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Chapter One

Ever since they’d arrived she couldn’t shake the feeling that she should have just married for money and been done with it. The hell with romance and conventional wisdom, at least she wouldn’t find herself pinching every penny just to afford the basic, stripped down package at a third rate resort that didn’t even have a clear view of the ocean.

But instead, she’d married for...well she wasn’t exactly sure what. She supposed he had a certain charm about him. He used to be pretty funny and in much better shape once upon a time. She’d almost forgotten it, but on occasion she was able to recall that he had been a pretty decent lay when they’d first gotten together and for several years thereafter. His manhood wasn’t anything massive, which like all women, if she was being honest she preferred, but he was adequate and back then he knew how to use it pretty well. But he’d gotten a job, stopped moving around so much, visited the pub a little more frequently, and all the while silently packed on a few stones and now had a budding pot belly that showed no signs of slowing down and so it seemed those charmed days of laughing and love making were firmly behind them. What terrors lay ahead of them if things continued on this way she could only guess.

But it was just one of those things, she told herself. They’d been together for the better part of a decade and he’d asked. So, she figured the natural thing to do was to say yes. He loved her, that much was clear. How she felt about him? Well she was never quite able to make up her mind. One day things were pretty good and the next, well...they just weren’t.

She never really considered if she truly loved him or not. She wasn’t even sure if she’d ever even been in love...with anyone. There was that one guy, back in college, Benny-with-the-big-dick, her and her roommates had taken to calling him. But there was never any connection there, she loved that feeling of being so full when they had sex but afterwards thing just kind of...fizzled. She would have never said it out loud but, in reality, the only thing she ever really loved was a big, fat cock inside her making her come over and over and over again. It was something she hadn’t really thought about once she began dating Arthur, but now it was something she hadn’t felt in over a decade and deep down, she was starting to yearn for it again.

And yet there she was on her honeymoon, at a cheap, dirty resort in the middle of the Caribbean because that was all they could afford. A fact of which her average-dicked husband could not stop reminding her which, among many other things since the day she’d decided to say yes, was getting on the last of her already frayed nerves.

Only one thing was clear: Arthur was a boob. And if there wasn’t a drastic change in their relationship dynamic and sex-life, Emma would be spending what was sure to be the very short duration of their marriage constantly second-guessing herself and wondering if she’d made the biggest mistake of her life in marrying him.

Presently, Arthur was sitting oh-two in the count and couldn’t afford to whiff on a third strike. Or worse, go down looking. A couple of days ago, at their wedding, Arthur’s best man had all but ruined the day by giving what had to be one of the worst best man speeches of all time. A meandering, drunken tirade that was light on coherence and heavy on inappropriate and insensitive jokes that just kind of fizzled out somewhere in the middle with no real punchline. He had to be given the hook about three minutes into what was supposed to be a two minute speech and the guests spent the rest of the evening awkwardly pretending that what had just happened, did not.

Then the morning they left for Jamaica, they arrived at the airport to find that Arthur had forgotten two of Emma’s bags at home and there was little they could do about it as they were already running late. Arthur spent the entirety of their flight apologizing profusely and groveling for forgiveness which only seemed to make Emma angrier and more distant than before.

Once they arrived, they spent the majority of their first day recovering from the long trip and mostly not speaking to each other until it was time to get some dinner.

“Hungry, babe?” Arthur said, looking up from his book.

Emma had to concede she was indeed hungry and so they went downstairs to enjoy dinner at one of the three crappy restaurants on the premises and helped themselves to an all-you-can-eat buffet of dried out meats, soggy vegetables, fried-everything, and overly sweet desserts.

After dinner and a few drinks, Emma was feeling better and in higher spirits. Arthur seemed to liven up as well and he’d even made her laugh once or twice. She had to admit, he still had a little bit of that handsome man she’d met all those many years ago in there somewhere. In fact, thanks to the dim lighting, a black button down shirt, and tight jeans he even looked moderately handsome and she found herself thinking that perhaps this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Plus, she hadn’t been fucked well in over a year and if there was ever a time for them to break their cold spell, this was it.

“How about a shot for desert?” Arthur suggested, to which Emma happily agreed. She liked when he let loose a bit. But it was always a fine line. He was of an age when one too many came much sooner than his younger years and where one too many also meant he’d have a hard time getting it up later.

But she’d been counting his drinks and the shot would only make three for the evening so she felt confident that his boat would indeed still float once they retired to their suite.

Arthur, for his part, was well aware of all of this. He knew she was pissed at him. He knew he hadn’t fucked her properly in over a year and he knew if he had too much to drink, he’d ruin the whole night that both of them were silently hoping would come to pass.

So, when they got back to the room and closed the door behind him, he wasn’t feeling very confident. And drink or no, low self-esteem was just as deadly when it came to good sex. But he resolved to put it out of his mind and give it everything he had. He had a funny feeling his marriage might have already been riding on his ability to rise to the occasion and in more ways than one. And so Arthur did what any overmatched and under talented player on the pitch would do, instead of waiting around for the game to come to him, he got aggressive.

When they reached the bed, he pulled Emma into his waist hard and kissed her even harder as he unzipped her sundress and stipped her down to her lingerie.

“Oh my, what’s gotten into you, Arthur? This is turning me on, you never -” but Emma was cut short as Arthur jammed his tongue down her throat and began rubbing his hand on the outside of her panties. He could feel her wetness through the silk and this instantly made him hard as a frozen jawbreaker.

Emma reached down and felt his package from outside his jeans and let out a gasp. Soon, she was tearing his pants off and had pushed him onto the bed and mounted him. Arthur’s aggressive opening gambit had worked, but now she was playing back at him and even more aggressively than he had come at her. He had to maintain focus and intensity if he was to remain competitive. But he could feel the tables turning.

She reached down and pulled her panties to the side and rubbed her juices up and down on his shaft, coating his dick in her glistening nectar.

“Oh fuck baby, I so needed this. I need your hard dick inside me. I need to get fucked so good, fuck me like you used to fuck me,” Emma said as she closed her eyes and slid Aruthur inside her.

Slowly she began to ride him, bouncing her ass up and down on his cock, easily taking every inch of him to the hilt. Then she began to speed up and Arthur felt things slipping away. It was true that if he didn’t drink so much he could still get it up, but without the aid of booze to numb the sensations of sex and ease his frazzled nerves, he was nothing more than a two-pump chump. It hadn’t even been thirty seconds and Arthur had no choice but to mutter out those painfully embarrassing words, “oh shit, I’m gonna come.”

“What?” Emma said nearly out of breath and still with Arthur inside her.

“I’m gonna come,” Arthur said, this time more loudly.

Emma wasn’t on the pill and she damn sure didn’t want to get pregnant and so she leapt off Arthur like a jockey dismounting at Belmont and stood aside as Arthur blew his load all over his hairy belly.

She watched as gobs of cum spewed forth from what was now his half-hard, pathetic looking dick and she almost took pity on him. Almost.

Really, what she felt was anger. She was pissed at him for revving her engine like that and then stalling out right off the line. Now she was all hot and bothered with nothing to satisfy that yearning. Even her vibrator was in one of the bags that Arthur had happened to forget that morning.

“I’m, I’m sorry babe,” Arthur said, gasping for breath, “I just, I couldn’t, you just felt so good and it’s been so,” Emma held up her hand and cut him off.

“Don’t. It’s fine,” she said and began to change into her pajamas for bed.

Before she could finish changing, Arthur was snoring on the bed. She looked down at the great big doofus and wanted to scream.

She got into their king size bed as far away from Arthur as she possibly could and closed her eyes, drifting off into an uneasy sleep filled with sexual fantasies of Big-Dick-Benny and his roommate and the time that both of them...


Chapter Two

Arthur awoke to an empty bed and the sound of running water in the bathroom. He felt really shitty about the night before and resolved to do better and try harder that day. The only problem was he really didn’t have any clue what that would look like. He was floundering and he knew he was skating on very thin ice at the moment. As he was thinking about how to make it up to her, Emma emerged from the bathroom, freshly showered and dressed already in her two-piece and cover-up, ready to tackle the day.

“Finally, you’re awake. Would you please hurry up and get ready?”

Arthur sat up on his elbows and yawned.

“Why?”

Emma tapped her foot impatiently.

“Because I want to eat breakfast and get to the beach before all the umbrellas are taken. The man at the front desk said they go quick and I assume we can’t afford a cabana?”

Arthur nodded.

“Well I don’t want to get burnt on our first day either so, let’s go,” she said and clapped her hands at Arthur which snapped him out of his stupor and had him on his feet in a second flat.

“Good boy,” she said and began to pack her beach bag with lotion, some books, and a towel.

Arthur hurried along best he could and when he was finally ready they went down to the main level to have a quick breakfast but what they mostly did was Arthur slowly and methodically stuff his face while Emma watched him, impatiently checking her watch all the while.

He waved her off several times dismissively and casually mentioned that it was still early and assured her there would plenty of umbrellas to choose from once they got to the beach. Where he was getting this information from was anyone’s guess but Emma was not surprised when it turned out to be completely and utterly wrong.

After the long, several hundred yard walk to the beach from their “resort” which sat so far back off the sand that only a handful of rooms had a view of the ocean, none of which they could afford, Arthur was shocked to find a completely packed beach and nary an open umbrella or chair in sight.

This was the dreaded strike three and Arthur hadn’t even swung. He was overly confident and got caught looking. Emma was, needless to say, pissed.

“Fix it,” she demanded.

“What? I can’t fix it. What do you want me to do?”

“Pay for a cabana,” she said impatiently, refusing to meet his eyes.

She was raising her voice and Arthur worried she was going to cause a scene.

“Shh, I told you we can’t afford it,” he said, reaching for her hand to try to calm her down. Why he thought that would work he wasn’t sure, but she slapped him away.

“Well, I don’t care what you do, find me an umbrella,” she said.

He reached for her hand once more, poor Arthur, and she once again slapped him away.

“Come on, let’s just head back to the pool, there were plenty of spots open there,” he said, pulling his hand back and rubbing at it to soothe the stinging pain.

“No, no way. I am not walking back all that way and I am not spending the first day of my honeymoon at some crumby pool,” Emma said fiercely.

She looked around and saw a booth about several hundred yards away where a handsome, dark-skinned attendant was manning the rental booth. She felt butterflies in her stomach when she locked eyes on him but in an instant her anger recaptured her attention and she spun Arthur around by the shoulders to point him in the direction of the booth.

“Go talk to him. If you don’t find a way to fix it,” she paused for effect, “I’m divorcing you as soon as we get home.”

She folded her arms and refused to look at him as he sauntered off in the direction of the booth.

As she ignored the sight of her pathetic husband sulking away, she noticed one of the cabanas a few hundred feet away. It was so big and spacious and empty. It had a clear view of the water and was far enough away from the other umbrellas that no one would bother you. She wished they could just pony up the cash and take it for themselves.

It looked like you could even pull all the sides down and cocoon yourself off from the outside world. And the flaps, it seemed, were just opaque enough that no one would be able to see you inside.

Why, you might be able to get away with just about anything in there, she thought to herself as she remembered her dreams from the night before and felt herself suddenly sopping wet and insanely horny.

But before she could take the fantasy any further, Arthur returned to spoil the fun.


Chapter Three

“No luck,” Arthur said. “He said we could come back after one or two, that’s when most people head back for lunch and a bunch of spots open up.”

Emma opened her mouth to yell at him, but then paused and thought better of it. She glanced over Arthur’s shoulder in the direction of the rental stand and began to eye up the handsome man working the booth. He was tall with long dreadlocks. A tank top revealed ripped muscles glistening in the mid-morning sun and again Emma began to feel herself getting wet as she did her best to undress him with her eyes at such a distance.

And just then a wicked little thought popped into her head.

“I bet he has a big dick, probably knows how to use it too,” she whispered almost involuntarily.

“What was that, honey?” Arthur asked. He hadn’t caught what she’d said under her breath.

She waved him off.

“Nothing. I said I’ll take care of this,” she said and walked off in the direction of the rental stand, leaving Arthur there with his dick in hand, so to speak, and wondering whether or not she really meant what she said a few moments ago about getting a divorce.

For Arthur, it felt like about fifteen minutes as he stood baking in the hot Caribbean sun. He watched with a pit in his stomach as his new wife clearly and obviously flirted with the man behind the counter. Even at such a great distance Arthur could tell what she was doing. What made matters worse was that, although he couldn’t be sure, he thought he found himself slightly turned on by what he was witnessing, but before he could be certain, his mind had pushed the thought away, making it as unwanted and unwelcome.

Finally, it appeared their conversation was over as Emma turned to walk back over to where Arthur was standing. But much to Authur’s surprise, the man behind the counter walked out the side and began walking with her. Both of them were smiling ear to ear as if they’d just developed the funniest inside joke of all time.

But Arthur didn’t care, in that moment all he felt was relief. It appeared his wife had solved the problem. Her flirting had worked. They were going to get an umbrella and sit in the shade and all would be right with the world. He wouldn’t have to worry about a divorce, at least for now anyway.

In all his relief and excitement it had never occurred to Arthur that all the umbrellas around him were still taken and the man who was walking next to his wife was completely empty handed. Unless of course you counted that fact that he was holding Emma’s petite little hand, the one on which her wedding ring resided, in his own as they walked gracefully towards a poor, unsuspecting Arthur.

When they reached the spot when Arthur was standing, they let go of each other's hands and still Arthur did not notice what was going on.

“Arthur, this is Ray. Ray, this is my husband Arthur,” Emma said.

Ray reached out, flashing a brilliant smile, and shook Arthur’s hand, nearly crushing it in his own.

“Yeah, we just spoke,” Arthur said, trying not to wince from the pain.

“Right,” Emma said, “well, honey, Ray here was kind enough to offer us a cabana, that one over there,” she said pointing to the one that just moments ago was the setting for her lustful fantasy that never got off the ground.

“A cabana, but they’re two-hundred a day, we can’t -”

“Afford it,” Emma said, finishing Arthur’s sentence. “I know, you keep reminding me of all the things we can’t afford. But don’t worry, we don’t have to afford it. Ray is letting us have it for the day. For free.”

Arthur’s eyes lit up. He didn’t know how she’d done it, but her flirtatious entreaty had worked. Now he was not only relieved, but excited. He looked at the cabana and saw how spacious and secluded from the crowd it was. He noticed how you could even wall it off to protect from the breeze and sun and that the walls were just opaque enough that you could probably get away with just about…

He looked down and finally saw it. Emma and Ray were holding hands and staring intently at Arthur.

“Well, not exactly free,” Emma said with a devilish grin, “we have to give him something.”

Slowly, the poor sap began to piece it together.

But he was too afraid of losing his wife to put up any kind of serious protest and it was after all a very nice cabana.

Ray took the lead and pulled Emma by the hand behind him as they began walking towards the cabana. Arthur hung his head low and dutifully followed behind, totally unsure of why he wasn’t objecting to what was about to occur but he figured the raging hard on in his swim trunks might have something to do with his silence on the matter.


Chapter Four

They were inside the cabana now. On the walk over Arthur had foolishly managed to convince himself that he was only imagining things. Emma wasn’t really going to...She couldn’t, could she?

No of course not. Perhaps she had merely promised him a kiss on the cheek or a flash of her tits once all the flaps were drawn down and no one else could see. Yes, that was it. Just a flash of the tits. That was all. A fair deal Arthur thought.

He threw his bag down next to a lounger and plopped down, happy to be out of the sun and off his sore, tired feet.

Emma removed the bottle of lotion from her bag and began to lather herself up as Ray went about the cabana adjusting this and that, drawing the flaps down, and making sure everything was as they liked it.

The fourth and final flap was still open, the one that faced the ocean and provided them with an absolutely spectacular view.

Arthur turned over to see Emma, rubbing herself up and down with lotion as she bit her bottom lip and stared at Ray’s dark muscular frame as he moved around.

He watched as she slipped a hand inside her bikini bottom and Arthur could hardly believe what he was seeing. Emma began fingering herself as she watched Ray work, never taking her eyes off of him and seeming to totally forget that Arthur was there at all. He could hear how wet she was as he listened to her fingers sloshing around inside herself.

Again, he felt himself getting very confused and also very hard. But this latter truth angered and frightened him more than it had before and finally, he worked up the courage to say something.

“Emma, what the hell are you doing?” he asked, incredulous.

She looked over at Arthur and smiled. She didn’t even bother to stop fingering herself as she let out a soft moan.

“I told you honey, we have to give him something, isn’t that right, Ray?”

Ray let the fourth and final flap of the cabana drop to the ground, fully blocking out the sun. There was enough natural light pouring through the cracks to wholly illuminate the room but they were suddenly walled off from the rest of the beach and Arthur felt his stomach drop.

“That’s right,” Ray said as he began to walk towards Emma.

“Ray’s going to fuck me real quick and then we get the cabana for the rest of the day,” Emma said without looking at Arthur. She never took her gaze off the handsome stud who was advancing on her.

“Well, what the hell? What about me?” Arthur cried.

Emma let out a pitying giggle.

“You can watch,” she said. “Or don’t, I don’t really care what you do honey.” But that was a lie. Emma, much to her own surprise was hoping Arthur would stay and watch. The thought of cheating on her husband and having him witness the whole thing, powerless to stop it, had her whipped up into a sexual frenzy the likes of which she had never come close to experiencing before.

Ray arrived at where she was standing and embraced her, he slid his hand into her bikini bottom alongside her own and began helping her finger herself harder and harder.

Emma was dripping wet and she was enjoying the sensation of her husband’s helpless eyes fixed on her while she did bad things with another man. She’d never done heroin before, but she imagined, perhaps hyperbolically, that this feeling had to share some similarities.  

Then a thought occurred to her.

“I’ll tell you what, Arthur. If you stay and watch and be a good boy, I might think about not divorcing you when we get home,” Emma said.

“Wait, you were serious about that?” Arthur said, genuinely surprised.

“Of course I was,” she said. “So, what’s it going to be? Stay and watch and stay married or leave and get divorced the minute we step off the plane?”

Arthur swallowed hard and thought for a moment. He stared at the flaps of the cabana, he could slink out of any one of them and hang out at the pool bar. He could save himself, easily, from having to sit and watch.

But it was an easy decision really. He didn’t want to get divorced. And more that than that, as his boner could attest to, he actually wanted to watch Emma fuck another man. It didn’t make any logical sense to him, but there he was, fully erect and frozen in place.

“I’ll stay,” he whispered.

Emma smiled and placed her hand on Ray’s crotch outside the shorts and let out a gasp. Arthur could see the outline of his massive cock and found himself getting even harder as he watched his wife’s petite hands explore Ray’s bulge.

“Good,” Emma said. “Because I so want you to watch me fuck this big, black cock.”

Then she pulled Ray close and began to kiss him deeply and passionately.

Arthur’s pulse skyrocketed and he felt his hand creeping down to his swim trunks and reaching inside the waistband.

Before he knew it, his wife was naked and Ray was sucking on her hard nipples as he was slowly stroking his own cock while he totally lost himself in the voyeuristic throes of watching another man ravage his wife’s body.


Chapter Five

Arthur couldn’t believe what was happening...but it was happening. Of that, he was sure. As Ray worked his tongue over Emma’s breasts, she opened her eyes and caught Arthur touching himself.

Embarrassed and ashamed of himself, Arthur immediately took his hand out of his pants and stopped jerking off.

“Aww, honey,” she laughed, “is this really turning you on?”

He couldn’t help but admit it was. In fact, he was loving it. He nodded vigorously.

“Well, that’s ok. I don’t mind if you watch. Go ahead baby, jerk that little cock for me. That turns me on too,” she said and watched as Arthur slowly pulled his trunks down around his ankles and began slowly massaging the head of his cock as Ray began sucking on Emma’s neck.

Without breaking eye contact with Arthur, she reached down into Ray’s pants and grabbed a handful of cock.

She mouth the words oh my goodness as she began to slowly stroke Ray’s dick.

“You wanna see it, baby?” Ray asked. To which Emma bit her bottom lip, stared deeply into Arthur’s eyes and whispered...

“Fuck yes.”

Ray dropped his shorts to the ground and out popped the biggest, blackest cock Arthur had ever seen. It was thick and veiny and easily over nine inches long and several inches in girth.

Emma immediately dropped to her knees in front of Ray, almost as if she were worshipping in a church and ran one hand over the top of his throbbing member, exploring every inch with shock and awe.

“Holy shit,” she said.

“Mmm, you like that?” Ray asked.

Emma nodded vigorously.

“Go head, put it in your mouth,” he said and then placed a hand on the back of her head and guided her open mouth towards the tip of his shaft.

“Wait,” she said and pulled away.

Arthur felt a tinge of relief. She was putting a stop to things it seemed. Having second thoughts maybe. Although he was incredibly turned on, he also had to admit it would have made him equally happy if Emma had decided she’d rather not go through with it.

But his relief was short-lived.

“I want to see something first,” she said.

Then she looked over at Arthur without ever letting go of Ray’s cock.

With her outstretched hand, palm up, she pointed at Arthur and motioned with her index finger for him to come stand next to her.

Clumsily, Arthur stood up and walked over to where Emma was on her knees. His pale, pasty, and pathetic figure stood in stark contrast to Ray’s dark, muscular, and vibrant body.

Arthur felt that in that moment he was harder than he’d ever been in his entire life. While keeping Ray’s massive dong in her right hand, Emma reached up and lifted Arthur’s fleshy pencil in her left palm and began to do a side-by-side comparison of her husban’s dick and Ray’s dick.

“Oh my god, look at the difference. He’s so much bigger than you, babe. I can’t believe this is what I’ve been missing all these years,” Emma said as she looked back and forth between the two cocks.

Arthur’s seemed to elicit a response of pity and laughter every time she looked at it and Ray’s seemed to produce pure amazement and raw, primal lust when she shifted her gaze back to him.

“Alright, that’s enough. You can go sit back down and watch,” she said and pressed her hand into Arthur’s soft, hair belly to push him away from her so she could get down to work with the cock that actually interested her.

She opened her mouth wide and began to slurp and suck on Ray’s giant dick. It was so long and thick that she could only fit maybe two or three inches of it into her mouth.

Arthur watched, half dejected and half hornier than he’d ever been in his life as he went back to silently stroking his dick that could never measure up to what Ray was packing in his pants.

Emma tried to go down as far as she could but ended up gagging a little and having to pop off to gasp for some air.

“Holy shit,” she said, reaching up and stroking Ray’s magnificent rod as she caught her breath. “I never thought I had a gag reflex, I never gag on your cock, honey,” she said to Arthur.

Just then, Ray pulled her up by her arms so she was standing in front of him.

“Time to pay for the cabana, baby,” he whispered in her ear, “go over to your husband and rest your hands on his knees, I want to take you from behind.”

Emma obeyed and did as she was told. She took a few strides over to Arthur and bent over so that his hands were gripping into the thigh area just above his knees. She arched her back and did a little shimmy with her ass, offering it up for Ray to stretch, pummel, and destroy.

Ray stepped up to plate and paused, hovering the head of his dick over the entrance to Emma’s eager pussy. He began to tickle her clit with his head and soon had her begging for his dick.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good. Tickle that clit with your big, black cock. Fuck, I can’t wait to have it inside me. I haven’t had a dick this big since -”

But her words were cut short as Ray slid himself inside her, slowly, inch by inch, and took her breath away with his sheer girth.

Arthur looked down at his wife’s tiny hands gripping and tearing into his flesh as she began to open up to accommodate as much of Ray’s dick as she could possibly take inside of her.

“Holy shit, that’s sooo big, oh my god. Baby, he feels so much better than you,” she said, “oh fuck, I’m gonna come already, fuck, I coming. I’m coming. I’m coming!” she screamed.

It hadn’t even been fifteen seconds and already Emma was shaking and writhing with the pleasure of a full-body orgasm that Arthur knew he could never, not in a million years, produce with his average equipment.

As she screamed, Arthur remembered for the first time in a while that they were on the beach and scores of other humans lay basking in the sun mere yards away from them in nearly every direction and suddenly he became self-conscious and tried to shush her.

“I can’t help it baby, he’s just stretching me out so good. I can’t control myself. He's driving me crazyyyyy,” and by the end of that sentence she was launched into a second consecutive orgasm even more powerful than the first.

By Arthur’s watch that was two powerful, earth-shattering orgasms in under a minute.

He sat back down and stared intently at his wife’s tiny body being ravaged right in front of him and it occurred to him that this was what she needed. This was what they needed. It was simply something he couldn’t give her and there was no shame in that.

Emma had time to recover a little after her second orgasm as she got down on her knees and began once again to suck on Ray’s cock. She slapped it against her face, her tongue, her tits, anywhere it would reach. She loved the weight of it, the way it smacked against her skin with a dull thud, the way it looked and felt between her milky white breasts.

Before long she was begging to have him inside her again.

But before he entered her again, she had a moment of clarity not unlike Arthur’s. Cabana or no cabana, this was exactly what she needed. This was what was missing from their relationship and it was something that Arthur, through no fault of his own, could provide her. And there was no shame in that.

She could stay married to him if they could come to some kind of understanding. She could have her cake and eat it too, but before she could flesh out the details of what that might look like, Ray was inside her once again and all thought ceased as a third wave of previously unimaginable pleasure washed over her like a tidal wave.

When she came the third time she thought she might pass out. The feeling of fullness along with watching intently as her husband jerked off to her cheating on him with a more well-endowed man was almost too much for her to bear.

Before she came for a fourth time, she felt Ray’s strokes deepen as his dick began to pulsate inside her. His breath quickened and she could feel all of his muscles tensing up as he gripped her waist tighter and held her close to him.

And she remembered that she wasn’t on the pill. She pushed away from him as quickly as she could and dropped to her knees to receive her stick, white reward.

Ray gripped his cock in his left hand and jerked it over her face as he spewed forth a torrent of seed into her eager and waiting mouth. She spooned every drop of him into her mouth and swallowed.

“Mmm, thank you baby. I so needed that,” she said, smiling up at Ray.

Ray began to quickly dress and leave the cabana.

“No problem, y'all enjoy the cabana,” he said and left. Before Emma and Arthur could speak, he popped his head back inside.

“Oh, and uh, I’m here all week so if you guys want to do this arrangement again, you know where to find me.”

And with that he was finally gone.

Emma was on her knees on the cabana floor. Exhausted and out of breath, the residual come from the massive facial Ray had given her was still glistening on her chin.

She looked over at Arthur and saw a totally different man staring back at her.

He had an almost crazed look on his face, a wild, carnal lust in his eyes.

Arthur stood up silently but confidently and walked slowly over to her.

She had never seen him like this before, not even last night when he got aggressive. No, this was something different. And she liked it. She liked it a lot.


Chapter Six

Something happened to Arthur between that third orgasm and the facial his wife had received courtesy of a bigger, stronger, more genetically gifted man.

It had awakened in him a hunger and a lust that he never knew existed.

His dick was so hard that the idea of not being able to get and keep it up seemed wholly foreign to him. In fact, he felt that it was entirely possible that after what he had just witnessed, he would never be soft again.

He would live out his remaining years with a perma-erection. Always and forever primed and ready to fuck.

“Did you like that, baby?” Emma asked.

“Yes,” Arthur said, still stroking his cock as he advanced towards her.

“Stand up,” he commanded.

Emma did as she was told.

“Bend over,” he said.

Again, Emma obeyed.

Without another word, Arthur slid himself inside her still soaked pussy and began to thrust as deeply as he could, knowing full well he could never reach where Ray had been. But it didn’t matter.

He would reclaim his wife all the same.

Emma began to moan softly at first and then began screaming loudly. Even, perhaps, louder than she had with Ray. Suddenly she was in awe of her husband. He seemed to remember how to use his equipment. No, it was even better than that. It seemed he had somehow mastered it.

It was true he couldn’t pummel and stretch her like Ray had, but it didn’t matter. This was better somehow. Different, for sure, but better.

The feeling of having her husband’s dick inside her immediately after she’d made him watch her cheat on him was intense. If the previous romp was like heroin then Emma wasn’t sure exactly what this was like but she imagined it might be the purest, most intense high one could hope to experience on planet earth. But again, she may have been being a bit hyperbolic.

At any rate she didn’t care and suddenly a fourth orgasm was on the way and it was the strongest feeling of pleasure and bliss she had ever experienced in her thirty plus years of being alive.

She came fast and hard as she felt Arthur tensing up and unleashing his load deep inside her belly. She wasn’t on the pill but she didn’t care.

Emma knew in that instant that she loved him. She could finally see it. She hadn’t made a mistake, she’d knocked it out of the park. This was the man she was going to spend the rest of her life with.

After they finished, they both got dressed and reopened the flaps on the cabana to enjoy the rest of the day and more importantly, eachother.

They curled up on a lounger together and took in the view.

Emma had all but forgotten about the best man’s speech, the forgotten bags, and the crumby resort.

Arthur leaned down and kissed her on the head.

“Still want to divorce me?” he teased.

“Not in a million years,” Emma said and squeezed his still-hard cock from outside his swim trunks.

“Good,” Arthur said.

He kissed her on the head again.

“And now, we have this big cabana all to ourselves for the day,” she said.

Arthur chuckled.

“You mean for the week,” Arthur said with a wink and a nod. She looked up at him with a devilish grin and kissed him hard and with lots of tongue. She still had her hand on his once again throbbing cock.

“I think we’re going to need to pull down the flaps again,” she said.

THE END


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

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

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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