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The sun was beginning to set  and our day at the beach was coming to a close and soon, so would our time in Stone Harbour.

We’d spent the entire summer there but now it was Labor Day weekend and it was all coming to a close. Off season was rapidly approaching.

The unofficial end of summer.

And it was time for us to go home.

Well, most us anyway. Those of us with kids and other “real world” responsibilities.

But for my wife, Michelle and I? We had neither of those things and we decided we wanted to extend our stay for another week or two. Why not?

We didn’t have anywhere else to be and there was no one back home waiting on us to return or wondering where we were.

We were lucky.

The landlord we’d rented from had offered us a discounted weekly rate in the hopes of enticing us to stay on after our rental term ended and help keep a property that would otherwise be vacant, occupied and bringing in cash.

So, we took him up on the offer.

I’m glad we did because none of this would have ever happened if we didn’t. Michelle wouldn’t have taken her chance with Marcus and I wouldn’t have pushed her into it and well, our marriage just wouldn’t be what it is today.

Plain and simple.

We packed up our chairs, cooler, and umbrella and made our way back to our house.

As we approached the corner of 37th Street and Ocean Avenue, my eyes were immediately drawn to the weathered exterior of the beachfront property we’d been calling home for the last three and half months. Its aged façade bore the marks of countless seaside storms, and yet there was a certain charm to its weather-worn appearance.

We dropped our stuff in the garage-carport and went up the open, exterior stairwell to the second level. As we stepped inside, we were greeted by a modern interior that offered a stark contrast to the house's exterior. The updated décor featured sleek lines and minimalist furnishings, creating a sense of calm and tranquility that perfectly complemented the stunning view of the beach and ocean beyond.

“Want a cocktail before we shower?” I asked.

Michelle smiled. Her smile could do more than light up a room, it could outshine the sun.

“Absolutely,” she said. “I’ll meet you out on the balcony.”

She winked and blew me a kiss. She was in her tight, white two-piece and even though she was now pushing forty, she didn’t look a day over twenty-five. Everything was tight and toned and now, very tan from days and days spent soaking up the sun on the beach over the last few months.

I quickly whipped up some drinks and brought them out to the deck.

From our vantage point, we had a magnificent view over the dunes and the endless expanse of blue ocean. The gentle sound of the waves crashing against the shore provided a soothing backdrop to our romantic getaway, and the salty sea air filled our lungs with each breath.

As the sun set over the horizon, the sky was awash with brilliant hues of pink, orange, and purple. We lingered on the balcony, wrapped in each other's arms, as we watched the colors fade into darkness, looking forward to the promise of another few weeks in this idyllic beachfront paradise.

We clinked glasses and took short sips.

“I’m so glad we’re staying another few weeks,” Michelle said, resting her forearms on the balcony and leaning out toward the ocean beyond.

“Me too,” I said.

Even after ten years of marriage, Michelle and I were still very much in love.

We shared some laughter and light conversation as we sipped cocktails and watched the waves roll in beneath the glow of the setting sun.

Then a thought occurred to me and I smiled to myself and gave a light chuckle.

“What?” Michelle asked, turning toward me.

“Nothing,” I said, waving her off and taking another sip of my drink.

She slapped my arm playfully.

“No, not nothing. What? Tell me.”

I sighed and felt my cock throb in my pants as I prepared to verbalize the wicked thoughts dancing around in my head.

“Well, I just remembered…we’re not the only one’s staying past this weekend…”

My voice trailed off as more blood rushed to my cock. There was nothing I could do to stop it.

“I don’t understand.”

“Marcus,” I whispered with a smile and watched Michelle’s reaction like a hawk. She could play it off all she wanted with words, but her body was telling a different story. And it turned me on even more.

“What about him? What do you mean?”

“Well, I ran into him the other day and he mentioned he was staying into the off season and I thought, well, I don’t know. Maybe after everyone leaves and we have a little more privacy you could maybe…you know…”

I was struggling even to get the words out as deviant and debaucherous thoughts bounced around in my head.

Michelle took a deep breath and hesitated.

“It’s alright, Michelle. Really, I swear. I think it’s so fucking hot…”

She sighed and shook her head in disbelief.

“Jack, I don’t know…”

“Yes you do, you told me, remember?”

Michelle paused and I could see the wheels turning in her head.

…

Five weeks prior it had been a hot July day in the middle of the week and we’d been practically the only two people foolish enough to spend the middle portion of the day beneath the scorching hot sun on the baking sand.

Michelle was getting hot and decided to stand up and run down to the ocean to cool off. I watched her tight ass bounce down to the water as she lightly jogged across the sand as if it were a bed of hot coals.

Then something else caught my eye: a large, muscular and shirtless black man was jogging down the beach. His gait was smooth and measured and he seemed to be on a collision course with Michelle as she trotted toward the breaking waves at the water’s edge.

That was when I saw it. Michelle turned and noticed him running toward her and she stopped dead in her tracks and stared. Her drooling jaw was practically laying in the sand as she gaped and raked her hungry eyes over his sweating, glistening ebony torso.

I think I even saw her lick her lips.

When she got back from the water she seemed distracted. I saw her anxiously looking up and down the coastline, scanning the horizon. Was she looking for him? Hoping to catch another glimpse? I couldn’t be sure and I didn’t want to embarrass myself by making an accusation I couldn’t back up, so I kept my lips zipped and simply filed it away for later.

That night however, we had some of the best sex we’d ever had. Again, I filed it away for later.

A few days went by and then we saw him again.

The man we would come to know as Marcus.

It was a bright and sunny morning and we’d decided to hit the beach early and enjoy the peace and quiet before all the other beachgoers arrived.

We’d set out chairs up by the water and were letting the tide lap at our toes while we discreetly enjoyed a couple of cold ones.

Or not so discreetly perhaps.

Suddenly, a panting and out of breath black man with his shirt off came trotting up to us and then just simply stopped and put his hands on his knees while he tried to catch his breath.

I watched Michelle watching him and I noticed the same exact change in body language. I gulped and took a deep breath before sipping on my beer.

It was unclear if the man even realized we were mere feet away from him.

He took one more sharp breath and then stood up straight.

He jumped a little, as if startled by our presence.

“Shit, sorry,” he said between breaths. “Didn’t see you guys there.”

“No worries,” Michelle said sweetly.

“Yeah no problem,” I chimed in.

He looked at us staring at him and then I saw his eyes move to the barely concealed silver cans we held in our hands. He eyed them greedily.

“Oh man, you guys got the right idea,” he said with a smile. “Could go for a cold one right about now.”

Before I could say anything, Michelle was eagerly reaching into the cooler and pulling out another ice cold can and offering it to him.

“We have plenty,” she said. “Here, join us,” she said, motioning toward the towel that lay on the wet sand next to her.

The man shook his head, “oh no, I couldn’t.”

“No, really,” she said, all but forcing the can into his hand. I watched with mild amusement and to my surprise, not much jealousy at all as my wife began to flirt with this shirtless, muscular black man right in front of me.

“You deserve  it,” she said. “How far did you run?”

He thought for a moment then checked his watch.

“Just a light five this morning,” he said as if it were the most routine thing in the world.

“Five…like five miles?” I asked, finally rejoining the conversation.

He nodded.

“Wow,” Michelle whispered. “Impressive. Here. You definitely  deserve it then.”

He thought for a moment and then relented, unable to resist the ice cold can of suds being thrust in his direction.

He smiled and finally took it.

“Alright fine, you win. Thanks,” he said, cracking the can. “But don’t worry. I’ll stand, I’m disgusting, I won’t ruin your beach towel.”

Then something amazing happened.

Michelle seemed to lock her eyes onto his bulging crotch and whispered: oh, you are anything but disgusting…

It was so low, he didn’t hear it over the wind and the waves. But I heard it. Loud and clear and it did something to me. Something I’ll never forget: it made me harder than I’d ever been in my entire life.

But before I could have a five-alarm freak out and wonder what it all meant, he leaned over and said…

“Cheers, thanks guys,” he offered his can to each of us in toast and we each muttered cheers back.

The three of us took long sips and relished the cold suds for a few silent moments before he again broke the silence.

“Sorry, where are my manners? I’m Marcus,” he said, offering his hand to me.

“Jack,” I said, offering him my firmest grip in return.

“Nice to meet you Jack,” he said before turning his attention to Michelle. That’s when another amazing thing happened. He seemed to notice her for the first time. Like really  notice her. Before, I’m sure he realized he was talking to a man and a woman but when he took Michelle’s tiny, tan hand in his big, dark one his eyes seemed to fill with life and lust as he raked his eyes over her body from head to toe and there was no mistaking it: he liked what he saw.

“Michelle,” she said faintly.

“Very nice to meet you, Michelle,” he said with a smile.

It was impossible to miss the immediate spark of electricity, however brief it was, between them. My cock was rock hard still as I watched their hands and fingers linger for just a second too long before breaking off and returning to their beers.

We sipped a little while longer before I broke the silence this time.

“So, staying nearby, Marcus?”

He nodded his head.

“Oh yeah, just over on 38th and Ocean.”

Michelle perked up.

“We’re here on 37th and Ocean. We’re practically neighbors!”

Marcus chuckled.

“How long are you here for?”

“At least until Labor Day and then…who knows,” Michelle said.

“How about you?” I interjected.

“Umm, well as long as I want I guess. Just bought the place actually,” he said. He seemed a little embarrassed but I didn’t know why.

“Really?” I said.

“Oh my god, I’m so jealous…” Michelle said.

Marcus scratched at the back of his neck, like he wanted to say something but didn’t want to overshare.

“Yeah, yeah uhh…little gift to myself I guess you could say.”

“A gift? What for?”

He hesitated a moment and then gave in.

“Finalizing my divorce…”

I winced.

Michelle practically gasped.

“Oh, I’m so, so sorry…” she began but Marcus held up a hand, cutting her off mid apology.

“Oh no, don’t be. Please. It’s for the best. Really. Trust me. It’s…it’s a good thing. For everyone.”

Michelle and I both nodded and sat back in our chairs unsure what to say next.

After a minute, Marcus finished his beer and crushed the can in his hand.

“Ahh, well hey…gotta hit the shower. Thanks for the beer guys. Jack, Michelle. Very nice meeting you. Maybe I’ll catch you around on the beach later.”

We waved and he turned and began walking away toward 38th street.

Michelle sat forward and practically screamed at him as he left.

“I hope so!”

She waved after him and I watched her hungry, sultry eyes stare at his dark delts and boulder shoulders as he smoothly walked away from us.

. . .

Later that night, after we’d had a little too much to drink, Michelle and I began to fool around. Or more accurately, she thrust her hand down my pants and started yanking on my cock.

To say this was slightly out of character for her would be an understatement. It was usually I who had to be the initiator.

But there we were on the couch, watching a basketball game and she just couldn’t contain herself.

Did the tall, athletic black men running up and down the court remind her of a certain someone? I wondered…

But before I had too much time to contemplate the thought, blood was rushing into my cock as her delicate fingers wrapped around my pole and began dancing up and down.

I gulped hard and slid my pants off.

Michelle gasped at my hardness, evidently pleased.

“My god, Jack. Already? So hard…” she clicked her tongue and stared at my cock throbbing in her hand.

I simply gulped and nodded.

“I’ve never seen you like this  before,” she said. And it was true, usually I took some warming up. I had nothing to be bashful about but in this instance I suddenly seemed…somehow bigger, harder, more impressive than usual. But I shook my head and tried to regain focus. As I did, I remembered who the out-of-character aggressor was here.

“Wait a minute,” I began…”Me? What about you?”

Michelle paused and cocked her head to the side like I’d just asked the dumbest question in the world.

“What do you mean, Jack?”

“Well, you don’t usually…you’re not typically this uh…”

I lost my train of thought as my eyes once again wandered to the basketball game on the TV screen and then back down at her hand on my engorged cock.

She followed my eyes and looked at the TV screen, uncomprehending.

“What?” she said. “What is it?”

I stared for a moment then opened my mouth to speak. What was the harm in telling her what I witnessed on the beach between her and Marcus? The connection there was unmistakable, wasn’t it?

Unless I was totally wrong .

The thought immediately closed my mouth for me and I didn’t let out a peep.

“What?”

I shook my head.

“Nothing, nevermind…can we just,” I went in for a kiss and she stopped me dead in my tracks. But she didn’t let go of my dick. She simply squeezed harder and shook her hat back at me.

“Oh no, you’re not getting off that easy. I know that look. Tell me. Now.”

I paused. Looked back at the screen and then at her. She was smiling playfully.

“Michelle, I swear. It’s noth-”

She squeezed a little harder and cut off my flow of words.

“Ahh,” I said.

“Tell me,” she growled with a smile and began nibbling on my ear as she continued to squeeze my cock in a vice grip.

“Ahh, alright. Alright!”

She eased up finally and leaned back, eagerly awaiting my explanation.

“It’s stupid really…” I began.

I took another long pause and after a few moments I felt her grip begin to tighten again.

“Okay, okay. Wait…it’s just that, well. Marcus…I noticed, when you…”

Michelle began to cock her head to the side as my words landed upon her ears. I could tell she wasn’t quite comprehending them yet but I watched her expression change from confusion to curiosity and back to confusion again as she waited for me to say more.

“Marcus? What about Marcus? I don’t under–”

“Come on,” I said, “I saw the way you were looking at him on the beach. It’s fine. I don’t mind. He’s a handsome , athletic, strong…”

Michelle’s eyes drifted from my cock to the TV as she watched one of the players slam it through the hoop to a thunderous ovation.

“Sexy black man,” she whispered, finishing my thought (although those weren’t quite the words I was going to choose).

I gulped.

My cock ached and throbbed.

Did she really mean to say that out loud?

I watched as her face twisted into an expression of horror and embarrassment as she turned a muted shade of red.

“Oh my god, Jack. I’m sorry. I didn’t. I don’t…”

I sat up a little straighter and shook my head.

“No, no. It’s fine. No big deal…”

There was an awkward pause.

“Actually…” I said, placing a hand sheepishly on the back of my neck.

“What?”

“Actually, it kind of turned me on to watch you flirting with him.”

I exhaled.

Now it was my turn to be horrified and embarrassed.

What the hell kind of husband - what kind of man  - gets turned on by watching his wife flirt with another guy? But the thought of her…

“Really?” she asked, studying my face more closely, searching for a trace of something  to help her understand what was happening between us more deeply.

I gulped and nodded and looked down at my cock.

“Don’t you feel it?”

She looked down at my cock in her hand which seemed to have swollen and grown larger than before. She put a hand over her mouth and let out a soft gasp.

“Jack…” she whispered. “But why does it turn you…”

But before she could continue asking the question, I was on top of her and jamming my tongue down her throat. She laid back on the couch and let me have my way with her.

It was some of the most wild, animalist sex we’d ever had.

Hardly a word was spoken between us, but we both knew what caused this extra excitement: it was Marcus. And each of us had our own reasons for that being the case.

We didn’t have time to explore it or what it meant or what it said about us. Because in the end, what did it matter anyway?

We were at the beach, on vacation, and it was just a little harmless fun, wasn’t it?

It wasn’t something we were going to explore any further.

Or so we probably thought at the time.

But after that, well…everything seemed to change.

And it all happened so fast.
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I DON’T REMEMBER  falling asleep. But I remember waking up. It was still dark outside and my cock was throbbing as Michelle’s tiny hand gripped the shaft and pumped vigorously up and down.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. She sounded groggy and tired, like she had just woken up.

“Michelle,” I whispered through half-open eyes.

“That was so fucking hot,” she said, still stroking my cock. She was lying on her back, looking up at the ceiling.

I heard her hand rummaging around between her legs as she slipped a sultry finger inside and began to play with herself as she jerked me off.

I gulped and gritted my teeth but didn’t say anything.

“Jack…” she whispered into the dim, dark light of our room. “Let’s do something… wild .”

My stomach did a backflip.

“Wild?”

My mind raced right along with my heart as it thumped in anticipation of just what she was thinking.

She let out a soft moan.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Like what?”

She didn’t say anything for a long while. Which gave me all the time I needed to conjure up some of my own ideas for something wild we could do. Or more accurately, something wild Michelle could do. And every last one of those things involved Marcus and his big, strong, black…

“Let’s go fuck on the beach!” she suddenly exclaimed, snapping me out of my stupor.

I shook my head in confusion.

“ Really? ” I asked.

“Yeah, I’ve never had sex on the beach before. Have you?”

“Only the drink,” I said dryly. Michelle frowned and grabbed my hand and began pulling me out of bed.

“Come on,” she said quietly, looking around and listening for another sound as if we were trying to sneak away from a house that had other adults in it besides us.

“What time is it?”

“Who cares? Come on!”

And with that, she pulled me out of bed and we hastily got dressed and made our way for the dunes.

It was just after one o’clock in the morning.

…

WE DIDN’T WASTE  any time. The beach was deserted and peaceful and the nearly-full moon provided all the light we could need. As soon as we were protected enough from the view of the houses along the beach, Michelle dropped to her knees in the sand and reached up for my waist band.

“God, I’ve never wanted to suck dick so bad as I do right now,” she whispered. She yanked down on my shorts and my throbbing, hard member nearly took her eye out as it flopped out and dangled in front of her hungry mouth.

She giggled and took me into her mouth right away and begin to suck and slurp with an aggression that was again, very out of character and very fucking hot.

“Oh Michelle,” I whispered into the night air.

She took her mouth off my cock and spat on the shaft to lube it up. It was filthy and delicious at the same time. Something I’d only ever seen in pornos. But there she was, my lovely wife, on her knees on the beach sucking my cock like a dirty little slut and I was loving every minute of it.

For the moment, I’d forgotten all about Marcus. I was only focused on us . And then Michelle said something that made my blood run cold for a moment and then hot with anger, jealousy, and above all: lust and desire.

She was jerking my cock and looking up at me when she said it.

“Would you like to watch me fuck him?” she said. There was more than a hint of honest curiosity and total innocence in the question. Deep down she genuinely wanted to know.

But it caught me off guard. I mean, what’s a guy supposed to say to a question like that?

“Umm, well…I uhh…” I stammered, searching for words as more blood rushed into my throbbing pole.

She paused, suddenly unsure of herself and she looked a little embarrassed.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Nothing, nevermind,” she said, stroking my cock. “Let’s just fuck.”

I paused for a moment. I knew damn well what she was asking. But…this was all so strange. Truth was, however, her question sent chills down my spine and turned me on. Deep down, that was the truth. It turned me on to think of her and Marcus…

Before I could continue the thread, Michelle stood up and began pushing me down on the sand and was mounting my hard cock before I had any time to really do much of anything. Before I knew it, she was sliding me into her wet, used slit and riding me next to the dunes in the pale moonlight.

“Oh fuck, Jack!” she panted. “Fuck yes!”

“You like that, baby?” I grunted, bucking my hips up and back against hers as she rode me to the edge of an orgasm.

“You know I like that, Jack. I love riding cock like a good little slut! Oh god, I’m gonna come. Oh fuck. Oh fuck!”

Soon she was writhing and shaking all over me as she came hard. I reached up and put a hand over her mouth to stifle her screams but it was little use.

After her orgasm subsided, she began to ride me harder and faster once more.

“Come on, Jack. Fill me up. Fill this slutty, little pussy up! I want that cum deep inside me!”

I could say that I had no idea where this dirty talk was coming from. But of course I already knew all too well where it was coming from. Once more my mind drifted to the thought of my sweet wife, Michelle and the dark, handsome muscular Marcus…their bodies pressed up against one another, his ebony torso dwarfing her petite white frame…her lips parted as he leaned down to kiss her…her hand was on his cock. His  big…black…

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” I whispered. I could not hold it even one second long as my orgasm swelled up within me and then crashed on the shores of Michelle’s pussy just like the waves in the distance were doing right then.

Michelle began to cum again, softly and slowly this time as her body trembled and shook. Her eyes were shut tight just then and I wondered if perhaps she was having some of the same lewd thoughts that I was.

Secretly, I hoped that she was but I didn’t dare voice it. As I came back around from the intense arousal and lust, I worried that perhaps the moment had passed. That perhaps…

“Oh Jack, that was incredible,” she whispered. “Fucking incredible.”

“I know, it was amazing,” I said.

We laid there for a while in silence before I finally worked up the courage to say it.

“You know, for the record… yes .”

She didn’t say anything for a full five seconds.

“Yes, what?” she asked, her voice had a slight tremble in it and suggested she knew exactly what I was referring to but was afraid to say it herself.

“I would like to watch you fuck Marcus. I think it would be…”

“Really?” she whispered breathlessly.

“Yes, I think it would be…”

“Fuck me too,” she whispered as she pounced on top of me. “I want him inside me so bad.”

Before I could reply she was back on top of my rock hard cock and riding me like never before.

As my eyes rolled slightly back in my head and toward the faint lights of the houses along the beach, I saw a silhouette in one of the houses down the block from ours. A house on 38th street. There was a single light coming from one of the upper windows and there stood an unmistakable silhouette. It was Marcus and it seemed he was…watching us?

No way. That would be silly. There’s no way he could see us all the way down there. Right?

I turned my head back toward Michelle’s breasts as they bounced in my face and put the thought out of my mind.
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SO THERE WE WERE . The off season had arrived and a devious adventure was staring us right in the face. The only two questions that remained were simple…were we game enough to try and if we were, how on earth did we make such a thing happen?

As it would turn out, yes…yes we were game. And we would make it happen rather easily as Marcus was all too happy to give Michelle exactly what she wanted.

It was a week or so after Labor Day when it all went down.

Michelle and I were on the beach around sunset enjoying some champagne - a way to end our day that we never got tired of - when Marcus came strolling down the shoreline in a white linen shirt and khaki pants.

She reached over and gripped my knee.

“Should we go for it?”

I was feeling a nice buzz from the champagne and was feeling a little fearless. My cock lurched and throbbed at the thought as my heart thrummed in my chest.

“It’s up to you…what do you think?”

She never stopped looking at him walking down the beach. I could see the pure hunger in her eyes as she licked her lips.

“I think we should, oh my god, I’m so wet right now just thinking about it,” she whispered breathlessly.

I bit my lips and smiled.

“Alright baby, go for it then.”

Michelle gave a whistle to get his attention and we waved him down and he came over to us and sat down in the sand beside our beach chairs.

“Champagne?” Michelle asked.

Marcus looked at us both a little funny, cocking his head to one side and then slowly, a wry smile crept over his face like he was reading our very thoughts or something.

Holy shit, is he? No, no of course not. That would be silly.

He looked at me and winked. Then looked over at Michelle and practically undressed her with his eyes.

“Why, I would love some,” he said, that wry smile seemed now permanently etched on his face.

Michelle reached into the cooler, procured a glass, and poured some bubbles out for Marcus. She handed him the glass.

The three of us sat there for a silent beat, unsure what to do next. That’s when Marcus seemed to kind of take charge.

“Well then, what should we drink to ?” he asked.

There was a pause.

I looked at Michelle who shrugged and bit her lip. It seemed like there was something she wanted to say, but couldn’t quite bring herself to do it.

“Uhh, well how about to new  friends?” I stammered. What a lame suggestion.

Marcus shrugged.

We all half-heartedly raised our glasses and clinked. I began to take a large sip when Michelle finally blurted it out.

“Actually, how about…to my first black cock?” she said, her voice suddenly dripping with lust and desire.

I nearly choked on my drink as I spat the bubbly back out all over the sand.

Marcus was in the middle of a small and sophisticated sip which he swallowed lightly before looking at Michelle.

He raised an eyebrow. He was playing it cool.

No, actually not just playing it  cool. He was  cool. The very embodiment of the term. It didn’t surprise him or throw him off his game to hear those words come out of Michelle’s mouth. It seemed he’d been expecting them (or at least some version of them).

“Mmm, that’s an interesting idea,” he said finally before taking another sip of his drink.

Michelle took a sexy sip of her own drink as they locked eyes.

For the moment, it seemed they’d both forgotten I even existed.

“Do you think you might be able to help me with that?” Michelle asked.

“Oh, I’m quite certain I could.”

My heart was beating rapidly.

“That is, as long as it’s ok with your husband. Jack? Would that be alright with you?”

They both turned their gaze to me. I felt weak for a moment. Like I might pass out.

Was this really happening? Did he really just ask me that?

Michelle looked at me with pleading eyes and snapped me out of my trance.

“Uhh, yeah. Totally. Cool with me,” I said before chugging nearly half my glass.

Marcus chuckled.

“Good. That’s the right idea. Why don’t we all have a little more to drink, get comfortable with each other, and then by the time the sun goes down…” he turned to Michelle, “I’ll be helping you slip your first big , black cock inside that little married pussy of yours.”

My cock throbbed and ached as I watched him reach out and run a hand along the inside of Michelle’s thigh. She closed her eyes and let out a soft moan as he approached her slit. I thought she might cum just from his touch.

From there, things happened rather quickly.
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“ FUCK, I WANT YOU SO BAD ,” Michelle whispered as Marcus pinned her trembling body against the wall of the hallway. We hadn’t even made it to the bedroom yet and they could no longer keep their hands off each other.

She was still in her bikini as he pressed his body into hers and kissed her gently on the lips. I stood frozen at the end of the hallway, with a raging hard on as I watched another man kiss my wife.

The feeling was absolutely electric. Unlike anything I could have ever imagined.

Slowly, Michelle kissed him back. Then she parted her lips and slipped her tongue past his lips and into his mouth. She arched her back as she opened her mouth wider. The kissing got faster and faster as Marcus began to caress her breasts and work a hand down between her legs.

She raised her arms over her head in an act of total surrender to the moment. She broke off the kiss as Marcus slipped a finger inside her wet slit and began to finger her.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” she whispered as she turned her head to the side and locked eyes with me.

There I was, standing and watching. My hand rested gently on my erection, but I didn’t dare begin to do anything else. I was afraid I might cum right away and ruin the whole thing.

Michelle noticed my hard on and smiled. She mouthed I love you  and then turned her head back to Marcus and began to kiss him once more.

I watched as her hands slowly crept back down by her sides and then slid into the waistband of Marcus’s shorts. Soon, they were reaching inside and grabbing.

I watched her face light up with pleasure and surprise as they gripped and squeezed.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “Holy shit, that’s a big dick.”

“Mmm,” Marcus whispered as he began to kiss her neck. “You like it?”

Michelle could only nod her head as she looked down at his bulge with pleading eyes.

“Can I see it?”

“Of course you can. Let’s head to the bedroom.”

Michelle took the lead here, grabbing Marcus by the hand and leading him back to our bedroom. Her hips swayed seductively, calling their siren song, and Marcus (and of course myself) were all too eager to follow.

I watched as they crossed the threshold into the dimly lit bedroom and disappeared from view for a moment. I walked steadily but swiftly, my heart racing ever faster.

When I rounded the corner and entered the room, my heart nearly stopped dead in my chest and I thought I might faint.

Michelle was on her knees at the foot of the bed. Marcus stood over her, undoing his pants.

“Here,” Michelle whispered, reaching up. “Let me.”

With one motion, she undid his shorts and yanked them down.

She gasped with excitement as Marcus’s huge, dark member flopped out and danced before her sparkling eyes.

“Oh. My. God.”

“You like it?” Marcus asked, smiling down.

Michelle bit her lip and nodded, her eyes transfixed on the dark dick before her.

“I think I love it,” she whispered.

“Kiss it,” Marcus said.

Without hesitation, she puckered her lips and kissed the tip of his cock.

Marcus exhaled sharply.

“Good girl,” he said.

Then he looked over at me and smirked.

“You sure you’re ready for this, Jack? No turning back after she’s had her first…”

Before I could answer, Michelle reached up and wrapped her left hand around the base of his shaft. I watched with twisted lust as her wedding ring sparkled in the fading light.

“Oh, he’s sure,” she said, “and I am too.”

Then she turned her head, opened her mouth and began to suck his cock.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she slurped. She reached around her back and untied her bikini top, letting it fall to the floor at her knees.

Marcus reached down and cupped her right breast, gripping it firmly and then relaxing a little as he gently tweaked her supple nipple.

Her back arched as she sucked him harder.

“Reach down and play with yourself for me,” Marcus said.

And she was all too happy to oblige him.

Michelle reached down and slipped a hand into her bikini bottoms and began to finger herself while she sucked.

Even across the room I could hear how wet she was.

And I could take it no longer. Finally, I dropped my trunks and took my cock in my hand. The sight of my pretty, little wife on her knees sucking a big, black cock was hotter than anything I’d ever seen before in my life. The fact that she was jerking it off with her wedding ring still on her finger awakened things in me I didn’t even know were there.

After a few moments, Michelle finally looked over at me and saw that I was touching myself. Her reaction wasn’t one of surprise or disgust which I half-expected, but rather of delight. It seemed to turn her on more, realizing she had a captivated audience watching her be a slut.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” she said, stopping what she was doing for a moment to watch me.

I gulped and stopped stroking my cock as we locked eyes. Michelle shook her head.

“Don’t stop, baby. Keep stroking it for me. You really like this, huh?”

I nodded.

She smiled and then went back to sucking Marcus off for a few minutes.

Then, Marcus reached down and pulled her up to his level. He pushed her bikini bottoms off her, grabbed a handful of ass and began to kiss her hard and she reached down and stroked his massive cock as it rested against her tight tummy.

“ You  ready to feel this big dick inside you?” he asked.

“Fuck yes,” she whispered and she laid down on the bed and spread her legs wide for him. I could see her slick juices glistening down her thighs. She was so wet.

“But first,” she beckoned me over with a finger. “I want you to taste me baby.”

I rarely ate her out. It was only on special occasions or when I’d had enough liquid courage. But this time was different. This time it was something I needed desperately to do and so I got down on my knees at the foot of the bed and placed my head between her legs and began to lick.

She reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair and pressed my face harder into her slit. Her bittersweet juices began to coat my tongue and trickle down my throat.

“Mmm, good boy. That’s it. Mmm, yeah get my pussy ready for that big, black dick.”

I eagerly went down and brought her to orgasm. As soon as she came, she thrust my head away in a stupor and summoned Marcus over. He’d been watching the whole time, stroking his cock, and waiting his turn, and now it was time for the main event.
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“ BE GENTLE ,” Michelle whispered as Marcus stood over her and positioned himself between her trembling legs.

Marcus took his cock in his hand and thumped it up and down against her pelvis. The tip of his cock reached all the way up past her belly button.

Seeing his long, dark cock resting on her tan, light skinned belly was quite a sight. Michelle reached down and gently caressed his pole with her left hand. Again, I watched as her wedding ring - the symbol of our love and fidelity for one another - danced up and down another man’s dick.

Marcu leaned down and kissed her.

“Don’t worry, I’ll go slow,” he said, then looked over at me, “at first.”

He grinned and then turned back to Michelle who was now panting in excited anticipation.

“Ready?” Marcus asked.

Michelle bit her lip and nodded, then looked down between her legs to watch it all unfold. We were about to flush our marriage vows down the toilet and I was strangely excited and turned on by how that made me feel.

Marcus drew back and then pressed the bulbous head of his cock against the slick wetness of Michelle’s entrance.

She drew in a sharp breath and then exhaled long and deep as he pressed further and parted her lips.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. And Marcus was only about an inch inside her.

Slowly, he pressed further still. I could almost hear the splitting of her peach as his dark shaft continued to stretch and penetrate her. Doing things to her that I simply never could.

“Oh my goddddddd ,” she moaned.

“Does that feel good, baby?” Marcus whispered.

Hearing another man call my wife baby was another indelible memory that did things to me I simply cannot put into words. Watching Michelle look up with pleading eyes and moan yes took things into another stratosphere.

“Good girl, look at you taking all that dick,” Marcus said as he pressed himself deeper. It seemed Michelle had forgotten I was there for the moment, but Marcus had not. He looked over at me and smiled.

“She looks good taking black dick, doesn’t she?” he asked. I could only nod in response. “Why don’t you come over here and get some too, man?”

I shook my head and snapped out of my stupor. He was right. Why not get a closer view and also get some  myself?

I stood up and walked over to the side of the bed where Michelle’s head rested and shoved my cock in her face.

She looked up and smiled at me.

“Hi baby,” she whispered. I reached down and caressed the back of her head as she opened her mouth and swallowed me whole.

The warm wetness of her mouth sent shivers down my spine and for a moment I thought I might bust a fat load right down her throat. But I was able to take a deep breath and steady myself.

I looked down between her legs to see that Marcus was now almost entirely inside her and she was showing no signs of struggle.

Finally, he drew himself back and began his rut in earnest. That’s when the sparks really began to fly.

As he thrust in and out, Michelle almost immediately spat my cock out and screamed in pleasure and surprise.

She reached down and placed a hand on her tummy near her belly button.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “I can feel it in my stomach. I can feel it all the way in my stomach!”

Marcus grinned.

“Yeah, you like how that feels huh? Jack never reaches that deep does he?”

“No, no, fuck that feels so good,” she cried.

She reached up and grabbed my pulsing cock but she could no longer keep me in her mouth with all the wailing and moaning she was doing.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” she whispered.

“What’s that?” Marcus asked, whispering in her ear and egging her on.

“I’m gonna cum.”

“Yeah you are, tell your husband where you're about to cum.”

“I’m gonna cum on his cock, baby. I’m gonna cum all over his big, black — oh fuuuuuuckkkkkk !”

Michelle’s body began to writhe and shake and tremble as an orgasm seemed to bubble up out of nowhere and rip through her entire body and through her very soul.

I watched as she moaned like a whore and her eyes rolled back in her head so that basically only the white were showing.

It was as if she were in another realm, another alternate reality that was pure, total, and unadulterated bliss and pleasure. Bliss and pleasure of the kind few ever really get to experience.  

“OH my god, oh my god,” she whispered over and over as she finally came back to earth and began to calm down.

I returned to the chair in the corner to watch the rest of the show.

Marcus then flipped her over on her belly across the bed so that she was facing directly at me and he entered her from behind in the prone position.

His big cock would reach places from that position that would change my wife forever. She came even faster this time. And she stared directly into my soul while she did it. This time, she kept her eyes wide open and smiled at me as she begged for his big, black dick to pound her insides.

She came hard a third time from that same position before she begged to ride his dick.

“Are you enjoying the show baby?” she said as she mounted him and slid his pole back into her greedy hole.

“You like watching your wife ride this big, black dick?”

I was stroking furiously now, totally lost in the debauched depravity that was unfolding before me.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I fucking love it,”

“Good,” she said as she bounced her fat white ass up and down on his slick, dark dick, coating his ebony shaft in her white, sticky cum.

“Fuck,” Marcus panted as I watched his body tense up. Michelle could feel it too as she rode him faster and harder. “I’m gonna nut if you keep riding my dick like that, baby.”

“Fucking do it!” she cried. “Nut all up inside me. Please, give me that seed baby. Cum inside this little, married pussy! Cum in me!”

I can’t be totally sure, but I assume I must have gone as pale as a ghost. This was not something we had discussed. I had never considered the question: where would he cum?

Michelle was not on birth control.

But while the thought scared me, it also thrilled me in equal, if not greater measure. It was so very lewd, depraved, dirty, and….fucking hot.

She looked over at me with a wicked smile and said….

“You don’t mind if he cums in me, right baby?”

I froze for a moment, but I realized I really didn’t have a choice. What was I going to do?

“No, I don’t mind at all,” I whispered.

Michelle bounced her plump ass up and down harder and faster and soon Marcus could not contain himself.

“Oh fuck, here it comes! Arghhhhhh !”

Michelle began to come again as the torrent of hot seed warmed her insides and penetrated her womb.

“Oh my god, I feel it. Yes! Give it to me! Give me every last drop, oh fucckkkkk!”

Somehow, I managed to hold in my own orgasm for the time being as I watched Michelle, totally dick drunk and spent, collapse onto the bed beside Marcus.

After a moment, Marcus stood up and walked over to me.

“What are you waiting for man?” he asked.

“Huh?”

“Listen man, that was fun. Awesome. Glad I got to have that experience with you guys, but…” he turned and looked over at Michelle on the bed. “You gotta go over there and take back what’s yours. Go reclaim that pussy.”

A shiver went down my spine. The thought of fucking Michelle’s used and stretched pussy that was filled with another man’s seed was the height of depravity and again not something I’d ever considered when we embarked on this quest.

But fuck if it wasn’t the hottest thing I’d ever heard in the heat of that moment.

I nodded my head and stood up.

Marcus slapped me on the back.

“Enoy,” he said. “Let’s do this again soon.”

And with that, he walked out of the room to get cleaned up and left me to reclaim what was mine.
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I DIDN’T LAST  more than thirty seconds. If that. Michelle was on fire beneath me and she came at the same time I did. The feeling of oneness and connectedness we felt when I reclaimed her as mine was indescribable.

It was special.

It was like falling in love all over again.

For a while after, we just lay there in each other's arms basking in the afterglow of the most insane and intense sexual adventure either of us had ever experienced.

Eventually, we couldn’t help ourselves and we had to go at it again and again into the wee hours of the morning as we relived the experience and dirty talked each other into one earth shattering orgasm after another.

To say it changed us forever would be an understatement. The transformation our marriage and our connection to one another underwent that night is something I’ll cherish for as long as I live.

We ended up staying another two weeks and we did play  with Marcus another handful of times. But since we’ve been back home - back to reality - we’ve fallen back into our routines.

Don’t get me wrong, our sex life is incredible now and our desire for one another is through the roof.

We’ve already made plans to return next summer and Marcus assured us he’ll be ready and waiting whenever the time arrives.

But between now and then, we’ve been whispering about trying to find another local man for Michelle to experience.

We’ll see how things go, but that’s for all now - until next time.

THE END


Bonus: Nat Needs a Holiday 
(Preview Chapter)

Buy Now

Chapter One

SHE WAS  slowly working herself to death and something had to give soon. She was going to break. Everyone could see it, but I had a front row seat.

Eventually, I had to step in and do something about it.

So eventually, that’s what I did.

My wife’s name is Natalie but the only people who ever call her that are people reading from an official form. People who don’t really know her. Teachers on the first day of school, people at the DMV - that kind of thing.

To anyone who knew her and loved her (and once you got to know her, you inevitably ended up loving her), she was Nat.

My Nat.

And like I said, she was slowly working herself to death. Grinding herself down into a nub. Wearing herself so thin, I was afraid she might soon disappear right before my very eyes .

Nat was a mega-type-A personality. Perpetual overachiever and dominator of any and all competition that ever dared to stand in her way.

Perfect grades. Perfect attendance. All-American soccer player in high school. Full ride to Stanford. Perfect GPA. Harvard Law. Assistant U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York for three years before jumping to the private sector, switching teams for a cool seven-figure payday and now, she was well on her way to making partner at Kensington & Horvath.

#KillingIt.

Literally though.

She was killing herself.

She hardly slept. She worked out hard and kept fit like a monster. And worked all kinds of crazy hours.

The sickest part?

She still had time to be the best wife and mother in the entire world.

Seriously.

She may have been putting in hundred-hour weeks, but she still found the time for me and the kids.

We often joked that she had somehow gotten possession of a magical object that allowed her to bend time to her will and was somehow in multiple places at one time. Fans of a certain popular series about a famous young wizard will know what I’m talking about.

But even though it was a joke, to this day I have still not completely ruled it out as a possibility.

It just never made any sense.

Father Time is undefeated though, and try as we may, we all get old. Even Nat. And eventually, as she entered her late thirties, she started to show little signs of wear and tear that for me, were tell-tale signs that she was heading for a bad end.

Anyway, all of this is a very long and very dramatic way of me saying this: Nat desperately needed a holiday. A long one. Truthfully, we both did.

She was still a great wife and mother but she was faltering and so was our relationship. Cracks were forming, little cracks to be sure, but cracks all the same. And cracks are always the start of something much bigger.

The kids came before me, and I understood that. But after a while...well, let’s just say I have needs too. And those needs hadn’t been met in a very, very long time.

But that was nothing compared to the danger she was putting her own self in.

It was a Tuesday night and Nat had been working late yet again. I had already put the kids to bed and was getting ready to hit the sack myself when I heard a key turning in our apartment door.

In stepped Nat .

“Hey, baby. Long day?” I asked.

No response.

She took a step forward and shut the door behind her. She stopped and held up her hand that was holding her keys and dropped them. They hit the hardwood floor with a loud, jarring smack and clang and, probably, woke up the kids.

“Nat?”

Still nothing. She shuffled in a little further and removed her coat and tried to place it on the rack to the left of the door but missed and it fell into a crumpled up ball beneath our coat rack. She didn’t bother to bend over and pick it up.

“Honey?”

I was starting to worry. I got up and walked over to her and found a zombie where my wife should have been.

Eyes blank, face slack, her gaze fixed on some unknown point far over my shoulder.

“Nat? What’s wrong?”

She started to mumble a reply, but I couldn’t make out the words. Then her eyes started to flutter open and closed and her breath got heavy and ragged.

Luckily, on instinct, I took several steps towards her and was able to catch her falling body as she passed out and fell straight into my arms, sound asleep.

The next morning she would tell me that she didn’t remember how she got home or even when she left the office. One of her colleagues had remembered seeing her asleep at her desk around nine o’clock on his way out of the office and assumed that she was simply going to spend the night there (not an uncommon occurrence at these types of firms).

Apparently, at some point, Nat had sleep-walked out of the office, onto a subway car, and several blocks down the street to our building and managed to get inside the door just before she crashed once again.

Her doctor told us that conditions like this were rare, but not unheard of. They were typically brought on by extreme stress and a chronic lack of adequate sleep.

Check and check for Nat.

Nat promised she’d take her health more seriously and for a time she did, but soon she was back to her old ways and that’s when she started sleep walking  again.

Twice I’d been able to catch her just before she left our apartment and ended up who knows where.

At the bottom of an elevator shaft? Hit by a car?

The kids were scared and to be honest, so was I.

Her doctor suggested some old fashioned R&R.

“Take her somewhere. Get away from this busy city and get some fresh air. The beach. The mountains. I don’t care where. She needs a holiday.”

“Really? You think it could be as simple as that?”

“Look, I could give her meds, suggest therapy, and they might work for a time but that would only be addressing the symptoms, not the cause. Patients of mine in the past who took some time to address the root cause? They’re the successful ones. Take her away from here. No stress, no plans, just you and the mountains.”

“Or the beach?”

“Sure, or the beach.”

Nat, of course, looked at me like I had three heads when I suggested she take a break from work, especially when making partner was so firmly within her reach.

But I finally put my foot down.

I knew if I simply booked our tickets and accommodations and made sure they were nonrefundable, Nat wouldn’t be able to say no. The only thing that would bother her more than missing a little time at work would be making plans, expensive ones, and then breaking them.

So, I booked us a holiday in Mexico.

And that’s where this all started because Nat usually handled things like this. It had been years since we took a real vacation but when we did, Nat was in charge.

She was the planner, had  to be, obviously.

Had she been in charge of planning this one, she would never, and I mean never, have made the colossal mistake that I did.

Happy accidents are a real thing though because it turned out that a holiday wasn’t the only thing she - or more accurately we  - needed.

And if it wasn’t for my mistake, none of this would have ever happened.

End of Sample - Buy Now


Also by F. Rey Noel

Complete Works Here

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books) :

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance :

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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Again, thank you so much for reading! My other available works can be found here on Amazon .

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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