it in my gut.

But in looking at her I also sensed that maybe she was thinking the same things I was thinking. About the opportunities we’d squandered and why it seemed to be so damned hard to connect on a physical level after all these years together.

To be honest, it had been hard like that for the previous handful of years. Occasional sex, but nothing too great and certainly nothing approaching regular.

We’d hit that rut.

I’d tried every way I could think of to get us out of it but without much success.

There was one night…

Maybe a year or two before our trip. I was ten pounds lighter and Reya was, well she was Reya. Tight, toned, sexy and brimming with energy.

We’d gotten a hotel room in the city to celebrate our wedding anniversary and went out on the town. We had a good time. Not too good if you know what I mean, but just right, we hit that sweet spot and I don’t know. I guess I was willing to reveal some of my deepest, darkest fantasies to her, finally, after what felt like a lifetime of keeping them secret.

And so, while we were making out on the bed and I was fingering her and kissing her neck, I whispered one of them in her ear.

I told her, point blank, how much I’d enjoy seeing her with another man. Putting on a show for me, as it were, and getting herself fucked senseless in the process. I maybe mentioned something about how much bigger his dick would be and all of that.

I wasn’t sure how she’d take it, but I guess she’d hit that sweet spot too, just like I had, because much to my surprise, she not only kept making out with me, but she instantly became wetter and more aggressive as she nibbled on my ear and whispered about how hot the idea made her.

We fucked like wild teenagers that night and well into the early hours of the morning. But in the cold light of day, sober and with nowhere to hide, I felt ashamed and embarrassed and seldom, if ever, broached the subject again.

I had planned to revisit the idea on our vacation, I just needed a few pops in me and a little liquid courage would do the trick. Or so I assumed. But the opportunity never really presented itself, or perhaps more accurately, I never went looking for it and well, it’s like I already said.

I guess maybe the reason I was feeling so blue was because I knew I’d blown a golden opportunity to reignite that flame.

“What are you thinking about,” Reya said, eyeing me as she handed me a generous portion of the excellent red wine.

I took the glass and almost spilled my guts.

Almost.

But I balked and changed course at the last moment.

“Just how sad I am to be leaving, I feel like...I don’t know…” my voice trailed off. “Cheers,” I said, holding up my glass.

We clinked and took large sips before heading out onto the balcony to watch the storm blow in over the ocean.


Chapter Three

“So, you were saying…” Reya said as we took our seats on the small balcony overlooking the ocean in the distance.

“Hmm?” I said.

“I asked you what you were thinking about and you started to explain but then it just seemed like you stopped mid thought. I felt like you had something more you wanted to say, something you wanted to get off your chest.”

And that was it. She always nailed me like that. Despite not being able to connect physically over the past few years, we never lost that emotional or spiritual connection - a mind meld - whatever you want to call it. We were always in sync and we could always tell what the other was thinking.

Well, okay. Maybe it was more her than me that was able to pick up on those unseen brain waves between us, but you get my point.

I was never a good liar and I sucked at telling stories. So, she had me boxed into a corner. I could try and make something up or brush it off and say it was no big deal, but like I said, she already had me nailed. She’d see right through any act or defense I tried to throw up.

Better to just come clean.

So, finally, I spilled my guts.

I told her everything. Well, not everything exactly. I left out the part about wanting to revisit the fantasy of watching her with another man. But I told her about how I was hoping to have a lot more sex on our trip and that I was disappointed and felt like we’d wasted a golden opportunity.

When I finished spilling, I took a heavy sigh.

Then she said something very unexpected.

“Yeah, I know what you mean. I feel the same way…”

And that was it. No one said another word for what felt like a solid minute. We just let it hang in the air around us as the thunderstorm approached the shoreline.

I wasn’t prepared for that kind of response but it knocked the wind out of my chest. I mean I knew my wife enjoyed sex, but I guess I assumed I was the only one who was always thinking about it and I was certain, without ever giving it much thought, that I probably thought about sex and craved sex a thousand times more than she ever could.

But I guess we never really talked about those things, at least not in those kinds of terms.

And boy, was I about to find out how wrong I was. I was way off base. My wife, I would come to learn was a sex fiend. It was I who paled in comparison to her.

But more on that later.

“You do?” I asked, a hopeful expression overtaking my face.

“Yeah, I mean…you know honestly...I…” she stopped short and took a big sip of her wine and gazed out at the ocean.

“You what?” I said, prompting her to continue.

She laughed nervously and took another big swig of wine.

“Gonna need more wine to get this out,” she said, laughing nervously again.

“What is it?” I asked, my hopefully expression fading to worry.

“No it’s just that, well I’d kind of hoped…”

“Hoped what?”

“Well, do you remember a few years ago? That fantasy of yours you brought up?”

I gripped the armrest of the chair so hard my knuckles turned white as my stomach did backflips and all the air seemed to leave me at once. Gobsmacked I believe is an apt description.

I gulped.

“Yeah, I think so…”

What was she getting at? What was she hoping?

“Well, I don’t know that was so hot, you know?”

I nodded, straightening up in my chair. Blood began to rush to my cock and despite my best efforts, I could not stem the tide. My boat was beginning to float.

She sighed and continued.

“I guess I was just hoping, like you said, that we’d have lots of sex and that maybe, I don’t know, maybe one of those times, if you know, the moment was right, you’d like, bring it up again or something...I don’t know. Sorry, I’m being stupid, this is silly.”

And that was that. My cock was firm and hard and a tent had formed in the crotch of my pants. Just thinking back to that night and the way Reya had embraced the fantasy was making me flush with excitement. Knowing that she hadn’t forgotten it altogether and was actively hoping to explore it again was almost too much to handle, but I did my best.

I reached out and grabbed her hand and took it softly in mine.

“I don’t think you’re being stupid or silly.”

She looked up at me and smiled and squeezed my hand back.

“You don’t?” she asked, smiling hopefully.

“No, of course not.” I said.

And then finally, I took that leap.

I pulled her hand towards me and placed it gently down on my crotch. This drew a soft gasp from my unsuspecting wife and a light giggle. She touched it hesitantly at first and then more confidently as she gripped it tighter and explored up and down.

“See?” I said.

“Wow, you’re really hard. Like, really hard.”

Reya was still exploring my boner when I stood up and took her by the hand.

“We still have time to capitalize on that opportunity, you know? Just because it’s the last day, well...it doesn’t mean we have to throw in the towel just yet.”

Reya flashed her devil-may-care grin and finished the rest of her wine before standing up. I pulled her so quickly towards the bedroom, she may have even dropped the glass and let it shatter on the balcony. I can’t be sure. But I have a vague recollection of hearing the crashing noise of the thin glass on concrete and not giving a damn about any of it.


Chapter Four

“Tell me again,” she whispered as I lay her down on the bed in the master suite and slowly, but expertly removed her damp two-piece bikini from her tan, tight, and toned body. I slipped my swim trunks down around my ankles and kicked them into the corner of the room.

My cock flopped out with a springy, thwong and slap as she reached up to caress it with her hand and I leaned down to kiss her.

“Tell you what?” I asked, teasing her just a little.

“About how much you want to watch me…”

“What do I want to watch you do?” I asked, playing along.

“Oh, you know you dirty boy,” she said between kisses.

“I think I do,” I said, cupping her right breast firmly in my hand and making her gasp a little.

“Then say it,” she commanded.

“I want to watch you...watch you get fucked. By another man,” I said.

“Fuck yes,” she whispered in my ear as I slipped one and then two fingers into her wet, hot cunt. It was already dripping wet and I could feel her resin coating my fingers in a thick, white goo and my cock instantly tightened so much that I thought the skin might bust from the pressure.

This was really working for her and the thought of her being so into this fantasy of mine was sending me into overdrive.

I began fingering her slowly, exploring every inch of her crevice with care and attention. There was no piece of velvety flesh that my digits ignored. I was deep inside her, tickling away softly and sweetly. Then I slipped in a third finger and felt her stretch to accommodate the girth.

My cock lurched and almost spit forth the seed from my balls before I even had a chance to know what was happening but I managed to take a deep breath and steady myself right as Reya reached down and wrapped her tiny fingers around my cock.

I wasn’t huge, but I wasn’t small either. Maybe a shade above average in the length department. But I had it where it counted. I was thick and hefty and it drove Reya wild.

“Mmm, I missed this fat cock of yours, baby. He feels extra hard for me today,” she said, biting my bottom lip as she lay back and closed her eyes, gripping my cock tighter while I loosened her pussy lips with my three fingers.

For a moment I thought about slipping the pinky in and making it four, but I thought better of it. Instead, I used it to gently tickle her asshole, which drove her wild.

“I love how hard this makes you,” she whispered.

“And I love how wet it makes you,” I said, looking down at her on the bed. I could tell she was already on the edge of an orgasm and we hadn’t even gotten to the good part yet.

“Fuck yes it does. Thinking of you watching me with another man’s cock inside me just drives me freaking wild.”

Her eyes snapped open and she stared straight at me.

“Can we really do it someday?” she asked.

Her direct and earnest question knocked me out of the moment for a bit and almost took the air right out of me.

But then I remembered it was all just a fantasy. We’d been clear about that, hadn’t we? What was the harm in playing along?

“We can do it whenever you want, baby, you just say the word,” I said, fingering her faster and bringing her to orgasm for the first time.

She screamed as she came on my fingers then pulled me into the bed with her.

Usually, it took some time for her to open up to the thickness of my shaft, but my dick practically fell right into her. She was so wet from all the foreplay.

“Oh my,” she whispered in my ear. “You’re so hard, I’ve never felt you this deep in me before. I wish there was another cock here for me to suck on while you fuck the shit out me,” she said with a smile.

I didn’t know what to say back. I was so turned on by the direction she was taking things that I could hardly draw a measured breath let alone articulate a thought. So I leaned down and kissed her. It was hard and sloppy and filled with raw lust.

Our teeth clashed as our tongues lapped greedily at each other. It was like they were trying to slither deep into the other’s throat and stay there.

We kissed for what felt like five solid minutes with nothing but the wet sound of our lips smacking together and the sloshing sound of my dick piercing her wet, hot slit. It was pure perfection. The greatest symphony I’d ever heard.

I pounded ferociously at her, trying to burrow deep into her womb and deposit my seed.

Soon, she was coming loud and hard and I was screaming, deeply and from my very loins, a low, primal, and guttural yell as I unleashed myself inside her, a sticky, thick, and delicious river of jizz oozing forth from the head of my cock, which she gladly accepted and absorbed into herself with greed and lust.

I collapsed in a heap next to her on the bed, my cock slowly deflating as each of us took deep, labored breaths, our hearts pumping and thumping in tandem with one another.

Reya looked over at me and smiled.

“God, that was so fucking hot.”

“Yeah it was,” I said.

“Ready for round two?” she asked with a smile.

“Oh, I don’t know about that...maybe in a little while.”

She looked down at my cock which was now half-hard and raised her eyebrows as if to say, challenge accepted.

“Really? So, if I say, started talking dirty to you about another man with a cock even bigger than yours going to work on my insides while you sat there and watched...that wouldn’t get you going again?”

My cock lurched.

“Mmm, I thought so,” she said, reaching out and caressing my shaft. Slowly stroking the life back into my cock.

“You love it don’t you? Thinking about your sluttly little wife being a filthy whore for another man?”

I nodded vigorously as the blood rushed back down to fill my pole. I couldn’t believe how hard I was getting so soon after ejaculation. I was never able to recover so quickly. Even when I was eighteen years old and just breathing the air made me horny and hard, I still needed a good fifteen to twenty minutes. Maybe twelve at my absolute peak.

This was what? Ninety seconds? It was incredible.

“Yes, I do,” I whispered.

Soon, Reya was swinging her leg over my lap and mounting me. She slipped my thick shaft back inside and I felt the warmth of her pussy juices mixed with my semen lubricating my shaft.

It wasn’t long before she came again and it wasn’t long after that that I deposited yet another load deep inside her.

We repeated that process another two times over the next hour or so and by the time we were spent, the thunder storm had cleared and we’d both forgotten all about it being our last day of vacation or about feeling blue and sad and ready to go home.

We still had the whole evening and night ahead of us and the weather was back to being pretty perfect.

“So, what do you want to do now?” Reya asked, running her index finger down my chest between my pecs.

I don’t know why I said what I said next, but something seemed to take over me in that moment and concoct an answer for me.

“Let’s take a walk on the beach,” I said.

We got dressed back into our almost-dry-now swimsuits and that’s exactly what we did.


Chapter Five

The beach was still deserted. It felt like we’d stepped into some alternate universe where Reya and I were the only two humans left on the planet. It was both eerie and beautiful and we walked for what felt like miles, hands intertwined, and not really saying much to each other but simply just enjoying being in the other one’s presence while at the same time in the presence of so much wonder and natural beauty.

It was quite an intoxicating combination when mixed with the glorious after effects of so much great, intense sex.

“I’m really sad to be leaving,” Reya finally said.

“Me too,” I said. “Though I’m less sad than I was about two hours ago.”

Reya looked over and smiled.

“Me too,” she said.

Then she pinched my arm.

“There’s no reason we can’t keep this up when we get back home.”

I didn’t say anything back because deep down we both knew it wasn’t true. Sure, we wanted it to be true. But it just wouldn’t be the same. Those old hang ups would be there waiting for us when we got back. Our inhibitions would be back up, perhaps taller than ever. And we would fall back into that old familiar groove, that same routine.

There was nothing you could do about it. It was just life.

And I believed all that for another fifteen or twenty minutes as we walked along that lonely, beautiful, and empty beach towards some unknown destination. I really believed that was the way it had to be.

It wasn’t right or wrong, it just was what it was as the saying goes.

But then we finally ran into someone.

His name was Joss and he blew our notion of what could and could not be completely and totally out of the water.

And our lives would never be the same again.


Chapter Six

It was just before sun down when a hulking mass of a man appeared on the horizon, walking in our direction. It was the first human figure we’d see, save our own, in over an hour. If I had to guess I’d say he was well over six-foot-two, perhaps even approaching six-foot-four.

He was jacked with dark chestnut skin and a bald head. His name was Joss and he hailed from the island of St. Martin. But that was something we would come to know later on.

As we got closer to him and were within conversational distance, I could see my wife’s jaw drop - or more like felt it, sensed it using my peripheral vision and some kind of telepathy maybe - and I felt her body tense up.

Simply put, it was immediately obvious that she was attracted to him. Perhaps she wasn’t saying it verbally but her body language left no doubt. An idea popped into my head just then, fleeting and quick, and I didn’t seriously entertain it because, well, what were the odds it would all work out perfectly?

It was then that he stopped just short of us and waved. He started to speak and it became clearer and clearer with each word out of his handsome mouth, that the odds were in fact pretty damn good that it would all work out perfectly.

“Excuse me, sorry to bother you, good people,” he said. I was picking up a slight trace of an accent but only on certain words.

“Oh, no problem at all,” my wife Reya perked up. Which was odd because she seldom liked to talk to strangers and whenever anyone stopped us to ask directions or make idle small talk, the duty of responding usually fell to me and me alone as Reya would only smile and chime in occasionally.

But all of sudden she was taking charge.

“I appear to have gotten lost. I went out for a swim and I,” he turned and looked behind him at the ocean and the empty beach that seemed to stretch on for miles and miles, “well I’m looking for Oceanside, the resort. Can you tell me if I am heading in the right direction?”

“Oceanside?” I blurted out stupidly even though I had heard the man crystal clear.

“That’s right, Oceanside.”

Reya giggled with delight.

“Yep. You’re heading in the right direction. That’s actually where we’re coming from. We’re staying there too.”

The man lowered his sunglasses and stared intently, with smiling eyes, at my wife and then over at me.

“You’re kidding? I can’t believe it. What luck. I don’t recognize you, did you just arrive today?”

“No, we’ve been here all week. Today is our last day.”

The man frowned.

“I cannot believe I haven’t seen you. Such a beautiful woman. I’m sure I would have seen you and remembered such a pretty face.”

Reya blushed and I was suddenly hot and flush with a feeling of not-quite-jealousy. But before I had a chance to be mad, the man realized his mistake. He turned to me and reached out his hand.

“How stupid of me. There I go again, putting my foot in my mouth. I don’t mean to be inappropriate. I hope I did not insult you, it’s just, you have a very beautiful wife is all I mean to say. I’m Joss,” he said.

“Not at all. No offense taken and I happen to agree, thank you very much. She is beautiful, isn’t she? I’m Jeff and this is my wife, Reya.”

Joss let go of my hand and took Reya’s outstretched one.

“Ahh, Reya, a beautiful name too. Did you know in Spanish, it means Queen?”

He bent down and kissed her hand. But it wasn’t cheesy and it wasn’t inappropriate. Somehow, he was able to pull it off in a charming and respectful way and I could tell Reya was smitten with him.

“Yes, I did know that,” she said with another giggle. I could see she was blushing.

Joss smiled and looked at me.

“Well, I hope he treats you like one,” he said with a wry smile.

Reya turned to me and smiled, seeming to just then remember I was standing there.

“Oh he does,” she said, her voice seeming to drop an octave or two and turning suddenly sultry and dripping with innuendo. “There’s no request he’d deny me. When I see something I like, I get it. Isn’t that right honey?”

It seemed that my wife was maybe having the same ideas floating around in her head that I was and I wondered if perhaps Joss was picking up on what was happening as well.

“That’s right, baby,” I said. “Say, Joss, we were just getting ready to turn around and head back anyway. What do you say the three of us head back together and grab a drink?”

Reya’s face lit up and she smiled at me.

“That would be most wonderful, my friend,” Joss said. And the three of us began walking in the direction of our resort to kickoff a night we wouldn’t soon forget.


Chapter Seven

I couldn’t believe it was actually happening. We just seemed to have an understanding, unspoken and unmistakable, between the three of us. Reya seemed like she was starting to glow all of a sudden and I kept having to fight off the rush of blood to my penis as I suppose perhaps I was glowing too in some way that I could not see.

But whatever energy we were putting out there in the universe, Joss was effortlessly, it seemed, picking right up on it and going with the flow.

We pulled up some seats at the lobby bar and I ordered us a round of tequila shots, with extra limes.

The tequila went down easier than normal for me and I took it as yet another sign that things were perhaps unfolding just as they should - as the universe had intended them to unfold.

But then, for some reason or another, perhaps it was another unseen force acting on my psyche or maybe it was just acid reflux from the tequila and lime, I got a funny feeling that perhaps I was misreading things.

What if, what if it was all in my head? What if this was just a platonic, random meeting of a husband and wife and a perfect stranger who happened to be staying in the same hotel as them?

What if, after a drink or two, he simply bid us goodnight and went upstairs to take a bath and enjoy a good book?

What if Reya wasn’t even considering the idea of Joss being the man to fulfill the wild fantasy we’d just played out in their bedroom a few short hours ago?

What if I was the only one of the three of us picking up the signs and signals and foolishly assigning meaning to things that were meaningless?

A cold fright went down my spine and chilled my entire body as I watched Reya talk with Joss mere feet away from me.

I’d zoned out and had no idea what they might be talking about but it seemed to me that she was flirting with him and that he was flirting right back. Then she touched his arm as she laughed at a joke - or something like a joke - I don’t recall what was said.

I was laser focused on my wife’s small, tan hand lingering on Joss’s dark, muscled forearm for what, in any other circumstance, would have been far too long and certainly not appropriate but now seemed perfectly rational, normal, and so...exciting.

My body began to warm again as I watched her body language intently.

Then, before I had time to continue the tortuous debate raging on inside my head, Reya turned to me and left no doubt whatsoever.

“Honey, I’m saying the word. This. Let’s do it.”

And I knew exactly what she meant. I had told her just hours ago that all she needed to do was say the word and it would be so. At the time, I believed it was only a fantasy but after what had just been said and what transpired on the beach between us, there was no doubt. It was not just a fantasy. Reya wanted this to happen. And I had to be honest with myself, so did I.

“Now?” I said, my insides twisting up into a ball of tight, nervous energy in a flash.

“Yes,” she turned to Joss and winked. “Now.”

Joss looked a little confused, perhaps experiencing the same conflicting emotions I was just a moment ago, but then Reya turned to him and did as she had done for me and erased all doubt.

“Joss, would you like to come upstairs with us? To our room, for a night cap and maybe…” she trailed off and leaned over to whisper in his ear.

A smile curled across his lips as he locked eyes with me. I gave a slight nod to indicate my assent to whatever Reya had said (without hearing it I still thought I had a pretty good idea of the broad strokes) and with that, the three of us made our way across the lobby, into the elevator, and up to our suite.


Chapter Eight

I couldn’t believe it. But it was true. I wouldn’t have ever thought it was possible if I hadn’t seen it with my own two eyes. But I had. And now my body was coursing with sexual energy and anticipation as we raced down the hallway towards our suite.

Just fifteen seconds before that mad dash, we had been in the elevator alone - just the three of us. And my wife did something so deliciously slutty and unexpected that I felt I must have been dreaming.

As soon as the doors dinged shut, she was all over Joss. Rubbing her hands eagerly on his crotch, feeling around for his dick.

“Hurry up, take it out,” she whispered as she kissed his lips gently. “I want to suck it a little before we get out.”

Joss quickly looked at me to make sure I was still alright with everything and again I gave him a silent nod, a smile stretching from ear to ear on my face.

Reya dropped to her knees and Joss pulled out his cock. It was dark and veiny and at least two or three inches bigger than mine and every bit as thick.

I watched the elevator buttons light up to acknowledge the floors as we passed each one and grew slightly nervous that we would suddenly stop and an unsuspecting family or something would be scarred for life. Perhaps we’d be kicked out with nowhere to sleep, maybe we’d even be arrested. Certainly, this couldn’t be legal.

“Hurry up,” I whispered nervously. Reya looked back at me and smiled as she opened her mouth and began to suck on Joss’s half-hard cock. She never broke eye contact with me as she did it and I felt as if I’d died and went to heaven. It was hotter than I could have ever imagined it would be and I didn’t feel the least bit scared, jealous, or regretful about what was happening.

My wife was a goddess and she looked damn good with that hefty piece of dark meat in her mouth. It made me love and want her all the more and I couldn’t wait to see what other surprises she had in store for me when we got back to the room.

That was when the elevator had dinged and stopped abruptly. We were on the fifteenth floor, our floor.

In the split second between the elevator stopping and the doors opening, Joss managed to tuck himself back in and Reya leapt to her feet and brushed her hair away from her eyes.

I expected someone or some group of people standing in the hallway, maybe even some police or security who had seen the whole lewd act on camera and were there to kick us out and arrest us.

But the hallway was empty. The three of us stepped out and laughed as we walked swiftly down the hall towards our room. It felt like we’d just gotten away with something. Probably, because we had.

I took out my keycard and held it up to the sensor on the door. Before the door even closed behind us, Reya and Joss were all over each other once more.

And by the time it clicked shut behind us, Reya was standing naked in the living area as Joss sucked on her left breast and she reached down into his trunks to pull out his massive cock once more so that the show could finally begin.

And begin it did.


Chapter Nine

I stood in the entryway frozen in place. I swallowed hard as I groped around my pants, trying to find my wallet so that I could put the keycard back in its proper place.

After a while, I gave up and simply tossed the keycard into the air without giving much of a damn where it ended up.

Reya and Joss were making out hard now, still standing in the living area with the dim lights casting a sensual glow across their toned bodies. Joss was shirtless now and Reya was working feverishly to get him out of his trunks so that he would be completely naked as she was.

After a few moments, Reya broke off the kiss and turned towards me. She beckoned me over with one finger and I obeyed. Like a tractor-beam of hotness, she pulled me into her orbit and I was powerless to resist.

“Kiss me,” she whispered as she grabbed me by the collar of my t-shirt and brought me to her lips. We shared a long, wet, passionate kiss and I could feel Joss’s eyes on us. I had never been watched by anyone before, at least not to my knowledge, and it gave me such a strange and powerful sensation that I felt like I was having some kind of out-of-body experience.

Reya broke off the kiss and wrapped an arm around each of our necks and held the three of us in some sort of literal love-triangle, or perhaps a devil’s-triangle, who knows?

Joss was naked now and had taken himself in his hand and was lightly stroking his dark shaft.

Reya bit her bottom lip.

“God, this is so fucking hot,” she said, arms still wrapped around our necks. We were all standing so close together I could feel everyone’s hot and heavy panting as we ramped things up for the main event.

“Take your pants off,” she said to me, “and stroke your cock like Joss.”

I did as I was told and began to lightly take myself in my hand, imitating the rhythm and cadence of Joss to my right.

Reya let go of us then and stood in front of us and began to play with herself as we played with ourselves. I could hear how wet she was as she slipped one, two, then three fingers inside herself. Her eyes darted back and forth between Joss’s long, dark member, and my pink meaty one.

I could see the hunger in her eyes, the pure carnal lust oozing from every pore. She was in charge and she knew it. She was going to use us like the pieces of meat that we were and I loved seeing her like that.

“Ready to have some fun boys?” she asked with a smile.

She stopped fingering herself just then and grabbed each of us by our free hand and led us into the bedroom from some serious fireworks.


Chapter Ten

“Who wants to fuck me first?” she asked as she laid back on the bed and spread her legs wide to offer us her wet pussy.

Joss waved a hand towards Reya and stepped out of the way.

“I believe you should have the honors,” he said with a smile.

And with that, I found myself in agreement.

Reya slapped her pussy as if to say come and get it.

“Come here, baby. Get me all warmed up and stretched out for that big, fat dick of his.”

Joss’s cock seemed to grow another inch or so at those words and to be honest, so did mine. I approached Reya on the bed and laid down on top of her, preparing to enter.

I slid the head of my cock up and down, pressing into her clit and driving her wild.

She motioned for Joss to come stand over next to her so that she could suck his cock while I fucked her, just like we’d talked about only hours before. Little did I know we would be bringing the fantasy to life so soon thereafter.

Joss did as he was told and as soon as Reya took him into her mouth, I slowly plunged myself inside her wet hole and tried to reach as deep as I could.

“Oh fuck, baby” Reya said with a mouthful of cock.

Watching her look up at me with another man’s dick in her mouth as I entered her was the most intense, powerful feeling I’d ever experienced in my life up to that point.

“You look so beautiful, Reya,” I whispered as I began to speed up my thrusts.

“That’s it, fuck her,” Joss said, “fuck her while she sucks my cock like a good little slut.”

Now, we’d never gone over any ground rules and I guess we all just trusted each other to make good decisions and be respectful.

I was a little worried Reya wouldn’t like a perfect stranger who she’d only just met calling her a name like that.

But I was wrong.

Reya not only didn’t mind, but she loved it.

“Mmm, that’s right. I like being a good little whore for my husband. You like me being a good little whore for you baby?”

So, it was going to be like that? I thought.

My cock got even harder as I leaned down to kiss her neck.

“Fuck yes, I do,” I said whispering in her ear.

“Keep pounding me with that fat cock, you’re gonna make me come,” she looked down at me pummeling her and watched my cock going in and out of her. She reached up and stroked Joss’s glistening dick while she did it and within thirty seconds she was shaking and screaming from what was undoubtedly the most powerful and intense orgasm I’d ever managed to give her.

Reya drew deep breaths as she recovered from her first orgasm and I pulled myself out of her and motioned for Joss to get to work.

He happily obliged and took my place between her legs.

Reya looked up at me as I arrived by her side and she took my cock in her hand and jerked me off.

“You ready for this, baby? No turning back once he’s inside me.”

Joss was slapping his big shaft against her tummy with a thud, thud, thudding sound as his flesh thwacked against my wife’s tanned and toned stomach.

“Oh, I’m ready,” I said, “are you?”

“Fuck yes, I want that big, black cock inside me so bad,” she pleaded. Then she looked to Joss. “Stick it in me baby, fuck me, just fuck me!” she screamed.

Joss slid the head in and Reya’s eyes went wide. Then he pressed in another inch and then another and another still until after a few long seconds, he disappeared inside her.

I watched Reya look down between her legs to see that there was nothing at all there except Joss’s pelvis pressing into hers.

“Oh my god, he’s all the way inside me. I can feel it in my stomach. Holy shit,” she said. She could barely get the words out as she winced and shut her eyes tightly. Pleasure and pain, I thought. And she was loving it.

“That’s right baby,” Joss said, “feel every inch of me inside you.”

“I feel it, oh I fucking feeel it,” she said as she placed her free hand on her stomach and felt herself as Joss began to slowly thrust himself in and out of her.

“You like watching me fuck your wife, don’t you?” Joss said.

I couldn’t lie. I really did.

“Yes I do,” I said.

“She has the tightest, softest pussy I ever felt,” he said with a grin, still pounding away.

Reya began to come even harder and louder than she had with me, but it didn’t make me sad or jealous. It only turned me on more and got me more fired up for my next turn. Competition is healthy right? Isn’t that what they say?

Well, watching Joss make my wife come that way only awakened the competitive spirit inside me and so when it was time to switch again, I barked at Reya to get on all fours so I could fuck her doggy.

She squealed with delight and Joss knelt on the bed in front of her so that we could spit roast her like a true slut queen.

I licked my finger and ran it along her wet slit. Then I spanked her ass and told her to beg me for my dick.

“Please, daddy. Give me that fat cock, I fucking need it, please!” she begged, and as she begged for it she began to shake and twerk her ass. It was something I’d never seen her do before and it drove me insane with lust.

I grabbed her hips and pulled her towards me and forced my way inside her. She let out a yelp and a scream but was soon fucking me back as I slammed my cock as deep as I could possibly get inside her.

“Fuck yes, that’s it. Pound that pussy baby. Own this pussy. That’s your pussy, baby!” she cried.

Then she went back to sucking off Joss and for a while, nothing was said. The only sound in the room was her slurping and sucking and the slapping of my flesh against hers as I rammed myself into her body, trying desperately to make her come again at least as hard as Joss had.

And soon, with a lot of effort I must admit, she was doing just that.

She writhed and shaked beneath the weight of me and let out a primal yell as Joss’s cock fell out of her mouth and she shut her eyes half way. I could see her pupils rolling back as the wave of pleasure washed over her.

It was time again to switch. Joss laid down on the bed and pulled Reya over to straddle him so she could ride his dick.

I stood up next to him on the bed so my cock was even with her head and she sucked me off while she rode him to another orgasm.

I couldn’t be quite sure, but I think it was just a little bit less intense than the one I’d given her and that made me satisfied to no end. I was more than holding my own.

Reya hopped off Joss’s lap, totally dick drunk and crawled to the end of the bed and then onto the floor where she got down on her knees.

“I want you to paint my face, boys,” she said as we approached. She reached up, caressing our balls and stroking out shafts.

“Give me all that hot, stick cum. I want it all over my dirty little face,” she said.

She began to suck us off, alternating between us at intervals of about twenty or thirty seconds.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Joss said as he began to grunt and tense up.

Reya grabbed his shaft and pumped him, making sure his hot white jizz got all over her face. Thick globs of cum shot forth from his tip and landed on the bridge of her nose, just below her eyes and ran down her cheeks and across the edges of her red lips.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen and I couldn’t hold it any more.

“Fuck, I’m gonna bust too,” I said.

“Give it to me baby, give me that cum oh yes, that’s it cum on me. Cum on my face,” Reya cried as I shot an even bigger, thicker load onto her forehead. I watched it drip down her greedy face as she shoved whatever she could into her mouth and licked her fingers.

She played with her pussy, thanking us over and over again for our loads as she brought herself to one final, powerful orgasm.

“Boy, we really made up for lost time, didn’t we?” I said.

“We sure did,” Reya said, her cum-covered face glistening in the light.

“It’s a shame you guys are leaving tomorrow,” Joss said, holding his now deflated cock in his hand.

“Well…maybe” I said, looking down at Reya. She looked up at me through cum-drenched eyes and she already knew exactly what I was thinking. A smile curled across her lipstick smeared lips and I could feel myself getting hard all over again.


Epilogue

We extended our stay. By two days. We were able to keep the kids with their grandparents without much fuss and Reya and I got to enjoy two more magical days with each other.

And I mean that, just with each other.

We did of course have one more night of fun with Joss before we left and let me tell you, it was even more intense than the first time.

But mostly, we just stayed in the room those two days and enjoyed each other, physically, the way we’d each hoped when we first booked the trip.

It was the most mind-blowing sex either of us had ever had.

Why?

I don’t know.

I’m sure I could string a theory together but I’m not too big on naming things or always finding reasons why.

It all just unfolded as it was intended to in my book and that’s good enough for me.

And the best part? You know all that stuff about returning home to the same hangups and inhibitions? How we wouldn’t be able to keep it up in the bedroom once we returned to our normal lives?

It was nonsense.

All of it.

Reya and I have been going at each other every chance we get ever since we got back. We got over those last day blues and rediscovered the joys of each other - physically - in ways that I never could have imagined when I booked that trip.

So yeah, I guess what I’m trying to say is, after our adventure with Joss the mysterious stranger...well, we’ve been living happily ever after.

THE END


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

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

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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