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Part I: France

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It woke us up.

This is what we’d been missing?

It was exciting and fresh and new and sexy.

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

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

It was beautiful. But you already knew that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Like I said, hangups. You know?

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

“Hey,” she said with a delicious smile.

“Hey,” I said back.

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

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

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

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

She was tight and toned.

Trim where it mattered and thick where it counted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready to go to the beach?”

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


*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I just saw a weiner.”

I shook my head in confusion.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“A weiner. I just saw one.”

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

“Wait, a weiner?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Should we find another beach?” I offered.

She waved me off and finally regained her composure.

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

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

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

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

We said cheers and took long pulls.

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

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

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

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I said.

Melody took a deep inhale, and then exhaled sharply.

“It sure is,” she said breathlessly.

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

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

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


*

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

She turned toward me and her face turned bright red.

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

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

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

Funny how that works.

“I think you know…” I said.

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

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

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

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry, who…what?”

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

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

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

“How can you be so sure?”

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

“I just am,” she said, breathlessly.

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

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

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

I smiled back smugly.

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

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

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

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

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

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

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

What an idiot I was.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “You’re right.”

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

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


*

I WINCED. She’d told me some stories. Horror stories from high school. She was…not popular. She was picked on and made fun of and ostracized by the “cool” girls at her high school.

If you’re unfamiliar with Catholic girls of a certain age, well, let’s just say they are the rarest breed of mean when it comes to their fellow female classmates. Especially the ones they decide they don’t like for one reason or another.

Perhaps most painfully of all, Melody had referred to herself on more than one occasion as “not pretty,” or “an ugly duckling.”

I’d seen her yearbook photos, and sure, she may have been in an awkward phase at that time. But who wasn’t? Lord knows I was.

Of course, I thought she looked beautiful, even then. But she was my Melody. My reassurances didn’t matter. I didn’t know her back then. She always insisted I never would have fallen for her if we’d gone to high school together. Perhaps she was right, but I seriously doubted it.

Anyway, that’s all a very long way of saying that I knew what she was getting at when she said I’m sure Guillaume wouldn’t even remember me.

It was more than just an offhand comment or a carefree dismissal. There were layers to it. Sure, she may have grown up and out of that awkward phase to become a total knockout. But those scars were still there, metaphorical though they were. Even all these years later, that pain still cut deep in some places.

I could tell.

So, it hurt me to hear her talk like that. A guy like Guillaume would be lucky to have someone like her.

And maybe that’s where this all started when I think back on it. In fact, now I’m almost certain of it.

I decided to drop it for a moment. Just let it be. Whenever I tried to assuage her doubts or offer reassurances when it came to those types of things she, Melody seemed to…I don’t know, withdraw from me or something.

So, instead I just shrugged.

Besides, what were the odds we’d ever see this Guillaume again anyway?

What did it matter?


*

AFTER A LONG AFTERNOON on the beach we returned to our villa atop the cliffside overlooking the Med.

We were a little sunburnt and more than a little tipsy from the bottle of bubbly we’d consumed in the hot afternoon sun. But we still had a few hours to kill before dinner so we decided to pop open another one and keep the good vibes rolling.

Melody was still wearing the coverup she’d put on before we left. It had never even come close to being removed the whole of the afternoon even though it was sweltering.

“It’s breathable, I’m fine,” she’d insisted several times when I tried to coax her into taking it off.

Can’t blame a guy for trying though. And I was determined to keep taking my shots.

My mind flashed back to that moment on the beach when the mysterious man from her past named Guillaume had strutted by, cock out, on the beach right in front of us.

How Melody had stared. She even, I thought, might have licked her lips.

Something about that memory sent a peculiar tickle down my spine and a current of electricity out to my limbs.

“Champagne?” Melody called from the kitchen, snatching my attention away from my strange daydream and even stranger feelings about it.

I cleared my throat.

“Uhh, yes. That sounds wonderful,” I said and walked over to join her.

She handed me a full glass and we toasted to ourselves once more.

When we were about halfway through our drinks, she sighed loudly. Then giggled.

“You’re relentless, you know that?” she asked with a smile, putting her glass down on the counter.

“What do you mean?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I see you staring,” she said with a wink. “Alright, fine. Since we’re back in the privacy of our own place…”

I watched, half-astonished, as her hands reached down toward her waistline and grabbed the end of her white-linen cover up. They slowly began pulling it up toward her head until it was up and over and off.

Her auburn hair fell back down on her shoulders in a half-tangled mess as she tossed the coverup she’d been wearing all afternoon aside and let it land in a heap on the cold tile of the kitchen floor.

My breath caught in my throat.

I knew that the Champagne had played a rather large part in this small miracle, but I didn’t care. She was far from drunk. She knew exactly what she was doing. Perhaps even doing what she’d always wanted to do but felt she could not. The bubbly was merely a lubricant to get her unstuck so that she could really be herself.

At least, I hoped.

“I uh,” I reached up and scratched the back of my neck, at a loss for words.

“You what?” she said, slowly moving toward me.

She approached me and stopped short as my erection poked at her belly button. She giggled and looked down.

“Come on,” she said, biting her lip and grabbing my hands. She pulled me with her toward the bedroom and shut the door behind us.

*

SHE WAS ON TOP OF ME. I lay back across the bed, my erection poking straight up between her legs, resting against her moist mound. She was gently kissing my neck and ears as she caressed my chin with her soft, loving hands.

I’d never seen this side of her before, not one time could I ever recall her initiating sex between us and certainly never with this much…enthusiasm.

It didn’t take very long for my mind to wander back to the scene of the beach and wonder if her seeing Guillaume walking down the beach with his big, dark meat dangling between his legs without a care in the world.

For some reason, the idea didn’t make me angry or jealous or upset. On the contrary, it seemed to thrill me. I could not understand why and in the moment, I didn’t really want to. All I knew for sure was more blood rushed to my shaft and my enthusiasm ratcheted up several notches to meet Melody’s.

Then all thought ceased as she reached down and grabbed my shaft with her left hand and squeezed. She flicked the head of my cock against her wet clit, teasing herself with it. Her eyes snapped shut as she did and I watched her curiously, wondering what she might be feeling, what she might be thinking about. Who she might be thinking about.

A wicked thought then popped into my head from seemingly nowhere. It wasn’t something I’d ever thought about before. It wasn’t some fantasy I’d secretly harbored in the deep recesses of my mind. No. It literally came from nowhere. Out of nothing, suddenly…something. Like a divine intervention from the gods. Perhaps it was this place…the Med. Who knows. But suddenly, I was picturing Melody, only it wasn’t me she was on top of. It was Guillaume, his black cock poking up between her legs and nearly tickling her belly button as she grinded her hips down upon him, looking down with lust and delight.

I swallowed hard and Melody opened her eyes, she looked down at me, this time it was her turn to wonder. To be curious.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked.

“Huh? What?”

“You look like you’re lost in deep thought or something…” she said shyly.

I shook my head.

“Not at all,” I said, lying, “I can’t think of anything right now but this view.”

I reached up and cupped one of her breasts and she smiled, reassured.

“Good,” she said, biting her lip. Then she slid me inside her wet slit and I nearly exploded instantaneously.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, dropping her head back between her shoulders and closing her eyes once more. She began to thrust her hips back and forth, opening herself up on my cock. It was all the way inside her now and I could feel her clenching down on me and trying to get it as deep as she could as she worked her hips.

“That feel good, baby?” I whispered, grabbing her other breast.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Fuck yes.”

At that moment I could think of nothing but her wetness enveloping my member. All thoughts of Guillaume ceased to exist as we made passionate love for the next thirty minutes as a warm breeze blew in off sea through our open balcony window.

*

WE FELL ASLEEP in each other’s arms after we made love and slept like babies for a few hours while the champagne induced buzz wore itself off. We awoke at twilight to a beautiful, peaceful scene: gentle waves lapping at the beach below us. Soft music playing from somewhere above us, high in the cliffs, and the ring of a bicycle’s bell as it hummed past on the gravel sidewalk.

“Shit, we’re going to be late for dinner,” Melody said, looking around with tired eyes and a groggy voice.

“What time is it?” I asked.

She didn’t bother to answer. She went to the bathroom and I heard the water turn on. Soon I saw hot steam coming from the open door. A smile crept across my lips.

We were late, why not save time?

I tiptoed into the bathroom and shed my trunks. The glass of the shower had steamed up completely, making the glass an opaque, milky-white color.

Melody was humming a soft tune as she washed.

It smelled like lilacs and fresh cut grass.

I took a moment to savor it. Here we were, in the most beautiful place on earth, paradise really, and finally starting to open up…starting to really live.

I reached out for the handle to the glass enclosure and opened it.

“PAUL?!” she shrieked. “What are you doing?”

I was standing there, naked before her as she looked at me with confused eyes, struggling to cover both her top and her bottom at the same time.

“What?” I shrugged. “Thought we’d save time.”

“Get out of here!” she yelled, she wasn’t totally pissed. Just a little annoyed and while I was disappointed, I was not, as I already said, deterred. No sir.

“I’m almost finished,” she insisted, shooing me away.

I sighed and walked away without saying a word.

*

AT DINNER, I could not focus. Thoughts of Guillaume returned to my head. Was it the champagne or the sight of him that had gotten Melody all worked up? Or was it neither? Had she even thought about him since we’d seen him on the beach?

“Hey,” I said, clearing my throat a little as we waited for dessert. “Remember when we saw your uh, friend walking on the beach this afternoon?”

She looked at me sideways, then said, “yeah, why?”

I froze. Why did I open my mouth? Why did I ask that out loud? Of course she remembered, it was a mere five hours ago. And she had a good point, why indeed?

I stammered and took a long sip from my wine glass.

“Nothing, just…pretty random is all. That is, if it was really someone you knew and not just some guy who looked like this uhh, what did you say his name was?”

She folded her arms and squinted at me.

“Guillaume,” she said, “and it was him. I’m sure of it.”

“But how can you be so sure?” I asked quickly. I had no idea why I was pressing the matter, I just was and it was too late to stop myself.

“Because…I just do.”

“Mhmmm,” I said, with a look of what I’m sure must have been all to smug satisfaction on my face.

“Alright fine, you know how I know?!” she was raising her voice a little too loudly now, “because I had a crush on him. That’s how I know, alright? It was him.”

My cock jumped in my pants at this admission.

“You did?” I whispered, suddenly looking around as if we were doing something wrong.

Melody looked at me like I was crazy. And she had every right to.

“Yeah? What’s the big deal?”

“Nothing, it's just. Nothing,” I said, swirling what remained of my wine in an awkward manner then taking a sip.

“Why are you being so strange, Paul?” she asked, folding her arms under her breasts and scanning me for clues.

“Strange? I’m not strange,” I said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

She giggled and snorted, rolling her eyes.

“Oh no,” she said, “not you.”

I’d already paid the check and it was time to go. After Melody finished her last sip, still eyeing me suspiciously, I pushed away from the table and stood up.

“Ready to head home?” I asked, offering out my hand to help her up from her seat.

She took it and used me as an anchor to pull her up.

“Actually, I was thinking we’d maybe go for a little night cap?”

Now it was my turn to be suspicious. A night cap? Melody didn’t do after dinner drinks or night caps or anything of the sort. Especially not after a day of drinking.

But like I said, the Med had its hooks in us instantly and was already fast at work turning us into different, sexier versions of ourselves.

I looked at my watch then back at Melody.

“Do you know what time it is?”

Melody shrugged her shoulders to let me know she didn’t really care what time it was.

“When in France,” she said with a coy smile.

I scoffed and smiled.

“Okay, now who’s the one acting strange?”

She stuck her tongue out at me and blew a raspberry. Then began to lead me away from the table and toward the front door.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go.”

*

IT WAS STILL WARM AND HUMID OUTSIDE. We walked the streets of La Seyne-sur-Mer holding hands and breathing in the salty air. It was sobering and invigorating. Suddenly, I felt like I was being pulled somewhere, in some certain direction - though I couldn’t say which.

We passed a few bars and restaurants, packed with people, made a few rights, then a left or two, and found ourselves ducking down an alleyway, walking on brick pavers towards a neon sign that had both the words “club” and “discothèque” in it.

I stopped and looked up at the sign then back at Melody. Were we drunker than I thought? Didn’t seem like it. But everything was happening in a dream-like haze. It was as if I was half-awake and stumbling around with half open eyes.

“A club?” I asked, a little unsure if this was the spot she’d had in mind.

She shrugged again.

“Yeah, why not? Could be fun…come on,” she said, pulling me along once more by the hand. “You’re the one who’s always telling me to loosen up and let go of my hang ups right?”

I nodded. She had me there. But this?

“Well,” she continued, “I’m trying. Maybe you have some hangups you need to let go of too?”

She raised an eyebrow at me.

I wasn’t sure what she meant. My fear of dancing in public, or was it something more than that?

Before I had time to contemplate it anymore, she was pulling me towards the door and into the discothèque where a loud thumping bass was thrumming amidst a crowd of sexy people in a dimly lit and smoky room.

I didn’t notice it just then, but we had entered the belly of the beast and our adventure was only then just getting started.

*

MELODY HAD TAKEN CHARGE, leading me through the crowd, weaving us in and out of the mass of hot, sweaty, and drunken bodies packed inside the place and around the dancefloor as we made our way to the bar for a drink. Techno music was playing, people were smiling, laughing, dancing with each other, and having a good time.

When we finally got to the bar, we managed to squeeze onto the last two available stools and claim a piece of real estate as our own. I was able to flag down a bartender, who was tall and handsome and very French, and started to order us a couple of glasses of wine when Melody put her hand on my shoulder and stopped me.

“Actually, we’ll have a couple of shots. Vodka, please,” she said, flashing her prettiest smile. The man smiled back and winked at her.

A jolt of lightning went down my spine. Was he flirting with her? Or was it the other way around?

I turned and raised an eyebrow at Melody.

“Shots?” I asked in disbelief.

She shrugged once more and opened her mouth to speak.

“I know, I know. When in France,” I said, cutting her off.

After about sixty seconds the bartender returned with our shots. Once more winking at Melody before heading back down to the other end of the bar.

“I think he likes you,” I said. It was a casual, offhand  remark. It wasn’t meant to elicit a response. But what she said next shocked me.

“He’s sexy,” she blurted out. I shook my head, not believing my ears.

Melody immediately clasped a hand over her mouth and giggled. Clearly it was a thought that was meant to stay inside her head and not come rushing out of her mouth for my ears to hear.

But once again, much like back in the restaurant, I was stunned, surprised, taken aback. But not mad. Not jealous. Not upset. Merely, intrigued. Excited. A strange energy coursed through my body like a quick shot of adrenaline.

“Sorry,” she said,” I didn’t mean to –”

“No, not at all,” I said, waving an awkward hand and trying a little too hard to signal that it hadn’t bothered me at all.

Awkward silence fell upon us after that as the bass thrummed in our ears.

“Shall we?” I asked finally, picking up my shot glass and handing the other to her.

“We shall,” she said at last.

We clinked glasses.

“I love you,” she said and my heart melted.

“I love you too, Mel,” I said.

We each downed our shot and relished in the burn. Before I knew what was happening, Melody had flagged down the handsome bartender once more and ordered another round of shots.

We sat in a comfortable silence waiting for the man to return without drinks. That was one of the things I loved most about us: we didn’t feel the need to fill every gap in conversation. Silence was fine. It didn’t make us uncomfortable or insecure like some couples you see. In fact, I think it’s one of the most important markers in a healthy relationship that has the chance to go the distance. If you can enjoy the lulls, the silences between conversions and just be content to be there with one another…well, you can do just about anything.

“Melody? Is that you?”

A voice that wasn’t mine punctured the silence between us. I almost didn’t hear it over the music, but it was a deep, sharp voice with a heavy French accent and more than a little swagger and confidence. Even then I knew. Before I turned around, before my brain had time to catch up with what my instincts had already guessed, I simply knew.

It was Guillaume.

Melody turned in the direction of the voice and I did the same. And there he was. Smiling from ear to ear. It was him. The naked black man from the beach, only now he was wearing a sharply tailored, crisp white shirt and gray linen pants.

I quickly glanced down and was able to make out his bulge, even in the darkness of the club it was unmistakable.

Melody was caught more than a little off guard.

She shook her head and stammered for words.

“Melody Harris? I can’t believe it’s you. Do you remember me? I’m sure you don’t, but I was an exchange student at your high school back in –”

Melody giggled like a smitten school girl. She was caught off guard but  had regained her footing and she seemed suddenly confident. More than usual.

“Of course, Guillaume! Hi! Of course I remember you! I’m surprised you remember me.”

Guillaume seemed relieved and impressed and a little confused by her last comment. Of course I remember you, his face seemed to say.

“I can’t believe I’m bumping into you here…” she continued.

This time another silence descended upon us only this one was a tad awkward and a tad something else. There was some unseen tension hanging there and I realized that perhaps I was to blame.

I cleared my throat and Melody, who had seemed for the moment to forget that I existed at all, blushed.

“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry. This is my husband, Paul. Paul, this is Guillaume.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, extending a hand.

He gripped it firm and shook, making plenty of eye contact.

“Nice to meet you, Paul,” he said, flashing a smile.

He took a cool sip of his drink and looked away from me and back to Melody who had not taken her eyes off him.

“So, what are you guys doing here? On vacation?” he asked.

“Yes!” Melody exclaimed a little too loudly. “We’re celebrating our third anniversary.”

“Oh my goodness, congratulations!” he said.

Just then the bartender arrived with two shots of vodka.

Melody turned and smiled at him again. Suddenly, she seemed like a total stranger. Chatting up guys at the club, flirting with bartenders, ignoring my existence. Again, I wasn’t mad or put off by it. More like intrigued, amused, and a little confused at how it was making my dick twitch.

“Sorry,” she said apologetically, “could you get us one more shot for my friend here? We’re celebrating.”

The bartender nodded and then winked and was off to pour another shot for Guillaume.

“Far too kind,” Guillaume said, finishing the last of his drink and indicating it was time for another anyway.

The bartender returned quickly with the third shot and passed it across the bar.

“Why don't you find some place a little more comfortable, upstairs maybe?” Guillaume offered.

Before I could chime in, Melody agreed and practically leapt out of the stool.

And off we went, weaving in and out of the sweaty mass and up the stairs to the vip level, which of course, Guillaume had absolutely no problem getting us into.

. . .

“SO WHERE ARE YOU STAYING?” Guillaume asked after we’d downed our shots in unison.

“In La Seyne-sur-Mer,” I said, chasing my shot with some ice cold beer.

His face seemed to light up at this as a knowing smile spread across his lips. My stomach dropped, surely he didn’t know we’d seen him earlier that day right? He hadn’t seen Melody, had he?”

“Beautiful town,” he said, “wonderful beaches. I was just there this afternoon in fact.”

Melody let out a sharp giggle.

Guillaume tilted his head to the side and looked at her funny. He seemed confused for a moment.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

Melody looked at me and then back at Guillaume.

“So were we.”

Guillaume looked momentarily taken aback, then raised an eyebrow.

“Enjoy the view?” he asked, voice dripping with innuendo.

“What do you mean?” I interjected, a little too tersely.

He laughed and patted me on the shoulder.

“Sorry, my attempt at a joke. It’s a nude beach as I’m sure you noticed.”

Melody let out another sharp giggle and then finally lost it and started laughing.

“What is so funny?” Now he looked a little worried and maybe embarrassed.

“Sorry. I’m sorry,” she said, regaining her composure. “It’s just, well. We know. We saw you Guillaume. You walked right past us and I told Paul I thought I knew you from high school. He didn’t believe me though.”

Now it was my turn to be uncomfortable. I’d lost all control over the situation, well, not that I had much to begin with. But now things were heading in a very interesting direction to say the least.

Guillaume this time didn’t look embarrassed at all. In fact when he heard we’d seen him that afternoon he seemed to sit up a little taller, his face grew more proud, as the smile returned to his lips.

He took a casual sip from the small straw in the gin and tonic he’d ordered.

“Well,” he finally said, he took a look at me and then looked at his watch. “I think it’s time for some dancing, huh?”

I looked at him sideways.

“Dancing?”

“Do you like to dance?” he asked. I wasn’t sure who he was asking.

“Me or her?”

“Both. Either. Who cares?” he said, getting up from his seat.

He offered a hand out to Melody to help her up and to my great surprise she took it without hesitation. Her eyes were locked on his dark body as she stared up at him.

He pulled her up onto her feet in one smooth and swift motion. She giggled as her dress flew up past her waistline for a brief second or two and exposed her white thong and supple ass cheeks.

She quickly smoothed it back down and I don’t think Guillaume noticed much of anything but from where I was still seated it was one helluva view.

Melody looked back at me and instead of being ashamed or embarrassed as I assumed she’d be, she winked at me and then blew me a kiss. She was still gripping onto Guillaumes big, strong hand as the veins in his forearm protruded and bulged along the muscle.

Seeing that sent an electric shockwave up and down my spine and I felt myself getting hard.

“Come on, Paul,” Guillaume said as if this was all the most natural thing in the world.

Like a sleepwalking zombie, I stood up. Melody reached out and grabbed my hand and allowed the two of us to lead her back downstairs and out onto the dancefloor.

. . .

FOR WHAT FELT like the dozenth time that night, I was but a passenger in my own body. I hated dancing. Far as I knew, Melody didn’t care for it either. And yet, there we were, walking out toward the sweaty mass of bodies on the dance floor. And why was Guillaume with us? Were the three of us going to dance together?

As we got closer and I observed what was going on, I was a bit relieved. Everyone seemed to be dancing with everyone or no one at all. I didn’t see many couples, it was just one big free for all.

Thankfully I was a few drinks deep at this point and so I didn’t really think it through. Guillaume led the way, followed by Melody, and I simply brought up the rear. Tagging along like some third wheel.

Little did I know this would be a portent of things to come.

It all started innocently enough. Guillaume offered us reassuring smiles and words of encouragement as he swayed and moved with grace, ease, and confidence that I simply would never, in a million years possess.

Even if I quit my job and dedicated every waking hour to the art of dance, I was certain my hips would never be able to move like Guillaume’s.

Melody watched him, entranced at first and then loosening up a little. She began to find her own rhythm and suddenly she was letting loose in a way I’d never seen from her before.

Guillaume watched her and nodded along, seeming to study every curve and movement of her body.

As I watched him, I felt that peculiar tingle that was growing more and more familiar go down my spine.

I watched him as he danced up to her and for a moment, I thought he might grab her by the waist and start dancing with her. But he simply leaned into her and whispered something in her ear.

She looked up and over at me and smiled, then nodded.

I gulped. What could they be talking about?

But before I had time to think about it, Melody was moving toward me.

She stopped and kissed me on the cheek.

“What were you two talking about?”

“He told me to come dance with my husband,” she said.

But there was something off about her voice. Like she was leaving something out. But I decided not to press it.

I was getting tired and truth be told, the booze was wearing off and I didn’t feel much like dancing.

So, I politely changed the subject.

“I’m getting kind of thirsty,” I said, “why don’t I go grab us a drink and then we can dance when I get back.”

Melody looked crestfallen for a moment, then thought about it and smiled. She gave me a quick nod and peck on the cheek.

Guillaume looked over and waved.

“You want a drink?” I asked.

He gave me a thumbs up.

And with that, I made my way over to a very crowded bar, turning my back on my wife and this perfect stranger we’d just met.

. . .

THE BAR WAS PACKED. It took me a full ten minutes just to get near it. Finally, mercifully after much elbowing and struggling against the drunken mass of people, I managed to cadge us a round of drinks.

Executing a delicate triangle-balancing act with the three glasses in my hands, I maneuvered my way back to the dance floor. It appeared that something of a crowd had gathered around the spot we’d been standing and I couldn’t see Melody or Guillaume’s dark figure anywhere.

Of course, I should have known right then what was going on but of course, stupid me didn’t put two and two together until it was right in front of my idiot eyes.

Once again I used my elbows as a wedge to create space between the small crowd and was finally able to make my way to the center of it without spilling a drop of precious liquid.

As I emerged into the center of the crowd, I stopped dead.

There was Melody. Bent over so that her hand was on the ground. Her back was arched and her ass was high in the air.

And there was Guillaume right behind her. Thrusting and grinding himself into her backside to the feverish pace of the beat.

She was practically twerking right back at him. Something I’d never seen before. Something I didn’t even know she was aware existed let alone knew how to execute.

But perhaps it just came naturally to her at that moment. Come to think of it, I never asked.

Her face was on the floor as her beautiful auburn hair fell down around her, the very tips of it mopped the dirty dance floor as she shook her plump ass to the beat up against Guillaume’s crotch.

My breath caught in my throat as I watched, enthralled just as all the other onlookers were. There was something so raw and primal about it. Something so sexy and right.

And yet my heart sank. I was jealous. Sad. Angry.

And yet my cock was also hardening in my pants as my pulse skyrocketed.

And yet…I didn’t know.

What was happening?

Before I had time to think any of it over, Guillaume locked eyes with me and smiled.

He beckoned me over with a finger. I could see him mouthing the words come here, man.

He didn’t seem embarrassed or ashamed or sorry he’d been caught grinding on my wife. It was a look as if he’d just been holding my seat for me or keeping it warm. Here you go man, all yours. You're welcome.

I walked out onto the dance floor with our drinks and Melody finally stopped and stood up straight. When she first saw me it was like she didn’t know anything. Who she was. Where she was. Or worst of all…who I was.

But that look quickly evaporated as all the blood that had rushed to her head returned to her body and she quickly accepted the cold drink I was holding out towards her.

“Cheers my friend,” Guillaume said, taking his drink from me. “Your wife is one hell of a dancer. Thanks.”

He slapped my shoulder.

“Uhh yeah. Yeah sure. No problem,” I stammered. Apparently it was no big deal and I was cool with it. News to me. But that’s what I said. So I went with it and just tried to play it cool.

“Can we go sit down somewhere?” Melody asked, “I need a breather.”

“Sure,” I said, looking around for Guillaume, but he was nowhere to be seen all of a sudden.

As I guided Melody across the dance floor and over to an empty booth we spotted Guillaume. He was dancing with another pretty girl, much in the same way he had with Melody but without any of that same primal energy. There was no crowd gathered around them and no one seemed to take any special notice of their movements.

He locked eyes with me and nodded. I nodded back.

Melody and I slipped into the booth in silence and enjoyed the rest of our drinks.

“Can we go home? I’m ready to go home,” she said suddenly when the last of her drink was gone.

“Like home, home?” I said, a little taken aback.

She rolled her eyes.

“No, home to our villa, dummy. I’m tired.”

I shrugged.

“Sure, I’m ready if you are.”

I stood up and offered her my hand. She took it and I pulled her to her feet. She straightened out her dress and began following me toward the exit.

She stopped abruptly.

“Wait,” she said frantically. “I want to say goodbye to Guillaume.”

Without waiting for a response she let go of my hand and rushed back out to the dance floor and tapped him on the shoulder.

I saw them exchange a few words, then he leaned in and whispered something in her ear that seemed to stun her speechless. Then he kissed her on the cheek and sent her on her way.

When she got back to me she looked…different. Not like she’d seen a ghost exactly, but something like that.

Whatever Guillaume had said shocked her. That much I knew. But rather than press the issue, I just took her hand and we left the club to go back to our villa.

. . .

THE WALK BACK was refreshing but not entirely sobering. We both still had a buzz going on when we got back and Melody’s body language had reverted back to normal - or something approaching normal.

That is of course until we got back inside our villa and heard the door click shut behind us.

Without saying a word, she pulled her dress up over her head and walked right past me into the living room. I watched her plump ass cheeks bounce with each step. They were split perfectly down the middle by her white thong. And my mind flashed back to her and Guillaume on the dance floor. Then to the sight of him walking down the beach naked, his giant, dark cock flapping in the breeze as he strutted along the water’s edge.

Then I wondered again what he had said to her just before leaving.

I swallowed hard and pushed the thoughts away.

Melody laid back on the couch and stretched her arms up over her head and then down behind her back to unclasp her bra.

I stood there dumbfounded for a few seconds admiring the arch of her back, the curve of her hips, her tight stomach, and lovely breasts adorned with perky pink nipples.

“Well,” she said, “are you just gonna stand there or are you gonna come fuck?”

My cock lurched in my pants. Such lewd language. Such directness. She never initiated sex, certainly not like this. I wondered if it was just the few drinks we’d had while we were out or something more. But I only had a split second to ponder as my lower instincts wrestled control from my brain and guided me towards my beautiful, naked, and suddenly very eager wife who lay naked on the couch.

“Good boy,” she said with a devilish smile as I approached her.

My heart was pounded and my cock was now fully erect as I laid down and got on top of her. We began to kiss for a few moments before she pushed me away.

“Take your clothes off,” she said.

I stood up and did as I was told. I unbuttoned my shirt and took off my pants in near record time I think.

She looked up at me and then at my cock and for a brief moment I thought I registered a look of…disappointment? That couldn’t be it? Could it?

But before I could be sure, it was gone and she was reaching out to pull me closer to her so we could resume making out.

Her energy level and eagerness were off the charts.

I felt my hard cock pressed up against the warmness of the skin on her tummy and she reached down and wrapped her fingers around it. It pulsed and throbbed even harder at her light, delicate touch.

She began stroking me as our tongues wrapped around one another, relishing the warm wetness of our lust.

My hand crept down toward her pussy and it was already dripping wet before I even slipped a finger inside. Feeling how wet and ready to go she already was turned me on to another level.

But again, I had to wonder…what had caused all of this? Surely, it wasn’t just a few drinks.

“You’re so wet,” I whispered in her ear.

“I need you inside me,” she replied.

“Is that was has you so wet? You’re thinking about my dick inside you?”

She hesitated. It was brief. But I saw it.

Then she bit her lip and nodded.

I shrugged it off. I was too horny and ready to go just then and so I tried to put it out of mind. I pushed myself up a little and took my cock from her and steadied it with my hand, guiding it down to her wet slit.

I flicked the head up and down, teasing her clit. Then slowly, I pressed myself inside her. Usually I was met with some resistance. She was often very tight and not quite this wet. But this time? Well, this time she was so wet and ready to go I practically fell right in. Like it was nothing at all.

Still, she let out a soft gasp followed by a moan.

“Oh, Paul,” she whispered, eyes shut tight as she gripped the pillow behind her head.

I’d never felt anything like this before in my life. Her pussy was still nice and tight, don’t get me wrong. It was gripping down as I slowly thrust myself in her, but it was so wet and eager that it gave no resistance whatsoever.

“Damn,” I whispered as I shoved the last inch or so of myself inside her.

“Does that feel good?” she whispered, opening her eyes to look up at me.

I gulped and nodded.

It felt a little too good. Suddenly I was worried the show might be over before it even began. But I managed to regain my composure and get control of my breath as I began to slowly thrust back and began my rut.

“That’s it baby,” she whispered, “fuck me. Fuck me hard. Harder!”

I tried to go faster, to hit it harder so I could get as deep as possible but something kept nagging at the back of my brain.

Her dancing with Guillaume. What did he say to her? Why was she acting so out of character?

But was I really going to look a gift horse in the mouth right now? I’d been dying for something like this to happen, hadn’t I? I wanted Melody - us - to come out of our shells, leave our hang ups with the church behind us and really let loose, especially sexually.

Things were going exactly as I’d dreamed they would. Maybe even better?

Did it matter if it was because of some tall, dark stranger and not exactly because of anything I did?

Well, I guess so. Because I couldn’t hold it. Couldn’t keep my big mouth shut.

Looking back now, I think it’s because some small part of me liked it - wanted it, I guess you could say.

As Melody was moaning softly beneath me, telling me to fuck her harder, I opened my big mouth.

“What did he say to you?” I asked.

I kept thrusting but Melody looked at me wide eyed and confused.

“What?” she asked.

“Guillaume,” I said, grunting between words. “What did he say to you when we were leaving?”

She froze for a moment then regained her composure.

“I don’t know…nothing?”

“Nothing?”

“I’m not sure, I don’t remember…” she said. But even she wasn’t buying her lie.

I looked down at her, still thrusting, and frowned.

“Paul, why are you asking me this right now?”

I shrugged and she pushed me off of her.

My heart sank as my ass hit the cool couch cushion. Had I just ruined the moment?

I sighed. “I don’t know…”

But much to my surprise, she didn’t seem pissed off or upset. Not in the least.

Instead, she reached out for my cock and began stroking it, using her own juices as lube. I felt harder than steel in a snowstorm all of a sudden.

“Really?” she said, arching an eyebrow. “You have no idea?”

Now it was my turn to be confused. She was asking me these questions as if she already knew the truth.

I swallowed hard and shook my head no.

“Really?” she repeated. “Hmm, because…well, maybe I was imagining it but you seemed to be enjoying…”

She stopped and bit her bottom lip. She was a little tipsy, but I could tell she was conflicted. The two sides of her: this new, daring, free, Mediterranean Melody. And the old, strictly religious, shy, reserved, doubtful Melody.

“Enjoying what?” I asked, practically begging her to continue. I didn’t know what was going to come out next but I knew that each of us was getting more and more worked up in anticipation as she stroked me.

“Enjoying watching me dance…with, him.”

There it was. Somehow she’d caught me or sensed it.

“With Guillaume?” I asked dumbly. Of course, who else had she danced with?

She looked at me and nodded, searching my eyes for a reaction.

Rather than confirm her suspicions, I took the conversation in another direction.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.

She let out a long exhale and nodded.

“Do you still have feelings for him?” I asked. It was abrupt and caught her a little off guard.

“Well, I mean…I still love you, Paul. It’s not like…he’s just so…”

“So what?”

“So…sexy…” she whispered, closing her eyes tightly and stroking me ever harder.

This hurt. But more than that, it turned me on. My jealousy and anger, small parts to be sure, mixed with even bigger parts of lust and desire.

I thought once again of them dancing together, the darkness of his torso against her milky white skin and my cock lurched in her hand.

I almost came right then and there and it took everything I had to keep my seed inside.

“Paul,” she whispered.

“What, baby?”

“He was so…massive,” she whispered again as if it were a secret. We’d both already seen it for ourselves.

“I know, I saw…” I started to say, but she held up a hand to cut me off.

“No, no. You don’t understand. He was hard too and I could feel it pressing up between my ass cheeks while we danced and it was making me so wet…”

“Really?” I said, digging my fists into the couch, turning my knuckles white as I tried not to cum.

“What did you think about when you felt it?” I asked.

“What it would be like…” she said nervously.

“What what would be like?”

“To have him inside me…to have his big, black cock inside my belly…”

I swallowed hard once more and got up on top of her and shoved myself back inside her. She was even wetter than before and we were both so turned on I could hardly stand it.

“What did he say to you when we were leaving?”

She looked up at me between thrusts.

“You really wanna know?” she asked with a tone that hinted she was worried I might not like the answer.

I gritted my teeth and nodded as I pummeled away at her insides.

“He said if I ever wanted to feel what it would be like to have his big, black cock inside me…to just let him know.”

My orgasm began to bubble forth at that very moment and I was on the edge of losing control. What she said next was the clincher.

“He also said that he could tell you would enjoy it. Watching it happen, I mean.”

With that, my orgasm bubbled over and out in a violent torrent of cum. I thrust as hard as I could, pressing deeper and deeper inside her womb, filling her up with my jealous seed.

“Oh, Paul,” she whispered as I collapsed on top of her, placing her hands on her belly as she felt my warmth fill her up and spread within her.

“That was soooo hot,” she said, closing her eyes.

We fell asleep on the couch in each other’s arms and didn’t wake until the mid-morning sun was high over the Med, peeking in through the open windows and bathing our naked bodies in cool, warm light.

. . .

IT WAS PAST NOON. Melody was brimming with energy and confidence. She was now strutting about our villa without not only her cover up, but her bra as well. She was suddenly brewing coffee and whipping up breakfast in nothing but her panties.

“Morning sleepyhead,” she said as I groggily entered the kitchen and poured myself some coffee. I wasn’t hungover, at least not badly. We hadn’t consumed all that much alcohol in the end. But I was a little…cloudy. Unsure if what happened last night was a dream or if…

“So, about last night?” Melody said suddenly as if reading my thoughts.

I looked up like a deer caught in headlights and froze.

A warm, friendly smile came across her face.

“Babe! Don’t be shy about it. Come on, we can talk about it over breakfast.”

“We can?” I stammered as she plated two omelets for us to eat on the outer deck overlooking the shimmering sea.

“Well, you’re the one who’s always saying we need to get past our hang ups right?”

I didn’t answer at first. I was still dumbfounded.

“Right?” she repeated.

“Uhh, yeah. Right. Okay.” I took the plate she was shoving in my direction, grabbed my coffee and followed her perky tits and plump ass cheeks out onto the deck.

The sun was already high in the sky and while it wasn’t quite blazing hot, it was plenty warm. Warm enough to sit under the umbrella.

We sat and ate our first few bites in silence.

“Alright, I’ll go first,” she finally said.

Who was this woman? Melody never liked talking first. Never liked talking about these kinds of things - sexual things - and suddenly…this?

“What’s there to talk about?”

She wiped her lips with a cloth napkin.

“Well, I guess…my big question is was he right?” her voice got quiet as she asked and she looked around as if she was worried someone might hear.

“What who right about what?” I replied even though I knew damn well just who and what she was referring to.

Melody flashed that bubbly smile again, it was a little ditzy but also cute and she knew exactly what she was doing.

“Babe!” she said, playfully slapping at my shoulder. “You know. Are you gonna make me say it?”

I folded my arms in defiance.

“Alright, fine. Was he right that…” she started to giggle and lower her voice, looking around once more to make sure the coast was clear. “Was he right about you enjoying it? Did you like watching me dance on him like a slut?”

I froze. Unsure what to say. But my cock did all the talking for me.

My boxers became a tent extending outward from my cock, growing rapidly and pointing right at the sky. Thankfully, Melody couldn’t see it.

She looked at me, studying my face.

“Alright, maybe a little,” I said finally.

This drew a soft gasp from Melody as if she expected the answer and yet still couldn’t believe her ears.

“Really?”

“I don’t know, I mean the thought of it…” my voice trailed off.

She reached out and put a hand on my arm.

“Relax, Paul. It’s not like it’s actually going to happen. It was just a dance and a little harmless flirting. Last night was fun. That’s all.”

I exhaled and relaxed a little.

“Besides,” she said, digging into her omelet, “you saw the size of that thing.”

Indeed I had.

“He’d break me in two,” she said laughing. “I couldn’t possibly take it…could I?”

She let it hang in the air and I didn’t answer but the thought of her trying to take it all suddenly flooded my mind and thrilled me beyond all imagination.

. . .

LATER IN THE AFTERNOON, we repeated the same ritual as the day before. Sandwiches, snacks, champagne. The beach. The clothing optional beach that had started us down the path we suddenly found ourselves on.

Part of me felt like I was dreaming. Did that all really happen last night?

What had gotten into Melody?

Was that really all it took for her to drop all the hangups I’d been working on getting her to drop for years? Was that really all it took for her to flip her slut switch and become a totally different and liberated woman?

A crush from the past? A crush with a big, black cock?

Apparently, the answer to all those questions was yes.

That’s all it took.

I was both crushed and…insanely turned on.

It was confusing and while it may not have been exactly what I had in mind in terms of her coming out of her shell, I had asked for this. At least in some way.

So, what was I to do?

Besides, it was just a little fun. Some dirty dancing. Some sexy talk while we fucked.

It wasn’t likely to end up going any further, was it?

As I would find out in a few short hours, the answer to that question was also a resounding yes. Yes, indeed it was.

. . .

WE MADE QUICK WORK of the first bottle within an hour or so. I took a quick walk back up to the villa to go to the bathroom and grab another one.

By the time I got back, two very interesting things had happened: the first, Melody was sunbathing topless.

The second, a pair of big, strong black hands were rubbing lotion into her upper back. The pair of hands, of course, belonged to Guillaume who had seemingly materialized at just the right time and moment to put all of our assumptions to the test and to give us all the answers to the questions that we’d been too scared to answer.

As I approached them, ambling through the sand with a chilled, sweating bottle in my grip, he looked up at me and waved with a friendly smile.

Like the night before, this was all perfectly normal to him. Nothing to be embarrassed about. I hadn't caught him doing anything because he wasn’t doing anything wrong. At least, not in his mind.

“Paul! Hello, my friend.”

As I reached our spot on the beach, I found myself relieved to see that this time, Guillaume wasn’t naked. Though he was only a few inches of cloth away from being so.

He wore a skimpy, “banana hammock” you might call it. Even from where I stood, I could see his bulge which seemed like a half-hard-on at this point from rubbing my wife up and down.

“Hi, Guillaume. Fancy meeting you here,” I said with friendly sarcasm.

Melody rolled over so that her breasts were now exposed to the entire beach. They were no longer “hidden” by the fact that she was lying face down on her chair. Anyone on the beach who wanted to take a gander could.

More than anything else up to that point, this thrilled me. Melody going topless at a nude beach was probably a little closer to what I’d initially had in mind for this trip.

A nearly-naked black Frenchman who she’d had a crush on in high school standing next to her while she was also half-naked was an additional element I had not planned on but was suddenly growing more and more comfortable with.

I couldn’t help but think it: they looked good together. Hot together. She’d wanted him all those years ago, why couldn’t she have him now? I loved her, didn’t I? Why deny her something she desired?

What are you crazy?

My inner dialogue raged in conflict, unsure what to do. Then Melody’s voice broke me out of my distracted trance.

“Well, Paul? Are you?”

“Am I what?” I asked.

“Going to pour us some drinks? Guillaume, would you like to join us for some champagne?”

He hesitated and looked at me. Perhaps sensing the very conflict I’d been trying to work out in my head, he smiled and shook his head.

“Oh no,” he said, “I don’t want to impose. Besides, I probably should be getting back…I’ve got some…”

“Nonsense,” Melody said, reaching out to grab his arm. “Sit, relax. You are not imposing at all. Right, Paul?”

Guillaume and I locked eyes and he gave me a look that said it all: hey man, your call. I’m cool either way, but I think we both know what’s going to happen if I stay. I need you to make sure you’re cool with that. Ball’s in your court.

I took a deep breath.

My eyes darted back and forth between my wife and this new man in our lives.

Did I want to see where all this led? Or did I want it to stay the way Melody had insisted it would back at breakfast?

I swallowed hard and without thinking just let the words come out. Whatever it was going to be, that’s what it would be.

“Stay,” I said. There it was. No going back now. Perhaps it would only be a few drinks and he would leave, but deep down I knew that wasn’t the case.

“Stay. Of course. You’re not imposing at all,” I said. “Join us for some champagne. We have a whole bottle and plenty more back at the villa.”

Guillaume smiled and winked at me.

Okay, it’s on now.

“Well, alright. What the hell? It’s very hot out here and I am thirsty,” he said with a laugh as he sat down in the sand next to Melody.

. . .

IT MUST HAVE BEEN THE SUN. We were all thirsty and we were all drinking quickly, a tipsy haze had colored our conversation and interactions. My anxiety melted away.

I was having fun. We were having fun.

We were just three friends enjoying some champagne on the beach next to the beautiful Mediterranean sea.

And if it led to something more?

A threesome? A fulfillment of my wife’s fantasy?

What would be wrong with that?

Seemed perfectly alright to me. If it was going to happen anywhere, it would be here.

Wouldn’t it?

During a rare moment where none of us were talking and laughing, I cleared my throat and broke the silence.

“Hey, why don’t we all head back to the villa and get out of the sun for a bit?”

Melody looked at me with a raised eyebrow and mouthed the word really?

I gave a slight nod as Guillaume’s eyes darted between the two of us.

“Oh no that’s alright,” he began to say.

“Nah, come on. Let’s grab a bite to eat…the champagne is empty, we can pop another bottle and have some snacks or something. I insist.”

Some other more primal part of me had taken over and was firmly in the driver’s seat.

“What do you think, Mel?” I asked.

What happened next still shocks and thrills me to this day.

“Hmm, what do I think?” she said, smiling playfully, looking back and forth between me and Guillaume. “I think the three of us could have a lot of fun together.”

I gulped and nodded.

“I also think, I’m in the mood for some…” she lowered her voice and looked around to make sure no one was listening to us…”for some big. Black. Cock.”

Guillaume flashed a sexy smile at her, one that said he knew this was eventually coming and that he would be all too happy to oblige her desires.

“Really?” I said.

“Yes,” she whispered, “and I think, Paul, you’re in the mood to watch. And maybe…join in the fun a little? Am I right?”

I gulped and nodded, trying not to grab at the hard, bulging mass that had formed in my swim trunks.

“So, I guess all that’s left to ask is, Guillaume…what do you think?” Melody asked.

Guillaume stood up and reached out to take Melody by the hand.

“I think we better stop talking and start fucking,” he said, pulling her to her feet.

I stood up, gathered our things and tailed along behind the two of them as they walked hand in hand across the hot sand and up toward our villa.

. . .

DESPITE THE HOT AND HEAVY talk on the beach, things didn’t really kick off as soon as we got in the door to our villa. We all took showers, separately and got ourselves cleaned up and of course, we sobered up a bit too.

So, it was a little awkward and we were all a little shy when it came to getting the ball rolling again. I was the first one ready, so I popped a bottle of champagne and put together some light snacks, cheese, meats, caviar, etc.

Guillaume was the second one ready. He met me in the kitchen.

“Drink?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. We clinked glasses and drank.

“Melody is one hell of a woman,” he said.

“Thanks, I know.”

“And you know something, Paul…this is going to sound strange maybe, but I admire you. Much respect for indulging your wife’s desires like this.”

I laughed and looked at him sideways.

“Well, sure. You get to reap the benefits,” I said.

“I know, I know,” he said, placing his glass down. “Easy for me to say, I know. But, I mean it. Not a lot of guys are so comfortable with themselves, you know with their sexuality…their masculinity…to let something like this happen…so, yeah.”

I was stunned.

“Wow, thanks Guillaume. I really appreciate that.”

But before we had time to continue our bromance, Melody emerged from the bedroom.

She was wearing absolutely nothing at all and her body seemed to be glowing.

“Hey boys,” she said as she walked toward us.

She grabbed a champagne flute and chugged it down.

“Why don’t we all get more comfortable over on the couch?”

She took us each by the hand and led us over. Guillaume and I sat down and Melody took the spot in the middle between us.

We were both wearing light linen shorts and t-shirts.

When we were all seated she turned to me and began to make out with me. It was warm, wet, hot, and filled with passion. I’d never felt her tongue so eager and alive as that before. It was a good sixty seconds of hard French-kissing and I could feel Guillaume’s eyes on us as my cock filled with blood.

Finally she broke it off and pulled away, her thumb lingered on my bottom lip as she stared deeply into my eyes.

“I’m going to kiss him now, okay?”

She was searching my face frantically for any sign of doubt or fear and although I was certainly feeling some, I made sure she found no trace.

“Go ahead,” I said with all the confidence I could muster.

She turned to a smiling Guillaume and leaned her naked body up against his torso.

“Hi,” she whispered.

Guillaume wrapped one big arm around her waist and pulled her in closer as he leaned down to kiss her.

As soon as their lips touched something inside me flipped. Like a switch.

Electric does not even begin to describe the feeling.

It was slow at first, their lips just pressing together as they got familiar with one another. Then her lips parted and I saw Guillaume’s tongue flick out and enter her mouth. Her’s intertwined with his and suddenly it was full open mouth, lip smacking. Wet and nasty.

I didn’t think my cock could get any harder but it seemed to keep growing as I watched my wife, totally naked, kissing another man right in front of me.

After another sixty seconds that felt like an eternity, she broke it off and turned to me.

“What did you think of that?” she asked, her hands still resting on Guillaume’s chest.

“That was fucking hot,” I whispered. She smiled and her shoulders seemed to relax just a bit.

“Are you hard?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Let me see it,” she whispered as her hand crept down to Guillaume’s crotch and began caressing his bulge.

I unzipped my shorts and dropped them, along with my briefs to the floor. I was now in just my t-shirt, bare-assed on the couch, hard cock gripped in my hand.

“Oh, Paul,” she whispered, staring at my engorged, pulsing cock.

She leaned over toward my lap and kissed the head of my prick while it was still in my hand. Then she licked it a little, teasing me.

“How would you feel if I sucked Guillaume right here in front of you?”

I gulped and froze, unable to muster the words to describe how much I wanted to see just that.

But Melody could already tell. She smiled and turned back to Guillaume.

“Take it out,” she said. Guillaume was more than happy to oblige. He dropped his shorts to the floor and his half-hard cock flopped out between his legs.

Melody gasped and squealed.

“Oh my god,” she said laughing, turning away for a moment. “Holy shit, I forgot how big it was.”

Guillaume reached out and grabbed her hand to guide it onto his shaft.

“It’s okay, don’t be scared. You can touch it.”

Melody turned back to face him as her tiny fingers wrapped around the base of his dark shaft.

I watched her hand as it slowly began to stroke his cock, pumping more blood into the organ.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, unable to take her eyes off the thing. She was instantly mesmerized.

“You wanna suck it?” Guillaume asked, looking over at me with a smile.

I hadn’t even realized it but I was now stroking myself as I watched her stroke him.

Melody nodded and leaned down, opening her mouth.

She flicked her tongue out and licked the head, then pursed her lips and kissed the tip.

When she finally opened her mouth to take in all of him, she made sure to angle her eyes toward me so that we were locked in each other's gaze as she took another man’s cock into her mouth for the first time, right in front of me.

It certainly wouldn’t end up being the last.

But that’s for another day.

After a few seconds of eye contact she locked her eyes shut and went down sucking his big, black cock. Working herself up into a frenzy so that she was choking, gasping for air and covering his shaft in her saliva.

Guillaume, at times, would put his hands on the back of her head and hold her down on his shaft until she basically tapped out and needed air.

After a few minutes she moved over to me and sucked me off while Guillaume fingered her wet pussy.

“Why don’t you warm her up for me, Paul?” Guillaume said.

So, that’s what I did. Melody turned so that her ass was facing me and I fucked her tight wet pussy while she sucked off Guillaume, stretching her out and warming her up for the big event.

. . .

AFTER ABOUT TEN MINUTES, it was time.

“He’s going to fuck me now and you’re going watch, okay?” she whispered as she pulled herself off my dick and plopped herself down in Guillaume’s lap so that she was now straddling him.

It happened slow, but fast.

I watched Melody lower her tight, quivering body, slowly, inch by inch, onto his massive dick. I could hear him splitting her wet peach open. Her breath was taken from her.

Soon, she was all the way down on it and held there.

She turned to me and smiled.

“How does that look, baby?”

“Looks great,” I whispered, unable to even so much as blink. I was transfixed by the scene.

She laughed.

“I feel like if I move he really is going to break me in two. It hurts, but it feels so fucking good at the same time.”

Guillaume began to bounce her in his lap.

“Just take it slowly, that’s it. Good girl,” he said.

She leaned in and began to kiss him while she bounced up and down on him. Her ass moved independently of the rest of body as she bounced it on his big, black dick.

I began to stroke myself to the rhythm of her motions.

Soon, she was screaming, coming, letting out the energy of an other-worldly orgasm.

“Holy shiiiiiit!!!!” she screamed. The force of the orgasm forced his dick out of her as she gushed and squirted clear juices all over his lap.

“Wow, baby…” I whispered. She’d never done that before, at least certainly now with me.

“Holy shit, I’ve never done that before. That was…” she couldn’t find the words, could barely see straight it seemed.

She leaned over toward me and began sucking my cock like the greediest slut I’d ever seen.

Guillaume and I locked eyes and a moment passed between us.

“I want to feel your pussy,” I said suddenly and made her get on top of my lap and ride me like she rode Guillaume.

I could feel him watching us, his big cock in his hand as he lightly stroked it, waiting for another go at my wife.

Melody was usually pretty tight, but no longer. She was wet and slippery and so stretched out and well used.

It was deliciously dirty to feel her freshly fucked pussy wrapped around my throbbing cock.

I was able to make her come, but it was soft and gentle and nothing at all like what Guillaume had made her do.

Soon, we were retreating to the bedroom for the grand finale as I got at the head of the bed.

Guillaume entered her from behind as she laid her head in my lap and sucked my cock while he pummeled her doggystyle.

She was coming hard and loud again within minutes begging for his big black cock at the top of her little lungs.

I could tell Guillaume was going to bust soon as he began to breathe faster and his body tensed up. I didn’t have any time to say anything. And I was lost to the moment.

“Fuck, I’m gonna nut,” he said, but didn’t show any signs of pulling out. Melody only bucked herself harder against his thrusting cock and sucked me faster and with more force.

Guillaume became to yell and pump his seed inside her, neither of them slowing down. And my own orgasm began to bubble forth at exactly the same time.

We were both pumping our seed into my wife at the same time but from different ends.

Melody didn’t flinch. Didn’t hesitate.

She eagerly, happily accepted our deposits into her belly and down her slutty throat.

Her body quivered and shook as the last of Guillaume’s thrusts sent her back over the edge and into another loud, intense orgasm.

After that, the details are hazy for a few moments. Maybe it was minutes, perhaps hours.

But eventually we all showered again and shared another glass of champagne before Guillaume said he had to leave.

. . .

AS HE STOOD AT THE DOOR, Melody gave him a big hug and a wet kiss right on the lips. I shook his hand and said thank you. It was all a tad awkward and yet not at all. What else was there to say?

“So, what’s next for you guys?” he asked.

We both shrugged.

“Not really sure. We definitely want to check out a few more places, but we’ll see how things go,” I said.

“Will we see you again before we leave?” Melody asked.

Guillaume shrugged.

“Depends, I’m off to Ibiza for the next few days but…”

“Oh,” she said, “What’s in Ibiza?”

Guillaume looked up at both of us and smiled.

“Why don’t you both come and find out?”

Melody and I looked at each other and without saying a word realized this was only just the beginning for us.

THE END….for now
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Chapter 1

As we stepped off the ferry onto the sun-drenched shores of Ibiza, I felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness churning in my stomach. Part of me still couldn't believe how quickly things had escalated, how readily we had embraced this new dynamic with Guillaume. But a larger part of me was eager to see where it would lead.

Melody squeezed my hand as we made our way through the bustling port. Her eyes sparkled with anticipation.

"I can't believe we're really doing this," she whispered.

I squeezed Melody's hand back and gave her a reassuring smile. "Me neither. But I'm excited to see where this adventure takes us."

As we walked along the crowded streets, taking in the vibrant sights and sounds of Ibiza, I felt a renewed sense of closeness with Melody. Our experience with Guillaume had awakened something in both of us, breaking down the barriers and hangups we that came with our upbringing. There was an palpable energy between us now, a shared secret that made everything feel more thrilling.

We checked into our hotel, a luxurious beachfront resort with stunning views, and I couldn't shake the strong excitement and nervous energy about what lay ahead. Melody seemed to be practically vibrating with anticipation as we made our way to our suite.

Once inside, she immediately went to the balcony and gazed out at the sparkling turquoise waters. I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist, nuzzling her neck.

"Can you believe we're really here?" she asked breathlessly.

"It's incredible," I agreed. "Though I have to admit, I'm a little anxious about meeting up with Guillaume again."

Melody turned to face me, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Anxious in a good way or a bad way?"

I considered for a moment. "Good, I think. It's just...a lot to process, you know? This is all so new."

She nodded. "I know what you mean. But Paul, watching you watch me with Guillaume was one of the hottest experiences of my life. I never knew I could feel so free, so uninhibited. And seeing how turned on you got...it was amazing."

Her words sent a chill through me as memories of that night flooded back. I pulled her close and kissed her deeply.

"You're right," I whispered against her lips. "It was incredibly hot. I can't wait to see what happens next."

Just then, Melody's phone buzzed with a text. She pulled away and checked it, her eyes lighting up.

"It's Guillaume," she said excitedly. "He wants to meet us for drinks at a beach club in an hour."

I felt a mix of nerves and arousal course through me. "Well, I guess we better get ready then."

Melody grinned and started stripping off her clothes as she headed for the shower. I watched her toned body disappear into the bathroom, my mind racing with possibilities of what the night might hold.

An hour later, we were walking hand in hand down the beach towards the club Guillaume had suggested. The sun was just starting to set, painting the sky in vibrant oranges and pinks. Melody looked stunning in a short white sundress that showed off her golden tan.

As we approached the club, I spotted Guillaume's tall, muscular frame at the bar. He waved us over with a dazzling smile.

"Paul, Melody! Welcome to Ibiza," he said, embracing us both warmly. His lips lingered a bit longer on Melody's cheek and I felt a familiar twinge of excitement.

We ordered drinks and found a secluded cabana overlooking the ocean. As we sipped our cocktails, Guillaume regaled us with stories of the island's legendary parties and beautiful secret beaches.

"But the real fun doesn't start until later," he said with a wink. "There's an exclusive party tonight at a private villa overlooking the sea. Fried of mine, he plays for PSG. Only the most beautiful and adventurous people are invited. I'd love for you both to join me."

“PSG?” I asked stupidly.

Guillaume chuckled.

“Soccer team. In France. It’s a big deal.”

Melody's eyes lit up with excitement. "That sounds amazing! What do you think, Paul?"

I felt a mix of nerves and arousal course through me. "I'm game if you are," I said, trying to sound casual.

Guillaume grinned. "Excellent. Trust me, you won't regret it."

As the sun set, we finished our drinks and headed to the villa in Guillaume's sleek convertible. The winding coastal roads offered breathtaking views, but I was more focused on the electricity that had suddenly switched from crackling between Melody and I to Melody and Guillaume in the front seat. Their easy flirtation and lingering touches sent jolts of jealous arousal through me.

When we arrived at the villa, I was stunned by its opulence. Perched on a cliff overlooking the Mediterranean, it was the epitome of luxury. Beautiful people in various states of undress mingled by the infinity pool and throughout the lavish interior.

Guillaume led us to the bar and handed us each a glass of champagne. "To new adventures," he toasted with a wink.

As we sipped our drinks, I noticed several people eyeing Melody appreciatively. She was radiant, practically glowing with excitement. Guillaume introduced us to some of his friends - models, DJs, and other beautiful people from around the world.

Then Guillaume shocked us both.

“Ahh, there she is,” he said, beaming at someone across the party.

Melody and I turned in unison to see who Guillaume was talking to.

As we turned, I saw a stunning woman with caramel skin and long dark hair gliding towards us. She was wearing a shimmering gold dress that clung to her curves and left little to the imagination.

"Paul, Melody, I'd like you to meet Sofia," Guillaume said as the woman reached us. "My fiancée."

I felt my jaw drop slightly in surprise.

Fiancée? Somehow in all our interactions, Guillaume had never mentioned having a partner. I glanced at Melody, trying to gauge her reaction. Her eyes were wide with shock as she took in the gorgeous woman before us. Sofia smiled.

“So nice to meet you, Melody,” she said with a warm smile as she extended her hand. “Guillaume has told me all about you. You are every bit as beautiful as he describe…and more.”

Melody took her hand dumbly and shook it without saying a word, her eyes wide as saucers. If Sofia noticed, she was unfazed. She simply turned to me and shook my hand as well.

“Hello, Paul. So glad you both could make it.”

I shook her hand and managed to get something out of my mouth.

“Hi, Sofia. Nice to meet you.”

Awkward silence hung in the air as I watched Melody turn a bright shade of red. For a moment, my stomach clenched as I thought she might cry.

Sofia, with incredible grace and poise picked up on Melody’s uneasiness and put a reassuring hand on her arm.

“Please, Melody. There’s no need to be embarrassed. I do not mind. You are married, no?” She gestured to me. “Paul does not mind, clearly? So you see, we are the same…but different.”

Melody finally found her voice.

"You mean, you're just okay with...everything? Easy as that?"

Sofia smiled warmly.

“More than okay, you silly girl,” she said, teasing. “We are in Ibiza. This is the Mediterranean. We are not, how would you say it…? Ahh, conservative Americans like yourself. We are young and hot. We are free to explore the desires that move us here.”

Sofia raised an eyebrow.

Sofia's words seemed to break the tension. Melody visibly relaxed, a small smile playing at her lips.

"I...I guess I just wasn't expecting..." Melody stammered.

Sofia laughed, a melodic sound. "No one ever gets what they expect the, darling. But I assure you, Guillaume and I have a very open and honest relationship. We enjoy sharing our love with others." She winked at me. "All of us."

I felt another jolt of excitement run through me at her words and the suggestive look she gave me. This night was already taking unexpected turns.

Sofia's words hung in the air, charged with possibility. I glanced at Melody, trying to gauge her reaction. To my surprise, she seemed intrigued rather than put off.

"So you two...share partners?" Melody asked hesitantly.

Sofia nodded, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Oui. And so much more. We find it keeps things exciting. And clearly you two have been exploring some new territory yourselves on this vacation of yours, no? Didn’t you find it exciting?"

Melody blushed but didn't deny it. I felt a mixture of arousal and nervousness course through me.

Before either of us could answer, Sophia took Melody by the hand.

“Come, let’s drink and dance and swim. We can see what desires move us on this beautiful night.”

Sofia looked over her shoulder and winked at me.

Guillaume and I followed her and Melody up to the veranda bar overlooking the pool.

This was going to be a night neither of us would soon forget.
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BONUS: Heartbreak Cove

Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being canceled.

Not by me, but by my wife when she found out that Claire and Liam had to cancel at the last minute.

I couldn’t believe it.

Not that I was mad at them. Claire’s mother was sick. Cancer. Life’s a bitch and I understood that all too well.

But now I was afraid Amy was going to back out too.

It took months of pleading and tactful negotiation to get her to even consider it and the fact that we would have Claire and Liam there as a safety net was what finally convinced her to commit to giving it a try.

Now it was just going to be the two of us and my stomach was in knots. There was almost zero chance Amy would still be up for the trip.

And it wasn’t the nearly ten-grand in non-refundable travel expenses that had me upset. Drop in the bucket for us.

No, this was like waking up on December 25th to find out Santa called in sick and Christmas was canceled.

This was something I had been looking forward to for a long time. Amy was finally warming up to the idea, really getting into it.

This Claire and Liam bombshell I was about to drop on her was going to knock us back to square one, or worse.

In about twenty minutes I’d be home early from work, just as we’d planned.

Amy would be waiting in the lobby of our apartment building with our bags packed, ready to go.

Now I was going to have to tell her to head back upstairs and unpack. We would not be catching our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

Instead, we’d be searching for another way to spend the long holiday weekend that we suddenly had no plans for.

As I weaved in and out of traffic on my way through the Lincoln Tunnel, I held a tiny memorial service in my head for the epic trip that was now D.O.A.

I thought about the private villa overlooking the Caribbean that was waiting for us. The tropical drinks, the white sand, the clear blue water...the parties.

Claire and Liam had been going to Heartbreak Cove for a few years now and every time they came back they were glowing. Healthier. Younger looking even.

I envied them.

They’d spent most of the previous year convincing us to give it a try after extending an uber-exclusive invite to us to join The Club as they referred to it.

And now they were screwing me.

I thought about Amy lying naked on our bed on top of soft white sheets in a bright white room, her blonde hair falling down around her breasts and shimmering against her sun-kissed skin. I pictured the curve of her hip as she lay facing me, our eyes locked in a passionate gaze as she smiled at me and opened herself up for...someone else…

My pants tightened around my crotch as I found myself stiffer than I’d been the first time I stole my dad’s raunchy Beer-Calendar collection back in the seventh grade.

I soon found myself in Midtown, a few blocks from our building. Hard on still raging. I could see the valet standing outside in his red coat and white gloves.

I thought about the Mets and their prospects for the upcoming summer and I went from midnight back down to six in the blink of an eye.


Chapter 2 
(Amy)

I couldn’t believe we were actually going to go through with it. I was excited, nervous, and more than a little unsure.

But our friends asked us to go and after a little coaxing from my husband, we said yes. We made a commitment.

Noah made all the arrangements, booked the necessary accommodations, and there was no backing out now.

Thankfully, our friends Claire and Liam would be with us every step of the way.

Noah would arrive in twenty minutes and soon after we’d be in a cab on our way to catch our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

I stood in the lobby of our apartment building, bags packed and ready to go. A nervous anticipation flowed through me.

There was a pit the size of Texas in my stomach and more than once I thought I might vomit. At one point I even took my phone out to call Noah and tell him I couldn’t go through with it.

I knew he’d be upset - not because of the money, we could afford it - but because he was just so excited. This trip was going to be a dream come true for him.

For me? Well, I wasn’t sure.

I found the idea both incredibly exciting and incredibly nerve-racking.

What if something went wrong? What if we did something we couldn’t come back from? What if our relationship couldn’t handle it? What if…?

But then I reminded myself what Noah told me. That I didn’t have to do anything if I didn’t feel comfortable. We could just go and enjoy the beach and soak up some sun. Just because we were going didn’t mean I had to...

My mind drifted off...it was around Christmas, about two years ago. I guess you could say it was the catalyst. The event, if you will, that took us down this path.

We were at Noah’s company Holiday Party and it turned into a wild night for the two of us.

After the party we went out for a few more drinks, as if the open bar at Le Fin wasn’t enough.

Eventually we ended up in a limo Noah had hired for the night and to take us to our beach house in the Hampton’s for the remainder of the weekend.

More drinks followed in the limo. I’d packed a few airplane bottles in my purse in case of emergency and we decided to crack them open and enjoy the ride.

We weren’t exactly wasted, we knew how to enjoy ourselves responsibly. But we were definitely feeling loose.

I remember as soon as we got in the door, Noah was unzipping the sexy little black dress I’d bought just for the occasion and before I knew it we were on the hardwood floor in the foyer and his rock hard cock was inside me and I was running my fingers through his dark hair as he sucked hard on my neck. I knew he was going to leave a mark but it felt so good that I didn’t care.

I could feel his chiseled abs and rock hard chest pressing down on me as he ravaged my body.

We always had good sex. But the sex we had when we were a little drunk was always just...well, Noah had a tendency to get more aggressive and quite a bit kinkier.

Only this time, he said something that took me by surprise.

“You know what would be so hot?” he whispered in my ear. “If we had a threesome.”

Okay, obviously a threesome is not all that surprising coming from a man. It probably tops every male sexual fantasy list out there.

But, I enjoy dirty talk so I decided to play along.

“Oh yeah? You think you could handle me and another girl at the same time?”

He thrusted himself deeper into me and I felt myself edging closer to climax as I clenched myself around his dick.

“No, no. Not that kind of threesome,” he said, almost out of breath. “I want to see you with two dicks. Me and another guy…” his voice trailed off as he pummeled me harder and harder.

“I want to watch you get fucked by someone else,” he said as he nibbled on my ear.

I came immediately and he came shortly thereafter. I’d never considered having sex with someone else, let alone doing it in front of my husband or with my husband. But I have to admit, even then, I did find the idea very arousing.

The problem was, it also made me feel guilty once things cooled down a bit.

After that, Noah collapsed on the floor beside me and we each lay there in total silence as we tried to catch our breath.

I can’t speak for Noah, but I know what was on my mind right then: the thought of another dick inside me. A dick that wasn’t my husband’s.

I felt myself getting wet and horny again and immediately felt bad. I pushed the thought away and stood up to get some water and change into my pajamas.

Neither of us said another word about it that night and we eventually went to bed and drifted off to sleep.

I awoke the next morning to a dripping wet pussy as Noah gently slid two fingers in and out, caressing the walls of my vagina ever so softly to coax me awake.

It was a nice way to wake up.

Before I knew it he was back on top and inside me again. He was even harder than the night before and I felt like I was going to come immediately.

Then he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Remember what we talked about last night?” I felt his warm, stale breath tickle my ear and broke out in gooseflesh.

Yes, I remembered.

I was instantly wetter and began to breathe harder and faster.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“What did we talk about?” he asked with a devilish grin on his face as we locked eyes.

“Having a threesome…” I said, gasping for air, “me with two dicks…”

He thrusted harder.

“You watching me. Watching me get fucked…”

As soon as I said fucked I could feel him emptying his load inside me. A warm, full feeling washed over me and I came harder than I’d ever come in my life.

He collapsed back next to me on his side of the bed gasping for air, totally spent.

The lobby door swung open and in walked Noah, snapping me out of my trip down memory lane.

“Hey baby, all set?” Noah said as he approached me.

“Hey sweetie,” I said, “Yep, all set.”

Looking back, I should have known something was wrong by the way he was carrying himself. But for some reason, I didn’t pick up on it. My radar was being jammed and I didn’t have a clue.

Maybe it was willful ignorance on the part of my subconscious. Maybe, deep down, a secret part of me was just dying to go on this trip.

When I think back on it, I’m almost positive that’s what it was.

Funny how that works, isn’t it?

And I’m glad it worked out that way because as I would come to find out, Claire and Liam were really onto something.

Getting railed by a random dick while your husband watches, as he stares deeply into your eyes and tells you how much he loves you as you moan and shake and writhe on another man’s giant cock...well, it’s the best drug there is and while it almost didn’t happen, when it did, I was a junkie right from the start.

“Heard from Claire and Liam?” I asked.

“Hmm?” Noah said, pretending he didn’t catch the question.

“Have you heard from Claire and Liam,” I repeated.

“Listen…” he said, a pregnant pause hung in the air.

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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