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Day 1
"Pass!"

"Pass!"

"Hit me!"

"Pass!"

"Yeaaaaaaaah!"

"Score!"

The loud, animalistic yells echoed inside my head. All I wanted was to relax on the beach and maybe take a nap, but they made it impossible. 

"Pass!"

God damn it. They'd been at it for at least an hour. Eight of them, about a hundred yards away. It wasn't far enough for their whoops and cheers to pierce my eardrums. In all that time, I still hadn't been able to figure out exactly what game they were playing.

It seemed to involve hitting each other with a volleyball and passing it around to one another but the rules were a mystery to me. Maybe there weren't even any rules except for "get drunk and annoy the hell out of everyone within a mile."

"SCORE!" one of the men yelled, shortly after belting another one with the volleyball. 

When I booked the vacation, they advertised the hotel as a classy place on the Pacific with a private beach. There was nothing classy about the group of drunk African-Americans. Not that I have a problem with African-Americans, mind you. It was just not the sort of people I expected at an upscale hotel. 

A few miles down the California coast is a public beach, completely packed with people. That's the sort of place I expected a group like that to hang out, with the rest of the rabble.

"Pass! Pass, damn it, pass!" a particularly tall man with bulging biceps roared. The only reason I knew he had bulging biceps was because none of them wore shirts. Okay, sure, they were at the beach, but that didn't mean they'd have to strut around half naked the entire time.

I sighed.

"Did you say something, honey?" my wife murmured.

Now there was a person that definitely belongs on a classy beach. Maggie. Twenty-nine years old with a bushy head of brown hair and already tanned skin. She raised her head, blinked twice, and looked at me.

"It's nothing."

"SCOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOORE!"

I winced. She caught it. "Just ignore them if they're bothering you."

"They're not bothering me," I insisted.

"Jacob..."

"They're just so loud! An hour. They've been playing that stupid game for a full hour now, shouting and drinking and shouting. Who the hell do they think they are? This beach isn't just for them, you know. It's for everyone!" I ranted and gestured sweepingly with my hand. It felt good to finally let off some steam, even if the beach was rather deserted.

Maggie rolled her eyes. "Looks like they're just having fun."

"Yeah, at our expense!"

"You're being dramatic."

"Don't start again. This is the only vacation I get all year and I want to enjoy it as I like."

"Then do it, nobody's stopping you."

"SCOOOOOOOOOORE!" one of them roared at the perfect moment to illustrate my point.

"They are," I said firmly.

"Then go talk to them if it bothers you so much," Maggie said and laid her head back down.

That was the end of the argument and I knew it. 

"Pass!"

As beautiful and smart as Maggie was, there were some things she just didn't understand. Guys like that wouldn't be able to see reason. They were a clique and no matter how many logical points you brought up, they'd just laugh.

Now, if they were alone it would be a different story. One on one, I probably could have taken any of them, no matter how bulging their biceps might be. I go to the gym twice a week and I used to be a track runner in college. I had the stamina and intelligence to outsmart them all... but not all of them at once.

"Score!"

It was incredibly frustrating. Made me feel weak.

Took me fifteen minutes of listening to their brackish braying before I managed to work up the courage to stand up. "I'm gonna go talk to them," I muttered to no one in particular.

"You do that, honey," Maggie mumbled.

My feet felt leaden as I stomped on the sand, each step bringing me closer to the source of my irritation. I admit, there was more than one point where I considered just turning around and fleeing.

Why did they hang out on the beach, anyway? They clearly didn't need to tan. The lightest of them was like milk chocolate. The darkest like charcoal. Eight of them, wearing a rainbow of boxers.

Nobody paid any sort of attention to me.

I cleared my throat and someone finally turned around. That somehow got everyone else to look at me. A pack's sixth sense. 

"Um, uh... I'm trying to... well, I mean, I'm napping—trying to nap—but um, would-you-mind-keeping-it-down-a-bit?" I stammered. I hated the way I sounded. Pathetic and weak. 

"You hear that, Kev?" the man said and chuckled. "He wants us to keep it down."

"Keep what down, bro?" a guy, presumably Kev, asked.

"The, uh, yelling. It's disturbing people," I elaborate.

The first man's eyebrows shot up. He whirled around, used his hand a visor, and peered towards one end of the beach. It was actually empty now, though earlier there had been a family there. He turned back toward me and gazed towards the other side.

"I don't see nobody except for you and... that your wife?"

"Yes."

"She got a nice ass. Congrats, bro," a third guy said and they all broke out in laughter.

"Excuse me?" I asked, taken aback.

"Said your wife's got a nice badonkadonk."

"That's not app—"

"So, when you said we're disturbing people, you meant we're disturbing you?" another guy said.

Suddenly, they seemed to be all around me. Surrounding me.

"Look, Dam, he's shaking."

"He is. Everything alright, sir?" Kev asked me.

"Y-yes," I stammered and took a step back. Were they closing in?

"I think he's afraid of us," the man addressed as Dam observed. "Are we scaring you, Snowflake?"

"N-no."

"Jeez, what a coward."

That was his mistake. No one calls me a coward and gets away with it. Anger bubbled up inside of me and I felt my waning strength come roaring back. 

"I'm not a coward," I snarled.

They jeered. "Ooh, look at that. Snowflake's got a backbone."

I crossed my arms in front of my chest and took a deep breath. "I just want you to keep it down a bit. Not asking a lot."

"Not asking a lot," the asshole mimicked me. "How about you play with us and if you score once, you win."

"No, that's unfair. I don't even know the rules. How about we run for it instead? Hundred meter dash." That was a spur of the moment decision. I hadn't run seriously in over a year but that didn't matter. I'd be fast enough to beat any of those sluggish oafs.

"Snowflake wants a race, you hear that, bro?" Kev aped to the amusement of the others. "Aight, aight, you think you can beat us. What if you win?"

"Then you get off my beach," I said smugly. I had them right where I wanted them. They had no idea I used to compete in track in college.

"And if we win?"

"I don't know. What do you suggest?"

"If we win, we get your hot ass wife," one of them blurted out. The others immediately gave their loud approval.

Maggie? They wanted Maggie? I paled at the thought of any of them laying a hand on my beautiful wife. My stomach twisted into a knot. 

"What's the matter, Snowflake? Lost your nerve? You pussying out?"

I couldn't bet my wife, could I? The thought was absurd. She's a human being, not a bargaining chip. 

One of the men, one with a tall fro, ran off from the group. "Pass!" he hollered.

The cry cut through me like a buzzsaw. No, I couldn't listen to another minute of their God damned bleating. "Okay, I'm in," I snarled. 

"Hoooo, you hear that, boys? We got ourselves a challenge. Who wants to outrun Snowflake?"

"For that piece of ass? Hell yeah, I'll do it," a tall guy said and stepped forward. His head was bald and he was very stocky. Muscular around the arms but I noticed his legs were rather weak. Definitely not runner's legs like mine.

"You see that beach umbrella over there, the blue and white striped one? That's about a hundred meters, give or take. First one to touch the pole wins," I officiated, fully in control.

"Looks pretty far," the bald guy said and scowled.

"Don't worry, you'll only have to run half of it before I get to the goal."

That time, the others cheered for me. It felt good. They egged him on jovially. The bald guy and I got into position next to each other, two hands on the sand, feet braced. 

It was Kev who did the countdown. 

"Three!"

Breathe in.

"Two!"

Breathe out.

"One!"

Breathe in.

"Go!"

My feet dug deep into the sand and propelled me forward like a bolt of lightning. It felt good to be running again. The wind rushed against my face. I didn't have to look to know I left the stocky bald guy way behind me.

Dust flew up in a high arc. I was light as a gazelle. Gentle like a river. I barely blinked and I was hurling at twenty miles an hour.

A few more seconds and I'd have my peace and quiet. I could return to Maggie a victor who defeated an entire gang of guys.

Suddenly a sharp spike of pain shot through my foot. I looked down but I was already crashing towards the sand. My face slammed into the granular wall like a bullet hitting concrete.

The race. Adrenaline coursed through my veins and all I could think about was the race. I scrambled to get up only to notice my foot being stuck in a bucket. A navy blue plastic bucket with a yellow handle. 

A fucking bucket!

Loud cheers erupted. I looked up and saw the bald guy, twenty yards in front of me, holding up the beach umbrella triumphantly.

Oh god... 

Maggie...

"That doesn't count, I tripped," I yelled.

"I touched the flag first!" the bald guy yelled back, waving his prize possession around like a flag.

"But I fell, it invalidates the entire thing."

"Sam here didn't trip," Kev said, clapping the big man on the shoulder.

"That's right, brother. I didn't stumble. Now where's that fine wife of yours, I want to introduce myself to her."

"NO!" I bellowed. "No, no, no. Best two out of three."

"Don't be a sore loser, Snowflake."

"Double or nothing. Let's go. Two hundred meters. Or are you too scared?" I blurted out, panicking. It couldn't be real. It couldn't be happening.

"You can't change the rules now."

"You're backing down from a double or nothing, you can't do that either. Guess the whole thing's just off. Too bad. No one wins, since you're too fucking scared for a real match," I spat.

Kev just shrugged his shoulders. I didn't see what the others did because I turned about and stomped back to Maggie. My knees were weak and I felt like shit.

Less than a minute later, I heard the sound of a volleyball hitting a human body.

"SCOOOOOOOOOOOOOOORE!" Sam yelled loudly.

A shiver ran down my spine. 

"What was that all about?" Maggie asked as I laid back down on the towel next to her.

"Oh, that was nothing."

"Looked like something. You raced against that one guy and you—"

"It's nothing," I snapped at her. I didn't mean to do it but I was so damn furious at myself. "I asked them to keep it down. They wanted a match for it. I lost. They're gonna keep playing. That's it. End of story. Nothing big."

"Oh, honey," she cooed. "You'll get 'em next time," she said softly and stroked my arm.

"PASS!"

"PASS!"

"SCORE!"

I sighed. It was not a good day.



Day 2
If anything, the intense sun was even hotter than the day before. We spent a good fifteen minutes oiling each other's body before heading out, armed with towels and a cooler.

I surprised myself by already having the hints of a tan. The others at the office were going to be so jealous if I came back baked. I had nothing on my gorgeous wife, though. Her Italian roots always came through in the summer and her fantastic olive skin turned a shade darker, making her look like an exotic queen in a pink bikini.

"You look really pretty, Mags," I told my wife.

She turned around and rolled on her back, smiling up at me. I used the opportunity to kiss her, losing myself in those warm, sensuous lips.

Marrying her was the best decision I ever made. We complement each other well. She's the daring, outgoing type and I'm the one who likes to tag along. Yet after three years of marriage, it still feels like we were getting to know each more every day.

Her hand found my crotch, kneading my johnson through the fabric. I jumped.

"Here?" I asked in surprise.

"Why not? I'm really horny."

"You couldn't have been horny last night?" I asked jokingly.

"No, last night I wanted to cuddle with my sweet teddy bear. But now..." she trailed off but her tone was clear. That and the fact she worked my dick to erection, pitching a tent in the swimming shorts.

"We're at a beach."

"Yes, a private beach. No one's gonna kick us off for being a little frisky."

"Uh-uh. You don't think the hotel is gonna mind?"

"Nope. Not one bit. Didn't you read the hotel's handbook?"

"You think I'm gonna read a handbook when I'm on vacation?"

"Well," she purrs, "it says that all beachgoers are expected to adhere a reasonable level of frivolity unless preventative measures to assure privacy are implemented.."

"That's just about the sexiest thing I've ever heard."

Maggie giggled. "You need help translating it?"

I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the neck. "Is this a reasonable level of frivolity?"

"Yes, but I'd prefer unreasonable. I think it's gonna be fun to dig around in the sand and build ourselves a little privacy fort, don't you think?"

"Digging in the sand? We're not children anymore, Mags."

"So? You don't have to be young to play on the beach."

"It's dirty."

"What we'll be doing is gonna be a lot dirtier than a little sand," she said with a wicked grin.

"Maybe I can buy a shovel from the—"

"You know what, nevermind. Let's just soak in the sun while we can. We can do stuff later," she huffed and turned around again, leaving me to stare at her bushy hair.

I was never much of the frisky type and she should have known that by now. Sure, we did it in the car occasionally when we were younger but we're a family now. We have a house, an expensive hotel room, we don't need to resort to digging a ditch into the beach, copulating on top of what might very well be a horde of dog poop or God knows what.

I tried kissing her on the shoulder but she shrugged away, clearly in one of her moods.

"Maggie, you know that—"

"SCOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOORE!"

"—motherfucker!" I flinched and cursed.

Sure enough, that same group of asshole was back at it, though there were less of them now. I recognized Sam and Kev out of the six of them. That irritating, bald-headed stroke of bad luck. Just looking at him made me fume with anger.

"See? Good thing we didn't start playing in the sand like children," I said, trying to reconcile with Maggie.

No response. 

"Pass!"

"Pass!"

"Hit me!"

I didn't need those assholes on top of my already bad mood. Not then. It was too much. 

"I'll be right back."

I got up and quietly made my way towards the hotel's service point.

Ten minutes later, I returned and laid down next to my wife, almost giddy with excitement. "I did it, honey."

"Did what?" Maggie asked, curiosity overpowering her sulk.

"Watch," I instructed.

Just as I gestured towards the group of black guys playing their stupid game, a man clad in the hotel's blue and red garb approached them. I was slightly surprised that they sent just one person. I would have sent an army.

"What am I supposed to be looking at?" grumbled Maggie.

I just waited for the events to unfold. The staff member approached the group, looking confident. Unfortunately, they were too far away for me to make out what they were saying. He got their attention somehow, though.

Kev picked up the volleyball, holding it under his arm as they turned towards the newcomer. Respectful. No, they were cowed.

"You complained to the hotel?" Maggie asked.

"Yup," I replied. "That'll be the last we see of those losers."

"What the hell is wrong with you, Jacob?" she snapped at me.

I turned around to look at her in confusion. Why was she pissed at me? Was it because of what happened earlier? Her brows were furrowed and a definite look of genuine annoyance stared back at me.

"They weren't respecting the rules of the beach," I said wisely.

"Bullshit. There's no rule that says you aren't allowed to have fun. I read the handbook, remember?"

"They were having fun at my expense."

"That is absolutely ridicu—" she stopped abruptly to let out a giggle, looking over my shoulder.

My mood instantly soured when I looked at the group again. Instead of being led away in handcuffs, Kev was pointing. At me. The staff member seemed to nod. Then they bumped fists in that ethnic way people do these days.

The staff member left again. 

"Well, I'm glad I watched that," Maggie said. She was actually grinning, flashing those perfectly white teeth she was so proud of.

I felt sick. 

Why couldn't I just have a nice, relaxing day at the beach one damn time? Why was everyone in the world conspiring against me? Why was Maggie, my own damn wife, not on my side? Maybe we should have included that in our vows.

"You snitched on us?" a rich voice behind me spoke. Kev.

I nearly jumped out of my skin. Four of the black guys stood there, tall and imposing. Instinctively, I sat on my knees, shielding Maggie from the worst of it.

"Leave us alone."

"Yeah, he did," Maggie stabbed me in the back.

"And you must be the lovely Mrs. Snowflake," Kev said, stepping right past me.

"Snowflake?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "Margaret Hill but you can call me Maggie."

She extended her hand but instead of shaking it like a normal, civilized adult, he leaned in, scooped it up, and planted a kiss with his broad lips on the back of it. 

"Wonderful to finally meet you. I'm Kevin and these are my friends. Sammy, Damian, Aqeem." They each nodded in turn. I already knew Sam, the bald one, and I recognized Damian as the one I approached yesterday. That made Aqeem the one with the tall fro.

Bile rose in my throat. "What do you want?" The sooner it was over, the better.

"Why, we've come to collect our prize, good sir," Kev answered, oozing malice out of every pore but somehow sounding friendly.

"What prize?" Maggie asked.

"It's nothing. They're liars. Nothing but a bunch of filthy liars. Don't listen to a word they say," I urged her. Panic started to bubble up.

"Did the lady perhaps witness the events of yesterday?"

"You mean the race where Jacob face-planted in the sand?" she asked, completely unperturbed. Why couldn't she see the precarious situation she was in?

"The very same. Did your husband perhaps mention what he wagered?"

"Well, if he won, he said you guys would have stopped playing that game, which, by the way, I don't mind at all. It just bothers him."

"And if he lost?"

"That's enough," I interrupted and stood up. I grabbed Maggie's arm and tried to pull her up. "Come on, honey, let's go. We can get our stuff later."

Two heavy hands on my shoulder pushed me back down on the blanket. Sam stood behind me, his paws as strong as iron shackles.

"What did you wager?" Maggie asked me pointedly.

"I double-or-nothing'd and they refused so it doesn't matter. They backed out of it because they were too scared!"

"Why, he bet you, Maggie," Kev answered for me.

It was as if all the air left my lungs. I slumped down and Sam didn't even bother restraining me anymore. Defeat and humiliation.

"Me? What do you mean?"

"If he wins, we leave the beach. If we win, we get you."

"Is that true, Jacob? You bet me?"

I nodded limply. What was the point in trying to make her see reason?

"What the hell. How could you do that? I'm your wife, not a fucking bargaining chip."

"I was going to win, honey. You know how good of a runner I am. No way I could lose!"

"Except you did," she said and sniffed. She wiped sand that didn't exist from her thighs and looked up at the four black men looming over us. She wasn't frightened at all, I realized. "Very well, now that you've won me, what do you intend to do?"

"You can't be serious, Mags! I double-or-nothing'd and they—"

"Shut up, Jacob," she snarled back. "You've done enough damage here. We're gonna settle this debt and then the two of us are going to have a serious heart to heart."

Kev sat down on the blanket beside her. Sam took a seat on the other side, flanking her. They were so large compared to her. 

The other two sat down shoulder to shoulder with me, locking me in place. Their black skin touched mine and I struggled to get free but they were too formidable. I was trapped.

I wanted to call out for help but who'd listen? The hotel staff? They already let me down once. My phone was so close, stowed away in the bag, but at that moment, it might as well have been on Jupiter.

"Well, if I had a wife like you, I'd start by telling her how beautiful she is," Kev schmoozed, laying it on thick. It made me want to retch.

"And also that you've got a stellar ass," Sam added.

That was it. At any moment, Maggie would realize that these perverts were up to no good and she'd tell them to leave. "Thank you!" Maggie blurted out instead. "I'm glad someone finally said it. I've been doing squats for months now."

"It shows. It really pops. Doesn't your husband tell you that?" Sam asked.

"No, never!"

"I do all the time," I defended myself. "I told you a few minutes ago how pretty you are."

Kev, the complete asshole, just snorted. "Pretty? You told a woman who looks like her that she's pretty? Are you out of your mind? That's like calling Mt. Everest a nice boulder. Come on, man." He slapped me on the knee. "Sam, show them how it's done."

"Gladly!" He turned to gaze my wife in the eyes. "Maggie, you luscious, divine fox of heavenly beauty, what I wouldn't give to spend every night beside you, treasuring you and your hngh-so-sexy body." He switched to kneel in front of her. "Darling, dearest, I beg you to let me worship you, to let me caress your heavenly booty. I wish to plunge my head between your shapely legs and drink straight from the fountain of eternal bliss."

There was a stunned silence following that absurd display. At least, I thought it was absurd. Maggie was blushing furiously, cheeks turned a shade of red. Worse than her wide eyes and gaping mouth was the two pointed protrusions on her bikini bra. An unmistakable sign.

"Let us go!" I demanded but nobody paid any attention to me.

"Wow... that was... uh... nice," Maggie said, clearly flustered.

"Sammy's got a knack for that kind of poetic stuff," Aqeem, on my left, said and chuckled.

"Oh no, I just say out loud what I see. The muse deserves all the credit."

"So, Mrs. Snowflake, you care to honor your husband's bet?"

"Don't have much of a choice, do I?" she says with a goofy grin on her face.

Kev tugged at something behind her back. The strings of her bra slackened and her top fell down.

"Stop that!" I demanded as my wife's stunning C cups were on full display. 

Maggie always had pretty large nipples when she got turned on, like a thimble. Dark and hard. 

The two savages leaned over and each of them placed their puckered lips around a nipple with grotesque coordination as if they'd practiced it. Maggie rolled her head back and out a loud gasp.

Both my captors were lecherously gawking at my wife. It was my chance. I twisted and lunged backward, slipping out of their grasp.

For a brief, wonderful moment, I was free. Then Aqeem's iron grip caught my wrist. Damian threw his entire arm around my thigh.

"Not so fast, Snowflake," Aqeem chuckled as the two of them dragged me back down.

I struggled in vain to free myself from more than just mere flesh and bone. I couldn't take my eyes off of Maggie. Even as those brutes defiled my wife's teets, I couldn't tear my eyes away.

With a loud, succulent smack of his lips, Kev straightened up. "Ah, you have such wonderfully perky nipples, miss."

"Thank you."

"Why are you letting them do this, Mags?" I pleaded, hating that sound of desperation in my voice.

"Why would you bet your own wife?" she snapped back. 

"Because I was going to—"

"Win, yeah, yeah, but you still used me... wow. Holy. Fucking. Shit."

Our argument was interrupted by Sam, who got on his knees and pushed down his boxers. My heart skipped several beats. It was as if someone punched me in the gut. Hard.

The man just about had the biggest cock I've ever seen. Dark brown, almost black meat, thick as my forearm and maybe even that long. It just hung here, not quite erect, jutting out from his groin like a tree trunk.

I felt a little lightheaded and needed to sit down. Then I remembered I was already sitting.

"It's so big," Maggie exhaled awestruck, mirroring my thoughts, staring at the thick vein running along the shaft all the way to the almost wine-colored, cut tip.

I hadn't touched a drop of alcohol since arriving in California but at that moment, I felt fifty shades of drunk.

"This your first time seeing a juicy black cock?" Kev asked. He kissed her neck and shoulder blade. His hand caressed her stomach, spiraling lower and lower.

"Yes," she said, more sighing than talking.

"Go on, Mrs. Snowflake. Give Sammy that trophy he so rightfully deserves," Kev crooned.

His hand spiraled even lower and just as he was about slip under her bikini bottoms, she jumped forward, escaping his hand. My breath of relief lasted only a fraction of a second as her goal wasn't to get free but to lunge at Sam's cock.

Maggie opened her mouth as wide as she could and planted her succulent lips around his bulbous head. She grabbed the shaft with two hands and licked a swath over his glans. It was way too big for her and she resorted to just licking the massive pole.

There she was, my beautiful wife, gorging herself on black dick like a common street rat. I couldn't believe it. She'd never, ever shown that kind of fervent enthusiasm in our bedroom. Oh, sure, she'd given me plenty of blowjobs over the years but she was attacking Sam's dick like a woman wandering the desert for forty years would guzzle down a glass of water.

I blinked away my tears. I pushed down the gnawing dread.

Kev grabbed her ass and hoisted her up on her knees. He pulled down the pink bottoms and used his thumbs to spread her cheeks. She was dripping wet. Pubic hair matted with far more than just sweat could do.

Maggie reached the bottom of Sam's cock and started licking his smooth-shaven testicles. They hung down low like a prize bull's sack. Kev stuck his middle finger up my wife's pussy. She let out a low groan of satisfaction, stifled by the ball inside of her mouth.

I wanted to die. Sink into the sand and just disappear.

Next to me, Aqeem stroked the outline of his dick through his shorts. "I think she's more than ready for you, fella."

Sam chuckled. He grabbed a fistful of Maggie's hair and picked her up as easy as if she were a feather. He pressed her head to kiss, embracing her in a sloppy, wet, tongue-laden kiss. 

She reciprocated that kiss as eagerly as she had slobbered all over his cock. She threw her arms around his bull neck and hugged close to his muscular, broad chest. Without even breaking the kiss, she reached down and grabbed his cock.

"Maggie... Mags... please stop," I begged. "Please don't do this," I called out, louder.

Nothing. She didn't even turn her head to look at me. She guided the tip of his dick between her cheeks and wiggled herself down. It didn't seem to fit in.

It was too big for her. The man's fucking dick was too big to actually go inside of her. I didn't know if I wanted to laugh or cry.

Sam squeezed her ass. His large, dark fingers dug into her soft flesh. In one smooth motion, he plunged her down on cock, spearing her.

"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" Maggie cried out in pain.

"Stop! You're hurting her," I called out and tried to rush to help her but Aqeem and Damian grabbed my shoulders and held me tight.

"GOOOOOOODDDDDDDD!" 

Her back arched and her head rolled back. Her eyes were closed and mouth wide open. Sam pulled her up and plunged her back down, bucking his hips.

Deep, powerful thrusts. His balls slammed up against her with every stroke.

Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

Maggie's cry was just one long, unearthly groaning and I realized she wasn't crying out in pain. She was enjoying it.

My heart shattered into a billion tiny fragments. 

If it weren't my wife, it would be incredible. I've never even seen anything so intense in porn. Her gorgeous, tanned olive skin contrasting against the luscious darkness of him. The massive cock spearing her like a dragon devouring its prey. The wet schlicking noises.

Something like that belonged in the Louvre.

Reality came crashing back and I felt nauseous. It was my wife. My wife. My wife.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Maggie cried out, her moans taking on a much higher pitch.

Sam pushed Maggie all the way down on his shaft and held her there, using her like a sex toy. Her asshole was winking at me and I knew she was in the throes of a climax. Sam's cock started to twitch, too. Pumping his load inside of her.

Maggie collapsed against his chest. She nuzzled his pecs, muttering "thank you, thank you, thank you" over and over again.

Gently, Sam lifted her and pulled his cock out of her. A massive torrent of white semen followed, dripping down his glistening wet onyx beast. Her gaping hole stayed open until Sam eased her down on his thighs.

At once, she began rocking her hips, grinding herself on his strong leg.

He looked me in the eyes and grinned. "You're a lucky man, Snowflake. She's got a nice, tight cunt."

"Guys, check it out," Damian said.

I turned to look at him. He was pointing at my crotch. Confused, I looked down. There was a tent. I was hard. Why was I hard?

The moment I saw that I had an erection, I felt it, too. My cock was so hard it was aching. A chill ran down my spine.

What was going on? What was happening to me?

"I think someone wants to join the party," Aqeem said, chuckling. Very unceremoniously, he grabbed the front of my swimming trunks and pulled them down.

Deep shame filled me to the core. Compared to what hung between Sam's legs, mine was a sad joke. A pathetic excuse for a manhood. Four inches if you rounded up. Not even long enough to push out of my own foreskin when hard. And I was hard.

"Damn, Mrs. Snowflake, that's what you've been working with?" Kev asked, shooting me a patronizing look.

Maggie, meanwhile, was going full speed dry-humping Sam's leg, leaving behind a dark, wet streak. "Please, I need more, she rasped."

"You heard her, Kev," Sam said.

Kev's cock wasn't quite as girthy as Sam's but it was still in a league far above mine. He grabbed Maggie's hips and hoisted her onto her knees. Her head landed in Sam's crotch and she immediately started licking his semi.

Kev lost no time either, sliding into her wet hole.

"I didn't know sex could feel this good," Maggie said, sighing.

The thud of Kev's hips crashing into her reverberated around my skull like thunder. A trail of semen rolled down her inner thigh. Her breasts bounced with every pump. Her lips were wrapped around Sam's glans.

A second guy was fucking my wife.

It hit me then. Our lives would never, ever be the same anymore after that. There was no way to undo it.

I'd never again be able to satisfy her. What was I, compared to such magnificent cocks? Barely a speedbump. 

She'd leave me, of course. Why wouldn't she? She'd spend the rest of her days spreading her legs for big black dicks. Filled to the brim every single day. Moaning. Climaxing.

She deserved to be that happy. 

Even through it all, I just wanted her to be happy. 

God, I really was that fucking pathetic.

"Oh, fuck yeah," Kev grunted and came inside my wife.

He dropped backward on his butt and his cock pulled out of her with a slurp, followed by another torrent of semen splashing on the towel.

"More!" Maggie demanded. "I need more!"

She pounced on Sam, knocking him on his back, and straddled his waist. She guided his hard cock inside of her and began riding him. Her puckered asshole bounced up and down. Her cream-covered labia gripped his shaft tightly as if she never wanted to let go.

"Lucky son of a bitch, it's gonna take a while before we get our turn, huh?" Aqeem said, laughing.

"She's got another hole, bro," Kev fired back.

"What?" Maggie gasped. She turned her head to look at Aqeem. For the first time since the whole thing started, she seemed to have some misgivings. 

But the situation was out of her control, just as it was out of mine. Aqeem, naked, knelt between Sam's legs and spat on his dick. He spread it around, pumping himself hard.

Maggie sharply drew in her breath as Aqeem pushed his cock to her second entrance. But she didn't tell him to stop.

"Oh... my... fuck," Maggie gasped.

Aqeem started thrusting, too. Damian stood over Sam and presented his cock to my wife, who early started sucking him off.

Three guys at the same time and none of them were me. Was it even possible for my wife to be defiled any more than that? I doubted it.

It took me almost a minute to realize that nobody was at my side anymore. Nobody was holding me down. If I wanted to, I could get up and run away. Flee. Never come back.

But what was the point?

I wasn't going to leave Maggie now. I had to be there, just in case she changed her mine. Just in case she needed something.

It didn't look like it. Her muffled moans were frantic. A sheen of sweat covered her body.

I watched it all. Watched them pump both of her holes full of cum. Damian got a go at her pussy, too. He thrust into her missionary style with her legs pulled to her chest. 

Everything seemed to blur together. Kev. Damian. Sam. Aqeem. I lost track of how many times they fucked her.

And when it was over, Maggie just collapsed on the towel, breathing deeply. Her body was coated in sweat and her face, breasts, and crotch were coated in cum. Sand clung to her. She looked so happy, smiling with her eyes closed.

"You got yourself an incredible wife, Snowflake," Kev said, clapping me on the shoulder.

"Oh, yeah, like I said, spectacular ass, bud," Sam joined in.

They heaped their praises on me, telling me just how tight my wife's pussy really was. It made me feel like a hero. Like I did something incredible by letting them use her. Like I was Santa, making all their Christmases come true.

"We'll be back same time tomorrow," Kev said, clapping me on the shoulder once again.

Then they got dressed and left again.

It was over.

I looked at my wife, lying there with her arms and legs spread out, dozing in the sun. Even with other men's seed plastered all over her, I knew that she was still my wife. 

I crawled over to her with my swimming trunks still around my knees. I pressed my lips to hers and kissed her, tasting salty spunk. I climbed between her legs and my glans dragged up her thigh.

I felt my little dick scrape up cum, still warm. In my head, I imagined what it would be like to slip into her. Like sticking a foot into a bathtub full of white goo.

I never made it that far. Sliding up against her labia, I blew my load in the crease of her thigh.

I couldn't care less. She was definitely happy. That was all I needed.

"Honey?" she murmured quietly.

"Yes?"

"I'm all sticky, can we take a dip in the ocean?"

"Of course."

"Carry me?"

I scooped her up one arm behind her back, one under her knees, clutching her close to my chest. 

Without a care who was watching, I carried her toward the waves. Cool Pacific water lapped up on my ankles.

"Honey?" she murmured.

"Yes?"

"Can we come back tomorrow."

I thought about it. Could I really just let them all fuck Maggie again? What did that make me? 

"Yes," I said.

A wide, happy smile appeared on her face. That's the face I fell in love with. My heart ached.

Whatever happened, my life would never be the same again.
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