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Chapter One

Where to begin?

Hmm, where to begin...that’s the eternal question, isn’t it?

I guess the best place to begin is on a deserted beach on an unnamed island off the coast of Florida, which I guess was technically part of the Keys but nobody’d ever bothered with naming the thing because it was so damn small.

Yes, I think that is the answer to our eternal question...at least for now. The rest is boring anyway and I know you’ve just come here for the action. The juicy bits, as it were.

My wife, Chloe, and I were “celebrating” our tenth wedding anniversary by returning to the scene of the crime: Key West, FL.

It was a small ceremony, just a few friends and family, and one hell of a party afterward.

As I recall we hit nearly every bar up and down Duval street at least twice.

And here we were. Ten years later. Still kickin’ it.

Or something like that.

I put celebrating in quotation marks because in reality we weren’t in a good place. We were attempting to save our marriage.

The last two years had been rocky to say the least.

It was unspoken but I think each of us knew. Deep down we understood. This trip was it. Our last chance to recapture the magic, to find some kind of spark to rekindle things between us.

If things didn’t go well down there in the Keys, well..

And I guess I wasn’t willing to go quietly. And sure, yeah. It was a huge risk.

But like I said, we were teetering on the edge and I figured if I didn’t do something drastic to find that spark again...I was afraid I’d lose her.

I was afraid I’d lose us.

It was a clear spring day when I had the idea, or more like it had me if you know what I’m saying. I was just a conduit for some kind of divine providence that had tapped into my being.

Anyway, I felt like I’d been struck by lightning. Super charged with an energy and passion that had been missing from my life for quite some time.

The fantasy...

I ran inside and got to work planning. Something I seldom ever did. That part alone knocked Chloe’s socks off when I finally broke the news.

To start, I booked us a room in a premium, ultra-luxurious, five-star hotel in Key West from which we would conduct our adventures. And yes, I thought of staying at the same place we’d stayed in when we got married, but it was just a little bed and breakfast whose land had long since been swallowed up by commercial real estate developers looking to maximize the prime space.

Shame.

But the big surprise, the basket in which I was placing all of my eggs, was the fantasy.

It was a multi-part process but I started by chartering a yacht to take us out for some deep sea fishing and to explore some of the smaller, lesser-known islands in the archipelago. I was a bit of a sailor back in the day and while it had been some time, I still knew my way around a ship like the back of my hand.

Then I went online. To the forums.

Adult forums. Places where like-minded deviants tend to gather and well, make arrangements to meet up in person and really get down to being deviant.

It took me a while to find the guys. Two guys to be exact and I had some pretty tight specifications they had to meet.

But before I get to that, I gotta ask: did you know some 1,700 islands make up the Florida Keys?

Because it still blows my mind every time I hear it.

And what’s even more amazing, is that nearly all of them are totally uninhabited.

Only about forty or so of the Keys are actually home to living, breathing humans and accessible by car.

Which means, if you have the right equipment, these small, nameless Keys floating out in the middle of the ocean are some of the best places on earth to disappear for a little fun in the sun, if you know what I mean.

And that’s exactly I had planned. The fun in the sun part was a surprise. An anniversary gift you might say.

I was going to give my wife the gift of a lifetime: I was going to make her deepest, darkest sexual fantasy come true.

And the kicker? Well, aside from watching it all unfold...I wouldn’t even be involved.

Hey, like I said, I was desperate.

I was ready and willing to try anything and this idea was my Hail Mary pass into the end zone as time expired.

But even I couldn’t have anticipated how well everything turned out.


Chapter Two

“Two big, black cocks,” she whispered in my ear, sending a chill down my spine that electrified my whole body, causing all my hairs to stand on edge and my skin to break out in gooseflesh from head to toe.

I swear to god, those words almost made me come right there on the spot, but I had no idea why it turned me on so much. I still don’t, in fact. But as they say, sometimes you just gotta roll with the punches...or is the gift horse one more appropriate here?

Who knows.  

“Really?” I said, a sly smile on my face and what I’m sure was a look of disbelief in my eyes. I don’t know what I expected to hear that wouldn’t have surprised me, but I’d asked her a question and she gave me an honest answer, and there we were.

We’d been married for about two years and in an effort to keep things exciting in the bedroom, I decided it might be fun to share some fantasies with each other.

While neither of us was a prude, neither of us was a slut before we’d hooked up and gotten hitched either.

I’d only been with three other women before I met Chloe and if she was being honest with me, which I believe she was, she had only been with four other men before me.

So it wasn’t like either one of us was highly experienced and well-traveled if you know what I mean.

It was a Friday night and we’d been out to dinner with friends and had a few drinks afterwards so we were each feeling a bit tipsy. So naturally we were all over each other as soon as we got in the door and had our clothes off before we even reached the bedroom.

At that stage of our marriage we were still doing it regularly, sex that is.

And in a drunken moment of post-coital bliss, I just blurted it out.

“What’s your biggest fantasy? Sexually, I mean?”

She pushed herself up onto her elbow to face me and ran a finger down my chest between my pecs, which at that time were still firm and muscular.

I loved when she did that and I loved when she faced me just that way, with her beautiful blonde hair falling down, messy around her shoulders from a good fucking. I could see the curve of her hip under the sheet and her tiny, supple pink nipples always seemed so perky and ripe for sucking.

“Honestly?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

“Yes, honestly. I won’t judge. Promise.”

“Two big, black cocks,” she whispered in my ear.

I gave a nervous chuckle as my cock sprang to life once more. A shocking occurrence given that I’d just unloaded inside her mere minutes ago.

“Really?”

She nodded, still biting her bottom lip and searching every nook and cranny of my face for a read on my reaction. It was as though she was trying to look inside, past my eyes and into the very machinery of my brain to see how it was processing her answer.

“You said you wouldn’t judge,” she said, as her face fell and it appeared she was starting to fear that perhaps I hadn’t taken the news so well.

“And I’m not,” I said, wrapping my arm around her to pull her closer to me and to reassure her. “It’s just that, well...what would I do?”

She looked at me quizzically. And I realized how stupid my question sounded. But before I could take it back she began to speak.

“Well, I mean I didn’t think you’d be there in my, I mean, you asked what my fantasy was. I didn’t think, you know we were actually going to do it or anything.”

“No, no of course not,” I said, trying not to draw attention to my raging boner created an all too visible tent beneath the sheets. But it was impossible to conceal. She turned her gaze away from my face and down to my crotch and gasped.

Then she grabbed a handful of my cock from outside the sheet, wrapping it in a blanket of soft linen.

“Oh my, does the idea of me with two big, black cocks excite you, baby?”

She turned back towards me and flashed a wicked smile.

“Well, I don’t know, I mean...I guess it would be kinda hot to…” I gulped hard.

“To what?” she said, as she slowly started stroking my hard cock.

“Nothing,” I said. “Nevermind.”

“Tell me,” she said, tightening her grip just a little bit.

“It might be hot to, well you know, watch.”

She made a tsk, tsk sound with her mouth as she pulled the sheet away and grabbed the flesh of my pole.

“Harry McKay. You naughty, naughty boy. Would you really like that?”

I nodded vigorously, trying to contain my excitement.

“Mmm, that’s kind of hot actually. I mean in my fantasy, I was alone. But to have my husband there, watching me get fucked...mmmm.”

She moaned as she began tweaking her nipple before sliding her hand down between her legs to start fingering herself.

“What would you do while you watched me? Would it make you hard? Hard enough to stroke your cock to me getting fucked?”

And just like that, I blew a load all over the place, primarily all over my stomach, which drew trickles of playful laughter from Chloe and she leaned down to lap it up off of my skin.

“Wow, baby,” she said after she cleaned me up and collapsed back into my arms. “That really got you excited didn’t it?”

“Yes, yes it did,” I said, exhaling and trying to steady my breath in the midst of the post-orgasm letdown I was currently experiencing.

But before we could discuss it any further, our drunken brains succumbed to fatigue and sleep took us.

When we awoke the next morning in the cold and sober light of the mid-morning sun, neither of us said a peep about what had happened the night before and sadly, we never talked about it again.

I honestly forgot all about it until that one fateful spring day, mowing the lawn when something just happened to help it pop back into my head.

Perhaps, I thought, it was just the spark we needed.


Chapter Three

And so there we were, Chloe and I, aboard the chartered yacht leaving port in Key West and headed for the crystal blue waters of the open ocean for some fun and adventure.

Oh and of course, the two willing and able-bodied gentlemen I’d met online.

They were good friends and, with the help of some generous accommodations on the island and a few faceless photos of my wife’s slammin’ body, I’d convinced them to make the trip down from Miami to join us on the boat for the afternoon. And eventually, if they liked what they saw (and I was sure they would), to tag team my wife on an abandoned beach on an unnamed island somewhere in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean.

But to Chloe, they were simply hired help I’d insisted the yacht company included with our rental in order to help me navigate the unfamiliar waters and assist with the on-deck activities.

As I studied her body language, I could tell without a doubt that she didn’t have a clue as to what I was up to. She was wearing a sexy, black bikini I’d bought for her right before we left and had some sexy, high-waisted jean shorts pulled up over her bottom. Her hair was already turning a lighter color from just a few days in the Florida sun and quite simply, she never looked more beautiful to me.

The trip was going astonishingly well so far and I was certain that this little surprise of mine, this grand romantic gesture, if you will, was going to put things right over the top and cement me as a legendary husband for the ages. An all timer you could say.

Afterall, how many husbands would actively plan a vacation to a tropical paradise and coordinate with not one, but two, younger studs to come with and make their wife’s deepest, darkest fantasy come true?

Exactly. Not many.

And okay, if I’m being honest, over the years this had also become my own deepest, darkest fantasy. I admit it. I’d thought about what it would be like countless times since that day way back when. I couldn’t believe she’d said it and I doubly couldn’t believe that it didn’t make me mad in the slightest.

Not at all. It was the hottest thing I’d ever heard.

And now, as we cruised away from Key West, the tiny island becoming more and more of a spec behind us, I was nervous with anticipation and excitement.

I couldn’t believe it was actually going to happen.

Well, that is if Chloe was still open to it.

And watching her on the boat, I was starting to believe she was going to be more than open to it. In fact, she was hardly paying attention to me as I navigated us expertly towards a cluster of small, unnamed keys just under twenty nautical miles away from Key West.

The only thing Chloe seemed to be focused on was the two, now shirtless, studs as they did some of the basic, menial tasks I’d trained them to do via phone and some basic YouTube tutorials.

In reality, they weren’t doing much of anything to help us get there. What they were really doing was working up a sweat, showing off their muscles, and helping to prime my wife for what was to come.

I must admit, I was a little jealous to see her so openly lusting after them with her eyes...but I knew she wasn’t even conscious of it and even thought I was a little jealous, I was more than just a little turned on.

Once we were at a nice cruising speed, I popped open a cooler, grabbed a few beers, and joined my wife on the main deck.

“Cheers,” I said. Clinking her bottle with mine.

“Cheers,” she said. Somewhat absentmindedly.

“Nice view, huh?”

She was watching Marcus and Jeff and seemed wholly unaware of all the natural beauty around us.

“Huh?” she said, snapping out of it for a moment.

“It’s ok,” I said.

“They’re here for you anyway,” I said with a wink.

She looked at me as if I had two heads.

“What are you talking about, Harry?”

“Marcus and Jeff,” I said.

Her face showed she didn’t quite comprehend.

“The fantasy? Remember?”

Still nothing. Not a hint of recognition.

I felt a pit in my stomach.

Surely I hadn’t dreamed it, had I? I mean it was several years ago but I remembered it clear as day. She told me...she told me that -

“Fantasy?” she asked, then took a sip of her beer, studying my face and genuinely wondering what the hell I was talking about.

“Yeah, you know, it was like years ago. You told me…”

I motioned with my arm to Marcus and Jeff not wanting to say it out loud.

“Told you what?” she said, placing a hand on her hip. I could tell she was getting impatient with me and for the first time all trip, I noticed that telltale quiver in her lip that signaled she was getting sick of me.

Uh oh.

I was lost at sea, metaphorically at least. I knew exactly where we were literally.

But suddenly, I was unsure of myself and everything I planned.

Was that all just a dream? I mean, we never talked about it after that. Maybe I made the whole thing up...my head was swimming in doubt and indecision.

But no. She said it. I was sure of it. I decided to lay my cards on the table.

“Remember? It was, I don’t know years ago. We were in bed and I asked you what your biggest fantasy was sexually and you said…”

“What did I say?” Chloe asked, prompting me to continue. She was gulping down her beer now.

“Two...uh, you know. Two big,” I looked over at Marcus and Jeff once again who were now out of work to do and standing by the railing looking out into the ocean trying to ignore us best they could.

“Two big, black cocks,” I blurted out finally and after much hemming and hawing.

Chloe’s face turned bright red and she gasped in surprise.

“Excuse me? What are you talking about Harry? I don’t remember any of this! Is that what this is all about?!” she slapped my shoulder with her free hand and finished her beer.

Then she retreated below deck leaving me with a half-finished beer and a lot of regret. Marcus and Jeff turned to me after the commotion was over and I shrugged my shoulders. I swore she’d been checking them out but perhaps it was my own bias and wishful thinking getting the better of me.

I walked over to Marcus and Jeff and filled them in.

“Sorry boys, it appears I may have miscalculated.”

“I don’t know,” Jeff said, glancing to the stairs that led below deck. “I think she’s down.”

“I know she is,” said Marcus.

“How can you be so sure?” I asked.

To which they both shrugged.

I assured them our agreement still stood regardless of how things unfolded. They’re stays in Key West would be covered through the week and we’d still be treating them to one hell of a dinner when we got back.

They seemed totally unphased and said they were cool either way.

I thanked them and then headed below deck to apologize to my wife for the miscalculation to try to salvage what was left of our trip, and for that matter...our marriage.

. . .

I descended the wooden stairs below deck and heard what sounded like sobbing coming from the small living quarters in the back, which was really just a bed inside a small closet. As I got closer to the closed wooden door, I realized it wasn’t sobbing at all. It was more like moaning. I paused with my hand outstretched and listened intently. I couldn’t believe it. I smiled.

Chloe was masturbating. I caught her once or twice before and I knew what she sounded like when she was experiencing pleasure. It was a sound I’d heard many times before, albeit not much recently.

I decided to let her have her fun and not interrupt. It was good she was getting herself all warmed up for what was to come.

I looked at my watch and guessed it was only a matter of about fifteen minutes before we reached dry land.

Then the real fun could begin.


Chapter Four

We anchored a short distance from shore and had a few more beers. At around two o’clock, the four of us disembarked and swam to shore to lay on the beach and maybe do some exploring on the small island. The island that we would have all to ourselves.

Marcus and Jeff came up with the brilliant idea of using one of the small life rafts on the ship to help transport our cooler full of ice cold drinks and snacks across the calm waters and onto the sandy beach with us.

I noticed Chloe seemed remarkably more relaxed and in much better spirits after our little spat. In fact, neither of us had even mentioned it.

Once we reached the beach and dried off a little, Chloe sprang to her feet and looked up the small shoreline that after a few hundred yards or so, seemed to cut off and bank to the right.

“Wanna explore a little?” she asked.

“Sure,” I shrugged.

“You boys wanna join us?” Chloe said to Marcus and Jeff who were kicked back on the beach sand, each with an ice cold beer in their hand.

“Nah, we’re good for now,” Jeff said.

“Yeah, you two go on without us, we’ll be here when you get back,” Marcus said and winked at my wife.

I could see Chloe’s face turn red for a moment but she seemed to brush it off quick and was able to pretend she hadn’t noticed.

“Okay,” she said, grabbing my hand, “we won’t be long.”

We each grabbed a beer for the road from the cooler and wandered off hand in hand down a deserted strip of beach that made it feel like we were the only people left on earth.

. . .

We hadn’t been walking long before Jeff and Marcus were out of view. I guessed we’d rounded that bank and had come to a place where the vegetation was starting to get thick and it ran right up to the edge of the water.

“Look’s like we’ve reached a dead end,” I said.

“Yeah,” Chloe said, staring into the dense thicket of mangrove forest that lay before us.

It was so dense and thick that almost no sunlight penetrated its depths and I wondered what dangers or unpleasantries lurked within.

“So, what do you want to do?” I asked, suddenly unsure if I was talking about our walk or something much deeper.

Chloe sighed.

“I’m sorry,” she said finally after a long pause.

I looked at her confused.

“For what?”

She took a long pull on her beer and emptied the can.

“For the boat, back there. For pretending I didn’t know what you were talking about…”

“You do remember?”

“Of course I remember, I just wasn’t prepared for that. I don’t know, it just caught me off guard and I guess I got defensive.”

My sense of relief was palpable.

“So, you’ll do it then?”

“What?! No! I didn’t say that. See this is exactly our problem Harry. We just can’t communicate. I didn’t say I actually wanted that, I mean...I can’t want that…”

She looked down at the sand.

“Can I?”

I swallowed hard. She was conflicted. I knew deep down she wanted it but felt guilt or otherwise inhibited by social convention and years of conservative upbringing.

“I mean, it was supposed to just be a fantasy. I didn’t think…”

I put up my hand.

“Look, we don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to. This was meant to be my gift to you, to make your wildest sexual fantasy come true. I don’t know. I thought maybe it would bring us closer together. To get us back to what we once had. Back to us.”

Chloe let out a heavy sigh and put a hand on my shoulder.

“I think it’s going to take a little more than a wild sexual experience on vacation to get us back there, don’t you?”

Of course she was right, but I thought maybe this could serve as a catalyst. A jumpstart. A spark. Something.

Instead of answering her I leaned in and kissed her. Softly at first, unsure of myself. And I got back a timid response for a few seconds before she began to open up. She slipped her tongue past my weakly parted lips and into my mouth. It was like we were exploring each other for the very first time again.

My heart was suddenly thumping in my chest and I had butterflies in my stomach.

She bit down gently on my bottom lip and pulled away.

“Sure it will,” I said, pausing and staring out at the ocean, “but this can’t hurt, can it?”

I pulled her close to me again and slipped my hand past her bikini bottom and felt how wet she was.

“I know you want this,” I whispered, “and that’s ok. I want it to.”

I began to kiss and suck on her neck as her head rocked back and her eyes shut tightly. She let out a soft gasp.

“I heard you down in the living quarters earlier…”

I waited to see if she’d be mad but she wasn’t, she was waiting for me to continue.

“What were you thinking about down there?” I asked.

“Oh god,” she whispered, “I was thinking about them…”

“About who?”

“Marcus and Jeff.”

“What about Marcus and Jeff?” I asked.

“I was thinking about them fucking me, taking turns on me, kneeling down in the sand and taking their big, black cocks in my tiny hands and jerking them off while you sat right in front of us and watched me do it.”

She reached down and grabbed my cock from the outside of my swim trunks and tugged lightly on it while she relayed her latest fantasy to me.

“And did that turn you on?” I asked.

“Fuck yes, I came so hard thinking about it,” she whispered.

“Well, you know we can make it all come true. Right here, right now. You know that right?”

“Yes,” she hissed as I continued to nibble on her neck and finger her wet pussy on the beach of that deserted island in the middle of the Atlantic ocean with no one around as far as the eye could see.

“So, what do you say then? Do you want to go back and see what Marcus and Jeff are up to? I know they’re dying to get to know you better, baby.”

“Ohh fuck yes. That’s what I want, Harry. I want to be a little slut right in front of you. That’s what I want.”

I pulled back from out embraced and grabbed her by the hand.

“Well, what are we waiting for then?”

We practically ran back to where we’d left Marcus and Jeff. Each of us brimming with anticipation and excitement.

I couldn’t believe it was happening.


Chapter Five

When we arrived back, we found Marcus and Jeff right where we left them; only each of them had taken off their shirts and their ripped torsos were glistening with sweat as they baked in the sun and continued to sip some beer.

“Welcome back,” Marcus said, raising his can in our direction.

Jeff nodded silently to me and I smiled back. We all knew what was about to go down. The excitement was written all over Chloe’s face.

She looked at me and then kissed me, a quick peck on the lips, before she went over to Marcus and Jeff and sat down directly between them in the sand.

My heart began to rac again as I stood and watched.

“Hi,” Chloe said, pretending to be sweet and innocent, but I could hear she was nervous. Jeff must have picked up on it too.

“Don’t be nervous, your husband told us all about what a freak you are.”

Chloe let out a fake gasp and turned to look at me, a devilish grin on her face. This seemed to be a great way to break the ice.

“He did? What did he tell you exactly?”

“He told us you have a fantasy involving two big, black cocks taking care of your every need. Is that something you want, baby?” Marcus said, turning to face her.

Chloe was now staring directly at his crotch and I could see her chest and shoulders rising and falling rapidly with her quickening, excited breath.

She nodded her head and bit her bottom lip.

“Well then,” Jeff said, “today is your lucky day, because me and Marcus here have exactly what you need to make that fantasy come true.”

“Really?” Chloe said, glancing back and forth between the two.

Before I knew what was happening, they both descended upon her body and began pleasuring her. Within a few seconds she was vigorously making out with Marcus, while Jeff pulled her biking top down and began expertly sucking on her left breast, taking special care to lick and caress her erect nipple.

My cock was hard instantly and even though I felt a tinge of jealousy, I was unphased. It just made it all the more exciting and arousing for me.

Soon, someone’s hand was in her bikini bottom and between her legs, working her up into a frenzy.

It was so hot seeing Chloe sit back, relax and let two sets of hands work over her body and deliver her the intense sensual pleasures she so very much deserved.

At one point, while Jeff was kissing her neck and Marcus was kissing and sucking on her right breast, she looked back at me and mouthed the words: I love you.

I almost came right then and there. The eye contact she gave me while she was being pleasured by other men felt like the most special, intimate connection we’d ever made and my soul melted.

“Mmm, why don’t you come see what you’re working with, Chloe,” Marcus said. He reached into his trunks and pulled it out. Jeff did the same.

Chloe’s hands shot to her mouth to cover her gasp. She looked left, then right, then left again. Her head ping-ponging back and forth between the two monster dongs that weren’t even fully erect yet.

Marcus and Jeff were each stroking themselves for her, bringing more blood rushing into their shafts and growing ever bigger.

“Oh my god,” Chloe said, watching with great interest as they stroked their big, black cocks in front of her.

“Those are fucking huge, holy shit,” she said.

“You like what you see, baby?” Marcus asked with a smile.

“Yes,” Chloe whispered, mesmerized by their rods. “That’s so hot watching you guys stroke your big, black cocks for me.”

“Mmm, why don’t you lend us a hand,” Jeff said and Chloe obeyed.

She reached out tentatively at first, using a light grip as if she was afraid to hurt them. But as she pulled up and down their shafts her grip got firmer and her pace got faster.

As she stroked and jerked them on the empty beach I sat down beside them and took out my cock which paled in comparison to the two monsters she was holding.

Chloe looked over at me and smiled.

“Enjoying yourself, baby? Do I look hot with these two, fat cocks in my hand?”

“Oh god, you know it, baby,” I said. “Why don’t you suck them off a little?”

“That’s a great idea,” Marcus said and stood up. Jeff did the same and the two of them pulled Chloe up so that she was kneeling on the sand between them.

Soon she was slurping and sucking like a greedy slut, working back and forth to service each of them equally. At one point Marcus took her by the back of her head and got almost every inch of his 10-inch cock down her little throat.

“Ooo shit,” Jeff exclaimed. “Do that with mine.”

Chloe pulled off of Marcus and gasped for air, then happily obliged Jeff’s request.

After a few minutes of sucking them off, it was time for the main event.

Marcus and Jeff both got down on their knees beside her and Chloe got down on all fours.

“Which one of you boys wants to fucke me first?” she asked, giggling and smiling with anticipation.

I moved around to the front for a better few and felt the cool waves of high tide starting to tickle my backside. I was paying extra special care to stroke slowly and savor the moment. I didn’t want to come too soon and spoil the fun. Or worse, realize I’d made a huge mistake.

So I kept a slow, steady and methodical pace, backing off here and there when I felt like I might explode.

Jeff volunteered, or more like begged, at the chance to enter my wife’s pussy first. She stuck her ass out for him and offered her soaking wet cunt.

“Be gentle,” she said. She took Marcus’s dick into her hand and spat on it to lube it up so she could stroke it faster while Jeff entered her from behind.

Jeff pressed his pelvis towards her back side and rubbed the head of his cock up and down against the entrance to her pussy, tickling her clit and driving her wild with lust.

“You ready baby?”

Chloe looked back at him and nodded.

Then her eyes snapped shut, and a low, guttural moan emanated from her mouth as Jeff pressed himself inside her.

“Ohhhh shittt,” Chloe said. “That’s fucking huge, I don’t know if I can take all -” she let out a yelp.

“You can take it baby, that’s it. Open up for me,” Jeff said. Marcus leaned down and kissed her hard, then took her chin in his hand and stared at her.

“How’s that big, black cock feel?” Marcus asked her.

“So fucking good, oh my god…”

“That’s it, good girl. Now suck my dick.”

Chloe obeyed once again and took Marcus into her mouth, moaning and slurping on his shaft as Jeff drove his cock into the deepest parts of her.

Within a few seconds her body exploded in the most intense orgasm I’ve ever seen anyone experience and I’ve watched my fair share of porn mind you.

After she came Jeff’s cock out of her in an explosion of pleasure. She turned and offered herself to Marcus who slipped inside her much easier than Jeff had now that she was all warmed up and more than a little stretched out.

She began to buck and writhe her hips, grinding back against Marcu’s deep, long thrusts and soon she was coming again, and this time even harder.

“Fuck yes, give me that dick. Harder. Harder!” She cried as her legs began to quake beneath her.

“Yes baby, I think we got a live one here, man, she’s loving this,” Marcus said and looked over at me.

“Your wife’s pussy is insane man, insane.”

“Thanks,” I said. Unsure if I needed to say anything but it seemed like a compliment so I went with it.

I was having a really hard time controlling myself now and was hoping to hold off just a little longer.

I could tell everyone was getting tired, working so hard in the heat and the hot sun. I hoped it would be over soon.

“Shit man, I’m about to come,” Marcus said. And that’s when it hit me like a ton of bricks. He wasn’t wearing a condom. And Chloe wasn’t on the pill.

But she was lost in bliss. It was going to be too late.

Thankfully, Marcus at least had some of his wits about him and pulled out just in time to deposit a huge load of white cream onto her right ass cheek.

Chloe looked back and moaned.

“Fuck yes, give me that cum. I want every last drop from you.”

Jeff pulled his dick back and out of her mouth.

“Get up on your knees,” he said. Chloe pushed herself up onto her knees and placed her hands on Jeff’s thighs as he stroked himself to completion.

She stuck out her tongue and begged him to cum all over her.

“That’s it, that’s it. Stroke that cock till you cum. Yes, oh fuck yes!” she exclaimed as Jeff unleashed a torrent of white seed all over her tongue which dribbled down her chin and onto her breasts and stomach.

Chloe tried to wipe it all up and get as much into her mouth as possible.

Marcus and Jeff stood on either side of her now as she tried to squeeze and extract every last drop of cum from their now withering dicks.

“Mmm, thank you boys. Thank you for making my biggest fantasy come true. That was great.”

“The pleasure is all ours. We can do this any time you guys want,” Marcus said and shared a fist bump with Jeff.

Jeff looked over at me.

“Hey, I think it’s your turn man. She’s all yours.”

All mine?

I was almost delirious with lust and excitement at this point and it felt like my head was about two sizes too big.

Chloe beckoned me over with a finger and offered her well used pussy to me.

As Marcus and Jeff collapsed into the sand and cracked cold ones, I prepared to enter my wife’s freshly fucked cunt.

It was pretty hot that Marcus and Jeff were watching us in the same way I’d just watched them and Chloe was wetter than I’d ever felt her before.

I only lasted about twenty seconds but that was just long enough to deliver one final orgasm for Chloe as we both came at the exact same time and exploded deep inside her.

“Oh fuck baby, yes, yes, yes! Come inside me, give me that nut!” she cried, her words echoing across the abandoned strip of beach sand.

We collapsed in a heap next to Marcus and Jeff and they each handed us a beer.

Chloe nestled up next to me and settled in my arm. We clinked cans and took deep sips from our ice cold beers. It was late in the afternoon and the sun was starting its descent towards that ever elusive horizon just out of reach.

It was the most beautiful day either of us had ever seen or experienced and we sat in silence, soaking it all in both literally and metaphorically.

I looked over at Chloe and smiled. She smiled back and I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time.

No, it wasn’t going to fix everything. But it was one hell of a start. I knew we were going to make it back. Back and better than ever.

I just knew.

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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