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1.) SHARED
AT
SUNSET

A Hotwife Romance

By:

F. Rey Noel


One

Sometimes things just happen. There’s no accounting for why. There’s no real reason. It just happens to manifest itself in that place and time because...well it manifested itself in that place and time. That’s it. That’s all there is to it.

The best thing to do in those situations is to simply ride the wave. You didn’t catch it, it caught you. Don’t think about it. Don’t question its meaning or what it says about you.

Just ride it. Ride it fast and hard. Enjoy the hell out of it.

That’s the best way to handle these kinds of things that sometimes just happen.

Although I must say, if it hadn’t been “off-season” at the resort we were staying at, I’m not so sure this particular wave would have come along.

In other words, I don’t know that this magical event would have manifested itself. 

At least not in the same way it did. Not in public. On the beach. At sunset.


Two

I watched a bead of sweat trickle off my wife’s chin and disappear between her breasts.

By the steady rise and fall of her blonde hair resting atop her red bikini top, I could tell she was drifting off into lazy afternoon slumber.

The kind of glorious beach nap brought on by a Caribbean sun and more than a few tropical drinks.

It was early December and we’d come down to this little slice of paradise for an all-inclusive romp in the sun to escape yet another miserable East-Coast winter.

The day we left it had snowed several inches and we were both glad to have a respite from the bone-chilling cold that had descended upon the Mid-Atlantic without warning or mercy after an unusually pleasant autumn.

It was late-afternoon and we were the only people on the beach and it often felt like we were the only people at the resort.

In just a few weeks however, folks from all over the continental United States would descend upon the resort and the countless others just like it to spend their holidays hiding out from their extended families, incapable of spending one more miserable Christmas at Grandma’s house.

But for us, it was just a quick four-day escape from the cold. Nothing more. Nothing less.

We didn’t go down there with any devious intentions. We weren’t there to explore or experiment with anything outside of each other and our hotel room.

But as fate would have it, that’s exactly what ended up happening.

I felt a little groggy myself as I turned my gaze from Kelly’s breasts and back to the ocean.

Small white caps ebbed and flowed with the tide and the hypnotic rhythm with which they broke on the shore soon had me drifting off into an uneasy sleep. 


Three

I awoke to the sun creeping ever closer towards the horizon and guessed we had less than an hour until sunset.

It was that magical fifteen minutes or so in the last hour of daylight where the sun catches the ocean just right and it looks like you’re staring at shimmering, liquid glass gently rocking and rolling towards the shoreline.

We’d planned to spend the day on the beach until the sun went down and then head back to our room to shower and get dressed for a later dinner at one of the half-dozen restaurants the resort had to offer.

Kelly was still sleeping peacefully and I reached over to tap her on the shoulder.

“Hey,” she said, stretching out on the lounge chair, her long, bronzed legs still glistening in the fading sun as she reached up over her head and wiggled her toes.

“Hey, have a nice nap?” I asked.

“Mmm, I did. What time is it?”

“I’m not sure, but it looks like we woke up just in time for sunset. And it seems we have the whole beach to ourselves.” I said, gesturing to the empty cabanas and lounge chairs that surrounded us.

“I need a drink,” she said, looking around and now fully awake. Which was code for honey, could you please run to the bar and get us something?

I was more than happy to oblige as I always enjoyed libation with which to drink in the sunset myself.

“Sure thing, babe. What’ll it be?” I asked as I stood up and grabbed a few bills from our beach bag to tip the bartender.

“Vodka with lime, please,” she said.

“Coming right up.”

I turned back toward the resort and walked in the direction of the pool area where there was a small tiki-hut bar that would still be open and serving drinks.

As I reached the edge of the beach a tall, muscular guy in his mid-twenties passed me on the steps going down to the beach.

Easily over six-feet tall and built like a linebacker, he was carrying a bottle of wine and a single glass, a paperback novel tucked under his arm.

His shirtless torso dwarfed mine and I remember thinking I needed to hit the gym when we got back.

At thirty-two years old and in my fourth year of marriage, my flabby frame was an all too constant reminder that I had grown soft and worse, content.

Kelly on the other hand kept up a level of fitness that put me to shame. Her body was as tight and vibrant as the day we met all those many years ago when we were merely freshmen in college.

I made eye contact with the guy but we didn’t say anything to each other.

When I got to the top of the stairs, I turned to see him making his way for the lounge chairs right next to Kelly but I thought nothing of it.


Four

“I’ll have a vodka with lime and a rum and coke please,” I said to the bartender.

It was still well above eighty degrees and the humid Caribbean air was even stiller up by the pool away from the beach.

I was dripping with sweat simply from walking the hundred yards or so from our lounge chairs.

The bartender returned after a few moments with two expertly crafted cocktails and slid two chilled shots of tequila my way a moment later.

“On the house, my friend,” he said with a wink and a smile.

I hate tequila but Kelly loved it. Not wanting to be rude, I accepted both shots anyway along with his offer of some additional limes and a tray to help me carry the drinks back down to the beach.

After carefully spacing out the drinks to balance the tray, I began the short jaunt back down to the beach with a little spring in my step.

I wasn’t sure why, but the guy I passed on my way up had made me feel anxious to get back to my wife.


Five

When I got to the edge of the steps that led to the beach, the breeze really picked up. I looked down and saw the same guy I’d passed on my way up sitting on my lounge chair, talking to my wife.

Kelly had put her cover-up on and her back was to me. The guy was facing in my direction but if he noticed me approaching, he didn’t seem to care.

He apparently said something funny. I heard my wife’s charming giggle cut through the wind and carry across the beach to my ears and it stung a little.

I wasn’t the jealous type unless it came to someone else making my wife laugh. That was my territory. Otherwise, I couldn't care less.

As I got close, walking slowly so as not to spill the drinks, the guy looked up and fixed his gaze on me for a moment, then looked back to my wife.

“Well, it was nice meeting you, Kelly. I’m going to get back to my book,” I heard him say.

“Nice meeting you too, Victor,” Kelly said.

Victor stood up and his hulking frame towered over my wife making her look even more petite than she normally would. He walked over to his area, just a few lounge chairs down from ours.

Kelly still hadn’t turned around and didn’t know I was approaching from the rear.

As Victor walked away, I could see her lean up on her elbows to get a better look at him. She even did the old slide your sunglasses down your nose trick to get a better look.

She was checking him out.

I smiled to myself. As I said, I wasn’t really the jealous type and I wasn’t naive enough to think that my wife simply found me to be the only attractive member of the male species on the entire planet.

She was free to look.

I took my seat next to her and startled her from her lustful stupor.

“Enjoying the view?” I said as I placed the tray with our drinks down on the small plastic table that was lodged in the sand between us.

“Uhh, hey. What? Oh yeah…” her voice trailed off and she grabbed her vodka with lime. She was flustered and caught off guard for a moment but went straight back to staring at Victor.

I cleared my throat and she snapped back out of it.

“Sorry, thanks honey. Cheers,” she said and we clinked glasses.

“Cheers,” I said.

“Ooo, what are these?” she asked, finally noticing the chilled tequila shots and thankful for a chance to change the subject.

“Compliments of the house,” I said. “And they're all yours.”

“Aww come on, do a shot with me,” she pleaded, “it’s vacation.”

“Tequila? No thank you. That’s all you.”

“Well, I’m not doing two shots myself. I’m not an animal.”

I didn’t respond immediately and I’m still not sure why I said what came out of my mouth next. But like I said before. It was just one of those things.

Best not to think too deeply on it.

“Why don’t you offer it to your new friend, Victor, over there?”

I could see her face go flush as her cheeks turned a light shade of red. She looked at me like a child who’d just been caught stealing sweets from the pantry right before dinner.

“Oh him, uhh…” she stammered, trying to explain.

I held my hand up and waved her off.

“It’s alright, I saw you two talking. You seemed uhh, engrossed in the conversation let’s say…”

She laughed.

“I’m sorry, he’s just so...well, I mean look at him. I couldn’t help but stare. He looks like a football player.”

“Yeah, I know. I passed him on my way up to the bar. He’s quite a specimen.”

What my wife said next was baffling. Why she felt comfortable saying it and why it didn’t bother me in the slightest remains a mystery to me to this very day.

But again, waves and all that. Just enjoy the ride.

“You have no idea. I mean I was trying to keep my eyes on his face but the bulge in his pants…”

She stopped abruptly as if she hadn’t intended to say any of that out loud and looked at me, embarrassed.

“It’s ok,” I said. “Invite him over.”

Three little words I couldn’t believe I was saying, invite him over.

Not another word passed between us. We locked eyes and it was like we were connecting telepathically - no, on another plane of consciousness more like it.

Are you sure you want that? She seemed to say.

If you want it, go for it. I’m down. I seemed to say with nothing more than a shrug of my shoulders.

Kelly leaned back up on her elbows and turned towards him.

“Victor! Come over here. I want you to meet my husband,” she said.

The sun was just about kissing the horizon now and a brilliant display of reds, oranges, and yellows beaming across the ocean to the sandy shores beneath our bodies was setting a sultry mood.

We had no choice but to give in to what the moment called for and soon, our lives would be forever changed.


Six

He really was massive. Chiseled abs. Monster pecs. Each muscle seemed to be carved out of granite.

I didn’t know exactly what the golden ratio was, but the words popped into my head all the same as I stared up at him.

He seemed to glide over to us effortlessly and I could see my wife getting worked up.

I don’t know how I knew, but I knew she was insanely turned on and I knew, without a doubt, she was dripping wet.

I guess it was that other plane of consciousness that we were on together. I can’t really be sure.

All I know is that it suddenly felt like Victor had joined us on that plane and that no one had to explicitly state what our intentions were here and now, on this beach as it neared sunset.

We all kind of just knew what was about to go down. And we simply let things unfold from there.

“Victor, this is my husband, Jeff,” she said. “Jeff, Victor.”

We shook hands and I could feel him almost pulverize my hand into dust with his strong grip.

“Nice to meet you, Jeff,” he said, flashing a million-dollar smile.

“Shot?” my wife said, holding out the extra tequila shot for Victor.

He accepted and they clicked glasses, each downing their shot in the blink of an eye.

Victor looked back at his setup a few lounge chairs away.

“You know, I’ve got plenty of wine left. Why don’t the three of us have a glass together and take in the sunset?”

He was staring directly at Kelly even though he was talking to both of us. And my wife eagerly met his gaze, hanging on his every word.

“That would be great,” Kelly said.

“Shoot, I only have the one glass though…” Victor said. He looked over at me as his voice trailed off and then back at my wife. She turned to me.

“Honey, why don’t you go back to the bar and get us a couple of fresh glasses?” she asked motioning towards the tray that was now filled with empty drinks.

“Sure thing,” I said.

I could tell the tequila was doing it’s job and my wife was feeling loose. I stood up to fetch a couple of glasses.

I was no more than thirty feet away when I turned around and saw Victor take my place right next to my wife.

I felt a surge of adrenaline and a rush of excitement heading straight for my dick. I had to push the feeling away as I approached the bar.

Despite the place being virtually empty, I wasn’t too keen on walking around with a raging hard on.


Seven

I sat on my lounge chair while Victor sat next to my wife on her chair and poured the last, hefty portion of the wine into her glass.

He placed the empty bottle down on the sand.

“To new friends, cheers,” Victor said and the three of us clinked glasses.

I looked around in the fading twilight and it felt like we were the only people left on the planet.

“Beach is so empty,” I said.

Victor nodded.

“Yeah, it is. We could get away with anything down here. Nobody would know…”

My wife bit her bottom lip and looked at me. Then Victor looked at me too.

I nodded to the both of them, maybe it wasn’t even a nod. Maybe it was that unspoken plane we were on but I knew we were off to the races.

Kelly’s face lit up. She stood up and walked over to me. I was rock hard before she even got there.

She leaned down and kissed me hard.

I felt her boozed soaked tongue vigorously lapping at mine. I could feel Victor’s gaze on us.

As she pulled away she bit my bottom lip and grabbed a handful of my cock.

“Oh my baby,” she whispered. “You’re so hard.”

Then she walked back over to Victor, her perfect ass bouncing with each sultry step.

She ran her hands over his chest and pushed him back onto the lounge chair as she mounted him.

Victor put his hand up to her face and pulled her in for a kiss. It was sweet and slow, oozing with passion.

I put my hand on my dick and began gently massaging it from outside my bathing suit.

Kelly reached down into Victor’s swim trunks and her face lit up with pleasant surprise.

“Oh my god,” she whispered as Victor kissed her neck. I could see she was stroking his cock to life and before she’d even gotten his pants down I knew he was hung like a porn star.

I swallowed hard and took a deep breath, trying to keep my heart rate steady and my nerves even and cool. But inside I was freaking out.

Seeing my wife like that was hard to describe. A lesser man wouldn’t have been able to handle it.

But for me, it was pure bliss.

Sure, there was a tinge of jealousy mixed in there somewhere. I was certain of that. But it was the perfect amount; just enough to take the whole thing to a completely different level of eroticism.

Watching my wife turn into an insatiable, lusting sex goddess right in front of me was something I never knew I needed until it was unfolding right in front of me.

Where has this been all my life? 

I was hypnotized watching her slowly grind her hips into his lap as she gently stroked his cock and kissed his neck.

Kelly ripped his trunks down to his ankles and the biggest dick I’ve ever seen in my life flopped out and slapped his stomach with an audible thud.

Her face at that moment was priceless. The way she licked her lips and lusted for his dick made me want to cum right then and there.

She reached out and grabbed it with both hands and there was still plenty of cock showing. He had to be around ten inches long and almost as thick as her wrist.

Kelly began to slowly stroke up from the base to the tip and looked over at me. We locked eyes and I felt the universe on fire.

I’d never been more alive before that moment and we’d never been closer as a couple.

“I love you, baby,” she said.

“I love you too,” I said as I stood up and dropped my suit to the sand.

My dick was raging hard and still probably only half the size of Victor’s. I put my hand around my cock and started stroking it.

“Do you like watching me stroke his cock?” she asked, her eyes never leaving mine.

I could only muster a nod in response.

“Do you want me to suck it?” she asked.

Again, I could only nod.

She leaned forward, opening her mouth and stretched her pink lips wide to accommodate the girth of his head. She sucked softly on the tip for a little while before taking more into her mouth.

Kelly could deep-throat me with no problem, but with Victor’s length and girth she couldn’t even get him halfway into her mouth.

“Fuck, that’s so hot baby,” I whispered and stroked my cock a little faster.

With my encouragement she sucked and slurped harder and faster, working up a nice lather of saliva with which to stroke the base of his shaft.

As the waves crashed down on the beach just thirty yards away, the last few rays of the sun were clinging to the horizon and I felt like I was in heaven.

“Stand up,” Victor said, pushing my wife off his cock and grabbing himself in his hand. “Get down on your knees.”

Kelly obeyed and got down on her knees in the sand.

Victor stood on one side of her and motioned for me to take the other side.

As we both approached, she reached up and took Victor’s cock in her right hand and mine in her left. Kelly began to stroke us both slowly.

She looked up and smiled.

“Mmm, two rock hard cocks, all for me. What a lucky girl.”


Eight

Watching my sweet, innocent wife go back and forth between our cocks like a hungry little slut was driving me crazy and I could tell it was driving her wild as well.

I thought that if one of us didn’t put our dick inside her soon she was going to lose her mind.

She gagged on Victor’s pole and came off his head with a pop. She gasped for air and stroked us both faster and faster, whipping herself into a frenzy of lust and desire.

“If one of you doesn’t fuck me soon, I’m going to lose my mind,” she said.

See, same plane, like I said. We were all riding the wave together.

Before I could react, Victor pulled her to her feet and wrapped his arms under her shoulders so she was facing me and her ass was pressed against his cock.

She began to grind herself up against him and he leaned in to suck on her neck.

“That thing is fucking huge…” she said, eyes rolling back in her head as her hips swayed back and forth.

Then her head snapped up, eyes wide and she stared deep into my soul.

“You want him to fuck me, don’t you baby? You want to see him stick his big, fat cock in my tight, little pussy right?”

I could speak. I was paralyzed by the rush. I could only stroke my cock and stare.

“Come on baby, I wanna hear you say it. Tell me…” she said, she was almost hissing. Like she was casting a spell.

And I was happy to be under her command.

“I wanna watch you get fucked,” I said. “I want you to take that big fucking cock right in front of me like a good little slut.”

Kelly smiled from ear to ear.

“Good boy, now sit down.”

It was time for her to take control and become the center of attention.

She got down on all fours in the sand between us and I sat in front of her on the lounge chair and she began sucking my cock.

Victor watched her from behind for a few moments, stroking himself vigorously.

Then he knelt down behind her and pamed her right ass cheek and squeezed hard, making her moan as she sucked on me. He lifted his big powerful hand up and slapped her hard on the butt. She was loving it.

“Fuck yeah, spank me daddy,” she said. “And stick that big, fat dick in me, please baby...please!” she pleaded as she looked back at Victor who looked more than ready to oblige.

“Arch your back, stick that ass up in the air for me,” Victor said as he reached beneath her and ran his fingers over her pussy.

I could hear how drenched she was as he teased her with his fingers.

Then he took his cock and slid it up and down, pressing it against the entrance of her vagina.

“Are you ready for this baby?” she said as she took her mouth off my dick and looked up.

I nodded.

Victor inched himself closer and I could tell he was beginning to enter her.

She sucked her breath in as he pushed himself inside her and for what seemed like an eternity she didn’t exhale.

Then she let it out in one big huff.

“Holy shit,” she said, digging her fingernails into my thighs, her knuckles turning white as his massive cock inched deeper and deeper inside her.

“Damn, that’s a tight pussy,” Victor said as he pulled back and began to thrust back and forth, opening and stretching her walls and sending shockwaves down her spine.

Kelly bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes, I could tell it was hurting her a little, but in a hurt so good kind of way.

Within thirty seconds she was whispering, “oh fuck, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna…”

Victor thrusted hard and Kelly tightened her grip around the base of my cock which at this point she was mostly ignoring while Victor took her to places I could only dream of taking her.

“Does that feel good, baby?” I asked, bending down to grab her breast and tease her nipple.

“Fuck yessss,” she said. “Kiss me, I want you to kiss me while he fucks me.”

I pressed my lips against hers and kissed her hard.

She was no longer holding my dick, so I took myself in my hand and slowly stroked while we shared the most intense, passionate kiss of our entire lives.

I pulled back from her and grabbed the back of her head with my hand and pushed her down on my cock until her nose was pressed against my skin and I was all the way down her throat.

She began to shake and writhe and within seconds was cumming again.

Victor could no longer contain himself as she grinded all the way back on his dick and shook her ass up and down with him completely inside her.

He quickly pulled out and busted a thick, white load all over her ass.

Gasping for air he collapsed into the chair and if I’m being honest, it was like he was no longer there.

For all intents and purposes, it was just me and my wife in that moment and we were on fire together.


Nine

It was almost completely dark now as the moon was beginning to rise.

Kelly dipped her finger into the pool of cum on her ass and brought it to her mouth and sucked it in, licking and slurping on it like a lolly-pop.

She stuck out her tongue to show it to me and then swallowed it all.

I couldn’t take it anymore, I grabbed her and pulled her over to the lounge chair. I sat down and made her get on top of me. I had to fuck her.

She slid right down, easier than normal. And even though she was incredibly stretched out from Victor’s huge dick it felt amazing, better than ever before. It was such a turn on knowing someone else had just been inside her.

And I could tell she loved it too even though I was much smaller.

She bounced her ass up and down on my cock maybe ten times before I just couldn’t contain myself and I gave myself over to the orgasm god.

It was total surrendered and I came harder and longer than I’d ever cum before, pumping her pussy full of white, hot seed deep in her belly which made her cum one more time.

She collapsed in my arms on the lounge chair next to me. Both gasping for air.

Victor was on the lounge chair next to us and had been watching the whole time and was rock hard again.

Kelly leaned over and whispered in my ear.

“I need some more of that big dick inside me...can I?”

Normally after an orgasm I’m a tad ashamed of myself and I expected to be in the middle of an oh-my-god-what-did-we-just-do crisis but I was totally fine.

In fact, hearing her say that and thinking of her sliding herself down on that big dick while I watched again was making me hard. I never recovered that quickly.

I nodded my approval and she stood up.

She walked over to Victor and I could see the semi-dried cum on her ass cheeks glistening in the moonlight.

Kelly stood over him and straddled him. Then she slowly lowered herself towards his dick. I could hear her cream-filled pussy sloshing down on him as she quickly worked herself up into another frenzy.

She bounced her ass like a seasoned pro up and down, up and down. I could tell Victor wasn’t going to last much longer and I think Kelly sensed it too because she looked over at me.

“I want him to cum in me,” she said. “Tell me you want me to take his load inside me,” she was nearly hissing again.

And I was powerless to resist her spell.

“Let him cum inside you baby,” I said.

She turned back to Victor and began to ride him harder and faster, begging for his cum.

Soon, he was emptying himself inside her.

After watching my wife take another load from a complete stranger I was ready to bust another nut myself and call it a night.

Kelly got down on her knees and I blasted her in the face with another sticky, warm load that she eagerly pushed into her mouth and swallowed.

. . .

The three of us decided to take a quick dip in the ocean to wash off before we parted ways. The warm waters of the Caribbean felt wonderful as I let the gentle waves wash over me.

My head was empty and calm. There wasn’t a thought rattling around in it, no regrets, no obsessions. Just clarity and peace.

Sometimes things just happen.

We eventually got out, toweled off.

When we said our goodbyes I thought for a moment we were going to get down to business again but he simply hugged my wife, shook my hand and thanked us for an amazing experience.

I told him we were the ones who should be thanking him.

We turned and walked up the steps together towards the resort. We went left and he went right towards the opposite end of the hotel.

And we never saw him again. It turned out that was his last night at the resort before he was set to return home to California.

. . .

That night, Kelly and I wolfed down dinner, guzzled two bottles of wine and ran back upstairs to our room like two horny teenagers.

We fucked all night until the sun was rising up over the Caribbean.

The experience at sunset on the beach had given rise to a new level of passion in our relationship that I don’t think either of us thought was possible.

Since then, my wife has turned into a full-fledged hotwife. Which means, with my approval, she can fuck whoever she wants as long as I’m included in the fun, on some level.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Sometimes, things just happen.

THE END
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One

It was getting late. Or early, depending on your perspective. And we were both still drunk. Not smashed but more than a little tipsy and we were getting ready to do something wild.

We’d finished a late dinner, complete with several bottles of wine, and then went back to our room to get all dressed up to hit the resort’s adults-only club that was open until 4:00 AM.

My wife, Brianna, and I were on vacation without our kids for the first time in almost a decade of marriage and we were intent on living it up.

While I don’t think either of us had “sex on the beach at sunrise” on our list of things to do, I know for a fact neither of us had threesome on the beach at sunrise on our list either.

That’s for damn sure.

But within a few short hours, that’s exactly what was going to happen.

My wife was going to be on her knees, in the sand, with a rock hard dick in each hand, stroking like there was no tomorrow as the sun rose over a Caribbean paradise.

The real kicker? Neither dick would belong to me.

My dick would be firmly in my own hand as I sat in the sand mere feet away and watched her totally transform before my very eyes.

But before I get to that, let me back things up a couple of hours to when we arrived at the club.
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It was just after midnight. Brianna was putting the finishing touches on her outfit and we were nearly ready to head downstairs and hit up Club Desire.

It was a lame name and, based on the mostly older crowd at the resort, we didn’t expect the atmosphere to be any different.

But there weren’t any other options open after midnight and like I said, no kids, so we were going to do our best to live it up.

Worst case, we figured we could sit at the bar and make fun of the lame older couples dancing and trying desperately to relive some semblance of their better years.

“How do I look?” Brianna said to me, turning away from the full length mirror at the foot of our bed.

For a moment, I was speechless. I searched deeply for the words to convey what I felt but I couldn’t manage a single syllable for what felt like an eternity.

“Hot, uhh...you look really hot,” I said, trying to pick my jaw up off the floor. I was practically salivating.

I hadn’t seen her dress like that since college.

Not because she didn’t have the body for it.

In fact, since our college years, her body had only improved thanks to pilates, weight training, and a little help from the exquisite and expensive implants I’d bought her as a gift for her 35th birthday.

But unfortunately as you get older, it’s just no longer socially acceptable to dress like a, well, like a slut.

Even if you still put all the 23-year-olds to shame with your rockin’, tight body, like my wife certainly did.

And I use the word slut with all the respect and affection in the world. To me, being a slut is a good thing. A compliment. Something to take pride in.

I remember when I first started dating Brianna and we were discussing our past sexual partners. Her list dwarfed mine and with each name she added to it, the harder my dick got.

When she told me she’d had sex with nearly half the basketball team and a quarter of the football team, well I nearly nutted right in my pants.

Sometimes I’d ask her to tell me about some of her past lovers while we fucked like wild animals deep into the night.

But eventually, we both settled down, graduated, got jobs, a house, 2.2 kids, etc. You know the drill. Boring stuff.

I guess even though neither of us said it out loud, this trip was a way for us to reintroduce a little adventure and passion back into our lives.

Looking back, I think that’s why everything unfolded the way it did.

“That good huh?” she said, and twirled around, showing off a little.

She was wearing a mini-skirt that barely covered her ass and a skimpy halter top that wrapped around her back and clasped in the front across her breasts. The thing was so tight I thought they might burst out at any minute, the bottom of her tits were even closer to showing than her ass.

And of course, heels. Her stripper heels she called them, several inches in length, perfectly accentuated her long, luscious legs.

“You trying to pick somebody up at the bar?” I asked playfully.

“Yeah,” she said and let it hang in the air for a minute before, “you.”

She laughed and kissed me on the cheek.

“Come on, let’s go,” she said and led the way out of our room.

I walked down the hallway, mesmerized by her perfect ass and sculpted legs, the heels making every muscle pop in just the right way. At certain points her skirt rose up to the point that I could see her thong and I found myself getting hard.

I had to tuck my boner up into my waistband as we got onto the elevator with another couple.
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Club Desire was not nearly as dead as we’d expected it to be. There was actually a small line outside and we had to wait about five minutes to get in.

But the crowd was much older and there weren’t many people our age as we took seats at the bar in the dimly lit area at the back of the dance floor.

Music was thumping hard from the speakers next to the dancefloor. I could feel the bass thrumming through my chest.

“Four shots of tequila, please,” Brianna said to the bartender as he approached. She didn’t even ask what I wanted.

“Whoa, wild girl,” I said with a wry smile.

“When in Rome,” she said, laughing.

Soon we were clinking glasses and downing our first shot, licking salt, and sucking on limes as the tequila made its way down into our bellies, warming us up and massaging our inhibitions.

“God, you look amazing, I haven’t seen you dressed like this since college,” I said.

My wife shrugged, almost embarrassed.

“Yeah, well. I was a bit of a slut in college. Especially before I met --” she cut herself off, she obviously hadn’t intended to say any of that out loud.

“Sorry, I uh...”

“It’s ok,” I said. “I know, you told me.”

“Well, still,” she said.

There was an awkward pause.

“You know honestly, I never told you this before but I think it’s kinda hot,” I said.

“What?”

I looked down to the empty tequila shot in my hand, unable to make eye contact.

“That you were a slut,” I said, unsure how my words would land.

“What?” she said nervously.

“Yeah I mean, you know it’s kind of a turn on for me knowing that you’ve had so many random…”

“Dicks?” she offered.

I laughed. Now I was the one who was nervous.

“Yeah, I mean I don’t know, I just think it’s hot. You remember I used to make you tell me...”

At first she looked at me confused, her face searching for a memory. Then she lit up in recognition and finished my sentence.

“Stories?” she offered.

“Yeah, stories…” I said. “I used to love that.”

“Really?” she asked, genuinely surprised.

“Well, yeah, of course. Why else do you think I made you tell me?”

“I don’t know, I guess I never really thought about it...just thought it was heat of the moment stuff you were trying out. I honestly forgot all about it.”

“Well, I think about it sometimes...often actually” I said sheepishly. An awkward pause hung in the air as my wife chewed on that thought for a moment. Then she smiled.

She picked up the other two shots and handed one to me.

“To being a slut then,” she said and we clinked glasses again, repeating the process.

I looked at my wife and watched as the tequila loosened her up. She had a look in her eyes, almost lustful but I couldn’t quite place it.

Before I knew it, she was grabbing my arm and dragging me out to the dance floor.

“Come on, let’s dance,” she said.
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I protested the entire way. I hate dancing.

Absolutely loathe it.

It tops my list of fears well ahead of death and public speaking.

A loud, pulsating EDM song was blasting from the speakers. I could tell the two shots of tequila, in addition to the two-and-half bottles of wine we’d shared at dinner, had Brianna feeling very loose and she was ready to party.

Again, I hadn’t seen her like this since college.

When we got to the middle of the floor, she pulled me close into her body and thrust her hips against mine, swaying back and forth to the music.

She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulled me closer, and kissed me hard. It was wet and warm and filled with passion.

My dick was instantly at attention and she felt it right away.

“Somebody’s excited,” she said, brushing her left hand over my crotch and feeling my erection. I looked around and over my shoulder to see if anyone was watching us, but they were all too drunk to care.

“Come on, dance with me,” she said, raising her voice to compete with the loud music.

“What?” I said, “I am dancing with you.”

“Babe, you’re hardly moving. That is not dancing. Come on, loosen up. Go with the rhythm,” she said.

Brianna turned around and shoved her ass into my crotch like a power forward boxing out for a rebound. She began to writhe and shake, her ass seemed to move independently from the rest of her body.

More and more blood rushed to my dick and suddenly it felt like everyone who had just been too drunk to care was now staring at us and cheering on my wife.

And it felt like that because that was exactly what was happening. It wasn’t my imagination.

My wife and I were the center of attention. Well, mostly my wife.

While she was relishing the attention, I was shrinking in the spotlight in more ways than one. What little dancing I was previously doing ceased immediately and eventually my wife was forced to give up.

I thought I heard a few quiet boooos from the crowd of onlookers, but it may have just been my imagination.

My wife turned around and hugged me, gasping for breath.

“Why don’t you go get us another couple of drinks? We need to loosen you up,” she said.

As I kissed her on the lips before turning to head to the bar, I noticed two young men - kids really - probably early to mid twenties, staring at us, watching our conversation. They were tall, dark, and handsome and decidedly out of place in this older crowd.

My wife turned to see what I was looking at and I could tell she was intrigued, checking them out even.

Then she turned back to me.

“I’ll be right here when you get back,” she said with a grin and sent me on my way.
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When I returned from the bar, drinks in hand, I nearly dropped them on the dance floor.

Another crowd of onlookers had gathered around the spot I’d just left and Brianna was smack in the middle, the object of their attention.

She was also the object of attention of the two twenty-something young men I’d seen eyeing her up before I left.

She was sandwiched between the two of them, grinding and moving to the music, eyes rolling back in her head, lost in the ecstasy of the moment and all the attention she was getting.

Now, I’m not the controlling or jealous type. I didn’t care if my wife danced it up a little with other men. That didn’t bother me.

For a moment, I wondered if she had forgotten all about me and that stung a little. But in a weird way, I found it slightly erotic.

That feeling dissipated quickly as my wife opened her eyes and looked my way. She hadn’t forgotten about me.

But what happened next was completely unexpected. She locked her eyes onto mine as if to say, watch this, and slid her hand down behind her back and wedged it firmly between her ass and the man dancing on her from behind, grabbing a handful of his crotch.

The young man returned the favor by reaching around her chest and copping a handful of her right breast. The crowd gasped and cheered them on.

Did they realize I was standing right there? Did they remember me? Did they care about any of this or were they just a bunch of horny old drunks happy to have something out of the ordinary happening that they could tell their friends and family about when they got home?

I swallowed hard. Unsure what to do. She blew me a kiss with her other hand and went back to grinding with the two young men for the duration of the song.

I stood and waited until the music changed and it was then as if the spell had been broken. The two young men left and went back to their table on the other side of the dance floor and my wife sauntered back over to me and immediately reached for her drink.

I wasn’t sure exactly what I was feeling at that moment, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t aroused.

That tinge of jealousy mixing in with the primal urge to see my wife...fucked by someone else? The two men she was dancing with? What was happening?

But as soon as I posed the question to myself, my wife leaned in and whispered in my ear.

“Wanna see me be a slut tonight?”

Once again, I found myself having to tuck a raging hard boner up into the waist of my pants.
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It was nearly 4:00 AM and we’d just made it to the bar for last call, not that we needed it. Our two new friends, Reggie and Michael, joined us for a nightcap and perhaps, it seemed, something more.

After the dance, my wife had asked if it was ok if she invited them to sit with us at the table we’d snagged next to the bar.

Brianna said they were a little surprised when she asked if they wanted to “join me and my husband” but ultimately they shrugged and said sure why not.

We were the last people in the place and the staff was friendly enough to let us stay while they cleaned up and didn’t kick us out until about 4:30 or so.

What happened between them kicking us out and us ending up on the beach as sunrise approached is a little fuzzy.

I think we went up to our room for a few more cocktails and I remember watching my wife dance with Reggie and Michael some more. Pretty sure she got naked and I’m pretty sure she reached a hand down Michael’s pants.

I have this distinct memory of her looking directly at me while she felt his package and mouthing oh wow as her hand wrapped around it and felt how massive it was.

But who knows, maybe it was all just a dream.

The only thing I know for sure, what I do remember and what I am absolutely certain of, is that what happened after that, on the beach as the sun’s first rays crept over the horizon and began to warm the Caribbean sea, was real.

And it was spectacular.
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Brianna’s playful giggles seemed to echo and dance across the softly crashing waves as the four of us descended upon a secluded area of the beach, safely tucked away from any curious onlookers who might happen to be in the vicinity.

My wife was down to her bra and mini skirt. She’d ditched the stripper heels in favor of flip flops, and both Reggie and Michael were shirtless, their dark skin and bulging muscles rippled in the fading moonlight.

Always the planner, I’d grabbed a couple of towels before we left the room and while the fresh ocean air was sobering me up a little bit, it wasn’t enough to make me back out now.

Brianna sat down on one towel, and each of the guys sat next to her. Reggie on the left and Michael on the right.

Something was about to happen, I could feel it in the air and it had me excited and harder than a diamond in an ice storm.

Brianna took notice.

“What’s that you got in your pants there babe?” she laughed.

Reggie and Michael looked over at me and smiled, I could tell they were both ready to get it on with my wife.

But Brianna stood up, abruptly, and walked over to me.

“Are we really gonna do this?”

“Do what?” I asked, pretending not to have a clue what was going on.

“Don’t joke. I’m serious. Just say the word and we can go back up to the room, we don’t have to do this…” she said, her voice trailing off. I could tell she meant it too.

But I could also tell she wanted them. Her eyes were dripping with lust. And, much to my surprise, I think I even wanted it to happen more than her.

How else can I explain letting it happen?

“I know we don’t have to, but I want to. And I think you want to too, don’t you?” I asked.

She bit her bottom lip and smiled.

“Yes, baby. I want you to watch me be a slut for you,” she leaned in and planted a big wet one on my lips and then turned around and sat back down on the blanket between Reggie and Michael.

I gave them the ceremonial nod, as if to say, go ahead fellas, have at her.

As soon as I did, Michael placed his finger under my wife’s chin and guided her mouth to his and began slowly kissing her.

I felt more blood rush into my dick as I watched another, younger man kiss my wife.

Then Reggie undid her bra and grabbed a handful of her breast while he began to lick and suck on her nipple.

I don’t remember whose it was, but I watched as a hand slid down my wife’s stomach and into her miniskirt and began making a motion that would indicate whoever it was had slipped several of his fingers inside of her dripping wet pussy.
 

I could even hear it sloshing around inside Brianna over the sound of the wind and the waves. I placed a hand on my dick and began rubbing myself from outside my pants.

Brianna relished in the attention of the two younger, fit men. She arched her back in pleasure, eyes closed, enjoying the simultaneous sensations that only two sets of hands could provide.

Michael began to work his way down her neck, kissing her softly and breathing passionately onto her skin.

Soon, he grabbed a handful of Brianna’s other breast and began to lick and suck right alongside Reggie.

My wife gasped, and opened her eyes, looking directly at me while these two perfect strangers went to town sucking on her tits.

There was a primal look in her eyes and I could tell she was ready to see the goods.

“Alright boys, let me see those gorgeous cocks again,” she said.

Again? I thought. Shit...what happened back in the hotel room?

What indeed? If only I could remember. But before I could jog my memory, Reggie and Michael were standing up, brushing off sand and reaching into their shorts.

My wife hurried to her knees and held up her petite hands in anticipation of their manhood flopping out to greet her.

Almost simultaneously, they each pulled their shorts down to reveal a large, throbbing cock that loomed over my wife’s head. They each had to be at least nine inches long and who knows how many inches thick.

Brianna reached up, softly gripping each dick and began to slowly caress them to life, bringing even more blood rushing into their already massive shafts.

I could tell right then, she was falling in love. And to be honest, seeing her like that...I was too.
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Brianna went all the way down to that point that her nose was almost touching the skin just below Reggie’s belly button.

I couldn’t believe she was taking the whole thing down her throat. She could always deep throat me, but that was nothing.

Getting all of Reggie’s massive hog down with hardly a whimper or gag was quite impressive to say the absolute least.

She kept stroking Michael’s cock as she held the position for a few beats. Without a word passing between us, I could tell the three of us were insanely impressed and more than a little turned on.

My wife popped off Reggie’s cock and went straight for Michael’s, taking him into her wet, pink mouth in much the same way. Michael was a bit thicker and she couldn’t quite get as far down the shaft but she was still able to take most of it.

She finally came up for breath and began stroking both of their cocks vigorously at the same time. Beads of her sliva flicked off their shaft and rained down on the sand below.

We locked eyes again and I finally whipped my own cock out and began to stroke along with her.

“You like that baby?” she asked in between breaths. She was really getting worked up now.

“You ready to watch us fuck your wife, man?” Reggie said. I could tell he was taunting me just a little but it was the perfect amount so as not to be humiliating. We all knew what we were there to do and Reggie was simply playing his part and doing it to perfection.

I nodded silently as Brianna got on all fours and offered her ass-end to Reggie while stroking Michael.

“Be gentle with that thing, you need to warm me up a little first, go slooooo,” but her words were cut off as Reggie slammed himself inside her, opening her up all at once.

“Hollly shiiiiit,” she wailed. “Oh my god that dick is fucking huge, owww go slow, go slow, fuck yes, that’s it. I wanna feel every inch of that big fat cock stretching me out,” she began to press her weight back against his as he thrusted slow and deep, reaching depths inside her that I could only dream of.

Michael grabbed the back of her head and forced her to suck his cock while Reggie pounded her like the good little slut that she was. She moaned and slurped and writhed and bucked.

Within seconds she was shaking and cumming all over Reggie’s dick.

Then Reggie and Michael swapped places and Michael slid inside her. By now she was all warmed up and stretched out plenty to accommodate his girth.

You might say she was a natural.

Within another minute or so she was shaking and cumming again on Michael’s cock and vigorously slurping away at the massive helmet of Reggie’s 9-inch snake.

She looked at me the whole time, almost smiling, as she came over and over again.

Before I knew what was happening, the sun was nearly fully across the horizon and my wife was back on her knees between them. While they stroked away, she was begging and pleading for them to cum all over her face and tits.

“Fuck yes, that’s right boys. Stroke those gorgeous cocks for me. I want to drain those balls, I want every last fucking drop of cum all over me. Give me those fat nuts!” she exclaimed.

Her voice echoing a little in the morning breeze.

Just as I found myself getting nervous that some early-bird beach walker would soon happen upon us, they both began to nut all over my wife’s face and tits. Massive creamy loads sprayed for what seemed like an eternity, coating my wife’s now glistening and tanned skin.

As soon as they came, it was like the spell was broken. They quickly pulled up their shorts, said their goodbyes and that was that. We never saw them again.

My wife motioned for me to come over and she quickly blew me until I came and busted the biggest load I’d ever shot in my life down the back of her throat.

We rushed to get her cleaned off, put our clothes back on, and scrambled back up to our room for a morning of passionate, steamy love making that would last until mid-day when we collapsed in exhaustion and slept until well past sundown.

. . .

Seeing Brianna, down on her knees in the sand as the sun rose over a little slice of paradise in the middle of the Caribbean changed me that day - changed both of us forever. Our marriage and our bond with each other has never been stronger. We still experiment from time to time but we always reminisce about that trip and the passionate, random, spontaneous adventure we had late that night...or was it early morning? Either way, it wasn’t something either of us will soon forget. Well, I guess that’s all for now. Maybe I’ll record some of our other adventures at some future date, but until that time, take care and stay wicked, my friends.

THE END
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Empty space is an opportunity.

When something that’s supposed to happen doesn’t, we tend to spend far too much time mourning what could have been.

But what’s that they say? The best-laid plans of mice and men often go awry?

I think that’s the saying.

And I believe that’s true.

That’s why I also believe that we should celebrate the opportunity provided by unexpected space and figure out what to fill it with rather than focus on what’s been lost.

So when my good friend and old college roommate, Danny, called to tell me he would have to back out of our weekend boat trip to Key Largo because his girlfriend broke up with him, I didn’t miss a beat.

I saw the opportunity in his newly single status and I knew just what to fill it with.

“No, don’t cancel. Come out with us anyway. Trust me, this thing is sick. You’re not going to want to miss it,” I told him over the phone.

He hesitated.

“I don’t know, man. I don’t want to be a third wheel with you and Natasha. I’ll just get some work done this weekend and take it easy,” Danny said.

“Fuck that. What you need is a relaxing weekend on the water. You need to clear your head and forget all about…” I was drawing a blank on her name.

“Gina. Her name is Gina,” he said with zero emotion in his voice.

“Who cares? You told me you weren’t getting laid anyway, right? So come out and get drunk with us. It’s not every weekend Natasha’s dad hands us the keys to one of his yachts and says ``have a good time kids.”

“Yeah, well...it’s not like I’m gonna be getting laid on Natasha’s dad’s boat either. Not unless Natasha happens to have a last minute replacement for me?”

He suddenly sounded a little hopeful. I hesitated for a moment. I could probably ask Natasha to bring a friend along but on such short notice, the odds of getting a commitment were slim.

Plus, I already had something in mind and I didn’t want to veer off course.

“Uh, no I don’t think she does. But who cares. It’ll be fun. I promise. Get some fresh air, clear your head, enjoy some tropical drinks and you’ll forget all about Tina.”

“Gina,” he corrected me.

“Yeah, right. Her.”

He was silent for a while.

“Alright, what do I need to do to convince you? Would it help if I told Natasha to give you a handjob? Is that what you’re after?” I said.

He thought I was kidding, but I was dead serious at the time. Something he would find out once we were on the yacht and headed for open waters.

“Fuck you,” he said laughing. “You know, you’re just lucky I got sick that night or I’d be the one with the rich father-in-law and you’d be the poor sap crying into your beer right now. You know that, right?”

Indeed I did. Natasha and I both knew it.

Danny was one-hundred percent correct on that one.

It was an open secret between the three of us that Danny had, at least at one time, found my wife to be very attractive.

If he hadn’t gotten sick that fateful night during our sophomore year of college, he surely would have taken Natasha out to dinner as planned, swept her off her feet and I would be the poor sap crying into his beer on the other end of the line.

But as fate would have it, he got sick and I went in his stead.

The rest is ancient history.

Remember what I said about space and opportunity though, right?

Instead of being upset that her date had to cancel, Natasha decided to ask me to take her to dinner instead.

Was it a little cold and selfish?

Insensitive?

Sure, maybe it was.

But remember, we don’t lament. We celebrate.

We look for the opportunity with the missed opportunity.

That’s why Natasha and I went so well together.

Maybe I couldn’t satisfy all of her needs. But as I think I alluded to earlier, I’m pretty focused on filling empty spaces whenever the opportunity presents itself.

“Alright, whatever. You win, Ricky. I’m in,” he said after a beat.

“Sweet, we’ll be over to pick you up at four. Don’t forget your suit.”

I hung up the phone and immediately called my wife.

“Hey baby, I have some great news,” I said.
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“Mmm, I like the sound of that,” my wife said in her sexy, ever-so-slightly raspy voice. It sounded even hotter over my car’s bluetooth system and I could tell she was horny as hell.

“You really think he’ll go for it?” she asked.

“I think you can make him go for it,” I said.

She laughed. Of course she could.

With her hourglass figure, tanned skin, and perfect tits, there wasn’t much Natasha couldn’t get done when it came to the art of seduction. 

As a college graduation present, her parents paid for her to get a breast augmentation and they spared no expense. She went to the best plastic surgeon in Miami.

I can personally attest they were, and still very much are, magnificent.

And when there’s something - or more accurately someone - that Natasha wants, she’s damn good at using what she’s got to seal the deal.

“God, I can’t believe I’m finally gonna get to fuck Danny Higgins. After all these years…” her voice trailed off.

That one stung just a little, but I brushed it off.

“Hey, do you think if it were reversed...like if you’d ended up with Danny and he and I like, switched places…”

“Mmmhmm?”

“Do you think you’d be dying to fuck me right now?” I asked.

She laughed and I knew where her mind was going right away.

“Do you really want me to answer that?” she asked.

My cock stiffened. It wasn’t the game I was interested in, my ego was after a specific answer at that moment, but the animalistic side of me couldn’t help but play along.

The truth would probably hurt too much anyway. Best not to dwell on it.

“You know I do,” I said.

“Fuck no. Honey, I am never dying to fuck you. Not with that small, wimpy dick you have. You know I need a big, fat cock to satisfy me,” she whispered. 

My dick threatened to poke a hole in my pants as it felt like every drop of blood in my body was rushing to fill my penis.

I took a deep breath as I switched lanes and passed through the intersection on Lexington Boulevard and Steele Road.

It hurt a little, I’ll be honest. But just a little. And that’s what makes it so erotic for me. I like a little taunting, a little pain.

It turns me on to know my wife can’t be satisfied by my cock alone. That it takes a legion of horse-cocked studs to give her even a semblance of what she truly needs.

Knowing you’re married to a cock-hungry, nympho-goddess is a pleasure far too few men get to enjoy in this world.

“God, you’re such a fucking slut,” I said.

“You know it, baby,” she said.

“I’ll be home in a few minutes, see you soon. Love you,” I said.

“Mmm, love you too. I hope you’re nice and hard for me,” she said.

And I was.

I hung up the phone and pressed down on the gas.
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We were on our way to pick up Danny and we were late.

After I got home, Natasha and I couldn’t help but squeeze in a quickie.

The two of us were both so hot and bothered after our conversation on the phone and the thought of our devious little plan that we’d hatched together had us both revved up and ready to go.

She pounced on me as soon as I walked in the door.

It was true, my wife was a size queen and while I may have been a little undersized to serve her deepest desires, I knew how to get by.

I was scrappy and after ten years of marriage, I knew how to make her cum nice and hard.

Our dual fantasy of her being shared with random guys packing massive dicks was a common theme during our role play sessions and it turned us both on so much it was hard for either of us not to cum.

I looked over at Natasha in the passenger seat of my Mercedes.

She was looking radiant in the Florida sun and I felt myself getting hard all over again.

“I can’t wait to see you in that new bikini, babe” I said, reaching over and placing my hand gently between her legs.

I slid my palm up under her skirt and reached my fingers out to pull aside her panties.

Then I slipped my index finger inside her and she let out a soft gasp. She was soaking wet.

“Fuck,” she whispered. I glanced over again to see her eyes close behind her sunglasses as she arched her back and bit her bottom lip when I slipped a second finger in.

“Mmm, that feels so good baby, talk dirty to me…” she said.

She was breathing rapidly now and I could tell she was ready to cum already and I knew it wasn’t because she was fantasizing about me.

So I played along. 

“I also can’t wait to see you sucking on Danny’s big, fat cock. Watching him slam that thing into your tight, little pussy until you cum all over it…”

“Yesss,” she hissed, “are you gonna watch me get fucked like a good little boy?”

“You know it babe, I can’t wait to watch while I stroke my hard dick to you getting fucked by someone else…”

That was the clincher. She came hard and loud as we pulled to a stop at a red light.

I pulled my fingers out of her and they were covered in her cream. I held them up to her face and she gently took them into her mouth and sucked them dry, moaning the whole time.

Her eyes were locked on me, watching my reaction as she licked her cream off my fingers. Then she glanced to her right.

“Green light,” she said. She let go of my hand and turned forward, fixing her panties and skirt.

I pressed my foot down and the car lurched forward. I was smiling from ear to ear. 

We crossed back over Lexington Boulevard and Steele Road and I pressed down even harder on the gas pedal.

We were both riding high and we couldn’t wait to pick up Danny, hop on the yacht and hit the open water for Key Largo.

In a few short hours, South Beach would be a spec on the horizon and the real fun would begin.
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“Holy. Shit,” Danny said, mouth agape as he stared up at the glistening, bright white vessel.

It was a beautiful, fifty-foot, Gran Turismo. Natasha’s father had paid one-point-one million for it.

In cash.

Yeah, that’s the kinda family I married into.

Her parents were one of the richest families in Coral Gables and that was saying a fucking helluva lot.

The tinted black windows of the upper deck loomed over us as we stood on the dock marvelling at Natasha’s dad’s new toy.

“Told ya,” I said. “Aren’t you glad you came?”

Danny smiled and shook his head.

“You win. You’re right. Thanks, man. I needed this. Gonna be a helluva good time,” he slapped me on the back.

Oh, Danny boy. You have no idea.

It used to be you needed a captain and at least one crew member to handle most yachts, but with advances in technology and a little tutelage from dear, old father in law, I was able to captain the Serenity Now all by myself with just some occasional help from a willing, able-bodied volunteer. No nautical knowledge required.

“All aboard!” I called out to the nearly empty marina.

I grabbed our bags and Danny grabbed his. Being the perfect gentlemen that we were, we waved Natash forward to board first.

As she walked up the small ramp to the yacht her ass was in its full glory, perfectly accentuated by her black mini-skirt.

I caught Danny gaping and punched him in the shoulder.

“Helluva a view isn’t it?” I said playfully.

I could see his face turn red with embarrassment and I quickly moved to relieve the awkwardness.

“Don’t worry man, you’re free to look,” I hopped on the ramp, “oh, and I asked Natasha about the handjob. She’s totally down,” I said.

“Fuck you,” he said, assuming I was still joking.

I wasn’t, and told him as much.

“I’m serious, cash it in whenever you see fit…” I said and slapped him on the shoulder.

I walked up the ramp, following Natasha and her delicious ass and left Danny there with his mouth agape.

I knew he still didn’t believe me, but as I said earlier. Natasha would handle the convincing part. There was no doubt she’d close the deal.
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We were about two hours outside of Miami when I decided to cut the engine and join Natasha and Danny on the main deck.

We’d arrive at Key Largo well before sunset and it seemed like a good time to take a break and relax.

Natasha and Danny had come up to the bridge a handful of times to feed me some beers.

One time Natasha came up and started kissing my neck while I navigated the calm waters just off the coast of Florida.

“When are you going to come down and watch me put on a show for you?” she whispered in my ear.

“You didn’t get started without me did you?” I asked.

“No, he’s just been moping around and drinking, while I’ve been sunning. He’s hardly looked my way.

“Alright,” I checked my watch, “give me a little longer and I’ll cut the engine and come down. We’re making great time so we can float a little and get the party going.”

She smiled and kissed me on the cheek.

“Sounds good, I’ll get the tequila on ice.”

As I prepared to exit the bridge and head down to the main deck, I felt my dick getting hard just thinking about what was about to happen and I had to tuck it up into the waistband of my bathing suit to hide it.

. . .

“Jeez, I thought you guys would be partying by now. It’s dead down here,” I said, coming down the steps.

As I rounded the corner, I froze.

Natasha was down on her knees between the two lounge chairs, the top of her bikini was strewn across one of the chairs and her double-d tits were glistening in the sun.

Danny was standing over her, swim trunks down around his ankles, beer in hand, as Natasha slowly, sensually sucked on his cock, moaning softly as she caressed his balls in her hand.

It had been a while since college and I’d forgotten how truly massive his dick was.

“Holy shit,” I said, almost a whisper.

Natasha popped her mouth off his cock and looked over at me, pushing her sunglasses down the bridge of her nose so I could see the lustful look in her eyes.

“Hey baby,” she said, still gripping Danny’s dick in her left hand. She couldn’t even wrap her fingers around his shaft fully.

“What the fuck?! I said handjob. What the fuck is this?” I said and stared daggers at Danny.

I thought he was going to shit himself he was so scared all of a sudden.

He looked at me and then over to Natasha in a panic.

“I thought you said he was cool with it?” he said.

I couldn’t keep it up any more and started laughing.

“I’m just kidding, man,” I said, taking a seat on the lounge chair. I reached into the cooler, grabbed a beer, and cracked it open. “She’s all yours this afternoon. I’m just here to watch.”

“Uh, you sure man?” Danny said.

“Yeah dude, it’s cool. We do this all the time,” I said, sipping on my beer.

Danny looked unsure, but his mind was in conflict with his raging hard boner and the animal side was winning out over the logic and intellect.

“Fuck, ok.”

Natasha stood up and walked over to me and leaned down, kissing me hard. She pulled my bathing suit down to my ankles and my hard dick flopped out.

“Start stroking it for me, nice and slow,” she said with a smile.

I took my dick in my hand, which Danny’s completely dwarfed by the way, and began to slowly stroke it while I gazed deeply into her eyes.

“Good boy, now I want you to watch while I suck your friend’s big, fat cock right in front of you,” she stood up and got back down on her knees in front of Danny.

Natasha started sucking on his dick again and after a few seconds looked back at me over her shoulder.

“And don’t you dare cum until I say you can, understood?” she said.

I nodded in agreement. I could tell Danny was looking at me but I didn’t care about him, all I cared about was watching my wife fulfill her wild side and give in to her deepest, darkest desires.

Simply put, my wife was a slut and I loved watching her be one.

Danny was slightly bewildered but again unable to fully overcome his lust for my wife as he finally stopped looking at me or feeling unsure and gave in to the moment.

Natasha was working herself up into a frenzy choking and gagging on his dick as she worked up a healthy amount of saliva.

She fingered herself as she sucked and I could hear how wet she was as her fingers sloshed around in her dripping pussy.

It was already hard not to cum, I had to lighten my grip and slow down.

Natasha turned over to me and smiled.

“Come here baby, you’re being so good I want to give you a treat. Let me suck your cock a little,” she said.

I stood up and let her take me into her mouth, she went all the way down to the base of my saft with no trouble at all while she kept Danny’s massive cock firmly in her other hand, gently stroking it while she sucked mine.

I closed my eyes and felt the warm sea breeze wash over me as my wife sucked two cocks beneath a hot Florida sun on the open water just off the coast of Miami.

My life is the fucking best, I thought to myself.
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I’d fallen into a trance watching my wife suck a massive dick like the good little slut that she was.

Time lost all meaning. I had no clue how much had passed. And I didn’t care.

I almost came accidentally more than a handful of times but was able to keep myself in check.

Suddenly, she stood up and turned to face me. She bent over and put her hands on my knees, offering herself to Danny.

“You ready to watch him fuck me, Ricky?” she asked.

“What if I said no?” I asked, teasing.

“Well, I’d let him fuck me anyway.”

Her answer made me even harder.

“Good,” I said with a smile.

She kissed me hard quickly and pulled away.

“I can’t wait to have that big --” she stopped short and drew in a huge breath. Danny was already sliding himself inside her.

“Fucking shit,” she whispered as Danny pushed himself deeper inside her.

“Damn that’s a tight pussy,” he said, gripping her ass and thrusting back and forth, picking up speed as her vagina expanded to accommodate his massive girth.

I could hear her pussy coating his dick in a thick white cream as she got wetter and wetter with each pump inside her.

“Oh my god, I fucking love it. I’m gonna cum already,” she said.

She bent down and put her face in my lap and began sucking on my dick. But soon she lost interest as Danny took her to places I never could.

I think, at certain points, she may have even forgotten I was there right in front of her as she made the sexiest faces and sounds I’d ever heard a woman make.

Orgasm after orgasm overcame her body as she shook, writhed and bucked her hips on what was to that point the biggest cock she’d ever taken.

“Harder!” she yelled. “Yes, fuck me harder. Don’t stop, don’t stop! I love that fucking huge dick,” she said.

After she came again she locked eyes with me.

“I want you to cum on my face,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“Cum on my face, right now! Do it! I want to get fucked with your cum on my face like a good little slut.”

I couldn’t help myself. I was under her spell.

I stood up and within seconds found myself busting a huge wite load all over my wife’s face while my friend pummeled her from behind.

“Fuck yes, give me that nut. I want every last drop,” she whispered as her tongue lapped at my suddenly shrinking dick.

For a moment, all I felt was shame and horror. I wanted to run over and punch Danny in the face and yell at my wife. What was she doing?

But as the sun reflected off her cum-covered face and I watched the wave of pure ecstasy that washed over her as she came yet again on Danny’s dick, I forgot all that.

I was hard again and more turned on than I was before.

I sat back down and watched Danny continue to give my wife the fucking of a lifetime.

After a while, I could tell he was getting ready to cum.

It happened in slow motion.

He pulled out.

Natasha dropped to her knees and let him bust all over her beautiful tits.

His thick cum almost covered her breasts and a trail of stick, white semen ran down her belly and pooled in her belly-button.

“Holy shit,” I said, still rock hard and stroking myself. “That was so hot.”

Natasha smiled at me.

Danny looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock.

“It’s ok man, really. You did great, didn’t he babe?”

Natasha was still on her knees, fingering herself with our cum on her fingers.

“Mmm, yes he did.”

“Hey, why don’t you go shower up? You’ll feel better,” I said.

I stood up and motioned for Danny to head below deck.

“Besides, if you don’t mind, I need to reclaim my wife,” I said.

Danny walked down below deck in a daze and as soon as he was gone, Natasha and I were on each other like a couple of wild animals possessed by pure, unadulterated lust for each other.

I didn’t last long inside her well-stretched pussy, but we both came at the same time, and we came hard.

It was intense and it was beautiful because it was true and passionate. In that moment we were purely and wholly ourselves and nothing else.

Blissful and innocent. Free of the shackles of man and world. One with the stars and on fire with the mystery of creation.

I took her into my arms on the lounge chair and we embraced each other.

I leaned over and kissed the top of her head, smelling her essence.

The sun was beautiful.

The ocean, serene.

It was perfect and I’d never been happier. 
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We arrived in Key Largo just before sunset and checked into our rooms before heading out for a nice dinner.

The rest of the weekend was spent soaking up the rays and enjoying tropical drinks and excellent seafood.

Oh, and several more threesomes, of course.

Taking turns on Natasha was a blast and she took so many loads of cum that weekend. I’m getting hard just writing about it.

As for Danny, well he had his fun but when we got back to Miami he reconnected with Gina and they’re married now.

What a surprise.

I don't think she's quite as fun as Natasha but they seem happy.

Natasha and I still have plenty of other partners for her to play with and we certainly have our fun.

And that’s all that really matters in the end.

Well, I’ve got to go now actually.

Natasha and I are late for dinner.

Afterwards we are heading out to a club for her to meet up with a bit of a local celebrity...Dion Kirland.

Maybe you’ve heard of him? He’s the Miami running back and a huge fan favorite. I think he might lead the league in rushing yards this year.

Natasha connected with him through some mutual friends and I’m going to watch him fuck her brains out later tonight.

Life can be so...rich. Don’t you think?

THE END
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One

Normally, I let my husband tell these stories. But this was my first time doing this and, well, my husband wasn’t really involved...obviously.

He was only watching and you’ve heard that perspective before. I’m sure you can do a pretty good job imagining what it would be like to watch.

I want to help you really feel what I was feeling in that moment. That’s why I want to tell you this story from my perspective.

So you can imagine, in some way, what it was like to be me.

After this, maybe I’ll let my husband take the storytelling reins from here on out, but since this one is so special to me, I wanted to be the one to guide you on this wicked journey.

It all started on New Years Eve, a couple of years back now, when we spent the holiday out of town in Chicago...
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It was a cold and windy night, as most nights are during the merciless winters of the Midwest. I think the real temperature was about minus five with the wind chill factored in.

We usually went out with friends on New Year’s Eve, but this year we wanted to try something different. Something adventurous.

So we booked last minute flights and a room at a swanky downtown hotel for the long weekend, and we found ourselves walking the snowy sidewalks of Chicago on our way to a swingers club. That’s right, a swingers club. And it wasn’t our first time either.

My husband, Scott, always had this kinky fantasy to watch me with another guy...to share me with someone else I guess you could say. We’d roleplay in bed and honestly, I did find it hot. But I always just assumed it would stay a fantasy. I didn’t think it would ever be something we’d really go through with.

But as time went on, he’d bring it up in bed more and more.

He’d whisper in my ear while he was fucking me, “Tell me what you want baby, tell me Nicole…”

And that was my cue to roleplay and tell him I wanted someone else’s big, fat cock inside me while he sat there helpless, just watching me get fucked nice and hard.

He’d always cum so hard when we played out this fantasy.

Well, anyway, after a while, he started bringing it up outside the bedroom...when we were stone cold sober and I started to realize it was something he was serious about.

I was a little unsure, but like I said, it did kind of turn me on and I’d do anything to make my husband happy. I decided, after some deliberation, I’d even fuck someone else for him if that’s what he really wanted and he thought he could handle it.

So, we went to a swingers club on the outskirts of our home town one night, just to test the waters. But it was weird. We were both fish out of water and totally uncomfortable.

We stayed for one drink before we booked it out of there and went to a normal run of the mill sports bar.

But, I must say, when we got home that night, we had the best sex we’d had in years. The visit had definitely awakened something in us.

So we decided to check out another one in a different town and this time we stayed a little longer. And we opened up a little.

Scott told me to flash my tits a couple of times and I was surprised to find how exhilarating it was.

Having all those guys, and some gals too, drooling over my body with my husband cheering me on was...well it was hot, and really empowering.

But ultimately, we didn’t end up “playing” with anyone else that time either. But again, we went home and fucked each other's brains out into the early hours of the morning.

It was definitely revving our engines to go out to these clubs. So, we vowed to keep trying it and exploring a little more each time.

This trip on New Year’s Eve was going to be our third time at a swinger’s club and while neither of us knew it going in, it was also going to be the first time we took it all the way so to speak.
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When we got there, around 9:00 PM, it wasn’t all that crowded and we were worried it was going to be a dud of a night.

But we’d already paid for our tickets and they included an open bar, so we figured what the hell and decided to make the best of it and see what happened.

We sat down at the bar and sucked down a few rounds of drinks. By then, it was starting to fill in and I was feeling a lot more comfortable.

The vibe at this place was much different than the other two places we’d been too. And I could tell Scott was feeling the same way.

The dance floor was filling in and we decided to saunter over and enjoy the music for a little while. We danced for what felt like minutes but turned out to be two hours.

I guess we were actually having a good time.

Scott kept grabbing the top of my dress and pulling my tits out for all to see and the crowd was loving it.

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t too.

While we were dancing, I spotted this handsome tan-skinned gentleman seated alone at the bar and I was instantly attracted to him. He just exuded confidence and sophistication as he sipped on a martini, surveying the scene.

Scott caught me looking and smiled.

“Go talk to him,” he said with a mischievous grin.

I playfully punched him in the shoulder, giggling like a schoolgirl.

“No way, I’m too shy…” I said, and I really was. I’d never have the courage to approach someone out of the blue like that.

“You go talk to him,” I said, totally joking and not thinking my husband would ever have the balls to approach another man and hit on him...for me.

Scott smiled at me and thought for a minute. Then called my bluff.

He turned and walked over to the bar and sat down in the empty seat next to the beautiful, dark-skinned man I’d become infatuated with.

At first, it didn’t look like they were talking at all. The man didn’t even seem to acknowledge my husband's presence.

Scott got the bartender’s attention and then appeared to order a drink.

He’s chickening out, I knew he wouldn’t be able to do it I thought to myself.

But as soon as the bartender returned and handed him our drinks, Scott turned and seemed to effortlessly strike up a conversation with the gentlemen I was lusting for.

Who was this man in my husband’s body? I couldn’t believe he had the guts to do it.

Suddenly, I felt my stomach drop as they both turned their attention to the dancefloor - to the exact spot I was standing and my husband began to point at me.

The man’s face lit up with a smile as it looked like my husband cracked a joke and then waved at me.

I managed to wave back, feeling like I was in high school, having one of my friends ask a boy to dance with me.

Only this wasn’t that at all. My husband was hitting on another man...well, sort of...all for me.

Everything happened in slow motion and I felt like I was in a dream as the two of them stood up and walked towards me.

I swallowed hard, not the only time I’d be swallowing hard that night if you know what I mean, and braced myself for what was to come.

I guess this is really happening, I thought as they approached.

This is really happening...
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My husband handed me my drink, a vodka-soda with lime, and introduced the man.

“Honey, this is Desi. Desi, this is my wife, Nicole.”

“Pleasure, Nicole” Desi said. He wrapped his massive hand around my petitie one and for a moment I saw my wedding ring glisten in oscillating strobe lights overhead.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, almost whispering. I felt myself melt when he touched me and I just knew we’d be fucking that night.

There was no turning back now, I had to have him. This was it. This was the moment. It was going to happen. I was going to let this man fuck my brains out right in front of my husband, and, as it would turn out, many more people than that.

We made idle chit chat for a while. My husband and I were awkward as all hell, but Desi was so sweet and mature.

It was clear he’d done this before.

After a while, his playful banter and witty charm has me feeling at ease.

My husband urged us to dance while he got us another round and that’s when I really let myself go.

Desi was a hell of a dancer, much better and way more adventurous on the dance floor and after watching him move his body in rhythm with mine, I just knew he was going to be a good lay.

The chemistry between us was undeniable.

It’s odd, we hardly spoke a word to each other the whole time on the dance floor...and come to think of it not much was said for the rest of the night.

We both knew why we were there and what was going to happen.

There was no sense in mucking it up with shallow small talk anymore.

It was time to do the deed.
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“Let’s go somewhere,” as Scott handed me another vodka-soda with lime.

His face lit up, Desi was draped around my neck and I was ready to follow him wherever he led me.

I could feel his half-hard cock pressing up against my ass and it was making me wetter than I’d ever been in my life.

We’d never ventured outside the “main” level in any of these clubs. We knew there were “other rooms” where the really wild stuff was going down, but we never had the courage to check them out.

The place was packed now and I was starting to worry we wouldn’t be able to find anywhere to get freaky.

“Ok, but...I’m not really sure where to go,” Scott said.

Desi smiled.

“I know where to go,” he said, “follow me.”

And so we follow Desi upstairs to the second level and past the velvet draped curtains that closed off the hallway into a world that was beyond anything in our wildest imaginations.

As we crossed the threshold onto the second floor, the world got strangely dark and neon all at once.

My consciousness transformed and was transported to an entirely different plane of existence, it was almost mystical...primal...animalistic.

My heart was beating out of my chest and I could tell I was going to absolutely love it.
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My heart was sinking. Every private room was occupied. There was nowhere to go.

“Well, there’s the library and the couches on the third floor...but if you want somewhere private for just the three of us, I think we’re out of luck at this point,” Desi said.

Scott shrugged as if to say, well, it’s your call.

“What’s the library?” I asked.

“Basically, it’s the orgy room. Anything goes, kinda. If you’re comfortable being watched and with other people maybe trying to join in, it’s probably our best bet,” Desi said.

I sighed, more than a little apprehensive about that last part. I didn’t want a bunch of random dudes pawing at me while I tried to enjoy myself.

Desi picked up on my apprehensions and put me at ease.

“Don’t worry, it’s not crazy like that. People are polite and you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. I’ll take care of you,” he said, putting his arm around me in reassurance.

“Ok, let’s try it,” I said.

Desi led us up another flight of stairs to the third floor, the room called the library.

It was a totally different vibe up there and much to my and my husband’s surprise, it actually was a library.

There were books, wooden tables, leather couches and lots of green and gold lamps, dimly lighting the room.

The only thing that was out of place was the massive 30-person orgy that was taking place amongst the stacks.
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The three of us stood there watching. My mouth was agape and Scott’s was almost on the floor. We couldn’t believe what we were seeing.

This writhing sweaty mass of bodies rubbing and grinding and thrusting and fucking. It was often hard to tell where one person’s flesh began and another’s ended.

I’ll admit, I was uncomfortable at first. And I almost threw my hands up in the air and walked away. It was almost too much for my senses to handle.

But I hung in a little bit longer and pushed past the discomfort.

And you know what? I started to get really, really horny.

I scanned the room and saw an older man, a silver fox you might say, in excellent shape, who was managing to entertain three ladies at one time.

He was balls deep in a blonde on one of the leather sofas while he made out with a luscious brunette and fingered a fiery red-head. All four of them looked to be enjoying themselves.

There were multiple women entertaining multiple cocks at one time and that really got me turned on.

But what I found equal parts fascinating and sexy, I noticed a handful of voyeurs floating about the room, popping in on one group or another and, from a respectful distance, simply watching and either stroking or fingering themselves as they watched others give and receive pleasure.

I supposed my husband Scott was about to become one of them in a few short moments with the way my pussy started to become drenched with the sweet juices of lust.

I looked at Desi, who was also scanning the scene and he looked at me. Without being conscious of it, my hand moved down between my legs and I slipped a finger inside myself and began to slowly plunge it in and out.

I felt Desi behind me as he grabbed a handful of my ass and then slid his fingers towards my wet pussy and plunged his finger in next to mine. It was huge and felt so good, better than Scott’s dick ever had in fact.

I reached back while he fingered me and felt his perfect cock throbbing and getting harder in my hand. It was so big I could hardly believe it.

Suddenly, I didn’t care who was around or who decided to watch. I was going to throw caution to the wind.

I had to have him right then and there.

There was one empty couch left in the place, just one.

I grabbed both Desi and Scott by the hand and led them over to the empty leather couch that was smack in the middle of the raucous library orgy.

When we got to the couch, I pushed Desi down and got on my knees in front of him.

I ripped off his pants and his perfect cock flopped out in front of me and took my breath away.

For a moment I just stared at it, taking in all it’s triumphant beauty.

I gently took it in my hand and slowly stroked it.

Scott sat down next to Desi on the couch and I could feel his eyes on me and it was making everything even hotter.

I leaned down and opened my mouth, making eye contact with my husband, as I lowered my tiny pink lips onto the head of his shaft and began to slurp and suck.

Scott took his dick out, which paled in comparison to Desi’s, and began jerking off as he watched me.

I almost came right on the spot. Feeling his eyes on me while I pleasured another man was the greatest drug in the world. I pulled my top down so my tits were out and then really started going to town.
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Things were really heating up. My husband looked like one happy man and I was enjoying putting on a show for him.

I stood up in front of Desi and slid my panties to one side and prepared to climb on top of him and start riding his gorgeous cock.

But before I could, Desi stood up and systematically went to work stripping me completely naked. First he pulled down my skirt, then my soaking wet panties. Then he lifted my shirt up over my head and unhooked my bra with ease.

I stood there for a moment, completely naked, admiring the scene. I was surrounded by people in the throws of pure carnal lust, fucking like wild animals and I felt right at home.

Desi stipped down naked too and sat back down on the couch and motioned for me to mount him.

I straddled him on the couch and grinded my wet pussy against his cock as we kissed passionately and deeply with lots of tongue.

His throbbing head was tickling my clit in the best way possible and just feeling the weight of his shaft against the entrance of my pussy was making me cum already as I grinded my hips into his lap.

As I pulled back from our kiss I was face to face with the biggest and blackest cock I’d ever seen. Way bigger than Desi’s even.

It seemed we had attracted an interested party.

The dark-skinned man stood a few feet away, but his cock had to be a foot long itself. He was gently stroking himself and watching us.

I found myself mesmerized by the sight of his amazingly long and thick cock.

Without thinking, I motioned for him to come closer and I wrapped my hand around his thick, dark shaft, my petite white hands and shiny wedding ring provided a hot contrast in the yellowing light of the library lamps.

My husband, who’d almost forgotten was there at that point, started stroking himself harder.

I knew it was time. I had to have Desi inside me while I sucked on this mysterious stranger's massive black dick.

I lowered myself onto Desi, the tip of dick stretching me wider than I’d ever been stretched before.

It was a struggle at first, but eventually I was so wet it became easy and I began to ride him, bouncing my ass up and down while sucked on the big, fat cock of the man who had decided to join us.

It occurred to me that I didn’t even know this man’s name and I didn’t care.

Soon I realized that we’d attracted a bit of a crowd as three voyeurs from across the room had come over to watch.

I made eye contact with them as I sucked and fucked my two hot studs and encouraged them to stroke to me like my husband was doing.

Having four guys stroke their dicks as you get tag teamed by two horse-cocked men built like Greek gods is an experience that I recommend every woman try at least once...that is if you ever get the chance.

I soon lost count of how many times I came.

Desi emptied a fat nut inside me, filling me with his hot, sticky seed and soon the other man was cumming down my throat as he could no longer contain himself.

I got down on my knees and motioned for the three voyeurs to surround me while they jerked their cocks and I fingered my cream-filled pussy like a dirty little slut.

I begged them for their cum as one-by-one they shot their loads all over my face and tits.

After that, everyone just cleaned themselves up, put their clothes back on, and without saying a word, simply left.

We didn’t exchange goodbyes or thank yous or contact information...we didn’t hug or shake hands. We all knew what it was. We all understood what we were there for: pure carnal sex. Plain and simple.

After everyone left, I climbed on top of my husband - or more like attacked him - and rode his hard dick until he shot his load deep inside me too.

I collapsed on the couch next to him, completely spent and exhausted but so incredibly turned on and satisfied.

Eventually, we got cleaned up and got dressed, went back downstairs to watch the ball drop, had a night cap and then went back to our swanky hotel to fuck each other silly deep into the night.

. . .

Needless to say, that wasn’t our last time at swinger’s club. And we’ve had some pretty wild adventures since then that would rival what happened on that New Year’s Eve in Chicago and perhaps some of our escapades even surpass it, but like I said, I think maybe I’ll let my husband fill you in on those. But, since this was my first time, well...I just wanted to be the one to tell you exactly what it was like.

THE END
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One

I don’t know about you, but I love all-inclusive resorts. I could live in one. Honest to god, if I could afford it, I think I would actually do it.

But do you know what the best all-inclusives are?

The alternative lifestyle ones, if you catch my drift.

Alright now, just calm the hell down.

Don’t get all judgy like a prude.

It’s what my wife and I are into and hey, who are you kidding?

You must at least be curious about it, right? I’m right, aren’t I?

I mean, you are reading this for a reason aren’t you?

I hope you’re not some poor, unsuspecting sap who picked this copy up by mistake because someone happened to leave it behind on the bus or some other mode of public transportation.

Good god, if that’s you...please, put this thing down now.

Right this very instant.

Avert your eyes!

Save yourself!

What you are holding in your hands is nothing less than a very vivid and imaginative account of something I like to call The Pool Incident of 2011.

This aforementioned incident contains graphic nudity, public debauchery, and gratutitous descriptions of sex and it’s accompanying variations and positions (some of which have not even been invented in the West yet).

Simply put, this is not a tale for the faint of heart or those made easily uncomfortable by the depths and depravity of the human sexual condition.

To continue past this point requires true grit and by god, I hope you are chock full of it, man. If you intend to keep turning these here pages you better have your neck on a swivel and understand just what you’re getting yourself into.

If you can stomach it and it sounds like something you might be interested in, well then welcome aboard.

Happy to have you.

We’ll be starting our journey shortly.

So, please settle in, make yourself comfortable and maybe have a drink or two.

You may have expectations, you may think you know what’s coming next, you may think a lot of things as you read and digest my words.

I don’t know.

I can only promise you this, I won’t be boring.


Two

The year was 2011 and my wife, Carrie, and I were down in Cancun at one of our absolute favorite places to sneak away for a long weekend and engage in some debaucherous fun.

I think I mentioned earlier that we’re swingers.

Well, sort of.

To put a finer point on it, she’s the swinger. I don’t mess around with anyone else, I just like to watch.

Carrie is, to use the technical term, a hotwife.

Meaning she can play around with just about anyone as long as I’m ok with it. Not necessarily a permission thing, but more of a mutual respect thing.

It’s something we do together.

She plays. I watch...and furiously jack off in the corner of the room like some sex-crazed teenager who just got his hands on a copy of the SI Swimsuit edition for the very first time.

That kind of thing.

So, now where was I?

Ahh right, Cancun. 2011.

It was the week after Thanksgiving and we had arrived for a nice four-day, three-night stay at our favorite place: Temptations Resort.

It was tucked away from the touristy part of town on a thin strip of white sand beach that has some of the bluest water you’ve ever seen.

It wasn’t technically open to the public, meaning you had to know someone to get an invite and then once you secured an invitation you were free to book whenever you wanted as long as your account was in good standing and your conduct record on your visits remained satisfactory.

Unfortunately, as you’ll learn in this lifestyle, some people just can’t behave themselves and they spoil the fun for everyone else.

They have to be dealt with swiftly and harshly and shown the goddamn door immediately if not sooner. They go on a blacklist of sorts and other clubs and resorts know not to associate with these types of heathens.

Anyway, my wife and I are good, upstanding members of the deviant community so we don’t have to worry about that kind of thing.

Usually, our visits to Tempations were wild and filled with long, sleepless nights and days spent recovering on the beach, tropical drink in hand.

But this time was different.

It was totally dead.

Honest to god, it felt like we were the only people there aside from the staff.

Occasionally we’d run into another couple at the pool or on the beach, but they never seemed to be up for any fun or they weren’t really Carrie’s type. Namely, buff, young, and hung.

So, by the last day of our trip we’d basically given up. Don’t get me wrong we had fun and fucked like horny jack rabbits every night, but we didn’t exactly get what we came for either.

We decided to eat an early dinner then head down to the main pool to enjoy what was left of the afternoon and eventually, watch the sunset while enjoying some drinks.

As expected, when we got to the pool we had our pick of lounge chairs as we were the only people there aside from the young man tending bar.

But then I did a double take...the young man tending bar.

A wicked thought entered into my head at that very moment and I thought that perhaps, just maybe, with the right kind of finesse, the trip could be saved after all.

This young man was exactly my wife’s type as he appeared to be in his mid-twenties and extremely fit. We just had to cross our fingers that he was hung like a moose. Or you know, at least well-above average.

As Carrie and I approached the bar, I could tell she was already sizing him up too.

“Good sir,” I said, leaning on the tiki-hut themed bar.

“My friend, what can I get for you and the lady this fine afternoon?”

I leaned over and read his name tag.

“Julio, my good man, we'll take two shots of your finest tequila, with limes and salt por favor,” I said, slapping a twenty down on the bar.

Julio smiled, and gave a slight bow of his head to acknowledge the tip.

“Coming right up,” he said and retreated to procure us two fine shots of tequila.

I nudged my wife and raised my eyebrows.

“What do you think?”

She smiled.

“He’s cute.”

“Yeah? Would you hit it?” I asked, half-teasing.

“Oh, you know I would babe,” she said with a smile.

Before I could respond, Julio returned with two shots of tequila plus limes and salt for our enjoyment.

“Here you are my friends, please enjoy,” he said and slid our drinks across the bar.

“Thank you very much Julio,” I said and Carrie and I clinked glasses and downed our shots.

“Alright, could we also get a bucket of beers for our lounge chairs? We want to enjoy the sunset in style.” I said.

“Of course, Mr. -?”

“Please, call me Hank, and this is my wife Carrie.”

“Hank,” Julio said, “I’ll bring that right over to you,” he said, but he was looking at Carrie the entire time and I could tell, he was enjoying the view.

Carrie and I went back to our lounge chairs by the pool and sat beneath a cluster of palm trees as we stared out at the breezy ocean.

The sun hung low in the sky, creeping closer to the horizon, casting a perfect orange hue across the glassy water.

As I reclined in my chair, I thought to myself, I think we’ve got a live one here.


Three

While we waited for Julio to arrive with our bucket full of ice cold beer, we hatched a plan.

And by that I mean, we decided Carrie would undo her top in an effort to seduce the young bartender and get him thinking with his dick, which she hoped was big and would eventually be all over her body and eventually in her body, specifically her luscious, magnificent, velvety pussy which my own (average) sized penis has had the honor of gracing many times over these many happy and lecherous years of marriage.

Within a few minutes, Julio emerged from behind the bar with a bucket filled with beer and ice and began to make his way across the pool area over to where we were sitting.

As he approached, Carrie undid her top and began to rub oil over her ample breasts making her soft, toned skin glisten in the heat of the late-afternoon sun.

If Julio was paying attention, he didn’t betray a thing. A consummate professional, he delivered the beer with a smile and asked if there was anything else he could get for us.

“I think we’re all good for now, Carrie...do you need anything?” I asked, directing the attention of the conversation towards my wife so that Julio would have no choice but to look in her direction.

“Umm,” she said.

And look he did. He stared for perhaps a second too long under ordinary circumstances but this was no ordinary time or place.

Nonetheless he caught himself staring and turned a shade of red when he realized both myself and my wife had noticed him noticing.

“It’s ok, sweetie,” Carrie said, “you can look all you want, I’m sure you’ve seen plenty of racks working here anyway.”

Julio smiled bashfully.

“Actually, no ma’am. This is my first week and as you can see,” he said, looking around at the empty pool area, “it’s been pretty dead.”

My wife and I exchanged a knowing glance.

“Well, either way. Don’t be shy. We’re all adults here, I don’t mind at all and neither does my husband,” Carrie said.

Julio nodded.

“I’ve heard it does get pretty wild though, so I’m sure I’ll get used to it. Let me take that for you, Hank,” Julio said, grabbing the empty beer bottle next to me.

“Thank you, Julio,” I said.

An awkward silence hung in the air for several moments.

Julio exhaled.

“Well, if you need anything else, you know where to find me,” he said, pointing over to the bar at the other end of the pool deck.

As he turned to walk away I caught him taking yet another look at Carrie’s glistening double-D rack and we locked eyes. This time, I detected a hint of pure, carnal lust within him and I could tell he was starting to think with his dick.

Good man, I thought to myself as I smiled and gave him a wink.

Four

By the end of the hour, we’d finished the entire bucket of beers and had a nice, mellow buzz going on as we resolved to make the best of this lazy afternoon on the last day of our vacation.

I peered over at the bar and watched as Julio pretended to clean up, wiping down the bar with a white rag and straightening up the stacks of glasses perched just behind the bar.

It was nearly sunset and I figured we could use a bottle of champagne to mark the occasion.

“I think I’ll head over to the bar and get us some champagne to drink in with the sunset, what do you think?” I said, swinging my legs over the side of my chair and standing up.

I watched a single bead of sweat run down my wife’s face and onto her chin where it hung for just a brief moment before falling and splashing down between her tits, disappearing into her ample cleavage.

“I think that sounds like a magnificent idea,” Carrie said, “and perhaps something...more?”

“Mmm, you read my mind. Perhaps something more indeed, I think we have a live one here,” I said, motioning over my back towards Julio at the bar.

“I think you’re right,” she said with a smile and wink.

With that, I turned and made my way across the pool deck over to the bar to order us a bottle of champagne and perhaps, something...more.


Five

As I approached the bar, Julio heard me coming and turned around. Big smile on his friendly face.

I placed the empty bucket of beer on the concrete slab of the bar causing the ice to stir and rattle momentarily before settling into a new formation.

“Thank you, Hank,” Julio said, clearing the empty tin bucket from the bar and placing it in the sink beneath.

“Can I get you anything else, my friend?”

“Yes, indeed you can. I think we’d like a bottle of champagne to enjoy with the sunset,” I said looking at my watch.

“Ahh yes, excellent idea. It’s going to be a beautiful one, I’m sure. What kind would you like?”

“Whatever you got is fine with us, we’re not picky,” I said.

“Sure thing, boss. I’ll be right back with that, I’ll have to run into the kitchen and grab one, we don’t keep any champagne back here.”

Julio retreated for a few moments before returning with an ice cold bottle and two flutes which he placed on the bar after he popped the cork off the bottle.

“Thank you very much, Julio…” I said, grabbing the cool glass neck of the bottle in one hand and the two champagne flutes in the other.

“You’re very welcome, sir. Anything else I can do for you?”

I hesitated for a moment and then smiled.

“Actually Julio, there is something you can do for me. You can answer a question...at least I hope you can.”

“Of course, Hank. What is it?”

“What do you think of my wife, Carrie? She’s beautiful isn’t she?”

Julio seemed caught off guard by the question but remained reserved and polite.

“Oh, of course sir. Very pretty woman. You’re one lucky man.”

“I sure am,” I said, “but that’s not really what I’m asking. I’m beating around the bush I suppose, but what I really want to ask is…”

I leaned over the bar and lowered my voice.

“What do you think of her? Are you interested in having her? Because, I must say, you’re just her type and she’s very interested in you.”

Julio shook his head and blinked his eyes as if he were trying to snap out of a daydream.

“Look, it’s been a shall we say, boring week. I mean, you said it yourself, Julio, it’s been dead around here and my wife hasn’t gotten what she came for...namely, a young, hung stud like yourself to fuck her brains out and give her the deep-dicking she needs and frankly, deserves. Now, can you help us out with that?”

I took a deep breath, having finished my sales pitch slash tirade, I eagerly awaited the young man’s answer.

“I uhh, I don’t know what -”

I held up my handing, cutting him off mid sentence.

“Let’s cut the crap, she’s hot, you’re hot. She’s horny and she wants to have you. You know where we are so...just answer the question, yes or no, kid?”

Julio hesitated, I could tell he was conflicted.

“Look, we know the owners. I know guest-employee relations are technically discouraged but we’ve been here a dozen times, it happens more than you’d think. We’ll make sure you won’t get in any trouble,” I said, trying to massage any doubts he may still be holding onto.

“Well, I gotta say this was not how I envisioned my first week ending...but uh, I mean obviously your wife, I mean she’s a smoke show. So...I guess, yeah. Why the hell not?” Julio said, “there’s no one else here for me to wait on. Fuck it. Let’s do it.”

All of sudden, he’d totally loosened up. A smile grew across my face as he threw the wet rage down on the bar and walked around the other side to join me.

I put my arm around him and walked him across the pool deck to where my wife was lying, face down, tanning her back.

Boy, did I have one hell of a surprise for her.


Six

Our shadows loomed over Carrie, blocking out the sun as she lay, half-asleep, on her lounge chair.

The sudden change in lighting caused her to stir and roll over. She still had her top off and her tits stood at attention as she moved onto her back and stared up at us through tired eyes and shaded lenses.

“Hello there boys, this is a nice surprise,” she said and sat up.

“Julio and I had a little chat, babe. And it turns out, he’s got a little thing for you as well.”

“Is he DTF?” Carrie asked playfully.

I turned to Julio.

“Well, are you?”

“DTF?” he asked.

“Down. To. Fuck,” Carrie said.

“Oh, uhh yeah. I’m uhh, obviously down...if, if you are that is…” Julio said.

“Honey, you have no idea how down I am. Ever been with an older woman before?” Carrie said.

Julio shook his head no.

Carrie smiled. She loved breaking in young cubs, as she called them.

I’d instructed Julio to grab an extra flute and the three of us shared an awkward glass of bubbly to lighten the tension.

Julio chugged his down in three gulps and I immediately filled him back up. He downed that glass in two.

Carrie giggled.

“Relax, Julio. I don’t bite...hard,” she said, sliding her sunglasses down the bridge of her nose.

She reached out and grabbed him by the waistband of his resort-issued cargo shorts and ran her hand over his bulge, which was quite impressive, I must say.

“Oh my god, what do we have here…” she pressed her hands firmly against the cloth of his shorts to more clearly define the outline of his package.

She gasped in wonder and excitement.

“I have been dying for some big dick all week, no offense honey” Carrie said and began unbuckling his belt, unzipping his pants, and soon, pushing his shorts down around his ankles.

“None taken,” I said, taking a seat on the lounge chair opposite them.

I could already feel myself getting hard as I watched my beautiful wife of more than ten years go to work on another, younger, fitter man.

As she pulled his shorts down, we discovered Julio liked to go about his business sans underwear as his dick flopped out and smacked Carrie right in the face with an audible slap against her cheek. This caused her to giggle almost uncontrollably for a few moments.

“A commando? Good man, knew I liked your style son,” I said as I lit a cigar and made myself more comfortable in my chair.

Julio glanced at me and I saw the timid uncertainty etched across his face. But his dick was anything but timid or uncertain as it stood at attention in my wife’s tiny hand.

“Relax son, we all want this. Just go with the flow and enjoy yourself. You have my blessing to do whatever she tells you to do,” I said.

He turned his attention back to Carrie as she slowly stroked his cock, bringing ever more blood rushing into his shaft.

The young man had to be about nine inches long and several inches thick which was just about the perfect size for my wife.

Any longer and things started to get uncomfortable.

What Carrie really liked was thickness. She didn’t care how thick the dick was, she loved feeling it stretch her.

She often joked that a soda can made for the perfect prototype as far as she was concerned.

When it came to my wife’s pleasure, girth reigned supreme.

Julio appeared to be about as thick as a soda can and I could see the delight in Carrie’s eyes as she jerked it to life.

Soon she was putting her wet, pink lips and stretching them over his head to accommodate the size. She could only get halfway down but it was quite a site.

Julio closed his eyes and finally relaxed a little as my wife blew him right in front of me.

I placed my still burning cigar down in the holder on the table between our chairs and unzipped my pants.

My average, 5.5 incher was fired up and ready for the show.

I began to slowly stroked myself as Carrie sucked a little harder and a little faster on Julio’s massive head.

“How’s that feel, kid?” I asked.

Julio looked over at me and smiled.

“Fucking great, your wife gives one hell of a blow job,” he said.

“Don’t I know it,” I said, “how’s his dick taste honey?”

Carrie paused and took her mouth off.

“Mmm, delicious. And a little salty, like the sea,” she said and went back to sucking him off.

I stroked a little harder.

“You want it inside you, don’t you?” I said.

She nodded with his dick in her mouth and looked over at me.

That’s when Julio decided to finally take charge.

He pulled Carrie to her feet and kissed her hard, pressing his dick hard into her stomach.

I don’t know why, but that’s always one of my favorite views.

Right before they’re about to fuck, seeing another man’s massive cock pressed up against the skin of my wife’s belly always drives me wild.

It’s oddly specific, I know. But what are we without our kinks?

“Bend over,” he said in a gruff voice, sounding not at all like the polite, young bartender who’d been just recently serving us drinks.

Carrie giggled approvingly of his new aggressive posture and did as she was told, bending over and gripping the arm rests of the lounge chair for support.

Julio approached from behind and slapped his heavy cock against the entrance of her vagina several times.

I had to back off a little as I almost shot my load more than a couple of times during the build up.

You never want to come too early with these things, it can really ruin the moment for everyone involved.

I squeezed my cock just below the head to ease the pressure and I stopped stroking for a bit as my wife closed her eyes and bit her lip in anticipation of Julio entering her.

He was tickling her clit now with the head of his shaft and I could hear how wet she was.

Suddenly, he slammed himself inside her and she let out a loud squeal.

But it was a delightful one and not at all in pain or agony.

As I said, she loved being stretched and she didn’t mind if it happened slow or all at once. In fact, sometimes she said the rougher, the better.

“Oh fuck, Julio. You’re huge, oh my goddddd,” she said as he began thrusting back and forth.

Her hips swayed with his as she gripped the lounge chair tighter, knuckles turning white.

He began pounding her so hard that the chair began scraping against the concrete of the pool deck, making quite a rhythmic racket as they ratcheted up the performance.

I went back to pleasuring myself and tried to control my breathing.

That’s the key to holding onto your load really. It’s all about the breath. The faster you elevate your heart rate, the faster you come.

I watched Carrie’s first leg shaking, shrieking orgasm with the same awe and lust as I had the first time I’d ever watched her take another lover in front of me.

It never lost its luster for me.

Soon she was coming a second time and third and I could see Julio wiping the sweat from his brow as he did his duty, pounding away and bringing my wife the immense, earth-shattering, life-changing pleasure that I simply never could.

Ahh, to be young, dumb, and hung. What a life.

I think it was after her fourth or fifth orgasm that he finally could hold it no longer and pulled out of her.

She quickly and expertly dropped to her knees in front of him and eagerly accepted his load into her mouth, swallowing every last drop.

Soon, I couldn’t hold it any more either and stood up, jerking my cock over her open mouth and deposited another load of cum into her belly, which she eagerly accepted.

“Mmm,” she said, licking her fingers and pushing any last drops on her face into her mouth, “thank you Julio, that was just what I needed. I hope you enjoyed the show, honey.”

“Oh, absolutely,” we both said, almost in unison.

“Say, Julio...if you want, swing by our room later around 8 o’clock. I think we’ll be ready for round two, but no pressure.”

“Ok, yeah sounds good. I’ll try to stop by,” he said. As his dick shrunk back to size, which was still quite a bit bigger than mine even when it was fully erect, he seemed to get a little bashful, as we all do.

And suddenly our polite bartender from before was pulling his shorts back up, zipping his pants, and buckling his belt.

We finished the champagne and Julio went back to manning his post at the empty bar as the last rays of the sun finally tucked themselves away behind the horizon line.

After a little while, we stood up and gathered our things, waving goodbye to Julio before we retired to our room.

He never did stop by that night and I can’t say I blame him. We probably seemed like sex-crazed lunatics and I’m sure he was eager to share the tale with his buddies at the local drinking establishment whenever his shift ended.

But Carrie and I relived the whole moment ourselves that night several times as we fucked into the wee hours of the morning, reveling in what would come to be known as The Pool Incident of 2011. In fact, if I remember correctly, we almost missed our flight because we were both so worn out from going at each other all night long.

When we returned to Tempations the following year, we were sad to learn that Julio no longer worked there. But we were happy to enjoy a much bigger and livelier crowd and plenty more debaucherous escapades together.

Perhaps I’ll share some of them with you in the future.

But, until that time, you take care.

I’m glad you had the stomach to make it through this sordid tale. It wasn’t that bad after all, was it?

Probably gave you some ideas of things you might like to try I bet.

Or, I hope so anyway.

Maybe we’ll see you at Temptations one day, or any of the other half dozen or so clubs we frequent.

Make sure to say hi if you do happen to see us. Always happy to meet a fan.

Well, best of luck to you either way. I better wrap this up now.

And remember, stay wicked, my friends.

THE END
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Prologue

There’s an island out in the middle of the Caribbean Sea meant for a specific kind of person. You won’t find it on any maps - it’s so far removed from civilization, it doesn’t even have a name. Not officially anyway. We’re talking way, way out there.

You could say it’s one of those islands that cannot be found except by those who already know where it is kind of deals.

Those that know it, call it Heartbreak Cove. It’s a magical place where certain like-minded couples can come together and make their wildest fantasies come true while relaxing in five-star villas overlooking white sand beaches and crystal blue water. Water so clear, you can see straight to the bottom all the way out to the horizon.

When they aren’t busy exploring their wild sides, they can relax in the cool shade of the palms and sip a tropical drink or two. 

There’s no judgements. Few rules. And after the drinks start flowing, very little inhibition. The only real limits tend to be the extent of your imagination and your own self-consciousness.

Heartbreak Cove got its name not because people got hurt there, though that sometimes did happen, but rather because of the feeling people got when it was time to leave.

Couples who visited tended to be repeat guests and some even made the trip upwards of six or seven times a year. Which, when you consider the distance and the cost...well, it’s quite a commitment to the community and the lifestyle that Heartbreak Cove caters to.

The resort is a members-only, uber-exclusive club and couples can only gain access if they are invited by another couple who already belongs there. But once you’re in, you are a member for life if you find it suits you.

While there are some first-timers who decide Heartbreak Cove isn’t for them, most people find the private villas, five-star restaurants, state-of-the-art fitness studios, infinity pools, saunas, bottomless drinks, and night after night of Caribbean sunsets to be too good to pass up.

And the parties? Well, the parties get pretty wild. But we’ll get to that in a minute.

Some couples come with a tremendous amount of trepidation and unease and they can’t get past it. They don’t let their guard down. They just don’t have it in them to really go there.

But some couples, special ones, find a way to overcome their fears and break on through to the other side. They push the limits of human sexuality and take themselves right up to the edge of what it means to be in a relationship.

Those couples go home forever changed. Having formed an indelible bond that few people ever get to experience because they dared to trust each other and their instincts.

Have faith and ye shall be rewarded.

Noah and Amy Harrington were one of these couples. And what follows is the story of their first ever visit to Heartbreak Cove.


Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being cancelled.

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

I couldn’t believe it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I envied them.

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

And now they were screwing me.

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2 
(Amy)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For me? Well, I wasn’t sure.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was a nice way to wake up.

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

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

Yes, I remembered.

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

“Yes,” I whispered back.

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

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

He thrusted harder.

“You watching me. Watching me get fucked…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Funny how that works, isn’t it?

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

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

“Heard from Claire and Liam?” I asked.

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

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

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


Chapter 3
(Noah)

“...Uhh yeah. There’s been a change of plans.”

Alright, don’t judge me. It was a split second decision. I had to make a call and I went with my gut. I figured she might be a little mad but eventually, she’d forgive and forget and the whole incident would be something we’d look back on and laugh about.

And selfishly, I just couldn’t bear to let this one go. I was afraid that by next year the window would be closed.

Amy could’ve been pregnant by then.

We weren’t exactly trying but we weren’t not trying either.

In my mind, I viewed this trip as my one shot.

So, I lied.

“They had to check in on Claire’s mom’s first so they’re going to meet us there,” I said, trying to play it cool.

“Oh, is she still not feeling well?” Amy asked with genuine concern.

It felt like a punch in the gut.

“Yeah, I think so. I’m not sure, we didn’t chat too long,” I said, looking around nervously despite my desire to play it cool. “Should we hail a cab?”

“Sure,” Amy said, and with that we grabbed our bags and headed out to the street to flag down a cab and head to the airport.

. . .

I felt guilty the whole ride. We barely spoke. Amy kept asking nervous questions and I brushed her off gruffly with my responses and buried my head in my phone, pretending to fire off some last minute work emails in the hope that she would get the hint and leave me alone.

We arrived late at the airport and security was an absolute mess.

I told a few more small lies as we weaved in and out of pedestrian traffic in the airport, checked our bags, and pushed our way through security.

“Claire and Liam already boarded,” I said, holding up my phone as if I’d gotten a text.

“Well, we better hurry up then,” Amy said and picked up the pace.

We made it to the gate just as they were making a last call for passengers. We boarded and took our seats and that’s when everything unravelled.

Amy looked across the aisle and saw two empty seats where Clair and Liam should have been and I had no choice but to come clean.

After I told her, well, I ended up being wrong about her only being a little mad. She totally lost it.

If I had to guess, we were probably only seconds away from having the air marshals escort us off the plane.

Eventually, the flight attendant was able to convince my wife there was no way for her to lawfully exit the plane as the gate was already closed and to attempt to do so now would end up with her spending the night in jail.

That and a tall glass of vodka was enough to convince her to be seated and buckle her seatbelt.

Eventually, we took off and were on our way to the Caribbean.

I’ll spare you the rest of the boring travel details, plus technically I was sworn to secrecy, but when we landed we drove by private car to a nearby port and with a smattering of other couples, boarded a fancy yacht and sailed several miles into the open ocean and within a few hours disembarked on the private island that was home to the legendary Heartbreak Cove.


Chapter 4
(Amy)

Endless white sand beaches, the bluest water you’ve ever seen, magnificent, tall palm trees and stunning villas lining the shore.

It was the most beautiful place I’d ever been in my life and I was in the foulest mood I can ever recall.

I couldn’t believe what Noah had pulled. He never lied to me.

What happened to not doing anything I didn’t want to?

I didn’t even get the chance to object.

Claire’s mom was still sick alright. Stage four-fucking-cancer.

I was livid.

The trip, as far as I was concerned, was irrevocably ruined.

I didn’t say one word to him the entire journey. And it was a journey let me tell you.

In retrospect, I suppose that should’ve helped me see just how badly he thought he wanted this to happen and I should have taken pity on him.

But I was seeing red and in no mood for trying to see things from his perspective.

I’d also been drinking the entire trip to take the edge off and I was feeling combative, vindictive, and...horny as hell.

While Noah handled check-in for us, I sat on a chair in the bright white lobby and took in the clientele.

Most of them were older and frankly, unattractive. But there were a few couples our age and some of the husbands were decently attractive.

But I found myself drawn to one of the bartenders at the lobby bar. He was tall, dark, and handsome. And so buff.

I watched him wipe down the bar with a rag, his biceps bulging from beneath his golf-shirt with each motion.

I felt myself getting flush and a little turned on.

That’s when Noah arrived with our room keys and snapped me out of my lustful day dream.

“Still mad at me?” he said.

I crossed my arms and looked back at the bartender. I think Noah caught me looking but I wasn’t sure.

He handed me a room key.

“Our room is ready,” he said.

He offered me his hand to help me get up. I swatted him away and stood up on my own.

We silently walked across the lobby and down the left wing of the main building to find our private villa on the beach.

The views were incredible as we entered an open-air hallway that led us along the beach, but all I could think about was my husband and how pissed I was.

Mainly, I thought about how I was going to get back at him and make him pay for his deceit.


Chapter 5
(Noah)

As soon as I closed the door Amy unleashed a torrent of obscenities on me that had me worried we’d soon be kicked out or arrested in some kind of domestic disturbance scenario.

It was as though she’d saved it all up the entire trip and was now coming down on me with the wrath of a thousand suns.

And, in truth, I deserved it.

But that didn’t make it sting any less.

To make matters worse, she was a little drunk and she reached for some fairly sharp knives. Metaphorically speaking of course.

“Babe, please just try to lighten up a little. I think if you…”

She scoffed in my face.

“Lighten up?! Are you fucking kidding me Noah? You lied to me!” she roared.

“Please, I’m sorry can we just sit and talk about this,” I reached for her hand to try to pull her onto the bed next to me and just as she had in the lobby, she swatted my hand away.

This time it was much harder and it actually hurt a little.

She brushed past me and went into the bathroom, which was gorgeous by the way, and slammed the door in my face as I raced over to her.

I heard the click of the lock and sat down on the bed.

After several minutes it became clear she wasn’t going to the bathroom nor was she freshening herself up and trying to put on a good face.

She was holing up in there to get back at me.

I pounded on the door several times, begged and pleaded. Apologized and groveled.

“Go fuck yourself,” was the common refrain I received for my efforts.

After a while, I gave up and decided to get some air.

“Alright fine, I get it. I’m sorry. I think we should both just cool off and talk about this in a little while,” I paused and was met with silence.

“Ok, well. I guess I’ll head to the bar and grab a drink. Do you want me to bring you back anything, food...bottle of wine?”

Nothing.

So, I threw my hands up in the air and left the room.

I can’t be absolutely sure, but I swore I heard another, muffled “go fuck yourself” as I turned and headed back towards the lobby.


Chapter 6
(Amy)

As I heard the door to our villa slam shut I managed to get out one last, “go fuck yourself.” I never asked him, but at the time I really hoped he heard me.

I waited a few moments and then unlocked the bathroom door and quietly, cautiously emerged from the bathroom to make sure Noah wouldn’t hear anything and get the idea to come back and check on me.

Once I felt the coast was clear, I tiptoed over to the door and flipped the heavy, metal latch lock across the door so that even with his keycard, Noah wouldn’t be able to get in if I decided I didn’t want him to.

I finally exhaled, relaxed a little. Honestly happy to be rid of my husband.

But then I realized my buzz was fading and I was starting to feel a little hungover after all the in-flight drinks and free shots on the yacht ride over.

This made me angry all over again and I decided to raid the bar area of our room and milk it for all it was worth.

It was an all-inclusive afterall.

I happily accepted the challenge.

First I downed a shot of expensive tequila and then popped a bottle of champagne.

I chased two healthy glasses of the bubbly with another shot of tequila and was suddenly feeling loose and like I could take on the world.

But then I thought of Noah.

How was I going to get back at him? I wondered.

I cracked a beer and took a healthy swig, contemplating my options.

Alright, fine. He wants to play it this way? I guess I’ll just give him what he wants. I’ll play along. Let’s see how he likes his fantasy when he isn’t the one in control.

I chugged the rest of the beer, crushed the can, let out a manly belch for good measure and tossed it in the waste bin next to the television set.

Let’s go find that sexy bartender, I thought to myself as I put on my sexiest one-piece and slipped a cover-all over top.

I put on my floppy beach hat and straightened it in the mirror.

Most girls are modest about their looks, but I’m not. I’ve always been keenly aware of how hot I am and I never hesitated to use it to my advantage.

So, yeah. I looked good.

And if I wanted to get some random dick to stick it to my lying husband, well, I wasn’t going to have any problem at all pulling that off.

I grabbed my sunglasses and headed out the door.

It was payback time.


Chapter 7
(Noah)

I stewed in my guilt at the lobby bar, gazing out at the tiny waves crashing on the beach a few hundred yards away. We were in paradise alright, but I was starting to think Amy might never forgive me.

“What’ll it be?”

Startled from my stupor, I looked up to see the bartender, hands pressed firmly on the bar in front of me, eager to take my order.

It was the large, dark skinned man I’d caught my wife checking out as she pretended to ignore my existence while I checked us in for the weekend.

“A cold beer would be nice, lager please,” I said.

The man gave a nod and pulled a pint glass out from beneath the bar and walked over to the tap to fill it. He slid it across the bar to my outstretched hand.

“Here you go, Mr. Harrington,” he said with a smile. He motioned to the empty seat next to me.

“And will Mrs. Harrington be joining us?”

“No, she’s uh...taking a nap,” I said.

Then it dawned on me.

“How do you know who we are?” I asked.

He laughed to himself.

“We make it a point to know all of our guests here at Heartbreak Cove, even the newest ones. You’re invitees of the Coopers, right?”

I took a large gulp from my beer, my eyes welled with tears from the cold sting and carbonation.

“Mmm, Claire and Liam, yes that’s right. Actually, they’re supposed to be here with us, but uhh, they had to cancel last minute.”

“That’s a shame,” he said, “really like those two, that Mrs. Cooper, she’s a real firecracker.”

I smiled to myself, not surprised. I slapped my hand on the bar and stood up, tossing a twenty dollar bill on the bar.

“Thank you very much Mr. Harrington,” he said as he reached out and casually took the twenty into his massive, powerful hand and placed it in his pocket.

“My name is Lenny, if there’s anything you need, anything at all, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

I nodded and smiled, hoping to end the conversation and enjoy my beer in peace and quiet.

“Seriously, anything at all he said. The staff here, I’m sure you’ve noticed - well, we’re more than just servers and waiters…” he said, directing my attention to the bar area and surrounding restaurants.

Every last one was a man. Tall, jacked, and objectively beautiful.

I looked back at Lenny and he raised an eyebrow.

“We’ve all been hand-selected based on a set of strict criteria.”

“The criteria being?”

“Objective beauty, face symmetry, height, athleticism, body fat percentage and…” his voice trailed off, but I could tell he was only doing it for effect. He leaned closer and whispered to me.

“Package size.”

That last one almost made me spit out my beer.

“Sorry, package size?”

He nodded as he wiped down an empty pint glass and placed it on the rack over the bar.

“We’re all at least nine inches...at least,” he said, heavy emphasis on the at least the second time around.

That made me full-on choke on my beer.

“I’m sorry, but why would they -”

“We understand that oftentimes the clientele that shows up well, they aren’t always the most desirable men. Some women don’t mind. As long as the man has a decent sized hog and knows how to use it, they’re happy to be fucking someone who isn’t their husband for a change.”

I couldn’t believe my ears.

Hired guns.

“Other women have a more discerning eye,” he said.

“They’re picky?” I offered.

“You could say that,” he said before continuing on.

“And some women have more specific tastes, a type...or a kink you might say.”

“For instance?” I asked, egging him on. The beer was starting to loosen me up a bit and I was both fascinated and a little creeped out to hear what the deal was here.

“Like, let’s just say some women really like to have their chocolate cake and eat it too if you know what I mean.”

“That must work out nicely for you,” I said.

He winked and nodded.

I finished my beer, contemplating what Lenny had just shared with me.

This was a spicy little detail that Clair and Liam had forgotten to mention. Or perhaps it was supposed to be a surprise.

Then I thought about Lenny, specifically Lenny slapping his at least nine-inch long, black cock on the creamy skin of my wife’s pilates-toned tummy as he prepared to enter her and rearrange her guts and I felt a gush of blood rushing into my cock.

I stood up abruptly.

“Well, I better get back to the room and check on my wife,” I said.

I suddenly found myself talking just a little too loud. Not quite a yell, but awkwardly close.

Lenny chuckled. Then he flashed his friendly smile once more and produced a chilled bottle of white wine and handed it to me.

“Don’t want to return empty handed,” he said and pointed his index finger to his temple to indicate he was doing my thinking for me.

“Good call, Lenny. Thanks. I owe ya,” I said.

Then I turned and headed back in the direction of our villa.

“Oh and Mr. Harrington,” he called out, “please join us on the terrace this evening at 10:00pm, I’ll be uh, serving up there all night, I’d love to meet the Mrs.”

I gave a wave with my hand to acknowledge the suggestion and was off to try to make amends with my angry wife.

Maybe, eventually that was indeed something Lenny would be able to assist me with.


Chapter 8
(Amy)

My legs felt a little wobbly from all the booze and lack of food I’d put in my stomach. But nonetheless I found myself gliding with an air of confidence and determination that I seldom possessed as a civilian back in the Big Apple.

No one at Heartbreak Cove knew who I was and that kind of anonymity can be priceless, and quite liberating.

I was also, as I would soon find out, dead wrong about no one knowing who I was.

I don’t really recall how I ended up on the third floor of the main lobby building. Parts of that first afternoon at Heartbreak Cove are still more than a little fuzzy to me.

But one way or another I got turned around on my way to the bar to find that sexy bartender and I got lost.

After wandering around in a booze-fueled haze, I stumbled into what appeared to be an empty banquet room.

Fed up and exhausted, the beer tears well-up inside and I sat down to cry.

Thankfully, before the waterworks began, I noticed that I was not in fact alone. A tall, tan skinned man was breaking down tables and cleaning up the room.

“You’re a little late. Missed a hell of a party last night,” he flashed a smile at me and looked at his watch. “It only ended a few hours ago. So close,” he said, snapping his fingers.

“Wait, the party from last night only ended a few hours ago?”

“Don’t worry,” he said, “there’s another one tonight. And the night after that.”

“What about the night after that?” I teased.

He shook his head solemnly. Then laughed.

“Just kidding, of course. It’s nonstop, 24/7 around here,” he paused for a moment. “Is there something I can help you with, Mrs. Harrington?”

He knew my name. Needless to say, that caught me a little off guard.

“How do you know who I am?”

“We make it our business to know who all of our guests are, Mrs. Harrington. Even the new, prospective ones.”

I laughed nervously.

“Please, call me Amy.”

“Ok, Amy. So, is there something I can help you with?”

He was suddenly standing over me and offering a massive hand out to help me up off the cold tiled floor.

I took it without thinking and with his massive, tree branch arms he swiftly pulled me onto my feet just inches away from his chiseled chest and etched-in-stone jaw line.

For a second, my breath caught in my throat and I felt flustered.

Then, I had an idea. It was wrong, I knew that. But in the moment, I didn’t give a fuck.

Noah wanted to play games, I thought, then let’s play.

“As a matter of fact, there is something you can help me with, Brad,” I said looking at his name tag. “You see, I got a little lost and I could really use someone to walk me back to my room and help me get my bearings. This place is just so...big, you know?”

“Believe me,” Brad said, flashing a mischievous smile that indicated he was picking up whatever it was I was putting down. “I totally understand, Mrs - Amy. But I think you’ll find, once you loosen up a bit, that there’s a lot of big things about Heartbreak Cove besides the size of the buildings...if you know what I mean?”

“Oh, I know exactly what you mean,” I said, “And I am so, so ready to be loosened up.”

It was at that exact moment he pulled me into his chest and wrapped me up tightly in his arms.

Suddenly, without warning, or without any fanfare really, someone who wasn’t my husband was kissing my lips ever so gently and then he pulled away.

“Let’s go get you loosened up then,” he said and led me out of the room.


Chapter 9
(Noah)

As I walked back to our villa, chilled bottle of white wine in hand, courtesy of the guy who my wife had definitely been checking out, I couldn’t escape this sense of impending doom. This sense that while our trip may have been wholly and irrevocably ruined, that the worst was yet to come.

I stopped outside the entrance to our suite and smoothed my hair over with my free hand and took a deep breath, put on my best puppy dog face, and prepared to give a faithful and honest act of contrition and throw myself at the mercy of my wife, who I hoped at this point had at least cooled off from an 11 to like a 7 or a 7.5.

I took my key card out of my pocket and swiped it across the card reader above the door handle.

The lock chirped and the small LED light embedded in the plastic reader flashed green.

I heard the electrical whirring of the lock unlocking itself and the final click that let me know I could enter the thunderdome. I think I secretly wished she’d asked the front desk to void my card so that I wouldn’t be able to get in.

For a brief second, I fantasized about finding a place on the beach to crash for the night before trying again in the softer light of a new day.

But alas, no such luck.

I pressed down on the handle and shifted my weight forward to open the heavy metal door and braced myself to absorb another torrent of obscenities and verbal abuse.

But the room was empty.

“Amy?” I called out even though I knew I wouldn’t receive a reply.

The room was immaculate save for the area by the mini bar which looked like a hurricane had hit it.

Empty liquor bottles. A half finished bottle of champagne, and a crushed beer can were littered about.

It appeared Amy had a little party without me. And by the looks of things she had gotten pretty damn wild.

My stomach dropped when the realization hit me that my boozed up wife was off galavanting about the grounds of an adults-only lifestyle resort completely unsupervised with her inhibitions lowered and a score to settle.

I pictured her at the pool, talking and flirting with some buff guy, her bikini top already removed, she was fitting right in.

The sense of impending doom and dread only intensified in that moment when I thought of all the things she might be doing to get back at me. All the ways she might be able to make me sorry I hadn’t heeded the old folk wisdom: be careful what you wish for, because you just might get it.

The only thing I couldn’t understand was this: if I was so worried and upset that my wife might be off flirting with another guy - or worse - why was my dick so fucking hard?

I tucked my raging hard on up into the waistband of my trunks and turned to go find my wife. I wasn’t sure what I hoped to find when I did, but the situation below the belt was certainly pointing hard in a very wicked and devious direction.


Chapter 10
(Amy)

Brad guided me down the third floor corridor and into the adjacent stairwell where he pinned me up against the wall and kissed me again.

This time hard and fast and deep.

I felt a tingle in my tummy but pulled away from him this time.

“Wait,” I said. “Let’s wait until we get back to my room,” I said in a hushed tone.

“It’s ok, we can have sex anywhere you like. This is that kind of a place,” he said.

The thought of being dicked down by some random stranger I’d only just met in an abandoned stairwell at a plush, uber-exclusive swingers resort on a private tropical island drove me insane, but I had to control myself.

I had a plan.

“No, I know but...my husband,” I stammered.

“Oh, you're one of those couples?” he said with a smirk.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know, where the husband likes to watch.”

“No, well…” I stopped myself mid sentence and decided to just run with it. I smiled. “Yes, yes exactly. We’re one of those couples.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I couldn’t believe I was going to do this. What had gotten into me? I wasn’t even sure if I was still mad at Noah.

In fact, I think I was just using that as an excuse. I wanted to be bad. I wanted to cheat on my husband. For him.

Because being so naughty, all of a sudden just felt so damn good.

And Brad was so hot, I wondered how big he was as my hand drifted down to feel his crotch, almost as if it had a mind of its own.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

It was huge.

“You like it?” he asked with a smirk.

I bit my bottom lip and nodded, still rubbing my hand over the outside of his pants.

He was at least twice the size of Noah and trust me when I tell you, my husband wasn’t necessarily small by any means.

It’s just, as I would come to find out there’s dick and then there’s big dick. And there’s a big difference.

My breath was quickening and I could feel myself getting so wet and turned on at the thought of dropping to my knees, whipping his cock out, and taking him into my mouth right then and there.

But I stopped myself.

I didn’t want to be that bad.

Something like that would really be cheating after all, wouldn’t it?

But, if I took Brad back to our room as a surprise for Noah, well...I mean he asked for it right? This whole thing was his idea.

He couldn’t get mad at me for making his wildest fantasy come true could he?

Just then Brad leaned in and kissed me hard again, this time with lots and lots of tongue. It made me weak in the knees.

After a few seconds I broke it off and lightly pushed him away.

“Wait, just wait. Let’s go. Let’s go to my room, I can’t wait to see that thing,” I said.

I grabbed Brad’s hand and led him down the stairs to the main lobby. It was all coming back to me.

Suddenly, I knew exactly how to get back to our villa.

Funny how that works.

My heart was racing and I couldn’t wait to see the look on Noah’s face.


Chapter 11
(Noah)

I was distraught.

I wandered the resort grounds aimlessly and with a serious, serious case of buyer’s remorse. I’d searched everywhere. High and low. Called her phone a whopping twenty-seven times. Each time went straight to voicemail.

I even stopped back at the bar and asked Lenny if he’d seen Amy.

He hadn’t and I think he could tell I was worried. He promised to keep an eye out and phone the room if she stopped by the bar.

He assured me she was probably fine. Even hinted that perhaps she was already enjoying the amenities, but I knew what he meant.

He was suggesting that she’d found a horse-cocked stud and was already letting loose. Letting loose without me.

Cheating on me.

This idea, despite the erection raging in my pants, did not sit well with me.

Out of options and nowhere else to go, I decided to head back to the room and hope Amy was either already back, or that she’d come to her senses and return soon.

I couldn’t help but feel this was the biggest mistake I’d ever made in my life.

I’d miscalculated badly and now, somehow, thanks to my own stupidity and hubris, my perfect, amazing marriage seemed like it might legitimately be in jeopardy.

Who in their right mind would want to offer their wife up like a piece of meat to be enjoyed by some other man?

Well, apparently I did and apparently I wasn’t as sound of mind as I’d allowed myself to believe.

I just wanted Amy back. I wanted her to not be mad at me any more. And quite frankly, I wanted to go home and pretend this never happened.

I really, really wished in that moment that I could take everything back.

As I approached the door to our villa and took the keycard out of my pocket, I stopped.

I could hear Amy’s muffled voice on the other side.

The sense of relief was hard to describe. But then I wondered, who was she talking to?

Probably, I decided, she was talking to Claire. Or more likely ranting to Claire. Filling her in on all the gory details of my big deception.

I took a deep breath, steadied myself and prepared to beg forgiveness and to offer to leave the resort that very instant if that’s what Amy wanted.

I didn’t care if we spent another minute there. I didn’t care how difficult it was to arrange travel back at such an irregular hour.

Didn’t matter much it cost.

I was ready to move mountains to get back in Amy’s good graces and put this whole thing behind us.

I swiped the card across the card reader, waited for the green light and mechanical whirring of the lock to commence and then I pressed down on the door handle and entered the suite.

“Amy, look. I’m sorry,” I started to say but stopped short.

Everything I’d just been prepared to say and do was suddenly out the window. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Yes, my wife was back. But there was another man in the room. A big, hulking mass of a man who was naked from the waist down.

And Amy, in nothing but her bikini bottoms, was on her knees in front of him, reaching out to wrap her tiny hands around his big, thick cock.

She turned to face me as I entered the room, lips curling into a wicked smile.

“Hey baby,” she said, “You’re just in time for the show. Thank god you showed up because, well...I wanted to wait for you but I don’t know how much longer I was going to be able to resist this thing,” she said.

Without breaking eye contact with me, she wrapped her knuckles around his shaft and began gently stroking him to life.

“Looks like you’re going to get exactly what you wanted after all,” she said.

I watched as her wedding ring danced and sparkled in the afternoon sunlight that was pouring in from the west side of our villa.

My stomach dropped. My heart went up into my throat.

I couldn’t move.

“Sit down on the bed, Noah,” she said. “I’m about to make your wildest fantasies come true.”

And with that, she turned from me, opened her mouth, and took his throbbing, fleshy member into her mouth and began slurping and sucking with an enthusiasm I’d never seen before.

I was stunned.


Chapter 12
(Amy)

Noah walking in at that exact moment - the moment where I was about to say fuck it and throw caution to the wind and just let Brad fuck my brains out without my husband’s blessing - that was a sign...I think.

It made me feel like what I was doing would be ok, that Noah would love it. It sounds silly I know, but that’s what I felt in the moment.

So, I just went with it.

He seemed in a trance from the moment I wrapped my tiny little hands around Brad’s massive cock. He simply stared and obeyed when I told him to sit down on the bed.

He didn’t even say anything.

Not so much as whimper.

He just walked over to the bed, sat down and stared at me.

That’s when I turned away and started giving Brad head. I don’t know how to explain it but, normally I don’t really care for sucking dick.

Some girls love it I guess but for me, it was more of a necessary duty than something I really enjoyed doing.

But now I realize it was because I’d never sucked a cock that big before and something about just felt so slutty and good, it was such a turn on.

Having Brad fill up my mouth in a way that Noah never could...well, it just felt so wrong that it was so...right.

I was instantly drenched and surrendered to the moment. I could feel Noah’s eyes on me as I worked my way up and down another man’s shaft.

I was sopping, dripping, soaked - pick your favorite.

So wet, I could feel my own juices trickling down the inside of my thighs. I reached down and felt myself and began fingering my wet pussy while I sucked off Brad.

There would be time to sort out what this all meant later. I had a huge, gorgeous cock all to myself and I was going to get dicked down in front of my husband...for my husband in fact.

It was in that moment of clarity that I lost all control and transformed into a true slutwife for the very first time.

And it felt so fucking good.


Chapter 13
(Noah)

I wanted to move, but I couldn’t. I was paralyzed on the bed. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t do that either. It was like an invisible set of hands had gripped the sides of my skull and kept it pointed firmly in one direction: the direction where I had a perfect view of Amy, down on her knees sucking another man’s cock.

To this day, it still feels like a dream.

I was scared and overwhelmed. Conflicted ten ways to Sunday.

But I kept looking down at my crotch. I was harder than I’d ever remembered being in my life and that said something. Didn’t it?

I mean this was the whole reason we came, the whole reason I planned this trip, the whole reason I lied to Amy just to get there.

But this wasn’t how I imagined it going down either. I always imagined that I’d be in control, that I’d have to coax my wife into it, nudge her along.

I didn’t think she’d be the one taking charge out of revenge. The more I thought about it, the more wrong it felt. The more I felt we shouldn’t be doing this...not in this way.

The problem was the more I convinced myself of how wrong the situation indeed was, the harder and harder my dick got.

The adrenaline and dopamine in my system increased. The butterflies in my stomach were having a rave and I was practically drooling after my wife with the intense jealousy and lust I felt watching her give herself over to another man, cheating on me to even the score.

Fuck, it was so hot.

So, I decided...what else could I do? It was happening, I might as well go with it and enjoy the ride.

We could sort out what it all meant for us, for our future, for our marriage...all of that stuff, we could sort it out later.

I gave into that primal craving for instant gratification and reward, consequences be damned, and just lived for the moment.

I took my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking myself, very slowly. The rustling noises coming from where I was sitting broke Amy from her trance long enough for her to turn around and see me jerking off on the bed.

She looked deeply into my eyes, so deep that she was in fact peering into my soul.

And I don’t mean that hyperbolically, I literally believe she could see into my depths in that moment. She smiled, Brad’s cock still in her mouth, and I’d never seen her look more beautiful than in that moment.

We were on fire with the power that lit the stars strewn across the universe in their multitudes and experiencing something on a completely different plane of existence.

Something only a lucky few ever get to experience in their lifetimes.

I can’t explain it, you just have to feel it for yourself.

I took deep breaths, steadying myself. I didn’t want to cum too quickly and ruin the fun. I knew Amy was just getting herself warmed up for one hell of a show.

Soon, she stood up and pressed her petite frame up against Brad’s massive abs and pecs, making out hard and furiously rubbing his cock. She pressed it up against his pelvis so that it was pointed straight at the ceiling and nearly touching the top of his six-pack as she rubbed it from tip to balls, ever so gently.

Amy stopped kissing him and looked down to marvel at his magnificent package a bit more, then she looked at me.

“Oh my god, look at how big he is, baby…” she looked back at Brad’s dick, then over at me, or more specifically at mine.

“He’s like, two or three times your size, fuck. I don’t know if this is going to fit.”

If it was possible, even more blood flooded into my shaft, engorging my dick to the point of pain when I heard Amy compare his cock to mine.

That’s when Brad took control.

He grabbed Amy and respectfully, but forcefully led her over to the bed area so she’d be closer to me. He bent her over so that she was resting her arms on my legs, her hands gripping the tops of my knees.

“Oh, we’re gonna make it fit,” he said, rubbing the head of his cock up and down, against the entrance to her pussy, driving her wild. “And you’re gonna love taking every inch of it.”

Just then, Brad thrust his hips forward hard and fast. I watched Amy’s eyes go wide and I could see in them that she was experiencing a pain that hurt so, so good. Brad was inside her now, going deeper and deeper, to places I’d never be able to reach. Not in a million years.

Amy reached to my side and took my hand in hers and leaned forward to kiss me.

There was no turning back now, no undoing what was already done.

We’d crossed the first threshold and were now approaching the inmost cave. The only question was what monsters, if any, were waiting for us there.

But again, we could face them later. For now, we were only living for the present.

I pulled back from our kiss and whispered in her ear, “I love you.”

But she was gone. She was biting her bottom lip, eyes shut tight, feeling every inch of Brad’s thick cock plunging her depths.

She couldn’t hear me.

“I love you,” I whispered, harder this time and with more force. “I love you so much.”

But she couldn’t hear me because right then, she started coming harder than I’d ever seen a woman come before in my life.

And in that moment, a great fear took hold of me.

What had I done?


Chapter 14
(Amy)

All sounds faded into one. Or nothing. I can’t be sure. All I remember was the physical sensation that was unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

I think Noah was talking. Saying something to me even. But I didn’t care. Not right then.

My ears were shut tighter than my eyes in some strange way as the thick, bulbous head of Brad’s giant pink cock spread my pussy lips wider than they’d ever been spread before and took my breath away.

Literally, I sucked in a whoosh of air and for a moment I was afraid to exhale as I felt all of his dick pressing up into my stomach so far that I thought it might come out my throat.

Then Brad pulled back and stopped so that just the tip was still inside me and gave me a chance to catch my breath.

“Holy shit,” I whispered. I have a vague recollection of holding a fistful of white linen in my left hand while I dug my nails so hard into the flesh of Noah’s pale thigh skin that I’m surprised I didn’t draw blood.

Who knows though, maybe I did. Details like that from that fateful day are hard to come by. What I remember most are the sensations I felt so deeply inside myself.

That feeling of awakening to an intense pleasure that I never knew existed.

Seriously, I never knew a person could feel such euphoric, physical pleasure across every square inch of their body.

But then again, this was my first truly big cock. And boy, I had so much to learn...and in that moment I remember thinking too, ‘I have so much lost time to make up for.’

That was when Brad made me come for the first time. I screamed so hard I think I scared the living daylights out of Noah.

Before I could gather my wits, Brad was plumbing my depths once again and I was gone.

I don’t recall how long it lasted but it seemed to stretch on forever and yet felt like it went way too fast at the same time. Eventually, Brad busted a fat load all over my tits and it was over. I remember playing with the creamy, white goo a little with my fingers, rubbing it into my skin a little before sticking my index finger into my mouth to taste his sweetness.

I don’t know how to explain it but I guess it was like I said before: getting railed by some random dick while my husband watched, string deeply into my eyes and telling me how much he loves me while I basically ignored him, moaning, shaking, and writhing on another man’s giant cock...well, it was the best drug I’d ever taken in my life and I was a junkie right from the start.

I don’t think Noah felt the same way, at least not at first. He took some warming up to the idea. Which, was a funny role reversal if you ask me.

But he could probably explain it better than me.

When we finished, Brad quickly cleaned himself up, got dressed and left without much fuss or fanfare.

I collapsed onto the bed, totally naked, my tits still glistening with Brad’s hot, sticky cum. I put my hands behind my head and exhaled deeply, staring up at the ceiling.

That was when Noah attacked me. Without a word of warning. He was on top of me, a crazed look in his eye that I’d never seen before.

And then I felt him inside me and I was coming so hard all over again.


Chapter 15
(Noah)

I don’t know what came over me. I was like a man possessed by two different demons, both with their own nefarious agendas.

On the one hand, a part of me didn’t even want to be around Amy in that moment, let alone look at her.

But another part, a bigger, louder part you might say, wanted to ravage and reclaim her freshly defiled body as my own. I wanted to plant my seed deep inside her belly and let her know who she really belonged to.

Not in a patriarchal, possessive sense mind you, but in a primal, lustful, competitive kind of way. I was in competition with Brad and what I could not make up for in size, I was determined to make up for it with sheer, raw passion and enthusiasm.

I practically lunged at her and was kissing her deeply and passionately. I tasted the stale, bitter notes of Brad’s cock on her breath and for some reason got turned on even more.

I looked down to see his drying come splattered across her breasts and was lost in lust. Head over heels I went into my carnal desires. I took my hard cock in my hand and guided it towards her pussy which eagerly and easily accepted me inside without any protest.

She was wet and wide, well-used from the pounding Brad had given her and I simply loved it.

I went to town, thrusting away at her insides as if I was trying to carve out my own place inside her, separate and distinct from the one Brad had carved.

Soon, Amy was coming again harder and louder than she ever had before...with me. But it was still nothing compared to what Brad had made her do.

That realization both saddened and frightened me a little but I could no longer exercise control over my own body.

My breathing had increased rapidly, my pulse was skyrocketing and soon I was in the throes of a toes curling orgasm myself as I unleashed a torrent of hot come deep inside of Amy.

She ran her fingers through my hair, breathless and panting.

“Oh Noah, oh Noah, oh baby,” she whispered over and over again.

I collapsed in a heap next to her on the bed and we locked together in a loving embrace and without even bothering to pull on the covers, we fell asleep in each other’s arms and slept for what felt like days.

. . .

When I awoke, it was mid-morning the following day. We’d been asleep for nearly fifteen hours. Amy was still sleeping soundly on the bed next to me and as I watched her, the memories of the previous day came flooding back and a feeling of dread and horror washed over me.

I thought of how hard I’d made her come right before we drifted off to sleep. And I was temporarily relieved, blood rushed in to fill my shaft and a feeling of lustful pride washed over me.

That is until I then recalled how much harder Brad had made her come. Then I felt myself withering just as quickly.

It was in that moment that I fully and totally, with utter and complete comprehension, understood the meaning of be careful what you wish for.

Some fantasies should stay just that: fantasies.

As in not manifested in the real, physical world we call reality where real people have real feelings and insecurities that can totally ruin their relationships if they are preyed upon the right aways.

What had we done?

That was the question I kept asking myself over and over again.

What had she done?

What had we done?

What had I done?

When Amy finally stirred she smiled at me. Her eyes were narrow slits and so she couldn’t tell but I was staring daggers at her.

“We need to talk. Get up,” I said.

I was mad.

I was hurt.

I was scared.

So, I lashed out.


Chapter 16
(Amy)

Waking up was not as magical as falling asleep was.

I had dreams that night, but I could hardly remember them.

The juxtaposition of the most restful, peaceful sleep with the look on Noah’s face when I woke up was quite jarring.

I had a small hangover, but nothing major and I remembered everything from the night before.

Uh oh.

I remembered everything from the night before...in one quick highlight reel and then Noah said those four dreaded words.

We. Need. To. Talk.

I guess this was later. I guess this was when we would sort out what “it” all meant.

Now was the time to pay the piper and figure out what went down and what it meant for us and our marriage.

I felt a pit in my stomach, I was nervous.

I was scared.

But do you want to know the truth? I didn’t have any regrets.

In fact, for a brief moment, I felt myself getting wet all over again thinking about how hot it all was.

Besides, it was what Noah wanted and he lied to me, manipulated me to get me here and now what? He was going to make me feel bad about it?

I didn’t think so. But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t afraid of losing him, of losing us.

So, I did my best to hear him out and be civil. Let him have his turn to freak out a bit you might say.

Only, it didn’t go so well.


Chapter 17
(Noah)

Amy sat up in bed, an innocent almost quizzical look on her face.

It was as if she was expecting something else. Maybe another round of sex?

Only I wasn’t in the mood all of a sudden.

“What’s wrong,” she asked.

I launched into my tirade with the same gusto as I’d attacked Amy with the night before after Brad had rearranged her insides right in front of me. 

“What’s wrong? Seriously? Do you remember what happened last night?”

She stared back at me and opened her mouth to speak but I cut her off.

“Or were you too drunk?”

“I wasn’t that drunk,” she said, which drew an involuntary scoff from me.

“Really? Our demolished minibar begs to differ.”

She folded her arms, the innocent look from her face was gone. She was suddenly indignant and ready to spar. Her lips pulled into a thin smile.

And in that moment I knew I was wrong, about everything. I had no right to be mad. Not after what I pulled to get her there and not after I enjoyed the show and stayed for an encore after that.

I was being unfair to her. I was attacking her for no good reason other than as a way to cover up my own pathetic insecurities.

But I couldn’t help myself.

I was spiraling. 

“Well, I remember everything.” And she said it just like that, enunciating every syllable just so. Everything.

Boy, that stung.

And you know how pain when you’re already angry can make you ten times as angry? Yeah, well.

I unleashed a hurtful, spiteful torrent of obscenities of my own, careful not to degrade her or her character, but I reached for some decently sharp knives as well so to speak.

And then, before she could say anything in response, I grabbed my wallet and phone and slammed the door shut in her face.

The only proud moment for me in that whole ordeal was that although I badly wanted to tell her to her to go fuck herself in the same manner she’d done to me the day before, I refrained.

I managed to show a modicum of restraint and looking back, perhaps that was a bigger deal than I realized at the time.

I walked away from our villa towards the main hotel lobby, I had only one destination and one activity in mind and even though it was well before noon.

The bar.

Drinking alcohol to drown my sorrows and figure out what was next.


Chapter 18
(Amy)

When Noah slammed the door, it shook the very foundation of the villa and rattled the glass in the window panes.

I wasn’t sure exactly what time it was, but it was surely too early for a commotion like that in a place like this. For a few minutes, I worried that someone would call to complain or that we’d be kicked out for disturbing the peaceful, serene setting that so many had come to for tranquility and fun.

But after a while I put that worry aside and got around to worrying about the real issue: why was Noah so mad?

I gave him exactly what he asked for…and then some. How in the world was this reaction fair to me?

Instead of taking pity on him and feeling sorry, I felt myself getting made at him all over again. Even madder than I was at him for lying to get me there, this was worse.

This was a betrayal in some deeper sense.

How could he hold this against me when it was his desire, his fantasy, his obsession?

The best thing to do, I figured, was to get dressed and go find Noah.

I stood up, Brad’s dried come was still covering my tits and Noah’s hot, sticky load had oozed out of me little by little through the night and had caked itself onto my inner thighs.

What a little slut, I thought to myself and I felt myself getting wet all over again.

I went over to the bathroom for a quick shower, but I just couldn’t help myself.

Thinking of Brad’s giant cock destroying my insides while Noah watched, a rush of adrenaline flooded my nervous system and I just had to get myself off.

I used the pulsing shower head to stimulate my clit while I slipped three fingers inside myself and fantasized about taking another giant cock in front of my husband.

Only in my fantasy, it wasn’t Brad this time. It was that sexy, black bartender from the day before.

I imagined what his cock must look like, I wondered if it was as big as Brad’s. I thought about the contrast of our skin.

And I started coming so, so hard all over again.

When I finished, I washed myself off in the shower, got dressed and ready and went out to find Noah.

It was then that I started feeling guilty. I wasn’t blameless in this.

If I didn’t cheat on my husband, I had flirted with a very fine line. I was operating in the greyest of areas and what I needed - what we needed was clarification and reconciliation.

We needed to hit reset and start over.

I decided I didn’t care what I had to do.

I loved my husband and I loved our life.

We could get through this, even if it meant swallowing my pride and apologizing to him.

I knew there was a path back.


Chapter 19
(Noah)

I bellied up to an empty, quiet bar at around 10:30 in the morning and was greeted by a familiar face.

“Mr. Harrington, good morning. What can I get for you to start off this fine day?”

It was Lenny and he was smiling ear to ear, full of energy and vigor.

“Please, call me Noah. And a vodka soda with lime sounds just about right, thanks.”

He flashed his infectious smile at me and went to work making my drink order. When he was finished, he slid the already sweating glass across the bar to me.

“There you go, Noah.”

“Thanks, Lenny.”

I raised my glass to him in salute.

“Missed a hell of a party last night,” he said as he turned on the TV above the bar to some lackluster Premier League match.

“Excuse me?”

“On the terrace, last night. Remember, I told you there was a party? I’d hoped to see you and Mrs. Harrington there, but you never showed.”

He seemed truly disappointed.

“Amy,” I said. The whole Mr. and Mrs. thing made me a little uncomfortable.

He gave a nod to indicate he’d absorbed the information.

“Either way, you missed one hell of a time. Lucky for you, we’re having another one tonight. Same time, same place.”

“Woopee,” I said with all the sarcasm in the world.

Lenny stood up straight and studied my face with genuine concern for my well-being, then leaned forward on the bar.

“Talk to me, my man. What’s got you down?”

I hesitated, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to divulge in any kind of great detail what had happened the night before but something about the way he was staring at me made me feel like he might already know - the gist of it anyway.

So, I took a deep breath and I told him what happened. When I first started, I intended to keep it brief, a high-level summary, just the broad strokes.

But I spilled my guts.

It felt like confession. Insert the old bartender-priest equivalency cliche here, please.

Sure, it may have been silly, but Lenny really seemed like he was listening. Like he felt for me. There was a catharsis in unburdening all the hurt and insecure feelings to someone who didn’t really know me, someone who, even if they were judging me, I didn’t really care what they thought of me or my life.

There was clarity in that.

Then, when I was finished, Lenny crushed me.

“Ok, so what?”

“So, what?” I began to recite bits of the story again.

“I know, I know, you already told me that. Again I say, so what? You asked for this, my man. Far as I can tell your wife gave you everything you ever wanted and then some. And it sounds like you enjoyed the hell out of it. Now you want to be a big, insecure baby about it and crush her for being vulnerable and accommodating to your sick fantasy?”

I opened my mouth to speak but the words wouldn’t come.

“Tell me something,” he said, “do you think your wife ever seriously entertained the idea of fucking someone else before you put it in her head?”

He had a point.

“Before yesterday, did you have any doubt that she loved you, did you ever have any doubt that she loved fucking you? Do you really think she’s the one to blame here?”

I was starting to feel really lousy.

“Look, I know what goes on here. Hell, I am a willing and able facilitator of controlled adultery for those who wish to partake. I’ve seen this story play out here many times before.”

“You have?”

He nodded, his face turning very serious.

“Husbands come down here with this fantasy in their heads and the second their wife even so much as touches another guy, they get all insecure and go to pieces. I never know what happens when they return to their real lives - wherever they may be - but dollars to donuts I bet nine out of every ten, never recovers.”

“Divorce?”

Lenny nodded again.

That sent a shiver down my spine.

“Like Mike Tyson said, everybody’s got a plan until they get punched in the mouth,” Lenny said. “For a lot of guys, seeing their wife with someone else was always part of their plan, problem is they didn’t realize what it would actually feel like. They get punched in the mouth so to speak and after that, well…”

“What?”

“That’s when you find out what kind of man you are. What kind of marriage you have. Do you have the guts to see this through, wherever it leads, go the distance - to use another boxing cliche - or will you fold up like a cheap suit and go home a loser?”

I finished my drink and nodded for another. Lenny went to work whipping me up another vodka-soda with lime and kept schooling me.

“Now, let me ask you this. Did you enjoy yourself last night?”

I nodded. I had to concede I did.

“More than enjoyed it,” I chuckled.

“Right. And so what exactly made it turn sour for you?”

I thought long and hard. It was...Brad.

“It was just that afterwards, when she was with him he made her...you know. And then with me, I mean she did then too, just not as…”

“Hard?” he said, a knowing tone in his voice.

“Yeah.”

“And then she spent the night with Brad and woke up in his arms?”

I blinked. Shook my head. Was this guy listening to me?

“What? No, I told you. We made love and then fell asleep in eachothers arms, and then…”

He was smiling.

“And then you woke up on a beautiful Caribbean morning after the most intense, powerful, magical sexual experience of your life - which you got to have with your beautiful wife and your best friend in the world, which by the way, not many people can claim - and you decided to what?”

I hung my head lower than my shoulders.

“I decided to yell at her and try to make her feel bad...I made us fight about it.”

“Mmhmm, and how do you think that made her feel? First, you lie to get her here. Then she decides to play ball, and okay, maybe she was outside the base path a little bit, but she laces ‘em up and decides to take a swing and you crush her for it?”

Now Lenny was shaking his head at me.

“How do you think all that is going to make her feel about you? You’re her husband, my man. I don’t know you, but you seem alright to me. Like a pretty good guy. You’re supposed to be in this together.”

I downed the rest of my drink.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Lenny took my empty glass without offering to make me another drink.

“Yeah, fuck.” He said. “But here’s the good news: there’s a path back.”

“There is?”

“Yes, you go back. You apologize. You make amends. You both fucked up: you didn’t communicate. Sure, she could have handled it better but this all starts with you my man.”

“You’re right...but what about -”

He held up his hand and cut me off.

“Forget all that. Just go back, get on the same page. Talk it out. Make a plan, a real one and then move forward. Remember, you tried it out. Maybe it’s not for you guys. That’s ok. Enjoy the beach. Enjoy each other. Relax.”

I left a tip on the bar and shook his hand.

“You’re right. Thanks, Lenny.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” he said, “well, and my uh,” he glanced down at his crotch and gave a hearty chuckle.

As I turned to leave, he called after me.

“Good luck, Noah! And things go well and you two decide to, well...I hope to see you at the party tonight at ten, but no pressure.”

I turned and waved and made my way back to our villa. Amy and I had quite a bit of talking to do, but mostly, I needed to apologize and beg forgiveness. I needed to do that which I’d intended to yesterday afternoon, but for now I owed double or triple the groveling just to get back to even.

I could only hope that I wasn’t too late.


Chapter 20
(Amy)

I found Noah pretty easily.  He went straight to the lobby bar and sat down for a drink. I was going to sidle up to him at the bar, order a drink and try to make peace.

But something stopped me.

Instead I watched him for a little bit from across the lobby, safely out of sight.

More than just him, I watched that sexy bartender that I just could not get my mind off of.

He and my husband appeared to be fairly familiar with each other, which was a surprise to me.

They also appeared to be having quite the deep conversation.

Sure, Noah was the only person at the bar, but the bartender seemed to take a keen interest in him. Almost like he was giving him advice.

I tried to get closer so I could hear what they were saying without giving myself away.

Thanks to the cover of some fortuitously placed plants and palm trees in the open-air lobby, I managed to get within earshot.

And while I couldn’t quite make out every word, I was able to get the gist of it and it sent my heart soaring.

It seemed as though this bartender guy was helping Noah...helping us.

Why? I couldn’t say.

I smiled.

There was a path back, I knew it.

And more than just a path back for us. A path back to that rush, that high I’d experienced the night before with Brad.

Remember I said I was a junkie right from the start.

So I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t on my mind. I didn’t want to just get my relationship back on track.

I wanted to get it back on track and heading back in the direction that would allow me to get some more big, random dick.

Noah’s barstool scraping on the hard floor of the bar, signaling he was getting up to leave, snapped me out of my stupor just in time to scamper ahead of him and back to our villa in plenty of time to be ready and waiting for us to have “the talk.”

I was nervous, excited, and more than a little wet.


Chapter 21
(Noah)

So there I was, once again taking that old, familiar walk from the bar back to our villa to try to talk to Amy.

That was when it hit me, for nearly thrity-six hours we’d barely spoken a word to each other that wasn’t related to one of two things: fighting or sex.

Here we were, a long weekend in paradise and we hadn’t taken the time to talk. To love each other. To connect and enjoy our time together.

That made me feel really lousy.

It was a short walk, but it was long enough for me to decide something. Enough was enough. This was silly. I was wrong to lie to her. I was wrong to get mad and try to make her feel bad for doing something that I told her I desperately wanted. Something I wanted so desperately that I manipulated and deceived her in my attempts to get it.

And now what? Like a petulant child, things didn’t go exactly how I’d envisioned so I was going to throw a tantrum?

Just who did I think I was?

I hardly recognized myself.

I resolved to do better. And to apologize and to do whatever it took to smooth our relationship over and back on track.

And maybe more than that, back on the track that would allow us to actually explore what we came here to explore in the first place.

Together. As one.

I took a deep breath, swiped the card key one more time, and entered our suite.

. . .

Amy was sitting on the bed, a vision of pure and perfect beauty. She’d showered and changed and curled her luscious blonde hair ever so slightly, just the way I liked it.

She was looking down at the floor, her soft gaze lost in thought. When she heard me come in, she slowly lifted her chin towards me, her eyes clear and bright, and she smiled at me.

I melted.

“Amy, I’m so sorry,” I started to say, but she held up a hand to cut me off.

She stood quickly and met me halfway in a charged and loving embrace that made my stomach do the same backflips it had done when we’d first met all those many years ago.

“I’m sorry too,” she whispered.

We kissed. It was deep and passionate and slow. Wet and sensual. It was like we were two estranged lovers rediscovering each other for the first time in a while.

It was nice.

Then, we let each other go and each of us, at the exact same time said the same exact thing: we should talk.

It appeared we were back on the same page already, and after our nervous laughter subsided we sat down on the bed and hashed it out. Like adults. Like a couple.

Like people who really loved and cared about each other.

And we got to the bottom of it.

I told her everything, my reservations, insecurities, what made me mad and what made me horny with lust. And she explained herself to me, I listened intently and apologized even more so.

In the end, we both agreed we feared the same thing: losing each other.

“It was just when I thought about how you were with Brad versus how you were with me, it made me worried that you’d...I don’t know…”

“What? Not enjoy you anymore?”

“Yeah,” I said, it sounded silly when spoken aloud like that.

She put her hands on my shoulders.

“Noah, honey, I could never not enjoy you. I love you and you’re the man I’ve chosen above everyone else. Pardon my directness, but that’s something that dick size just can’t make up for. You understand that right?”

I shook my head. What a fool I’d been.

“Yeah, yeah. I know. You’re right.”

We hugged tightly again, wiped the mist from our eyes, and looked around the stunning villa with sweeping views of the most beautiful beaches in the world.

“So, what do we do now?” Amy asked.

I took a deep breath.

“We wipe the slate clean. This is our first day and we’ll come into this as we intended. We’ll explore together and we’ll see how it feels. We don’t have to do anything we don’t want to do. No pressure.”

She nodded.

“And if we do find something - someone - we want to do?”

When she said someone, my mind reflexively went to Lenny, again him slapping his big, dark cock against my wife’s milky white belly as I watched him prepare to enter her.

My dick got rock hard and I swallowed a gulp down my throat.

“We’ll communicate and respect each other.”

She put her hand on mine and smiled.

“Good. Now, let’s get something to eat, I’m starving,” she said.


Chapter 22
(Amy)

“Wait, there’s someone I want you to meet,” Noah said as we made our way across the lobby to one of the amazing restaurants on the premises that we had yet to take advantage of, among other things at Heartbreak Cove.

He pulled me in the direction of the bar, the one I’d seen him at earlier. The one with the handsome and oh-so sexy black man who I kept fantasizing about.

I felt my heart fluttering in my chest as the man at the bar looked up, locked eyes with me and smiled the most gorgeous smile I’d ever seen - besides Noah’s, of course.

I walked with Noah - no, more like floated - over to the bar and before I knew it the bartender was taking my tiny hand in his and shaking it with a firm-but-not-too-firm grip that made me go weak in the knees.

“Lenny, this is my wife - Mrs. Harrington, a.k.a, Amy,” Noah said, “Amy, this is Lenny. He’s uhh, been a friendly ear for me I guess you could say. And he’s been dying to meet you.”

He had been?

I giggled like an idiot.

“Nice to meet you, Lenny,” I said.

“It’s a real pleasure,” he said, taking my hand and raising it to his beautiful, full lips and kissing it ever so gently.

Swoon.

“You’ve got a real good one here,” he said, pointing to my husband who I had almost, once again, forgotten was standing there right next to me.

“Yeah, yeah I do,” I said.

“Can I get you guys something to drink?” he asked.

“Oh no, we’re just on our way to grab a little lunch,” Noah said. “But since we’ve been uh, you know, I figured I’d stop by and introduce Amy here,” he said, motioning towards me.

“Of course, do enjoy,” Lenny said, flashing his million dollar smile once again.

“Thanks, will do,” Noah said.

“So nice to meet you Amy.”

To which I could only respond with another dumb school girl giggle. Boy was I infatuated and lusting after Lenny.

“And don’t forget, Noah,” he called after us, “tonight, 10:00 PM. Terrace. Gonna be a hell of a party. I’d hate for you both to miss it.”

I turned and looked at Lenny, who winked at me.

“I’m counting on you, Amy!” he yelled across the lobby.

“Ok!” I yelled back, again like a love-drunk idiot. Or was it lust-drunk?

Either way, I had no idea what he was talking about, but I knew he would be there and that thought alone had me very horny and very, very wet.


Chapter 23
(Noah)

The sexual tension and chemistry between Lenny and my wife was hard to miss. And I think part of me was hoping that was what would happen when I introduced the two of them.

In fact, now that I think back on it, I’m sure that’s what it was.

Had to be.

Why else?

And to be honest, I enjoyed it. This was more my speed.

I felt more in control now that Amy and I had talked it out and come to a mutual understanding.

My mind was at ease and back in the state it had been when we first started our journey to get here.

I was excited, nervous, and really turned on by everything. My mind kept flashing to that image that made me instantly hard, short of breath, and flooded with adrenaline and dopamine and whatever other feel-good, intense chemicals the body produces.

That image of Lenny, standing over my wife, his huge, black shaft making an audible slapping noise on my wife’s trimmed and toned tummy as she worked herself up in a frenzy of lust, begging him to stick it inside her.

Gulp.

We took our seats at a table in the back of the restaurant and ordered food, I don’t even remember what.

Not that it wasn’t good, I’m sure it was delicious, it’s just that we never got around to eating it.

We started talking and well, one thing led to another, and before I knew it, we were running out of the restaurant in a mad dash for our room like a couple of horny teenagers who’d just discovered sex for the first time.

“My god, you look beautiful,” I said.

She blushed and smiled and pretended to look at her menu.

“So, what did you think of Lenny?” I asked, probing for information. I knew she was checking him out yesterday when we were checking in and any doubts I may have had about her being attracted to him were certainly put to rest after that flirtatious, flustered interaction at the bar.

She cleared her throat.

“He seemed nice,” she said.

I made a show of rolling my eyes.

“What?” she asked.

I raised my eyebrows, trying to prod her into saying more without putting words in her mouth.

“Why are you doing that? What?” she asked again.

This wasn’t working, so I decided to just cut to the chase and be direct.

“Well, I mean...I caught you checking him out, hard, yesterday and after that little interaction back there, well...”

My voice trailed off. Her face turned a light shade of red and she laughed like she was nervous.

“What little interaction?” she protested.

“You giggling like a school girl meeting her celebrity crush or something,” I said. “It’s fine too, I’m totally cool with it. I just wanted to, you know...communicate. Like we said we would.”

She folded her arms and bit her lip.

“Ok, fair enough. You win,” she said. “Yes.”

“Yes what?” I asked playfully.

“Yes, I think he’s attractive.”

I made a face that said, I thought so, picked up my menu and pretended to read it over.

“Good,” I said without looking up.

“Why’s that?” she asked.

“Because…” I said, then dropped my voice to a whisper, “I can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to watch you fuck him.”

There.

It was out in the open.

I said it. I was running with it.

And this time, I was more than sure I’d be okay with watching it all go down.

She stared deeply at me, again into the depths of my soul just like she had with Brad and I was transported back to that place.

Only this time, I wasn’t scared. I was ready to go there, with her, with us. With everything.

“We need to go back to the room, now,” Amy said.

We both stood up at the same time, eyes locked and again on fire with the power that lit the stars and all that, and go we did.


Chapter 24
(Amy)

Everything had gone way better than I could have imagined. It felt like we were us again. Sure, a slightly different, more uninhibited version of us. But still us nonetheless.

And it felt good.

I’d never been more attracted to Noah than in that moment.

We didn’t even stay long enough to see what our food looked like, let alone eat it.

As soon as I heard Noah say he couldn’t stop thinking about watching me fuck Lenny, I felt a current of electricity and excitement flowing through my body, super charging it with lust and sexual energy.

We had to leave that very second.

“We need to go back to the room,” I said.

I had to fuck.

“Now.”

We had to fuck.

I remember we practically ran back across the lobby and back down the hall over to our villa. We were like two teenagers in love and in lust and it felt so good.

We burst through the door and had each other’s clothes off and on the ground, it seemed, before the door could even click shut. 

Noah’s hands were exploring every inch of my body as if for the very first time. He ran his fingers through my hair and stared deeply into my eyes.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you too,” I whispered back.

We fell into bed and made hard, passionate love for what felt like hours with hardly a word spoken between us.

It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, pure animalistic lust. I came so hard, over and over again, even harder than I did with Brad.

The vulnerability, the intimacy of what we were doing together now was such a powerful aphrodisiac. It heightened my senses and made every tiny sensation and pleasure feel ten times better.

Once again, we collapsed into each other’s arms in a heap on the bed.

But this time, we didn’t fall asleep. It was still the afternoon and I only had one thing on my mind.

We had to talk. More than talk.

We had to make a plan. I needed it.

I didn’t want to keep fantasizing about it and talking. I wanted to make it happen, for real.

So, I took the plunge.

“About that party tonight?” I said, drawing a circle with the manicured nail of my index finger on Noah’s chiseled chest.

He smiled slyly at me.

“What about it?”

“Well, I was thinking we could maybe go,” I said.

“Oh yeah?”

“And I was also thinking, maybe…”

“Maybe what?”

“I was thinking maybe if things went well,” I moved my mouth to his ear and gently nibbled on the lobe and then whispered, “we could come back here and you could watch Lenny slide his big, black cock inside this tight, married pussy.”

I ran my hand down from his chest to his dick and felt the blood surging to refill his shaft as I whispered my dirty thoughts into his ear, feeding his mind with its own deepest, darkest desires.

He swallowed hard and exhaled deeply as his erection returned.

“Would you like that?” I asked, still whispering.

“Fuck yes,” he said, closing his eyes while I began to slowly stroke his hard cock. Noah began kissing my neck while I watched my hand jerking him up and down.

I loved the sight of it and I thought about how much I was going to love the sight of my hand doing the exact same thing to Lenny’s huge, dark pole just hours later.

Soon, Noah was coming again and I simply continued to jerk him to completion as the come oozed out of his tip and all over my hand. Coating my wedding ring in a sticky web of white seed.

“Mmm, fuck that’s hot,” I said, licking his juices from my fingers.

Noah looked at the bedside clock and sat up straight. Kissed me hard on the lips without a care that I’d just swallowed his load (so hot) and said, “we should get ready, we have a big night ahead of us and we haven’t eaten anything yet.”

I laughed out loud. It was true. We’d gone out to eat and got ourselves so worked up that we didn’t even end up taking one bite of food.

Suddenly, I had a huge appetite and was dying for some food. Plus, if tonight was going to be the sexual marathon I suspected it would be, we were going to need our strength.


Chapter 25
(Noah)

That feeling, the one where you wake up on December 25th only to find that Santa Clause called out sick? What’s the opposite of that?

Because that’s what I was feeling all of a sudden. That joy, that spark, that excitement between me and Amy, it was back tenfold.

The experience we had when we got back to the room, well, I’ll spare you all the details for the sake of brevity but let’s just say it was magical.

And while I never asked, I’m pretty sure I took her to a place that Brad didn’t even approach the previous day.

Was it because she was thinking of Brad the whole time, or Lenny? I can’t be sure, but something tells me that’s not what it was.

I think finally talking it out, being vulnerable and intimate with each other on such a deep level that we’d never gone to before, of doing this thing the right way - together - I don’t know, I think that opened us up for a more powerful sexual experience than any random stud could provide, no matter how big his dick was.

Maybe that’s wishful thinking on my part, but it’s my story and I’m sticking to it.

Anyway, it was high time we got some food into our bellies as it was approaching five o’clock and neither of us had eaten anything all day.

If the night was going to go the way I suspected it was going to play out, we’d both need some fuel to keep that fire burning deep into the early hours of the following morning.

We had some trouble keeping our hands off each other and having a go at another romp in the sheets, but we managed to do it and get ourselves out the door in a somewhat timely manner.

By the time we both showered and got dressed it was nearly six o’clock.

Which was perfect, we could head out to dinner, enjoy ourselves. Maybe have some after dinner drinks and then head to the terrace around ten to see what this party was all about.

Amy had put on a stunning, jaw-dropping, low-cut black dress that perfectly accentuated her cleavage. The end of the dress barely covered her supple ass and she was wearing my favorite pair of heels - I hadn’t even known she packed them - and once again had her hair slightly curled just the way I liked it.

She was breathtaking. And it warmed my heart and made me feel like the luckiest man in the world to know, without a doubt, she was dressing to impress me and turn me on. Didn’t matter who else might have her later, she was dressed for me.

“My god, you’re beautiful,” I said, marveling at her as I took her by the hand and twirled her around for a full 360 degree view.

She laughed and kissed me on the cheek.

“I thought you might like it.” she said. “You know, you’re not half bad yourself.”

As we crossed the threshold out of our villa and into the evening air, I felt ready. Prepared to experience this adventure with my wife at my side, my best friend in the whole world.

I felt at peace with everything.

And more than that, I felt honry as all get out. I wanted to hit fast forward and jump to ten o’clock and just get on with it.


Chapter 26
(Amy)

Dinner was lovely. Romantic and delicious. The perfect way to set the table for the night that lay ahead of us (pun intended).

We shared two bottles of wine, talked and laughed the whole time. It was kind of like we were back to when we first started dating. Everything was funny, everything was great. I adored Noah and I could tell he was feeling the same way about me.

It felt like life before we’d come here and it was nice to have a little piece of that back even though both of us knew we could never go back there.

Not after what we’d done and certainly not after what we were about to do.

And that was ok. It might sound strange to an outsider but this ordeal we’d thrust ourselves into, this adventure and all its challenges and ups and downs, it was actually making us stronger. Better. Closer. More in love than ever before.

That didn’t mean we didn’t still have to be careful. It just meant we were growing and we were up to the task.

When we finished dinner, we still had about an hour or so to kill before this so-called party on the terrace at ten o’clock.

So, we did what any self-respecting, fun-loving couple would do. We found a bar and kept on drinking.

I think that was probably what we needed, for the both of us to cut loose a little and relax. Take the edge off and lower our inhibitions a bit.


Chapter 27
(Noah)

I don’t remember how many shots of tequila we toasted over that hour and change leading up to the party on the terrace.

To be honest, between the hours of about 8:45 and 10:45 PM, my memory is a little fuzzy.

Which is fine, because all the good stuff - the best stuff, happened after that anyway.

We arrived at the party a little early. Well, right on time technically but apparently it was customary to show up fashionably late and so when we arrived, from what I recall, there were only two other couples there along with the “staff.”

It was a lavish, classy affair.

Plenty to drink, plenty to eat.

An infinity pool on the far side of the terrace level spilled over into the horizon as the whitecaps of the Caribbean sea danced and sparkled across the shoreline, shimmering in the silver moonlight of a warm and breezy night.

“I didn’t bring my bathing suit,” Amy whispered as she grabbed my arm for balance.

I looked over to the far corner of the pool and saw a woman, perhaps late fifties and a tall, tan man with bulging muscles making out in the water.

Neither of them appeared to be wearing a damn thing.

The woman was fairly attractive for her age, but a little saggy in some areas and seemed to be quite an odd pairing for the much younger, tighter looking man.

“Well, if you want to go for a dip, I don’t think you’ll need one.”

“Oh my god,” Amy said. “Is that, Brad?”

I did a double take and sure enough, it was. I’d just taken a sip of my champagne and nearly spit it out. 

When I turned back to Amy I could see she was a little, I don’t know mad?

“Oh, you’re not jealous are you?”

“What?” she said, raising her voice just a little too much.

“You are, aren’t you? It’s ok. I don’t mind.”

She stared at the two of them making out.

“I just can’t believe he’s with, her.”

“Well, you do know that’s why he’s here, right? To service you ladies with his giant, uh, package. You knew that right?”

She didn't, it turned out. She had no idea. So, I filled her in on everything Lenny had told me.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe it. I mean I can, it makes sense. It’s just...wow.”

“But Amy, let’s be honest,” I said, “you’re not the type of woman who needs a hired gun. If you and Brad had been in an office building in Manhattan the whole thing still would’ve happened if you decided you wanted it to. You know that too, right?”

She raised an eyebrow and then her glass. We clinked glasses.

She did know it. She always knew how hot she was.

“That’s ok,” she said, waving to Brad as he turned and recognized them from the water, “I’m craving some chocolate tonight anyway,” she said with a wink.

“Speaking of which,” I said, looking around. “Have you seen Lenny anywhere?”

“Not yet,” she said, scanning the scene, “but it’s still early.”


Chapter 28
(Amy)

I felt a tingle between my legs when I finally spotted him. I think it was around 10:45 or so when Lenny walked into the party. It was like the Mayor had just arrived, he was shaking hands with every guy and hugging every woman, kissing her on the cheek or hand like a perfect gentleman.

By that time, the party had filled in and it was quite crowded.

Lenny was speaking with Brad and the older hag he’d been servicing in the pool earlier when he finally noticed me.

As he was kissing her hand, he looked up, cutting his gaze across the party and fixing it right on me.

I felt like the only person in the world at that moment and felt my breath catch in my chest.

He smiled, finished his exchange with Brad and his cougar pal and made a bee line right towards me and Noah.

“Noah,” he said with a nod and a quick, firm handshake. Then he turned to me and took my tiny little hand in his massive paw and gently brought it to his lips and kissed it with his big, luscious lips.

“Amy,” he said, raking his eyes over my body. I could feel the intensity of his stare as he brought his gaze up to meet mine. “Looking beautiful. So happy you could make it.”

“Lenny, I don’t understand,” Noah said, cutting in.

“What’s that?”

“The other night you said you’d be serving at the party, but tonight…”

“I’m off tonight. From serving.”

“And you still wanted to come here on your night off?” I asked.

He turned back towards me and smiled.

“But of course, I came because, well I hope I’m not being too forward here,” he said, winking at Noah, “but I came for you, Amy. I hoped you guys would show tonight and now, here we all are.”

My heart melted.

I felt like the most special girl in the whole wide world. It sounds corny I know, but there you have it.

“Yes, here we all are indeed,” Noah said. Thankfully he spoke up because all I could manage was that stupid, girly giggle again.

“Why don’t we all head to the bar and get a drink?” Lenny offered.

“Yes, let’s,” I said, finally managing to break out of my nervous stupor.

. . .

“To new friends, and new adventures,” Noah said as the three of us raised our shots of tequila and clinked glasses.

“Well said, my friend,” Lenny said as he collected oru glasses and placed them back on the bar.

I looked around the party and realized for the first time that things were getting pretty wild. People were naked. People were making out. People we’re fucking in little alcoves and corners and in the pool there seemed to be a kind of blowjob party going on.

I’m not sure how else to describe it.

In the shallow end of the pool, five beefy, big-cocked men were sitting along the edge so their legs were in the water.

Each one of them had a half-naked woman, waist-deep in the water in front of them, eagerly slurping and sucking on their pole as people watched and cheered.

I started breathing hard, scanning the erotic, carnal scene that was turning into one big orgy it seemed.

I felt myself getting hot and flustered and to my surprise, wanting to join in the fun.

I thought about how nasty and dirty it would be to perform sexual acts not just in front of my husband and for my husband, but also in front of a crowd of curious onlookers and other deviants who were doing the exact same thing.

At that exact moment, I felt a hand slide up my back side and cup my ass cheek. Noah was getting frisky, I thought, warming me up for the night ahead.

And I loved it.

He slid a finger down my crack and between my legs, sending a chill down my spine as he slowly spread my lips apart and slipped a finger, then two into my soaking, wet cunt.

“Is this turning you on,” a voice whispered in my ear and I turned to see Lenny standing next to me, with his hand between my legs and I went weak in the knees.

I looked over to see Noah, sipping on a cocktail, watching us intently.

He nodded firmly at me to encourage me to keep going.

That’s when I turned and kissed Lenny hard and deep while he continued to finger me next to the bar.

I wasn’t sure if anyone was watching us yet, but I was going to make sure people started to pay attention.

I grabbed at Lenny’s cock from outside his pants and closed my eyes.

He was huge.

Bigger than Brad even.

And I couldn’t wait to see it.


Chapter 29
(Noah)

Watching Amy finally start to get down with Lenny, watching him finger her right in front of me, watching her turn to me to make sure I was watching before she kissed him hard and deep - all of it - had my senses in complete and total overdrive.

I had to work to steady my breathing. I took deep breaths slowly in through my nose and exhaled in long, measured intervals to keep my heart rate steady.

For a brief moment, I looked around the party (which was now quite crowded) and found that we were basically in the midst of an all out orgy.

People were sucking, fucking, licking, kissing, and moaning all over the place.

So this is what Clair and Liam were always going on about. The “parties.”

I felt the corners of my lips curl into a smile.

I had to admit, it was pretty hot.

But nothing was a substitute for watching my own wife and suddenly I found myself wondering if Amy and Lenny planned on joining in with the rest of the group.

Amy planted a hard, wet kiss on my lips and pulled me out of my daze.

“Come on,” she said. Lenny was holding her left hand, pulling her towards the other side of the terrace, towards the pool. She reached out with her right and grabbed me by the hand and the three of us, linked inexorably in lust and in hand, walked over to a more secluded area with plush outdoor furniture amidst a more cozy, intimate setting in which to begin our little adventure.

I could tell Amy was riled up and ready to go. Lenny was more calm, cool, collected and for that I was thankful. Because I was barely holding it together.

On more than one occasion, I felt my hard shaft brush against the inside of my pants and thought I might come right there on the spot.

That would’ve been a disaster indeed, but part of me also wasn’t too worried.

The anticipation of what was to surely unfold in short order was so tantalizingly hot and debaucherous that I just knew my refractory period would be condensed and I would be able to get hard again within a matter of minutes.

Amy sat down on one of the sofas and Lenny stood next to her. She began to unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants when she paused and looked at me.

I nodded for her to continue. I couldn’t wait to see her take Lenny’s giant cock into her hand so she could jerk and suck it right in front of me.

But when I nodded to her, she smiled and with her index finger beckoned me to come closer.

“Mmmm, I want both of you,” she said.

Gulp.

Yes ma’am.

I did as I was told and stood to her left, opposite of Lenny.

Amy began to unbuckle and unzip my pants in muh the same way. She reached into my briefs and pulled out my pulsating, pink, fleshy member. Making a small claw with her fingertips she tickled and teased the head of my dick with her nails sending shivers down my spine.

“Are you ready for this baby?” she said, staring up at me from her position on the sofa.

I nodded vigorously.

“Should I take Lenny’s cock out too?”

Lenny looked at me and winked.

It was weird, but he made me feel comfortable.

He was totally unthreatening.

We all knew what we were here for and what was about to go down and there was a calm clarity to that feeling that just wasn’t present the other day with Brad.

I winked back at Lenny and looked down at my wife.

“Yes, baby. I think you should take his cock out and see how you like it.”

Without letting go of my dick, she reached into Lenny’s trousers and pulled out a dark, black cock that had to be approaching twelve inches in length and several inches in girth.

Her mouth practically fell to the floor and she let go of my cock and wrapped both of her petite hands around his half-hard shaft. It was like his cock was a magnet that pulled her away from me and into its field.

“Oh my god, baby look at him,” she said as she turned back towards me to see if I was seeing the same thing she was seeing.

“You like it?” I asked, smiling.

“God, I love it,” she said, stroking up and down, making Lenny’s dick grow harder and harder. “I love it, this big, beautiful, black cock. Oh my god.”

Lenny just smiled and admired my wife’s hands on his shaft.

Again, Amy used her index finger to beckon me closer.

“Come here…” she said. “I want to compare them. Is that ok?”

I shrugged and moved closer to Amy and Lenny. Sure, why not? What did I care? I wasn’t embarrassed in the slightest. In fact, her suggestion turned me on even more.

She turned her palms face up towards the sky and took each of our dicks into one, letting them rest softly in her hands and held them up to each other so our tips were almost touching.

“Holy shit,” she said with tons of excitement and wonder, “he’s like two or three times as big as you.”

Then she started jerking us both off at the same time.

“God, I love having two hard dicks to play with,” she said.

I looked down and watched her hands working our shafts and again tried to focus on my breathing so that I didn’t come too early. I wanted to savor this.

Amy then looked up at Lenny and asked in her sweetest voice, “can I suck it?”

“Of course you can,” Lenny said.

And with that, Amy practically unhinged her jaw to accommodate his size and took Lenny’s massive pole into her mouth and began to suck.

I watched her, mesmerized by her graceful movements on his shaft, and slowly stroked myself. Just enough to feel pleasure, but not enough to work myself up to the point of orgasm.

After a while, she popped her mouth off Lenny’s cock and turned towards me.

“Your turn,” she said. And took me into her mouth. She was able to take my dick all the way down so that her nose was pressed firmly against my pelvis and she held it there for a few seconds before pulling back to gasp for air.

She spit some saliva into both her hands and used it to lube up each of our cocks and began stroking us in unison once again.

Then she went back and forth, back and forth for a while. Sucking Lenny for a bit, then sucking me some.

Oh, have I mentioned that it was so, so fucking hot?

Because I can’t overstate that enough.

To be honest, I hadn’t expected to be included in the festivities and it was quite a pleasant surprise.

I’d also gotten so lost in the moment and wrapped up in what was happening, that I didn’t realize we’d attracted a small crowd of spectators who seemed very interested and turned on by the three of us.

Then something else totally unexpected happened.

“I want both of you in my mouth at the same time,” Amy said.

It caught me a bit off guard, but I looked at Lenny who looked at me and we both just kind of shrugged and went with it.

Try anything once, they say. So, I figured what the hell.

We both stepped closer to her mouth and she opened wide while grabbing each of us at the base of the shaft. She carefully put us both into her mouth at the same time and I nearly lost all control.

Visually, it was stunning seeing my wife with both my fleshy, pink cock in her mouth and a large black one at the same time. But also the wet warm feeling of her mouth, coupled with, I’ll just say it, the feeling of my cock rubbing up against Lenny’s flesh, well...it was nearly orgasmic.

So much so that within a few moments, I found I had to pull myself away or I was likely to bust in her mouth right then and there and really and truly ruin the moment.

As I took a small breather, Amy was back to sucking off Lenny and I looked around at the crowd which was now nearly a dozen people.

I found myself getting slightly uncomfortable. While it was hot to have people watching and getting turned on by watching us, this was also supposed to be a special moment between my wife and I.

Well, my wife and I and Lenny.

That’s why when Amy popped her mouth off Lenny’s cock once more and said, “I need to get fucked,” I decided to step in. She was getting ready to pull down her dress and let us have at her.

But I pulled her close to me and kissed her hard.

“You are so fucking sexy right now, do you know that?” I said.

She smiled and bit her bottom lip. I leaned in and whispered into her ear.

“Why don’t we head back to the room? I want this to be special, just for us.”

I could tell she was a little hesitant, she was in heat and ready to go. I feared I may be ruining the moment. But I felt it was the right call.

I looked at Lenny, and he nodded, signaling to me that understood.

“Please, babe? We can save the public fucking for our next visit, huh?”

Her face lit up at the sound of next visit and she nodded vigorously and kissed me on the lips.

To think, she was hesitant to go in the beginning, I had to lie to get her there, and now she was eagerly anticipating another visit.

What a world.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s go.”

And with that, Lenny and I pulled up our pants and allowed Amy to take us each by the hand and lead us in the direction of the exit and down the steps, across the lobby, and in the direction of our private villa where the real show would soon begin.


Chapter 30
(Amy)

I was on fire.

Having both their cocks in my mouth at the same time was mind-blowing.

And the vulnerability and secureness in himself that Noah had shown by agreeing to it, well, it was the sexiest thing a man had ever done for me.

I practically floated down the steps and across the lobby to our villa.

When the three of us were safely inside, we decided to hit pause for a few moments while Noah made the three of us a drink.

I sat down on the bed and Lenny sat across from me in one of the plush, leather chairs that adorned the living area.

Noah made us all an Old Fashioned and we toasted to the night.

Honestly, at that point, I think I was stone cold sober and the Old Fashioned really helped to steady my nerves from the rush of all the adrenaline that was coursing through my body after what took place back at the party.

I took a long hard pull on my drink and exhaled, letting the alcohol wash over and into my system and both simultaneously warm me up and calm me down.

“Better?” Noah said with a laugh.

“How’s your drink, Lenny?” I asked, trying to make small talk.

“You know, normally I’m not an Old Fashioned kind of guy, but I gotta say Noah, you make a mean one. You want to fill in for me tomorrow? I can fill in for you here with your wife, if you want.”

Under ordinary circumstances Lenny’s comments may have been awkward, maybe even hurtful but I could tell Noah took no offense and realized it was just a little playful teasing.

We all laughed and continued to drink as a moment of slight awkwardness punctuated the air in the room.

I wanted to break the ice but didn’t know what to do to get the fire started again.

Luckily, Lenny did.

He put down his drink and stood up. He walked over to me and sat down on the bed. He took my chin in his hand and pulled my lips towards his and just started kissing me soft and sensually without a word spoken.

I lapped at his tongue, slow at first and then faster, tasting and savoring his saliva. I could feel him reaching into his pants and pulling out his cock.

He guided my hand down to his crotch and I wrapped my fingers around his dick once again and I could feel Noah’s eyes watching us intently and soon I felt that current of electricity running down my spine again.

I turned away from Lenny’s lips and offered him my neck to nibble on while I stroked his cock and stared at Noah.

I stared unblinking into my husband’s eyes while I stroked Lenny’s big, black dick right in front of him and I could tell Noah was in heaven. As he watched, he slowly sat down in the chair adjacent to us and took out his hard dick.

I felt myself getting wetter and wetter as I watched my husband stroking his cock to what I was doing with another man right in front of him. It was the best drug in the world.

Again, I took my index finger and beckoned for him to come over. But this time he shook me off.

“No baby, I want you two to have fun. I just want to watch for a bit,” he said.

Boy, did that turn me on even more.

So, I turned away and lowered my mouth down onto Lenny’s cock and started blowing him again, slurping and sucking like a greedy little slut.

Lenny reached down and brushed my blonde locks from my face so that Noah could see everything clearly.

Such a gentleman.

After a while I stood up and Lenny removed my dress with graceful skill and efficiency.

He wrapped me in his massive arms and began to lick and suck on my nipples which drove me wild.

I leaned in and while nibbling on his ear, I whispered, “I want you inside me. I want that big, fat cock deep in this wet, married pussy.”

Lenny smiled and stood up.

“Lay down on the bed,” he said as he gently, but with some force manhandled me to the bed and spread my legs wide as he stood between them and prepared to enter me with Noah mere feet away.


Chapter 31
(Noah)

I couldn’t believe my eyes. My vision, my dream, my fantasy - whatever you want to call it - was coming to life right in front of me.

I got up out of my chair to get a better view as Lenny positioned himself at the foot of the bed between my wife’s legs as he prepared to enter her.

There came a soft slapping almost a thud, thud, thudding as Lenny slapped his big, dark cock against the milky, sun-kissed skin of my wife’s tummy.

Amy giggled.

“Oh my god, it’s heavy,” she said, reaching out to stroke it a little more as she lay waiting in anticipation of the giant pole entering her and taking her to a place I never could. “You’re going to have to go slow, I’m still a little sore from -”

But her thought was cut short as Lenny pressed the head of his cock against the entrance to her vagina and eventually, force won out and her lips parted and walls stretched as Lenny plunged the first few inches of his cock into her.

I could hear the wet, sloshing sounds as he pressed deeper and deeper and took my wife’s breath away.

He was being slow and respectful but he wasn’t going to stop until he bottomed out inside her.

“How’s that feel,” he whispered.

“Really fucking good,” Amy said, almost out of breath.

I watched the two of them lock eyes and share a moment. She’d forgotten me in that instant but it didn’t matter this time. It was what I wanted. She would be mine again soon enough.

But for right now, she belonged to Lenny. And that was turning me on more than I could have ever imagined it would.

He began to speed up his thrusts now, moving his hips in rhythm with my wife as he leaned in and kissed her while he fucked her brains out.

She was moaning loudly now and within a minute or two, she was screaming and shaking from yet another earth-shattering orgasm that appeared to have her entire body writhing and convulsing from what could almost be called, too much pleasure...almost.

Amy looked over at me as Lenny gathered himself and went to work on providing her with another mind-bending orgasm.

“God, baby. He’s so deep,” she reached out for my hand and gripped it tightly. “I love you,” she said. “I love you so much, ohhh fuck, oh my goddd!”

“I love you too,” I whispered back, but she was lost again in the throes of another intense climax. This time the sheer magnitude of her orgasm forced Lenny’s cock out as she squirted all over the bed from the intense pleasure he’d given her.

I’d never seen Amy squirt before and I almost blew my load, once again, but managed to keep myself in check.

Miracles do happen from time to time.

Amy was laughing and moaning and shaking and panting from the intense sensations she must have been feeling. She got up on all fours and stuck her ass in the air in Lenny’s direction and instructed him to, “pound me from behind, I want it doggy.”

And Lenny happily obliged.

At some point, I lost count of how many times he made her come. I can’t be sure, but over the couple hour session (of course, there were plenty of breaks) I wouldn’t be surprised if the number approached double digits.

Honest to god.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” I heard Lenny say suddenly as my wife was in the midst of bouncing her perfect, round ass up and down on his big, fat dick.

It was a feeling I knew all too well. She had an ability to really move that part of her body, and only that part of her body. She didn’t just hope up and down on the dick, she rode it. And it was so sexy to watch - in fact, dare I say, it was even sexier than being the one who she was riding.

Amy hopped off quickly and got down on her knees in front of Lenny to accept his load. She stuck out her tongue and moaned as he unleashed his seed into her eager, slutty mouth.

His white cream filled up her mouth and was soon overflowing onto her lips, dripping across her rosy cheeks and down her chin onto her tits and tummy below.

Fuck, it was so hot.

She swallowed it up and pushed the remainder into her mouth and Lenny tried to jerk every last drop out of his shaft for her.

“Mmm, you taste so good,” Amy said.

“Mmm, thank you Amy,” Lenny said, “and thank you, my friend,” he said to me. “I hope you enjoyed. That was a lot of fun for me.”

Lenny began to clean himself up and get dressed while Amy still knelt on the floor, playing with his cum, rubbing it onto her tits and licking her fingers.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her and she seemed locked onto me.

Suddenly, it was like we were the only two people in the room and Lenny was the odd man out. But he seemed to understand, in fact he seemed happy about it.

“Perfect,” I heard him whisper. “Until next time, my friends. Until next time.”

And with that, he quietly let himself out the door and we were alone. Together.

I suddenly had the urge to kiss her. I wanted to stick my tongue in her mouth and taste all the nastiness of the night in one big sip. The thought of another man’s come on her breath was driving me wild with jealousy and lust.

I pulled her up from the floor and kissed her hard. It was bitter and acrid. But it made me harder than I’d been all night, which was saying something.

“You’ve been a filthy little slut, haven’t you?” I said.

“Mmm, yes I have. You gonna punish me, daddy?” she said, and bent over to offer her slutty little hole to me.

“You gonna reclaim this pussy? Feel how stretched out I am from that big, thick cock?”

And with that, I pounced on her and we had the best sex of our lives for the second time that day.


Chapter 32
(Amy)

Noah reclaimed me over and over again that night. Each time was better than the last. We fucked until the sun came up and then fucked some more, each time replaying highlights from the party and the night before.

We were both so turned on by it, we couldn’t wait to try it again.

Like I said, I was a junkie right from the start and now it was clear, Noah was joining the ranks.

We made a plan to find Lenny again that afternoon, as it was our last full day before we’d be traveling back to our normal lives in New York City.

But with all the excitement and adrenaline eventually wearing off around 10:00 AM, we were both finally exhausted and spent and fell into a deep sleep and didn’t wake up until the sun was setting over another gorgeous Caribbean day.

I was a little sad we’d slept through our last day there but it had all been worth it.

We went to the pool for a bit and just enjoyed each other’s company.

Then we had a late dinner and went looking for Lenny, but one of the bartenders at the lobby bar informed us he’d taken an extra day off and wouldn’t be in until the next morning.

So, we had a few drinks and then went back to our room to fuck, once again, like jack rabbits and talk dirty to each other about our debaucherous naughty adventures that weekend and the ones that were sure to follow.

The next day, as we were leaving, I would come to truly know why they called it Heartbreak Cove. I was indeed heartbroken to be leaving. And even though the excitement and potential of another visit softened the blow a bit, it took me a few weeks to get over the sting of leaving once we got back to Manhattan.

In the end, I’m glad Noah lied to me. I’m glad we fought. I’m glad - sorry, but glad - I found Brad and forced the issue and I’m especially glad my husband found Lenny and we got to experience the resort the way we did.

It made us stronger, more in love than ever before, and forged a deeper bond than I ever thought possible.

As soon as we got home, I knew I’d be calling Claire to plan a trip, one where we could both go this time, and I was intent on scheduling it as soon as humanly possible.

I was already missing those big, studly dicks and I knew, soon, I’d be going through withdrawal :)


Chapter 33
(Noah)

Early the next morning, while Amy was still asleep, I quietly got up and snuck off to the lobby bar for some breakfast and a mid-morning cocktail.

This afforded me the chance to see Lenny once more and thank him for all the help, both the practical spiritual guidance and well, to put it bluntly, for fucking my wife so damn well.

It might sound funny, but I felt a pretty tight bond between us and he assured me he would be ready and waiting to embark on some new adventures with us on our next visit.

“Make sure it’s soon, my friend. And give my regards to Amy. She was lovely.”

I told him I would and sauntered back off to our villa to wake up Amy and pack for the return journey home.

And the return journey home was when we’d both learn, the painful and hard way exactly why it was called Heartbreak Cove.

I had the post-vacation blues for a solid month and half upon returning to our swanky Manhattan apartment.

All the money in the world couldn’t replace that feeling of connectedness and deep, deep love we’d experienced that weekend.

In the end, the only cure was going to be another trip to the club, this time hopefully with Claire and Liam.

Amy and I had agreed we’d be staying, members for life I think we said. We even toasted to the idea at dinner on our last night there.

The only thing I was excited about when we got home was to call Liam and tell him all about it. Well, maybe not all about it. But the broad strokes.

And so we could plan our return trip.

THE END
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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 dessert?” 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 quickly 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 stuffed 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 be 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 where 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 lounge 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 mouthed 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 the 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


8.) SHARED IN THE SUN

A Hotwife Romance

By:

F. Rey Noel


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 what 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, creating 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 though 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 quickly 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


9.) SHARED IN THE SURF

A Hotwife Romance

By:
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Chapter One

Look, I wasn’t an idiot. I knew why Brianna decided to marry me and it wasn’t my looks. My friends and family were all worried about me.

As if I was totally and utterly clueless.

As if I didn’t already know that if it wasn’t for my substantial fortune, I would never, not in a million years, be able to land a girl as smoking hot as Brianna Burke.

She was a former swimsuit model for crying out loud.

Her deciding to marry me primarily for my money?

Didn’t phase me one bit.

To me, being able to snag a hot wife I had no business snagging was one of the perks of being fucking rich. Obviously.

So I guess what I’m trying to say is, maybe that’s why I didn’t get mad. Maybe a lesser man would have. Someone who lacked self-awareness.

Sure, yeah. Ok. Maybe it would’ve been better if she’d waited until after our honeymoon to cheat on me, but like I said, I really didn’t get mad.

When I caught her, well, it just made sense you know?

Like of course she was going to have needs I wouldn’t be able to satisfy. Of course she would need to go out and get some strange every once in a while.

Of course.

But before I tell you about all that, let me back things up a little bit. To the night of our wedding.

Six-figures. Easy.

What? I figured you were wondering, so why not get the price tag out the way? I don’t mind sharing.

We spared no expense. Honestly, by the time Brianna was done having her say, it was probably north of one-million. But what’s it to me?

She has a blank check. She could spend me into the poor house if she wanted.

I don’t give her an allowance and I don’t ask questions.

She has all the access and credit she needs. My business manager handles the rest.

Bottom line: it was one lavish affair. The wedding of her dreams...on steroids. Times a thousand.

But what I really wanted to tell you was what happened after our wedding, back in our suite at the hotel.

I guess you could say this was the catalyst maybe. The bolt from the blue. The call to adventure. The inciting incident, as it were.

Or at least, I think this is what started it all.

I had too much to drink.

Sure, no big deal. It was my wedding after all. If I wanted to get good and sloshed, I was going to get good and sloshed.

Plus I’m a very charming drunk. Everyone loves me.

So no, I wasn’t an asshole to my darling wife on our wedding day because I drank too much if that’s what you’re thinking.

That’s not what happened.

What happened was whisky dick. That’s what happened. Failure to rise to the occasion quite literally.

I couldn’t get hard. Not even a bit.

It was like a wad of semi-chewed bubble gum.

And there Brianna was, supple and naked right next to me, begging me to give it to her…

And I just...I just couldn’t.

I think maybe, just maybe that was what lit the fuse. Because ordinarily, even when I could get hard, I know I was...let’s just say a little underwhelming compared to what a woman of her caliber was probably used to getting whenever the hell she wanted it.

So, when we finally arrived at the Hotel Le Tony in St. Barts Brianna was pissed at me and the stage was set for what was soon to come.

Like I said, I didn’t even get mad. Although, I guess conventional wisdom, biology, and thousands of years of evolution probably says I should have.

Instead? I got incredibly turned on. Instead, I decided to sit down and stay a while. And I’m glad I did because it opened up a whole new dimension to our marriage that I never dreamed was possible.

Hell of a way to start a life’s journey together.

Wonder what conventional wisdom, biology, and thousands of years of evolution would have to say about the fact that when I saw my wife cheating on me, on the first day of our money moon, I got hard as rock and cheered her on?


Chapter Two

We arrived early. I like to maximize my travel days, there’s nothing worse than getting somewhere late in the day, having some crumby dinner at the hotel bar and just going to bed. At least, that’s my opinion.

So we traveled all night and arrived in St. Barts in time for breakfast. I suppose maybe that was another strike against me with Brianna but then again, the girl did love a good brunch.

And that’s exactly what I had planned.

I’d rented us a private room with a private chef and we ate like a king and queen. Lobster, champagne, eggs benny, the works.

But I should’ve known something was wrong because Brianna was hardly talking the whole time. But I was too dumb to notice I guess. I was spending most of my time staring at her tits and congratulating myself, yet again, for scoring a swimsuit model for a wife.

I’d won. Out of all my college buddies, my wife was the hottest. To some people, that might not matter, but to me...to us...it was quite a lot. I knew they were jealous and on some level, knowing that was better than any sex I could ever have.

That is until about a few hours later when I caught my wife cheating on me, but I’ll get to that in a minute. Don’t worry, I won’t take too long. I know you’re only really here for all the sordid details. The hot, naughty stuff.

I understand.

But as I said, we ate in mostly silence during what should have been quite a jovial and celebratory brunch.

We were going to be spending the next three weeks in the most luxurious hotel in one of the most beautiful places on earth. It was truly paradise.

And at $10k a night, the suite I’d booked was, as you might expect, pretty sick.

After we finished brunching to heart’s desire, we went back to our suite to get changed.

As a first of many surprises on our honeymoon, I’d booked us a private snorkeling session on the east side of the island at noon.

Brianna changed into a red and white striped bikini and pulled jean shorts up over her bottoms.

“What?” she said, noticing me staring at her.

“Nothing, you just look so…”

“So what?”

“Beautiful. Hot. Sexy,” I said.

She folded her arms.

“Oh yeah? Prove it,” she said.

I chuckled nervously.

“What?”

“Well, if I’m so beautiful. Hot. Sexy...prove it. Or are you worried about having a repeat of last night?”

The last question was a little taunt, a jab, a quick stinger. And sting it did. I could feel my dick shriveling up, growing perhaps two sizes smaller.

I looked down at my feet. Then my watch.

“We’re gonna be late,” I said.

Brianna smirked at me, then looked at my crotch as if she knew.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought.”


Chapter Three

We walked along the beach, holding hands in silence. It was the most beautiful beach I’d ever seen and believe me when I tell you, I’ve seen quite a few.

After about ten minutes of walking, Brianna finally broke the silence.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“About what?”

“Back there. That was mean. I shouldn’t have -”

I held up a hand.

“It’s okay. Don’t worry about it.”

She smiled at me and for the first time in a while, I felt at ease.

That feeling lasted all of five seconds before I realized I’d forgotten my wallet back at the room.

“Shit,” I said.

“What?” Brianna asked.

“I forgot my wallet back at the room,”

“Oh, Cal…” she said, exasperated. “Let’s head back and get it then.”

I could tell she was suddenly annoyed with me all over again.

“No, no it’s ok. I’ll run back and grab it real quick. Why don’t you run ahead and make sure the guy knows we’re here so he doesn’t give our slot away. Umm, his name’s Pierre, he’s expecting us. Just tell him I’ll be there in a minute.”

There was an awkward silence.

“Okay,” she said. “You sure?”

“Yeah, yeah just go head. I’ll meet up with you.”

“How will I know it’s him?”

“There’s a small pier or port or something, he’s docking his boat there,'' he said. It’s called uhh,” I checked the text messages on my phone, “Tail Chaser.”

Brianna frowned.

“Okay,” she said and let a huge, annoyed exhale. “Hurry up.”

I kissed her on the cheek which she accepted with much passivity and I headed in the opposite direction to go back to the hotel and grab my wallet from the suite.

And it was there that we parted ways. Brianna continued walking along the beach to our rendezvous point.

After that, our fledgling marriage would never be the same.

I often wonder how things would have played out if I hadn’t forgotten my wallet that day. If I had to bet, I think we’d have had a miserable few years together and a messy divorce. My net worth would’ve taken quite a hit, that’s for sure.

But that’s the funny thing about fate, isn’t it? I guess we’ll never know.


Chapter Four

I had some time to think on my ten minute walk back to the hotel and I resolved to make up for the wedding night whisky dick incident. I would simply watch my intake.

It wasn’t like I really couldn’t get it up. It was the copious amount of alcohol I’d had. I mean, it was my wedding after all. There was nothing physically wrong with me. Just a fluke.

I’d simply stick to white wine and drink slowly and I’d be good to go.

I made a vow to myself that no matter what, no matter how nervous I was, the best thing to do was to get back in the saddle and try again.

Just keep shooting.

Eventually something goes in...or something like that.

When I arrived back at the hotel, I got a text from Brianna:

I’m here. Found Pierre. He says we’re all good. No rush, take your time :)

Phew. I was actually a little nervous we’d lose the slot. I’m actually quite the avid amateur snorkeler and I was told that the snorkeling on the east side of the island was some of the best in the world.

No joke. Pierre came highly recommended.

So, I took a casual stroll through the lobby and headed up for our posh suite.

It took me a few moments but eventually I found my wallet wedged in the cushions of the sofa that was in the living area of the suite. I have a bad habit of misplacing my wallet...and my keys and my phone come to think of it.

But that day, thankfully, it was just the wallet.

I grabbed it, placed it in my pocket and was ready to step out the door when I caught a glance of the well-stocked - perhaps even overstocked - minibar.

Well, I thought to myself, she did say to take my time.

So I cracked a cold one. A little light beer never hurt anyone.

Boy, it tasted good. Before I knew it was downing a second and another ten minutes had gone by.

Whoops.

I crushed the can, tossed it in the trash and finally got my ass in gear and headed back to the beach to catch up with my wife and our guide, Pierre, for some world class snorkeling.

I fired off a quick text on my way back through the lobby.

Got my wallet. On my way. Don’t worry about earlier. Love you!

I had a pep in my step from the two beers and if I had to guess, I think I shaved a minute or two off my original time and was nearing the pier in no time.

The beach around the pier was absolutely deserted and I saw no sign of my wife or Pierre at first. I did however notice his boat, anchored maybe a hundred yards or so off shore. The Tail Chaser was bobbing gently on the waves.

I scanned the beach once again but there wasn’t a sign of human life to be found.

Then I heard it.

A scream. My wife’s scream.

My blood went cold, my heart began to thump in my chest.

My god. I sent her to her death. I sent her into the arms of some strange man on a deserted stretch of beach to be murdered.

All the blood drained from my face.

I could make out her body in the surf. She appeared to be on her hands and knees. A tall man, shirtless man with tan skin, long dark hair, and an athletic build was on his knees behind her.

I sprinted towards them.

“Brianna! Stop it! Stop! What are you doing to her!” I cried.

I don’t think either of them heard me over the sound of the gently crashing waves. And as I got closer I realized something.

He wasn’t hurting her.

He was fucking her. He was making her feel oh so good.

I swallowed hard and took a deep breath.

It was the most surreal thing I’d ever seen in my life.

Brianna was down on her hands and knees in the shallow surf and the tide gently rolled in and out around her.

This man, Pierre, was knelt down behind her, rhythmically thrusting himself into her and he held on to a handful of her wavy blonde hair and pulled her head back towards him.

She was smiling from ear to ear.

I took a few steps closer and they still had not noticed me.

“Oh fuck yes, god give me that fucking dick. I needed this so bad.”

A few steps closer.

“Are you close?” she asked, “we need to hurry up, my husband will be back any minute.”

I cleared my throat at that exact moment and both of them froze.

Pierre turned to me first and gave me the look of an innocent child and then looked back at my wife as if to point out how hot she was.

Then he shrugged his shoulders with a look that said, hey man, I’m sorry, but...can you really blame me?

Indeed I couldn’t.

Then Brianna looked over. Hers was a look that was not so innocent. Pierre was still gripping her hair and pulling her head closer to him. Her back was arched, ass popped in the air. His cock was still pulsing inside her even though the thrusting had stopped.

She looked at me, locked eyes, and just smiled. She didn’t give a fuck. Not an ounce of remorse.

Then slowly, gently, ever so slightly, she began to rock back and forth, thrusting back into him and grinding on his cock.

She saw me standing there. She knew I was there. I’d caught her. Red fucking handed. And she just kept fucking him.

But then a strange thing happened.

All the blood that had rushed from my face was suddenly rushing in to fill my cock.

“Oh my, Cal!” Brianna exclaimed, “you’re so...hard.”


Chapter Five

We were aboard the Tail Chaser, Pierre’s small boat that would take us a few hundred yards off the coast to a stretch of coral reef that was supposed to be magnificent for snorkeling.

Only now, I wasn’t so sure we’d be embarking on our journey.

After the incident, the three of us finally and silently waded out to Pierre’s boat. Aside from the fact that he had just been sticking it inside myself, he was a genuinely nice guy. Even I had to admit the heavy French accent and charming personality was hard to resist.

As we boarded the boat, Brianna turned and whispered to me.

“What was that back there?”

“What? I think you’re the one who owes me an explanation if anything,” I said, pretending to not know what she was talking about.

“No, not that,” she hissed. “That,” she said, motioning with her head to the area of my crotch where an unsightly and embarassing boner had appeared as if from nowhere.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“It’s ok,” said Pierre, who apparently had heard everything we’d been saying, “nothing to be embarrassed about. It is natural for some people.”

“Sorry, what?” I asked.

“Compersion,” he said as if it was a concept everyone was familiar with.

“Compersion?” Brianna asked, thankfully as confused and in the dark as I was.

“Oui,” Pierre said, “the opposite of jealousy. You take great pleasure in witnessing the pleasure of another, especially when it is someone you love. Like your wife or girlfriend. You feel happiness when they receive pleasure...even if it isn’t from you.”

He said all of this very matter of factly and as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“I don’t, I mean that’s not what happened,” I began to protest.

He looked down at my crotch as pulled some life vests and snorkeling equipment out from under a seat on the left side of the boat.

“I think your little friend there would beg to differ.”

He chuckled and began preparing the boat for launch.

“So wait a minute,” Brianna said, appearing to replay the previous events in her mind, “I cheated on you...and you...you liked it?”

Her question had a teasing tone to it, as if she’d just discovered an embarrassing and eminently exploitable weakness that she was just going to have too much fun holding over me.

Come to think of it, that was exactly what was unfolding.

“No, no,” I started to protest again. But as I replayed the events in my own mind, I felt my dick jump a little as a surge of blood rushed to my shaft.

“Really?” she asked, clearly not believing me. “So, if I just...I don’t know, decided to grab Pierre right now and kiss him, you wouldn’t like that?”

I froze. Just hearing her talk about it took my breath away. Blood was continuing to fill the shaft and in a few seconds I feared I would once again be compromised: a raging boner and nowhere to hide it.

Brianna smiled at me and walked over to Pierre.

He shrugged and looked at me.

“Nothing we haven’t already done, eh?” He said it in the most charming way imaginable.

And before I knew it, their lips were locked and their tongues intertwined once more. Pierre looked away and shut his eyes tightly, exploring her deeply and passionately.

But Brianna didn’t close her eyes, She tilted her head so she could watch me. She made direct eye contact as she lapped her tongue at his aggressively and incessantly.

I watched as she slid her hand down between her thighs and began fingering herself, making sure I was watching her the whole time.

It was then that two things occurred to me.

First, Pierre was indeed right, compersion or whatever the fuck.

But second, and more importantly, the fact that she could make me watch and I would not only not do anything about but enjoy it was getting Brianna off as well. And that made it all the more hotter.

It created some viscous positive feedback loop of lust and depravity that was supercharged with sexual energy and a loss of all control.

Brianna pulled back and saw my bulge. She smiled and prompted Pierre to sit on one of the benches on the left side of the boat opposite where I was standing.

“Oh, I just remembered. You didn’t get to see the way I sucked his dick. Would that turn you on, Cal? Watching me suck another man’s dick? A bigger dick than yours?”

I gulped and nodded. A passenger in my own body at this point. All rational thought was gone from my mind and it was replaced by the most base, primal, and carnal instincts.

“I thought you might,” she said as she got on her knees in front of Pierre and removed his trunks so that they were on the floor of the boat around his ankles.

Pierre’s dick was easily ten inches long. Two times the size of mine, three maybe depending on the weather. It was hard as a rock and standing straight up, pointed at the sky.

Brianna wrapped her perfectly manicured fingers around the base of his shaft and began slowly stroking it while she continued to make perfect, unbroken eye contact with me.

“Do you wanna watch me suck it?” she asked.

I nodded vigorously in response.

“Mmm, mmm,” she shook her head. “You gotta say it.”

“I want to watch you suck it,” I said, the words flowing forth from my mouth involuntarily as if I had been put under some kind of spell or fed some kind of truth serum.

“Good boy,” she said. She then turned and opened her mouth and gently took the bulbous head of Pierre’s giant tan cock into her mouth. His shaft and balls were so tan I remember thinking he must spend a lot of time sunbathing in the nude.

Soon Brianna was choking and gagging on his cock as he forced her head down as far as it could go before she had to pull back and gasp for air.

Before I knew it, I had my hard cock in my own hand and I was slowly jerking off to my wife cheating on me with another man...our supposed scuba instructor for the afternoon.

Brianna began vigorously stroking his cock that was now wet and slimy with her saliva.

“Cal, you naughty boy. I can’t believe you’re into this…” she said.

“Neither can I,” I said breathlessly.

“Do you want to watch him fuck me...again?” she asked with a devilish grin.

“Boy, do I,” I said. Yes, corny as hell but that’s what I said. So there ya go.

Brianna stood up and walked over to me and bent down to place her hands on my knees. Pierre walked up behind her, completely naked, abs rippling in the sun. He held his massive hog in his right hand and slowly stroked himself as he pulled Brianna’s bottom down so it fell to the floor at her ankles.

“Say it,” Brianna whispered as she nibbled on my ear. “Tell me you want to watch this superior cock fuck me like you never could.”

I almost came right there. She was taunting me, demeaning me even but it was so hot. She was right. That was what I wanted.

So, I said it.

“I want to watch that superior cock fuck you like I never could,” I said.

“Good boy,” she said and patted me on the head. Then she looked down at my cock and laughed.

“Funny, if only I’d known this a few nights ago we could have avoided that little mishap...I could have had you hard in seconds. All I would have had to do was --”

She let out a soft gasp as all the air seemed to be sucked from her lungs in one swift motion.

Pierre had plunged himself deep inside her and she was suddenly lost in the throes of pleasure and I was experiencing it once again, and this time more powerfully than before.

Compersion.


Chapter Six

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come already,” Brianna exclaimed not fifteen seconds after Pierre had entered her from the rear.

“See how good he makes me come baby? See how good he fucks me...you could never do this,” she said in between moans.

Then she was coming, her entire body was writhing and shaking in front of me. Her fingernails burrowed deep into the flesh of my thighs as she gripped tighter and tighter as each successive was of deep, deep pleasure washed over her.

Her blonde hair was covering her face as Pierre continued to pummel her from behind.

“You like watching him fuck me? You like watching another man fuck your wife like you never could?” she was really getting into it now. I could tell she was relishing in the dominant role, of being both the object of focus and desire and the object of total submission and obedience.

And to tell you the truth, I liked it too.

Actually, liked probably isn’t strong enough. This was like discovering a new drug or something. It was powerful and profound and dangerous, but that’s what made it so alluring.

I began to stroke myself harder and harder as Brianna made Pierre lay down on his back on the deck of the ship.

“I’m gonna ride this fat cock for you baby. You want to see that? You want to watch me bounce this big, juicy ass up and down on his big fucking dick don’t you?”

I nodded vigorously again.

“Oh, fuck yes I do,” I said, shifting my weight on the bench to get a better view and a more comfortable position to keep jacking off from.

Brianna made eye contact the whole time as she straddled Pierre and  lowered herself down onto his shaft.

She started slowly, rhythmically moving herself up and down, up and down on him. Then she sped up. She began to twerk and bounce her luscious booty all over his dick making his toes curl.

It was like her ass had a mind of its own, moving wholly independent of the rest of her body. The rest of her was completely still as her ass bounced up and down on its own, glistening with a light sweat in the mid-day sun.

“Yeah, you like how I ride his cock baby? I could never do this with your cock. You’d just keep slipping out, wouldn’t you?”

I nodded in agreement still stroking, mesmerized by her perfect ass and its perfect, seductive motions.

“That is I guess...if you could even get it hard for me. I know that’s something you struggle with,” she said laughing, “although I think we found the cure...didn’t we?”

She winked at me and blew me a kiss before she started coming all over Pierre’s dick once again. A thick white resin was building up on his saft and the sight of it made me so hard it was almost impossible not to come.

Then I heard Pierre grunt and whisper something beneath his breath.

Brianna hopped off and knelt down next to his trembling body and eagerly accepted his seed into her mouth. It was such a huge load she couldn’t keep it all in her mouth and it spilled out the sides across her cheeks and dribbled down her chin.

“Mmmm, fuck that tastes so good. I didn’t get to taste you earlier,” she said, smiling at Pierre still gripping his dick in her left hand. She swallowed his load a second later and lapped up the rest with her tongue and finger.

Then she beckoned me over to her and I obeyed.

“Kiss me,” she said. “I want you to taste him on me.”

Ordinarily this was something I would have found positively revolting, but in the moment I just went with it. And it was the hottest thing ever. The stale taste of another man’s cum on my wife’s breath sent me into primal overdrive.

Before I knew what was happening, I pulled Brianna to her feet, giggling, and bent her over so that her hands were gripping the bench.

I shoved my cock deep inside her soaking wet pussy with absolutely no resistance at all.

She was well used. Worn and stretched out. And I loved how it felt.

My dick may not have been as big or as thick as Pierre’s but I could tell, for the first time ever, perhaps, that Brianna was thoroughly enjoying me being inside her.

In fact, she was about to come.

“Oh my god, Cal! What’s gotten into you? You’ve never fucked me like this before. I love this side of you...that’s it, fuck me harder. Harder!”

Pierre had picked himself up off the deck and was watching us with slight interest as he milled about the deck, returning to his original duty of preparing the boat for launch.

“That’s it! Give me that hard dick, fuck! I’m gonna have to go out and get all kinds of random dick if this is the way you’re going to fuck me after,” she moaned and started coming all over my dick. A feeling that up until that moment was completely foreign to me.

Before I knew it was emptying my seed inside her as she cheered me on, all but commanding me to empty every last drop of my hot seed inside her fertile pussy.

We collapsed in a heap on the bench and soon Brianna was breathlessly running her fingers through my hair, kissing my neck, my nipples and anything on my body on which she could place her lips.

She was still in heat and ready to fuck. If we had a third dick there I was sure she would have devoured it sight unseen. And perhaps even a fourth or fifth. But there would be time for that later.

Pierre looked at me and smiled.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Compersion,” I said, pulling Brianna into my arms and closer to my body.

“Oui,” he said, “compersion.”

Pierre then walked away and started the boat, leaving us like two star struck lovers to revel in each other’s embrace.

. . .

We did end up snorkling that day, that is after Pierre and I each had another round with Brianna.

Then the three of us really got nasty as the sun went down after we had finished up for the day.

In total I think we visited Pierre and the Tail Chaser a total of nine times over those three weeks.

Brianna and I fucked like jackrabbits while we were there and even experimented with a few other guys we ran into at our hotel and around St. Barts.

I think we actually fell in love, for real after that adventure.

And we haven’t looked back since.

Who would’ve thought?

Compersion.

What a funny thing.

THE END


10.) SHARED IN THE PENTHOUSE

A Hotwife Romance

By:

F. Rey Noel


Chapter One

I was a nervous ball of energy. I kept pulling my phone out of my pocket to check the time, each minute inched by slower than death. I didn’t get a single, solitary thing done all day as all the pent up excitement and anxiety kept me from really being able to focus on anything other than watching the clock.

It was pure agony.

And then finally it was 4:59. One minute to go. One minute and I was home free to the weekend. Our train into Chicago would be leaving in about one hour and my wife would be arriving a little past the hour to pick me up from that god forsaken hell hole: my place of employment.

I won’t bore you with the details there. What we had planned for our weekend in the Windy City was much more exciting, trust me.

I practically leapt out of my cubicle and went straight through the rafters when I got the text.

I’m here! :) <3

My wife, Molly, was idling outside and ready to drive us to the train station to catch our express train into Chicago where we’d be spending our seventh wedding anniversary in style. I’d book us a penthouse suite at the Four Seasons and we were going to pamper ourselves and spare no expense.

No kids. No restrictions. It was going to feel so damn good to experience that kind of freedom for the first time in what felt like forever.

I should mention, this romantic getaway of ours had a little extra spice to it, if you catch my drift.

My wife and I are, well, of a certain lifestyle. I think that may be a little vague and I suppose that’s the point but I’m someone who prefers to be direct if that’s alright with you.

Molly is a hotwife. Which means she fucks other men. Men who are not me. With my consent and support of course. Sometimes I’m there and sometimes I’m not. Sometimes I join in the fun and other times I just sit and watch the show.

Of course with seven years of marriage and two kids under the age of five, we didn’t quite get around like we used to. And this weekend was going to be a big one for us. We were going to get back in the swing of things to use a corny pun.

Now, I know what you might be thinking but trust me, you’re dead wrong. I love my life. We love our life. It’s not for everyone, of course, but it works well for us.

Very, very well.

We’d started a few years before we got married and just found it really suited us and turned the intensity and passion up to eleven. We were both hooked from the start.

Molly pretty much got to do whatever, or perhaps more precisely, whoever she wanted and our arrangement worked out pretty well.

We both got tremendous pleasure and satisfaction from it.

But there was one thing, a fantasy of ours - I guess you could say it was more mine than hers - that we’d always meant to try but had never quite made it happen. Don’t get me wrong, it was a huge fantasy for Molly too, but I suppose I was the one who really pushed for it to happen.

Molly had never been with a BBC before. For the uninitiated that stands for big, black, cock. There was something about the color contrast of the skin tones that really turned both of us on and it was the kind of porn we typically watched together when we played alone at home.

And this weekend, I had finally arranged for it to happen. The stars had aligned and we were going to get to cross yet another sexual fantasy off our bucket list.

Molly hopped out of the car and kissed me on the cheek. She was smiling from ear to ear.

“You’re driving,” she said as she shuffled over to the passenger side and got in.

“Of course I am,” I said with a smile. I figured that would happen. I hopped in the driver’s side, buckled up and put it in drive.

“I’m so freaking excited. I didn’t get shit done today,” I said.

“I know, me too.”

“Can you believe we’re finally doing this?” I asked, leaning over to kiss her on the cheek once more as we drove out of the lot.

“I really can’t, but it’s been a long time coming,” she gripped the wheel a little tighter. She let out a little squeal. “God, I can’t wait!”

I pressed down on the accelerator and we were off.


Chapter Two

“I’m so unbelievably excited,” Molly kept saying as we merged onto the interstate. We were roughly fifteen minutes from the train station at this point. “Like, I almost feel bad for how excited I am.”

She placed both hands over her mouth to muffle another squeal of delight and looked over at me.

Molly was a knockout. She had a beautifully deep tan and her brown hair with faint blonde highlights shimmered in the fading afternoon sun coming through the window. Even through her winter coat I could see the curves of her slender and toned frame.

And her personality? God, I loved her for it. She was magnetic. Bubbly and outgoing in all the best ways. And her laugh? Tickled me pink every time I heard it. People always seemed to gravitate towards Molly. I was just glad she’d decided to pick from what had to be scores of other suitors.

“Don’t feel bad, what’s got you so excited though?”

I was trying to play stupid but of course I knew. It was the same reason I was so excited. I just liked to get her to open up and talk about it.

It was such a turn on to hear the words come out of her mouth. It made it more, I don’t know...real and tangible.

Honestly, hearing her talk dirty about some of the things we’d done together and still wanted to do was almost hotter than the acts themselves.

Emphasis on almost.

She playfully slapped at my shoulder.

“Don’t give me that Nathan Jones, you know what I’m excited about!”

“I know baby, but you also know how much I like hearing you talk about it. Come on, say it one time for me. Pretty please.”

She took a deep breath and laughed. She hated when I did this to her, but secretly I also knew she loved it at the same time.

“Please,” I continued to beg. It was someone standing at the edge of the pool who needed that extra encouragement from those already in the water to just jump and get it over with.

“Alright, alright,” she said, slapping at my shoulder again.

“So, what’s got you so excited?”

She laughed and then steadied herself.

“Well,” she said, her voice turning sultry, “I’m excited because tonight I get to have my first big, black cock and I can’t wait to feel it inside my tight little pussy.”

She bent over and whispered into my ear.

“And I can’t wait to lock you up and make you watch.” She reached into her jacket and pulled out a key that was dangling from a chain hung around her neck.

The key.

My dick was instantly rock hard and standing at attention as I switched lanes and prepared to exit the highway.

“You brought it?!” I exclaimed. “I can’t believe you remembered. I totally forgot.”

She bit her bottom lip, studying my face.

“Oh, I remembered. And I can’t wait to use it on you.”

This was something a little on the kinkier side that we’d never tried before but had wanted to for a while.

The key around my wife’s neck belonged to a cock cage. Simply put it was a device, made of clear plastic that would enclose my twig and berries, while soft, and be locked so that I couldn’t take it off or get an erection - at least not a full one.

Molly would wear the key around her neck while her bull ravaged her body right in front of me. IfI behaved myself and was a good boy, Molly would then unlock me after they were finished. If I was lucky, Molly would then let me jack off on her tits while she lightly teased and taunted me over my inadequacy compared to her bull.

If I was really lucky, she would let me slide it into her freshly fucked and well used pussy so I could feel how stretched and satisfied she’d been from taking her first ever BBC.

I swallowed hard. Molly noticed my erection and ran her hand over my crotch.

“Wow, so hard already. Naught boy.”

“Suck my dick,” I said out of nowhere.

“Excuse me?” she asked, pretending to be offended.

I gripped the steering wheel tighter.

“You heard me, suck it. If I’m gonna be locked up later, I want you to blow me now. That way, it’ll be easier,” I said.

“What if I don’t want to make it easier?” she asked, playing along.

“Well that’s too fucking bad, isn’t it? You’re going to make it easier for me,” I grabbed the back of her head and forced it between my legs and beneath my outstretched arms that were at ten and two on the wheel.

She smiled and unzipped my pants.

“You’re going to pay for this later,” she said before she gently bit the head of my cock sending a shiver down my spine.

“Oh, I hope so,” I said. Each of us relished playing the dominant role depending on the scenario, so like any good couple, we took turns.

She sucked and slurped greedily the rest of the way there, bringing all kinds of pleasure and stimulation to my shaft.

I exploded in her mouth as we pulled into the parking lot of the train station and she swallowed every last drop.

“Mmm, thank you babe,” she said, kissing me on the lips.

I zipped up in a hurry before we got out and grabbed our bags from the trunk of the car.

“You’re the best wife in the world, you know?”

She smiled.

“I know.”

We started walking towards the platform.

“God, I love getting on the train having a fresh, hot load from you in my belly. It makes me feel like such a slut and all the people we’ll be sitting with have no idea about all the nasty things we just did and are about to do. Don’t you just love that feeling?”

Molly nibbled on my ear as we ascended the steps to the platform.

“Absolutely I do. And I love you too,” I said, kissing her on the cheek.

Within a few minutes the train arrived. We’d had near perfect timing.

All aboard.

We stepped on and sat down, each of us giddy with excitement and anticipation for what was about to unfold.

And it couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter Three

“Oh my god, I am shaking. I’m so nervous. How do I look?” Molly turned away from the mirror in our plush penthouse suite on the top level of the Four Seasons in downtown Chicago. The floor to ceiling windows provided a sweeping and breathtaking view of the city skyline as the last of the sun’s rays vanished from the late-winter sky.

She was wearing a tight red dress that fit her perfectly. Her hair was down and curled just a little - just the way I like. She was twirling the key to my lock in her fingers as she checked herself from different angles.

“You look fucking amazing. Amazing,” I said, truly marveling in her goddess-like beauty.

“Are you sure I don’t look too desperate or...I don’t know, slutty?”

“Absolutely not, you don’t look desperate at all and you look just the right amount of slutty. You’re perfect. Come here,” I said, pulling her towards me and into a loving embrace. We kissed deeply and passionately for about five seconds.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” I replied.

Then her lips curled into a smile.

“What?” I asked.

She held up the key that was still dangling from her neck.

“It’s time to lock up that dick of yours, Mr. Jones. Wouldn’t want you getting into any trouble before I’ve had my fun.”

I frowned. It turned me on to no end, but now that moment was finally here I was a little nervous. But I obeyed. It was my turn to be the submissive one. So I went over to our suitcase, dropped my trousers and grabbed the cage.

I felt the cool chill of the plastic on my balls which caused them to shrivel and shrink up inside me, searching for warmth. I clicked the cage into place at which time Molly inserted the lock and snapped it shut.

She waved the key in my face to drive home the point that she was the only one in the world with the power to relieve me from this prison.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now, shall we go meet my bull? I don’t want to keep him waiting.”

“Yes ma’am,” I said, smiling.

I took out my phone and texted Jason, the bull I’d met online in a forum for like minded individuals to gather and share their darkest fantasies and occasionally, as in this instance, help each other to bring those fantasies to life in the real, physical world for those who had the stomach for those kinds of things, which Molly and I certainly did.

We’re here. Just got dressed. Ready to head down to the hotel bar for a drink. Care to join?

As we approached the elevator, I saw three dancing dots on my screen indicating Jason was typing a reply.

Way ahead of you. I’ll grab us a round. See you soon.

“He’s already down there,” I said to Molly as we hopped on the elevator.

“Oh my god,” I heard her whisper under her breath. The elevator dinged and the doors closed. Suddenly we were on our way down to meet our bull for the night.

. . .

The elevator doors opened and we stepped into the lobby. My heart was thumping out of my chest. It took every ounce of focused, distracted thinking I could muster to keep myself from getting hard. Then I remembered the cage as it pinched against the inside of my thigh.

As we approached the bar area, Molly stopped dead in her tracks and put her hand on my forearm stopping me mid-stride as well.

“Oh my, is that him?” she whispered and nodded with her head.

And it was. Jason was seated at the bar with three drinks in front of him. He was big and muscular, chiseled jawline, piercing eyes, dressed in a designer suit and shoes that must have cost thousands of dollars.

The watch on his wrist? I’d guess five figures, easy.

There was an intensity about him I immediately found intimidating despite our friendly previous correspondence via the internet.

This was a whole different ball game.

“Yep, that’s him,” I said.

“Honey, you have really outdone yourself this time. He is so, so sexy. Oh my god,” she said, waving a hand at her face in a mock effort to cool herself down.

Her excitement got the best of her and she let it take over. She raced ahead of me over to the bar and made a beeline for where Jason was sitting. I broke into a slight jog to catch up and cleared my throat to get his attention so we didn’t scare him.

Jason looked up from his phone, immediately recognized us and smiled. When I got there, Jason extended his hand and shook mine, nearly crushing it. His were twice the size of mine and he had a strong, powerful grip that felt like he could pulverize my bones into a fine power if he really wanted to.

But he flashed those pearly whites at us and was warm and friendly and a perfect gentleman.

“Nice to finally meet you in person,” I said.

“And you,” Jason said, then turned to face Molly head on. “And you must be Molly, so nice to finally meet you. You look absolutely stunning, even more beautiful than the pictures.”

He took Molly’s hand and kissed it. But not in a corny way, no. Not at all. This was oozing with charm and sexuality and prowess and confidence and dominance - all of that. And it was working on Molly. She was so flustered I thought I might have to reach out and catch her from fainting.

Molly went for a big hug, having to stand on her tippy toes to wrap both her arms around his massive shoulders. She lingered for perhaps a little too long and broke it off. She let out a little giggle and then stared nervously at the ground.

Like I said, my wife and I had been doing this for a long time and I’d never seen her quite like this. Jason had really floored her. Generally she was charming and talkative but now she was just giggling like a schoolgirl and afraid to speak.

Jason cleared his throat.

“Shall we have a drink,” he motioned towards the high top table just behind where we stood. There were three tall martini glasses perched on top. “I took the liberty of ordering us a round. I’m told you like martini’s?”

Molly blushed. She loved martinis and I’d let Jason know that at one point in our conversations. What a guy. A real good listener.

“Like ‘em? I love him,” she said. She laughed a little too hard at something that wasn’t that funny and in an attempt to cut her laughter short she snorted a little and turned a bright shade of red. Man did she have it bad.

But it was cute and endearing and I could tell Jason was quite smitten with her so far. The three of us settled in around the table, guzzled down the first round to break the ice and then ordered a second and third.

We were all loosening up and getting to know each other, setting the stage for what was to come.


Chapter Four

I don’t remember how many it was, maybe three or four martinis, and we were all nearly sprinting out of the bar and towards the elevator in the lobby. Ready to head upstairs and get the party started.

The martinis had loosened Molly up and she and Jason had really hit it off. You’d have to be a fool to miss the obvious chemistry between them. And a fool I am not.

Molly practically assaulted Jason as we got in the elevator and doors dinged shut. She started making out with him as if I wasn’t even there. I caught a glimpse of the key dangling from her neck as she kissed him. I felt the blood rushing to my cock and then immediately felt the cool, constricting plastic of the cage Molly had locked me in. I watched them with longing and lust. It was pure torture and the real fun hadn’t even begun.

“I wish I could suck your dick right here in this elevator,” she whispered in his ear as she ran a hand over the growing bulge in his pants.

“Well, why don’t you then?” Jason said and began to reach for his zipper to undo his pants. But just then the elevator dinged and the doors flung open. There was a young family waiting to get in and I’m sure they caught a whiff of what was about to go down. Nonetheless this little hiccup was enough to snap Molly and Jason out of their revelry for a brief moment as they gathered themselves and tried to play it cool.

“Wrong floor,” I said, “we’re going up.” I hit the door close button and slowly, mercifully the doors finally shut and we continued up to the penthouse level. Finally, we reached the top level and the three of us stumbled out of the elevator and down the hallway to our luscious suite.

As soon as we were inside Molly went to the bed and began to undress. She was wearing a sexy, silk lingerie set I’d purchased for her birthday last year. She looked so sexy, especially with that devilish little key dangling from her neck. She was in complete control of me and I was loving it.

“Come here, honey,” she said, beckoning me over with a finger, she pulled her panties off as I approached. “I want you to lick this pussy for me, get me nice and wet for that big, fat cock of yours.”

I got down on my knees before her and began to eat her peach. I was soon devouring her. She tasted sweet and delicious. Her juices trickled down my tongue and slid down my throat. My cock kept trying to expand but the cage would only allow it to get so hard.

I gazed up at her from below, her toned, tan tummy rising and falling with each heated breath. She reached over and grabbed Jason by the belt buckle and pulled him closer to where her head was laying. She began to undo his pants. Soon, the largest, thickest, and darkest cock I’d ever seen came flopping out and nearly took her eye out. Molly gasped and let out a burst of nervous laughter as she reached up to examine the impressive specimen.

“Wow,” she said, marveling at his cock. “This is so beautiful. So big. So sexy.” She was wrapping her fingers around his shaft and slowly stroking it to bring him to life. I watched eagerly from her pelvis, still lapping up her juices and tickling her lips with my tongue as she opened her mouth and started sucking him off. I swallowed hard, trying to control my breathing and maintain an even keel. But it was tough.

I’d never seen so much lust in Molly’s eyes and I could tell she couldn’t wait to feel him stretching her out. I watched, mesmerized as her diamond engagement ring - the ring I’d proposed to her with - danced and sparkled in the light as her hand moved up and down his shaft while she sucked and slurped. Hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Fuck, you taste so good,” she said, smiling up at Jason. Then she looked down at me, obediently awaiting her command between her legs. “You like how I suck his cock baby?”

I nodded while continuing to eat her out.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

Soon my tongue strokes brought her to climax as she reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair while she came softly and generously.

“I think I’m ready for this big, black dick to be inside me now. You ready to fuck me Jason?”

“Oh, you know I am,” Jason said.

“Alright, I’m done with you for now,” Molly said, “go sit over there and watch how a real man fucks.”

She banished me to the chair next to the bed. For what felt like the next several hours, I would be watching from that vantage point in complete and total agony. So turned on, so worked up, so filled with a jealous lust, but unable and incapable of doing anything whatsoever about it.

Jason took my place between Molly’s legs and slapped his hard rod on her tiny tummy. It made an audible slapping noise and my wife giggled with delight.

“Oh my god, it’s so heavy. I don’t think it’s gonna fit,” she said, peering down at Jason’s cock resting on her stomach. His balls were on the entrance to her pussy and the head of his cock reached all the way past her belly button.

“Oh, it’ll fit, we’ll make it fit,” Jason said with a wink.

He grabbed his cock and then gently pressed the head against the entrance to her pussy. I could hear a wet sloshing noise as he slowly inserted himself. Molly was clearly super wet.

“Holy shit,” she gasped, grabbing handfuls of sheets as she braced herself against this unfamiliar sensation. “Oh my god, this is incredible, holy shit, holy shit…”

She kept repeating that for a few moments until suddenly the only thing visible was Jason’s balls. He was all the way inside her and she made him stop there as she leaned up to kiss him and grind her hips down on his cock.

Very soon, she was already coming and being transported to a whole other level and plane of existence where a pleasure so intense awaited her that she would never be the same.

Soon, the key swinging from her neck was all I could focus on, almost like it was taunting me. I couldn’t wait to be freed from the cage and free to truly revel in the pleasures of what I was witnessing.

But it was going to be a while.

So, I did my best to sit back, relax, and enjoy the show.


Chapter Five

I’ll never forget the look on her face as every single inch of Jason’s cock was firmly and completely inside her. She was experiencing pure, unadulterated pleasure - more intense than anything I could possibly imagine or experience for myself.

The dopamine flooding my brain was almost too much to bear. I reached down to stroke my cock but was denied by the plastic cage in which I found myself locked. If I could have ripped the thing off right then and there, I would have, but it was impossible without the key around my wife’s neck and I knew she had no intention of letting me out early. She was going to make it hard on me.

Her eyes flashed to me as I touched my cock cage.

“Tsk, tsk,” she said as Jason withdrew from her body and then pressed his hips forward again beginning a slow thrust that was bringing Molly so much pleasure, it was clearly hard for her to even get words out, let alone complete sentences.

“Aww...is...someone...getting...a...little...too...excited?”

I nodded vigorously.

She smiled a devious smile and called me over.

“Kiss me, I want you to taste his cock on my breath.”

I did as I was told and leaned down to kiss Molly as she writhed and shaked on Jason’s giant cock. Her tongue was wet and warm with a bitter, acrid taste. She kissed me back hard, clearly enjoying the attention of two men at once as well as the power trip.

She pulled back from the kiss and reached up to grab the key, holding it out in my direction to taunt me. She twirled it between her fingers.

“Don’t you wish you could touch yourself? Don’t you wish you could take out that wimpy dick and jerk off while you watch a real man fuck your wife?”

I nodded vigorously knowing full well it wouldn’t make a difference. She smiled and bit her bottom lip.

“Well, that’s just too bad,” she said.

Then she pushed me away and concentrated solely on fucking Jason as hard as she could.

“Fuck, babe. I can’t believe what he is making me feel. Things you never could, he’s so deep I didn’t even know I could feel pleasure in these places. You could never...ever...fuck me like this.”

Molly stopped thrusting back against Jason and then turned around to suck his cock for a little. I stared, once again mesmerized by the spectacle.

“This is such a beautiful cock, don’t you think babe?” she asked, turning towards me. “Don’t I look so hot sucking this big, beautiful, black cock?”

“Absolutely you do, so sexy,” I said, once again grabbing for my cock but Molly noticed instantly and wagged a shaming finger at me.

“Lay down,” she said to Jason, “I want to ride this thing.”

Jason laid down on the bed and Molly climbed on top and slid right down on his dick since she was good and stretched out at that point. I watched as she bounced her juicy, supple, and toned ass up and down on his cock. She was driving him wild and I could tell he was doing his best not to come with each labored, concentrated breath he took.

But then Molly started nibbling on his ear and whispering all kinds of sweet nasties to him and I could tell he didn’t stand a chance for much longer. When she got going, she could be absolutely filthy and there wasn’t a man on earth who could withstand her barrage of sensual, vivid and deviant dirty talk. Not even a stud like Jason.

“You gonna give me that nut?” she whispered. “I want that hot, sticky cum.”

She turned back to me as she continued to ride and grind her hips down onto him.

“I think I’m gonna let him cum in my pussy, that ok with you babe? Do you want to watch him breed me?”

I opened my mouth to protest. She wasn’t on the pill and Jason wasn’t wearing a condom. But she cut me off with a wave of her hand.

“I don’t give a fuck what you say, I want him to cum in my pussy,” she turned back to Jason, placing both hands on his massive pecs for better leverage and began to ride harder and faster. “Fill me up with your seed, baby. Breed this married pussy.”

I swallowed hard. Fuck it was so hot.

And so...dangerous.


Chapter Six

Jason’s legs tensed up beneath Molly’s weight. I heard him grunt and gasp for breath. It was coming. He couldn’t hold it any longer. He was coming. In my wife. A mix of horror and insane jealousy and lust coursed through my veins. Molly had gone off script here. This was not part of the plan. It was something we’d fantasized about countless times, but it hadn’t been covered in the ground rules.

I wasn’t mad, but I was scared. Although at the time I was too fucking turned on to give a shit. Jason’s giant, dark rod was pumping my wife’s belly full of white hot come and the fact that she wasn’t on the pill made it all the more exciting. I couldn’t think far enough down the road to what the implications of her actually getting…

Molly came hard and loud. Harder and louder than I’d ever witnessed before. The image of her face, eyes rolled back in her head, mouth open, body shaking and the sounds she was making are burned into my memory for all time. I will simply never forget it. Or get tired of masturbating to it when the mood strikes, but that's for another day.

“Oh god yes, fill me up baby. It’s so warm and feels so good,” Molly slid herself off of Jason and laid down next to him so her pummeled pussy was facing me straight on. She leaned over and sucked his cock, coaxing the last little bit of cream from the tip. But all I could focus on was her wet pussy.

It was two seconds, maybe three but they were the longest of my life. After that delay, the river of cum that had entered her womb came seeping out, dripping down the sides of her legs and onto the bed sheets. When I say river, it was a river. His load had to be two or three times the volume of my typical nut.

A jealous, crazy rage that turned to lust and longing overtook me. Seeing another man plant his seed in my wife awakened something in me. Something powerful and monstrous but also somehow beautiful and useful. I could simply not wait to be free to reclaim what was mine, but I knew Molly was going to revel in the power she held over me for a little longer.

Soon, Jason was cleaning himself up and changing to leave us to enjoy the aftermath alone as Molly laid on the bed, dipping a dainty finger inside herself, tweaking her nipples and looking down to see the last drops of Jason’s hot, sticky load leaving her body and drying on her legs. She was so turned on and clearly ready for more, but it seemed for the moment, she’d forgotten I was there.

But then that all changed and she snapped her gaze towards me. She held up the key around her neck.

“Are you ready to be unlocked?” she asked. But there was something in the tone of her voice that let me know loud and clear she had no intention of setting me free. At least not yet.

“Yes,” I answered. Hoping against hope I was reading her wrong.

She beckoned me over with a finger.

“You have to clean me up first,” she said with a wicked smile. “Come eat this freshly fucked pussy,” she said.

And...I obeyed her.


Chapter Seven

After I performed my cleanup duties, Jason was long gone and Molly finally, mercifully let me out of my cage. The game was over and a new one was beginning.

It was time to reclaim what was mine and remind my whore of a wife just who exactly she belonged to.

I heard the click of the lock and watched it fall to the ground and roll under the bed. Molly looked up at me from her knees and smiled innocently.

“You gonna punish me now, daddy?” she said, reaching up to touch my cock which was rapidly filling with blood and was soon hard as stone.

“Stand the fuck up,” I said, grabbing her by the arm and forcing her over to the bed. “Bend over.”

She did as she was told.

“Mmm, I like this. Did you enjoy watching me be a little slut? Fucking that big, black cock? Mmm, he was so much better than you.”

I slapped her ass with my open palm, hard. I could see a five-finger red mark on her left cheek. She squealed with delight.

“That’s right, daddy. I was a bad little slut. I need to be punished.”

I leaned up against her body and prepared to enter her from behind.

“You need to be reminded who you belong to, don’t you?”

“That’s right, I do,” she said, reaching up and running her fingers through my hair.

“Are you ready to get fucked again?” I asked.

“You know I am, I’m always ready to get fucked. But...I don’t know if I’ll even be able to feel you having Jason inside me...you can try, but I doubt…”

The primal instinct in me to reclaim my wife and plant my seed inside her to compete with Jason’s kicked into overdrive. I thrust deep inside her and I wasn’t gentle about it either.

The forcefulness of my entry cut her words short and made her shut her eyes tightly.

“We’ll just see about that,” I hissed in her ear.

I was so hard, I was maybe a quarter of an inch longer I bet. Thicker too. And it was just enough. Because soon Molly was coming all over me. Harder and louder than she did with Jason even.

And soon, she was begging me to impregnate her. To fill her with my seed. She wanted another load inside her.

“Fuck yes, that’s it baby, give me that cum. Fill me up, please,” she begged.

And...I obeyed.

. . .

We spent the rest of our stay in that luxurious penthouse reliving the experience over and over and over again. I lost count but I think we fucked over a dozen times between that night and the following day.

It was a hell of a way to spend our anniversary and an experience we won’t soon forget. I know Molly has already made plans, as soon as we can find a sitter, to go into the city on her own and meet up for a night of fun with Jason again.

Needless to say, she’s hooked and craving another fix. And I am more than happy to let her out on her own to play and scratch that itch.

As for that seed we planted inside her? Well, time will tell won’t it?

It always does.

THE END
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Chapter One

It was the annual company outing to Jamaica. There were things Rebecca loved about working at a young startup company for too little pay and there were things she hated about it. But the annual company trip was something she definitely loved.

Each year since she’d started three years ago, the company had booked an all expenses paid, week-long trip to a tropical all-inclusive destination for all of their employees, all twenty of them.

And, as if that weren’t enough, spouses were welcome to tag along as well and the company was willing to foot the bill.

That meant Rebecca’s husband, Tim was able to come with her...in theory. Tim was always busy with work and had thus far been unable to make his schedule work with her company outing. This year, it appeared, would not be any different. Tim had a conference in Austin that overlapped perfectly with her trip to Jamaica.

And so she found herself packing for just herself for the third consecutive year.

As she packed, her mind wandered off in this direction and in that one, playing future simulations of how the trip might go and combing back through the seabed of memory to replay highlights from the previous one.

Suddenly she felt a tingle go through her body as she remembered something that happened last year.

It was the second night there and the team had been hitting it pretty hard at the bar after spending all day on the beach together.

Her co-worker, Jackson, was feeding her shots. To be fair, he was feeding everyone shots, but he seemed particularly keen on getting her drunk that night.

She’d always kind of had a thing for Jackson. Nothing major. Just a work crush, harmless flirtation kind of thing. Nothing she would ever act on.

Or, so she thought.

Jackson was ruggedly handsome. Stereotypically so. His torso was the perfect V-shape, carved from a slab of granite. His jawline chiseled and etched in stone. His bright blue eyes could appear icy and inviting at the exact same time and his long, dirty blonde hair was always in a sexy little man-bun that Rebecca found both adorable and a bit of a turn on.

As she was staring at him that night, she realized he was the perfect summer hookup, the guy you’d hope to snag when you went away to the beach for a week or a month or the whole summer. The surfer guy you’d fall in love with, hard and fast, and then when the season was over you’d simply go your separate ways.

Well, that night, Jackson walked her back to her room. She was drunk, but not drunk drunk. She had her wits about her. She knew what was going on. But her inhibitions must have been lowered just the right amount because she’d done something she never thought, not in a million years, she’d be capable of.

She invited Jackson into her room for a nightcap. Just Jackson. No one else. Her best work friend Katie and her second best work friend Dawn were not in there waiting to keep the party going.

No, the room was empty and she’d said those words out loud and ran her finger down his chest, tracing a perfect line between his rock hard pecs. She felt his rippled muscles through his tight shirt and she remembered getting wet as hell.

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” Jackson had said.

“What?” she asked. Genuinely shocked. She was inhabiting two different headspaces at once. A delicate act. “Just a harmless drink, Jackson.”

But that wasn’t what it was and she knew it.

“Maybe next time,” Jackson said, opening her door and helping her inside.

She remembered the door clicking shut behind her as all the adrenaline faded from her body. She crashed on the bed and sobbed herself to sleep that night. She’d wanted him to come in and have a drink. She wanted him all alone in her room. And she was afraid and ashamed of what that meant.

And suppose he’d said yes. What then?

It was a thought she didn’t often contemplate but it cropped up every now and then and it made her feel extremely guilty...but also, something else. Something like perhaps maybe it would happen again and maybe even hoped it happened again, just to find out. Just to see what would happen...

“All set?”

The question startled her. Tim was standing in the doorway. He pressed his arms onto the door frame and leaned forward. She loved it when he did that. He’d just finished his morning workout and had a nice pump in his already large and toned muscles.

She felt a pang of guilt and then longing. She wished like hell Tim could join her.

Liar.

It was a small whisper but it came from somewhere deep down inside her and echoed in her head.

She cleared her throat.

“Yep, I think so. Are you sure you don’t mind driving me to the airport? I can just call a cab.”

“Nonsense, of course I don’t mind. And do you think I’m gonna miss the airport goodbye with my lovely wife? Not a chance,” Tim said and he flashed his brilliant, million dollar smile.

Her heart melted. She loved him. She would never do anything to jeopardize that. Last time was a fluke...a mistake...an empty gesture. She didn’t mean it and even if Jackson had come in, it would have just been for a drink, nothing more.

Liar.


Chapter Two

It was a long flight. Two layovers plus a screaming baby on each and every leg of the journey. But she’d made it in one piece and for that, she was grateful.

And thirsty.

Thankfully Katie and Dawn had flown in the day before and already had the lay of the land. They practically greeted her in the lobby with a drink before she even had time to approach the concierge and check in.

After she checked in and sipped a frozen tropical drink in the lobby with her gal pals, she quickly went upstairs, unpacked her things, and texted Tim to let him know she’d made it safely and was able to check in with no issues.

Then she slipped into her bikini and pulled on a cover up over top. Hair in a messy bun, sunglasses perched on her nose and a beer in hand, she went down to meet back up with Katie and Dawn.

When she arrived in the lobby, her stomach dropped.

There he was.

Jackson.

Yes, yes. Fine. She saw him every single day at work and no, things hadn’t been weird since that one fateful night last year.

He’d been a perfect gentleman about it and never said a word, but now there he was, decidedly not in work clothes. In fact he was shirtless, tan, and even more jacked than she’d remembered.

And now here they were, back in paradise. Back where it all went down. Soon the drinks would be flowing and Rebecca would still be alone and probably horny and...

She scolded herself for momentarily allowing her mind to wander and explore the dirty, dirty thoughts that lived in the deep recesses of her brain.

Her married brain, she reminded herself.

“Rebecca!” Dawn called out from across the lobby. “Just in time for shots, girl!”

Katie gave a whoop and Jackson just smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

Rebecca vowed not to make things weird and just bury her emotions.

They would have some good clean fun. They would drink and laugh and hang out as friends and coworkers and nothing more.

She was a good girl who loved her husband and would never give in to impure thoughts that would cause her to stray from the monogamous path upon which she had vowed to walk until death do us part.

Nothing untoward would happen. She simply wouldn’t allow herself to go there. 

Liar.


Chapter Three

Tim could hardly believe it.

The conference had been cancelled. He didn’t know why and he didn’t care, the only thing he knew was that he was dying to get to the beach and to see his wife.

He couldn’t put his finger on it, but she’d been distant recently. She felt far away, like they were drifting apart.

After he got off the phone with his boss and requested the rest of the week off, he fired up his laptop and looked to find a last minute deal on airfare.

Destination: Jamaica.

A romantic surprise like this could be just what they needed. And in a tropical paradise no less.

Tim’s mind began to wonder to that time in Cabo when Rebecca had done that thing with her tongue.

An excited chill went down his spine. There was nothing like vacation sex. And now, he was well on his way to getting some.

In just a few short hours after he booked his flight, he was high in the air. Cruising at over thirty-thousand feet, well on his way to Jamaica.

In a few more hours after that, his plane would be touching down and he would be a mere thirty minute ride away from the resort at which his unsuspecting wife was staying.

Rebecca would be so surprised and most importantly happy to see him that it might just be the greatest surprise in the history of surprises.

Or so he imagined.


Chapter Four

Rebecca was experiencing a strange sense of deja vu. She was in the same place, with the same people, drinking the same drinks, and feeling a little tipsy.

And she was beginning to experience the same urges whenever she locked eyes with Jackson at the bar.

They’d been drinking since noon at this point and while she’d been pacing herself quite well, her inhibitions were lowering by the minute and she was yearning for some kind of physical contact.

It had been several months since she and Tim had done the deed and while she didn’t hold it against him - it was her fault as much as it was his - she had needs. And there was Jackson, someone she was sure would be able to fill those needs.

He could fill them in a big way she imagined.

“I’m going to go freshen up and take a shower,” Katie said abruptly, breaking Rebecca from her daydream and yanking her mind back into the present moment.

“Yeah, me too,” said Dawn.

The two of them gathered their belongings and made for the elevator on the other side of the lobby.

Then, it was just Rebecca and Jackson.

She hadn’t noticed, but suddenly it was apparent that the only reason it hadn’t been awkward between them was because Katie and Dawn were there to take the pressure off. Now that it was just the two of them, well...awkward didn’t seem like a strong enough word.

“So, one more round?” Jackson asked, breaking the silence.

Rebecca fumbled with her phone and wouldn’t allow herself to meet Jackson’s eyes.

“Umm, you know what? I think I need some fresh air actually,” she said, turning around to look out the lobby towards the beach and ocean beyond.

The sun was beginning to set and it looked like heaven.

“I’m up for a walk,” Jackson said, leaving a tip on the bar. “We can watch the sunset.”

“Oh, umm, ok yeah. Sure. Walk sounds good,” Rebecca said.

. . .

They walked for several minutes in a heavy silence. Nothing but the sound of the wind and the waves crashing on the shore.

Rebecca was trying to keep her cool but inside, her stomach was doing somersaults.

“Little weird being back here, isn’t it?” Jackson finally said.

Rebecca let out a nervous chuckle.

“Why do you say that?”

Jackson shrugged and raised his eyebrows.

“You don’t remember?”

While she was embarrassed, she also felt relieved. This was it. They could finally clear the air and move on.

“You mean when I invited you into my room for a drink...and nothing more.”
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Ouch. Why did she have to hedge with that last part? She could see how it landed.

But she could also tell that Jackson wasn’t buying it. Why would he? He could see right through the lie because he was there when it happened. Who was she trying to kid?

“Right, just one drink. Whatever you want to call it. Do you remember what I said?”

Boy, did she ever. Maybe next time. She’d thought about those words every day for the last year and what would have happened if he said something different.

“Maybe next time,” Jackson said, answering his own question. “You know, I’ve thought about those words every day since? Thought about you know, what would have happened if…”

His voice trailed off.

“If what?” Rebecca asked, prompting him to finish. Her heart was in her throat. Chest thumping. Butterflies fluttering in her stomach.

“If I’d said something different…or nothing at all.”

“Nothing at all?”

“What if I’d just done this,” Jackson stopped, grabbed her shoulders and pressed his body firmly against hers and she was putty in his hands.

It was happening. She was kissing him, an electric tingle went down her spine and settled between her legs.

She didn’t want it to be happening but it felt so good. She was kissing another man who wasn’t her husband and she wished it wasn’t true. But there she was.

Liar.


Chapter Five

Tim had arrived right about the time Katie and Dawn had broken off to go freshen up and right before his wife and her work crush, Jackson had decided to go for a little stroll on the beach.

He’d asked the front desk person for the room his wife was staying in and despite what he was expecting it was rather easy information to get.

When he was on the fifth floor, just outside the door to his wife’s suite, he bumped into Katie and Dawn. They informed him Rebecca was downstairs at the bar with a man named Jackson.

Tim thought nothing much of it and returned down to the lobby to find and surprise his wife.

Only, much to his dismay, Tim was the one who found himself surprised when he exited the elevator just in time to see his wife walking out of the lobby and towards the beach with this Jackson character who Tim had to admit, was a very handsome, well-built gentleman.

They weren’t holding hands or anything, but they were a little close. Something about the way they were walking together told Tim he should be suspicious. Mad, jealous even.

But the odd thing was, Tim wasn’t either of those things.

He was curious.

And above all, he was surprised to find, he was more than a little turned on by the whole thing.

He was sure that Rebecca hadn’t spotted him coming or going from the lobby otherwise she would have said something, right?

So, unsure of why or what he hoped to learn or see, Tim decided to follow his wife and this strange man at a safe distance as they walked along the beach simply to...well, see where it led him.

Tim crept out the lobby and onto the beach and before he knew it, he was following his wife and another man as they took a romantic walk on the beach at sunset in a tropical paradise.

There goes my surprise, Tim thought to himself.

But then a smile came to his lips and he thought that perhaps, just maybe, a different kind of surprise could be had.

He just hoped the hunch he had was right and that when the time came, he would actually be able to pull the trigger.

. . .

They’d been walking for a good while and it was now twilight. He could tell Rebecca and Jackson were talking but he could not, of course, hear what they were saying at such a distance and with the noises of the sea bombarding his ears.

Then his stomach dropped as the two of them stopped walking and Jackson turned to face his wife.

Soon, they were kissing and the moment Tim had anticipated was occurring right before his eyes and to his dismay he felt like he was going to be sick.

He went blind with jealousy and a tinge of rage at the sight of another man grabbing his wife and kissing her. Or, had she kissed him? Jackson had certainly done the grabbing, but it was Rebecca who went in for the kill, wasn’t it?

She wanted him.

Suddenly Tim’s jealousy and rage gave way to desire and lust.

His dick was hard and he found himself almost cheering his wife on as her hand crept down this other man’s chest and into his swim trunks as she grabbed a handful of his cock and began to tug.


Chapter Six

“Rebecca!”

The words echoed in her head. It was her husband’s voice. Tim. The man she loved. The man she shared a bed with, had children with. The man she’d pledged to be faithful to and to spend the rest of her life with.

How could she do this to him?

Incredible guilt washed over her. But it didn’t seem to be strong enough to break the lip lock and tongue lashing she was engaged in with Jackson.

It was like she could not override her own instincts, no matter how sound her rationale or logic was.

Her mind could not break the spell under which her body and loins had fallen.

If Tim could see her now, what would he say? What would he think? He’d be heartbroken. And rightly so.

“Rebecca! What are you doing?!”

He sounded so far away and yet so close. Like he was standing right next to her.

It was then that Jackson broke off the kiss as abruptly as he’d started it - or did she start it, she couldn’t recall - and then she finally opened her eyes that had been shut tight during the entirety of the embrace.

Her stomach dropped to her knees and she thought she might be sick.

It was nearly dark now as the sun had dropped below the horizon but she could see him clear as daybreak.

Tim.

Her husband.

He was there.

Standing right next to them.

Mouth agape.

Eyes darting this way and that.

Back and forth between her and Jackson.

For a moment she worried he might cock back his fist and hit Jackson square on his chiseled jaw of stone and she pitied what that would do to Tim’s fragile hand.

But then the anger from Tim’s face vanished, a blank look was in his eyes.

“Rebecca...what are you doing?”

“Nothing, it was nothing...I just…”
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“Listen, it was my fault man. If you want to blame anyone, blame me. She didn’t -” Jackson was trying to defend Rebecca and fall on the sword.

“Save it,” Tim said, holding up a hand. “I saw everything.”

“What are you doing here?” Rebecca asked at last, the shock finally wearing off. But her tone was cold and accusatory. As if it was Tim who was in the wrong. She felt awful about how it sounded.

“Funny, I’m asking myself the same thing right about now. Conference was cancelled, last minute. Mark called and told me right about after you landed….figured I’d surprise you.”

An awkward pause hung in the ocean air.

“Surprise,” Tim said in a low and sarcastic tone.

Rebecca shook her head. What a sweet, sweet man. And here she was, cheating on him with her buff, dreamy, physically perfect coworker.

“Look, I’m sorry. Can we just go back to the room? We can talk about this and…”

“Go back to the room?” Tim asked incredulously. “Oh no, I wouldn’t want to interrupt. You guys were just getting started. Keep going. Don’t stop on my count.”

Rebecca noticed a sudden darkness flicker in Tim’s eyes.

“Tim,” she began to protest.

“Hey man, listen I just...I’ll go and leave you guys here to talk it out.”

Tim grabbed Jackson by the arm and stopped him from leaving. It was a firm grip but nothing violent. Not yet at least.

“No please. Stay. I insist.”

“Tim,” Rebecca pleaded again. His eyes darted towards her.

She couldn’t quite figure out what it was but she found his sudden change in demeanor both terrifying and strangely erotic.

Rebecca could feel herself getting wet again and while her mind hadn’t quite caught up to what was about to happen, it seemed her body had. It was like a subconscious energy field had been picked up and gone to work on her insides.

“You want to be a slut behind my back? Fine. But you better be ready to be a slut right the fuck in front of me too then.”

Tim was nearly growling. She could see in his pants he was getting hard.

“What are you saying?” she asked. “You...want me to do this?”

“That’s right,” Tim said, taking a step closer. “I want to see you get down on your knees, like the filthy girl that you are, and suck his cock right in front of me.”

“Tim?”

Jackson wasn’t sure what to do, but he was frozen in place and his cock was still rock hard.

“Look at him, he’s ready to go. Do it!”

Rebecca gave in to the darkness and erotic vibrations that were suddenly so thick in the air you could slice them with a knife.

She dropped to her knees in the sand and pulled out Jackson’s big, meaty cock and took it in her hand. She looked over at her husband who was watching her with an intensity she’d never seen before and she loved how it made her feel.

“Is this what you want to see?” she asked.

Tim nodded once and placed his hand on his cock.

Rebecca opened her mouth and began to suck.


Chapter Seven

Rebecca loved feeling Jackson’s pole growing in her mouth, ever more blood rushing into to fill the shaft.

But what she loved more than anything was her husband staring at her. The feel of his eyes raking over her body. The encouragement he gave her. Commanding her to do this filthy, lewd act right in front of him, on a public beach, just after sunset...with another man.

“You like sucking on his cock, baby?”

“Mmmhmm,” Rebecca managed to get out with her mouth full of dick. She seemed to be losing herself in the moment. Her apprehension was gone and her body language indicated she was incredibly turned on and even thrilled by the whole thing.

Jackson, on the other hand, looked incredibly confused throughout the beginnings of this ordeal. He looked uncomfortable and like he might tuck tail and run at any moment but also like he was getting the best blow job of his life and so why look a gift horse in the mouth.

Tim almost felt sorry for him.

Almost.

But Tim had no intention of showing sympathy for the man who was about to bed his wife. No, Jackson was now a sex object to be shared between he and Rebecca for their own purposes.

He was going to enjoy this. And he would make sure Rebecca did too.

“You want another cock to suck, honey?”

“Mmmhmm,” Rebecca said, still sucking on Jackson with great enthusiasm.

Tim dropped his trunks and stepped up to the other side of his wife and offered his penis to her.

She took her mouth off Jackson’s dick and replaced it with her hand while she transferred her wet, greddy lips to her husband’s cock, which while a decent bit smaller than Jackson’s was a little girthier.

Rebecca began to suck Tim’s cock while jerking off Jackson and then things really began heating up.

She’d never been with two men before but it had always been a fantasy of hers. That it was at her husband’s insistence had added a whole new level of spiciness to the recipe that Rebecca simply found irresistible. She finally let go and gave into the moment.

Who knew what would happen after? Would they fight? Get divorced? She didn’t care.

If she was going out, she was going out guns blazing and getting the best sexual experience of her life would be one hell of a way to end a marriage.

At least she’d get something for her troubles.

So she went to work like a good slut servicing the two rock hard poles that stood on either side of her in the sand on a deserted beach in Jamaica. The people she worked with everyday just a mile or so away, one of them, mere inches from her face.

She took a break from sucking and began jerking both cocks at the same time.

Then she looked up.

“Which one of you boys wants to fuck me first?”


Chapter Eight

Tim locked eyes with Jackson and gave him a slight nod to indicate that it would be Jackson who would take the first turn on his wife.

“You want to watch him fuck me?” Rebecca said as she dropped from her knees down to all fours in the sand.

Tim grunted in agreement as Jackson knelt down behind Rebecca and prepared to insert himself into her wet, dripping slit.

“Are you sure about this?” Rebecca looked up in a moment of weakness and hesitation. But before Tim could answer Jackson thrust himself inside her and she was lost.

“Oh fuck,” she said, clawing her fingers into the damp ground, clutching fistfuls of white sand between her knuckles.

“Suck,” Tim said, getting down on the ground in front of her head and shoving his cock towards her face.

They were spit roasting her now, like a proper slut, Tim thought.

He looked down and marveled at his wife’s pretty face and jawline, he caught a glimpse of her spit glistening on his shaft as he began to fuck her face, slowly and deeply in rhythm with Jackson’s thrusts from the other end.

Soon, Rebecca was cumming hard and moaning loudly with Tim’s cock firmly down her throat.

“That’s it, fuck her good. She deserves it. She’s a good little slut. Isn’t that right, baby?”

“Mmmhmm,” Rebecca moaned as her body quaked from the intensity of the pleasure Jackson was delivering to her.

“You like having his dick inside you?” Tim asked, grabbing a fistful of hair and gently pulling her head up to him so that she was looking right into his eyes.

“Mmmhmm,” she said again.

“No, no. I want to hear you say it. Say I love having his cock inside me.”

“I love having his cock inside me...it’s so fucking big.”

Tim couldn’t take it any longer. He was so worked up and turned on that he had to have a turn.

He wanted to feel his wife’s stretched out and used pussy. Defiled by another man right in front of him. At his insistence, yes, but defiled nonetheless. And he loved how that made him feel.

Tim and Jackson switched places and Rebecca began to suck on Jackson once again as Tim slid in to fill the space he’d left behind.

And it was quite a large space.

Rebecca was usually pretty tight around his thick cock but Jackson had gone farther and deeper than he could ever dream of and Tim noticed a difference in the feel of his wife’s pussy and he loved it.

“Oh yeah, fuck me baby. Fuck me!” Rebecca said, turning around to offer Tim encouragement.

“Keep sucking his dick,” Tim spat back.

And Rebecca obeyed.

Within another few minutes Rebecca was cumming for a second time.

When her orgasm was over, she got back up onto her knees and began to beg for their cum while she fingered her worn out cunt.

Tim and Jackson were only too happy to oblige her request and almost in unison began to spray her pretty face with hot white seed which she greedily accepted into her mouth and all over her chin.

When it was over, Tim looked up and hardly recognized himself. It was as if he’d awoken from a dream.

He looked at Jackson and said, “I think you better go.”

And Jackson silently obeyed and left them there on that deserted beach well past sunset.

Tim looked down at his wife in the sand, she was still cleaning the cum off her face by scooping it up with her finger and pushing it into her eager little mouth.

Before he had time to get upset or mad or question his sanity, he was hard again and Rebecca was reaching up to stroke his rod which in that moment felt like it was made of pure steel.

Within a few moments, Tim was fucking her again in the sand and depositing another hot load of his seed, this time, deep inside her womb.

Rebecca enjoyed the second round but if she was being honest, she was thinking about Jackson the entire time. She would never admit it, maybe not even to herself, but part of her wished Jackson had dumped his seed inside her too.

In any case, her and Tim found a way to salvage that weekend and in turn their relationship. They both agreed it was a one time thing and something they’d never do again. They would be honest and forthright with each other and communicate better.

Which was fine with Rebecca, she’d had her fun. Experienced her fantasy. She got a taste and that was enough. She didn’t need anything more than Tim. What she had...what they had together...that was enough for her.
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THE END


12.) Sharing
Annabelle

A Hotwife Fantasy  Romance

By: F. Rey Noel


One

It was a hot and sweaty Christmas and my wife, Annabelle, and I couldn’t have been in higher spirits. We had finally made it happen. We had finally managed to delicately, politely, and with less fanfare than anticipated and quite a bit more confidence and grace, inform our respective families that we would not be joining them for the holiday season this year. We were opting instead to spend it in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, all-inclusive resort that we’d been dying to visit for the better part of a decade.

We had successfully traded the gray, gloomy winter, beige food, and bland egg nog for palm-lined beaches, coral reefs, Michelin-Star-quality restaurants, and an endless supply of tropical drinks with tiny umbrellas. Instead of suffering quietly in the bitter, freezing cold and miserable snow and the cacophony of blaring car horns from angry, stressed-out Massholes, we were frolicking half-naked beneath a Caribbean sun on a gorgeous white-sand beach with crystal clear, azure water providing the relaxing soundtrack to a much different kind of Christmas than we were used to. Needless to say, it was a Christmas that we wouldn’t soon forget.

On Christmas Eve, the third day of our stay, we decided to have brunch at the restaurant located on the third-story veranda overlooking the gigantic pool area below with a breathtaking view of the ocean several hundred yards beyond that. It was a pristine day and one that, as I recall, seemed to demand copious amounts of champagne with our expertly prepared eggs benedict. Annabelle and I clinked glass after glass, toasting our ingenious escape from the East Coast and our families, and laughed in the mid-morning sun, truly enjoying each other's company for the first time in what felt like years. Looking back it was clear that before this trip, we’d sort of been going through the motions. Placing the important things on the back-burner and putting our relationship on autopilot, as it were.

As we talked and laughed and ate and drank on the veranda on that gorgeous day, it became quite clear to me that we needed not only to escape the oppressive New England winter and our annoying families, but we needed this. Our relationship needed some alone time, some time to reflect and heal from years of taking each other for granted and letting the days and years just fall off the calendar without really taking the time to savor us. And now here we were and I could feel a shift, it was subtle, but we were opening up to each other again, letting our guards down, allowing ourselves to be vulnerable and in the process we were reconnecting. To put a finer point on it, we were falling in love all over again.

Our minds in a champagne colored haze, we finished eating (and polished off a few more bottles) before we retired to our suite to get changed and head down to the beach to enjoy Christmas Eve like we never had before. I changed into my trunks quickly as we’d left the balcony doors open and I was worried a curious onlooker down at the pool might happen to glance up and see my pale white nether region staring back at them. The horror, the horror!

Annabelle changed in front of the mirror over near the bathroom into a revealing, dark red two-piece suit that fit her curves in all the right ways and I found myself struggling to keep my prick in its proper place so as not to create an embarrassing pants tent that would only serve to expose more man-thigh than was already showing. Which was certainly too much as far as I was concerned but Annabelle insisted that it was in fact the style these days and to wear my old, longer trunks out in public would only serve to embarrass her and me. But of course, more importantly, her.

However, try as I may, my member simply would not cooperate and within a few seconds I went from half-mast to full speed ahead and there were no pleats on which to blame an optical illusion or a trick of the light. Before I could hide my shame or at least tuck it up into my waistband, Annabell spun around from the mirror and instantly spotted the unmistakable bulge pointing directly at her curvaceous hips which now faced me square on.

“Ahoy, sailor,” she said with a sly grin.

I opened my mouth but no words came forth as she walked slowly towards me, her hips swaying in rhythm from side to side with each step closer. I was frozen in place, mesmerized by her movements, ever more blood rushing to the tip of my dick and engorging my shaft so full to the brim that it ached. Her newly minted sun-kissed skin caught the shining rays from over my shoulder and glistened in the soft light and for a moment she seemed aglow with all the sexual energy that suddenly charged the room.

“Did you swipe a banana from the buffet or are you just happy to see me?” she said, as she at last arrived where I was standing and pressed her body firmly into mine. She planted a soft, delicate kiss on my quivering lips and gently brushed her hand over my chest, tracing an imaginary line with her fingernail from sternum to navel and finally to my crotch, where her fingers slowly and methodically inspected the situation below deck. I gulped hard and stammered something, I can’t remember what, but it only served to make her giggle. She placed her hand over her lips and gasped, teasing me.

“My, my, my William, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?”

I nodded my head yes.

Before I knew what was happening, Annabelle dropped to her knees in front of me and had my trunks down around my ankles in a flash. I was now standing, completely naked, with the balcony doors open behind me, the warm, salty sea breeze whipping at my bare ass cheeks.

“Annabelle, we can’t do this here, we have to close the…” but my sentence was cut short as my wife took me into her mouth and all the way down her throat so that her nose was pressed against my pelvis. I had the presence of mind to thank my lucky stars that I’d decided to perform some long overdue manscaping just that morning in the shower as she held the position for a few long seconds before pulling off and gasping for a breath of air. She began stroking my hard cock in her left hand while gazing directly into my eyes, a devilish grin on her face.

We hadn’t has sex in weeks and I was sure it had been at least two months before that. The way we were going, we were lucky if we reached a baker’s dozen in a year and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten a blowjob. But there I was, buck naked for all of the Caribbean to see, my wife on her knees on the cold, tile floor of our suite, greedily slurping on my dick. Where in the hell was this coming from?

Well, in truth I knew damn well where it was coming from. As shy and reserved as she might often be, Annabelle had a tendency to really - and I mean really - let loose when drink was involved. She wasn’t a lightweight by any stretch but she rarely ever imbibed at home aside from the occasional glass or two of red wine with dinner and maybe one or two more at parties. By my count, we’d polished off three bottles of bubbly and so she was quite tipsy but not embarrassingly, fall-down drunk. When in these states, rare though they may be, she had a tendency to develop a bit of a hard edge in her personality, to eagerly play the part of an instigator, always looking for a bit of harmless trouble. All of this meant that she was also in the perfect zone to drop her inhibitions and let her inner-slut out. A version of herself that I had seldom seen since we were at university together over a decade ago. But I must admit, with the way things were going, this version of Annabelle was a sight for sore eyes - or was it sore balls?

“Let ‘em watch, who cares? We’ll never see any of these people again,” she said and spat on the head of my cock to lube it up as she stroked more vigorously.

“I want you to fuck me, right here, right now,” she said, standing up and pulling me over towards the bed. “Come on, fuck me,” she said rather sternly.

At this point, I let instinct take over and simply did as I was told. Never look a gift horse in the mouth they tell me. And with frequent droughts I was prone to experiencing back home, I wouldn’t have dared just then.

I followed her over to the bed where she pushed me backward across the sheets so that I was lying horizontally across the bed instead of vertically. She pounced on top of me and in one single motion managed to grab my cock and slide it effortlessly into her dripping wet pussy with an audible gasp.

She began riding me, slowly at first, but then fast and hard. Her juices dripping down my balls and coating them in a thick white resin.

“Oh fuck yes, Will,” she exclaimed, “I missed this hard cock inside me…”

“I missed you too,” I said, trying to sit up a little, bringing my torso off the bed to meet her halfway for a kiss, but at that exact moment she placed both her hands firmly on my chest and pressed me back down onto the white linen sheets and rode me harder.

“Why don’t you fuck me any more baby? You know how much I need some hard dick in my life, don’t you?” her guard was clearly down and she was really letting loose, I hadn’t heard her talk like this in years.

“I - yes I do…” I stammered. She was closing her eyes tightly as she rode me to orgasm. That’s when things took a, shall we say interesting, turn

“Well, then why don’t you fuck me more - fuck me like the slut that I am, don’t you want this pussy baby? Wrapped around your hard cock?”

“Well, yes. I mean of course I --”

Her eyes snapped wide open and for a moment I didn’t recognize her. The person staring back at me seemed a stranger in a strange land and the words that came out of her mouth next seemed to flow forth in slow motion.

“Or do you want to watch me get fucked...by someone else? Someone with a bigger, fatter cock? Would you like that, Will? Seeing your wife fucked right in front of you, by another man?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. What was she saying to me? The only thing I knew for sure was that my dick was going to explode if this strange woman kept egging me on like this. But rather than admit that the jig was up and go along, I tried to pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about, even though deep down...I did.

“Wait - what? What are you talking about?” I said as she slowed down her thrusts and began slowly raising and lowering herself up and down on my shaft. She never broke eye contact.

“Oh, don’t lie to me, William...I found your stash…” she let that hang in the air as I lay helplessly beneath her. Oh no.

“My stash?”

How had she stumbled upon my stash? How did she? What was happening? When? Who? I was at a total loss and drowning in my own dreadful thoughts.

“Don’t play stupid with me, I found your porn…” she leaned back so that her arms were behind her on the bed, shoulders back, her chest opening towards me, hips forward as she slowly grinded the top of her pussy onto the head of my cock, the roughness tickling the nerve endings of my cap in all the right ways. 

“Those dirty wives cheating on their husbands with those big, sexy cocks...I had no idea that’s what you were into,” she said, smiling as if she had opened up my soul and laid all my darkest secrets bare right before me. My head was spinning, I didn’t know which way was up. The juxtaposition of the world I’d been in just moments ago - the one where I was casually brunching at a Caribbean beach resort with my lovely wife - and the one I found myself in now had me trapped in a vortex of very confusing and, I must say, very arousing emotions.

“I’m not into - that’s not…”

She reached down with her right hand and placed her index finger over my lips to shush me.

“It’s ok baby, I want to help you,” she said, “I want to help you live out your fantasy…”

I was so close to exploding I couldn’t even manage a single syllable at that moment. I was totally powerless before her and she knew it. She was relishing the dominant role.

“I want to help you cum baby, so just think of me...right in front of you. I’m right in front of you as another man slides his big, fat cock between my legs and you’re just sitting there. You can’t even touch me you just have to watch as -”

The cry of my orgasm cut her off abruptly as I unleashed a torrent of cum deep inside her, filling her up with my hot, sticky seed.

“Holy shit,” I whimpered as she still sat on top of me.

She looked down on me with the smile of a benevolent dictator and patted me on the chest.

“Mmmm, yeah,” she said, “that’s exactly what I thought.” She leaned over and kissed me before leaving me in a heap on the bed while she went to clean herself up in the bathroom. Before I had time to process what had just happened, she returned looking hotter than ever before, glowing stronger even. Something about her had changed.

“Ready to go to the beach?” she said, as sweet and innocent as ever before. And as if the whole ordeal hadn’t just happened.

I looked back at her, dumbfounded.


Two

We’d been sitting on the beach for the better part of an hour and neither of us had yet to bring up what had just happened back in our suite. Annabelle was right next to me, reading a tattered copy of a book of poems by Emily Dickinson, seemingly without a care in the world. I watched her for several moments through my sunglasses and stared in amazement at how totally carefree and unphased she appeared to be. She didn’t seem mad at me. In fact, she didn’t seem anything at all.

I began racking my brain, thinking about all the sordid videos and lewd photos that comprised my private, personally curated collection, as it were. And I began to feel sick. Given the sheer volume of material I’d collected over the years she couldn’t possibly have sifted through every single file. But that gave me no comfort whatsoever as I was forced to wonder and guess at just which ones she had seen and what impression they’d left on her.

Yes, there was a very general theme of wives and girlfriends cheating on their men either with or without their consent. But within that genre, things ranged from hotwifing and wife sharing orgies to cuckolding and humiliation and on and on. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t mortified and ashamed of myself, petrified with fear in anticipation of what she might have come across. Or had she viewed anything at all? Did she just view the collection of file names and was now just messing with me for fun? At last I couldn’t take it any longer and felt compelled to say something.

“I’m going to grab a beer from the bar. Do you want anything?” I asked, standing up from my lounge chair. Coward.

“Umm, yes actually, can you get me a glass of chilled white wine? I think I’m starting to get hungover from brunch already,” she smiled up at me from her book.

“Ok,” I said and she went back to reading.

Truth be told, I was feeling a little rough myself and I much prefer a little hair of the dog as opposed to facing my hangover head on like some undignified novice. But I knew I was avoiding the issue and didn’t want to let it fester any longer, or worse completely miss a chance to say anything at all before we returned to the commotion and distraction of our daily lives in New England and never spoke of it again. I forced myself to sit back down and face Annabelle.

This caused her to look up and smile again at me. She took off her sunglasses and stared deeply into my eyes. For the briefest of moments, I again caught a glimpse of that strange seductress I’d encountered back in our suite. The one who looked deep into my soul and read everything - all of my deepest and darkest desires. But in a flash it was gone and my sweet Annabelle was once again looking at me with her innocent hazel eyes.

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked.

I let out a heavy sigh.

“Are we really not going to talk about it? I mean...I feel like we have to talk about it. Don’t we?”

She put her sunglasses back on and turned to look at her book once more. She smiled smugly to herself as she flipped a page.

“Sure, we can talk about it...but are you sure you can talk about it without getting hard?” she said. And at that very instant I felt my cock lurch to life and I quickly pressed my hands over my crotch. Annabelle looked over and giggled, raising her eyebrows as if to say, thought so.

“Come on, I’m serious. This isn’t funny.”

She snapped her book shut and sat up, turning to face me. She placed her hands on my knees.

“Look, baby. It’s not a big deal.”

“So, you’re not mad about it, about my…”

“Porn collection? I mean, I was a little creeped out...at first. But then I clicked on a few and well, I don’t know it was kind of tasteful. I didn’t mind it.”

I couldn’t believe we were having this conversation but here we were, on a beach in Mexico, talking about my embarrassing collection of hotwife and cuckolding porn. I searched her face for clues but there were none. Didn’t mind it? Did that mean she liked it? Was she turned on by it? There were a million questions I was too scared to ask, so I stammered along best I could.

“Well,” I started, unsure where to take the conversation, “I’m sorry. That was wrong of me and I guess, I don’t know. I’m just embarrassed about it…”

I was afraid to even ask which videos she’d watched and I decided I wasn’t going to open that can of worms on my own.

“There’s nothing to be sorry about, like I said, no big deal.”

But then a thought occurred to me that made me a little angry.

“Wait a minute, how long ago was this?”

“Last week,” she said.

“So, was this your plan all along? To get me all sexed up and torture me with...”

“Your wildest fantasies?” she said, finishing my sentence for me.

She shrugged her shoulders.

“I guess I didn’t really have a plan, I wasn’t even sure if I was going to say anything but after all the champagne and the way you looked at me back in the room, it just felt right...in the moment, you know?”

I was seething a little bit but tried to calm down.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to torture you. I thought you’d like it. I wanted to help you live out a fantasy. I thought maybe you - we - could use that. We haven’t exactly been having a lot of sex lately.”

I nodded, acknowledging the nobility of her intent.

“I guess I just thought, in the moment, bringing up a hot fantasy instead of just going through the same boring script we act out every few months might, you know, help us get going again. Rekindle that spark,” she said.

Ouch. Even though it’s often obvious, hearing your significant other acknowledge, with a fair bit of frustration and remorse, the lack of sex in your relationship still stings like hell. Neither of us spoke for a few moments.

“I mean, it is just a fantasy right? You wouldn’t actually want me to you know...fuck another guy...would you?”

Annabelle’s sweet face stared back at me, searching for any hints or clues that may have been etched in the wrinkles that were just beginning, at this stage of my late thirties, to form on my face.

“No,” I shook my head. “No, of course not. Just a fantasy,” I said. For a moment I thought I saw a trace of sorrow in her face, like she’d just heard some bad news of which she’d been hoping to hear the opposite was true. But it faded quickly.

Unsure where else to take things, I stood up and brushed some sand off my trunks.

“I’ll go get us those drinks,” I said. Coward.


Three

We managed to stave off our hangovers for a few more hours and after a lazy, drink-filled afternoon on the beach, we packed up our belongings as twilight descended upon us and went back to the suite to get cleaned up and dressed for a fancy Christmas Eve dinner at the premier steakhouse restaurant that was on the resort’s premises. This was not one of those faux fine dining establishments either, no, this restaurant boasted a Michelin Star chef and one of the most exclusive wine cellars in the western hemisphere. Annabelle and I had been looking forward to eating here for a very, very long time indeed.

But as we got dressed and went downstairs for dinner, Annabelle in a regal red dress and heels, and I in my best tailored suit, I couldn’t help but feel the magic we’d experienced earlier at brunch and shortly thereafter was suddenly gone.

At dinner, I continued to feel the same way, despite the many generous glasses of wine we consumed, as we made irregular, idle banter and spent much of the time sharing awkward glances across the table we shared to keep the party going. The silver lining was that dinner was absolutely spectacular and we got to taste some of the best wines this world has to offer, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were being robbed of something. I wanted that same experience we’d had at brunch to visit us at the table in that moment. That ease of conversation and intimate connection seemed blocked off. I cleared my throat to try to get things flowing again.

“So, I umm…”

While it’s true, in that instant I did not know what to say next, the thing that actually stopped me from speaking was looking up to realize that Annabelle wasn’t paying the least bit of attention to me. In fact, it was clear her mind wasn’t even at the table with us. Her head was cocked to the right and her gaze was fixed across the dining room, somewhere towards the kitchen. I followed her line of sight across several tables of diners, all the way to the other side of the room, where a tall, dark, and handsome waiter was standing and surveying the room.

I traced the same line back to Annabelle and there she was, still staring. Totally oblivious to my existence. She was absentmindedly fingering the tiny, silver heart-shaped charm that dangled from a thin silver chain in her hand, a gift I’d given to her on our fifth wedding anniversary (and an expensive one at that) and she was...biting her bottom lip? I quickly glanced back to my right to see the same tall, dark, and handsome waiter still standing there and at such a distance, I couldn’t be sure but it certainly seemed as if he was returning Annabelle’s sultry stare.

I couldn’t believe it. She was checking him out. And, it appeared, he was doing the same to her. Was I seeing things? I tried to convince myself I was, but the ever-growing bulge in my suit pants that was soon threatening to rip a hole in the fabric, suggested that, on some level, I wanted very much to believe what I was seeing. I swallowed hard and let the feelings simmer for a moment as I watched Annabelle and tried to imagine what she might be thinking?

Was she fantasizing about having him? About having his big, black cock tearing up her insides as I watched mere feet away? Was I part of her fantasy at all, or had she forgotten about me? Was she just using my porn collection as a pretense to cheat on me? To have another man because....because I wasn’t good enough?

Again, I was a swirling vortex of emotional confusion but all the while my dick got harder and harder as I pictured the young, handsome stud coming back to our suite room with us after we’d finished desert and pummeling my wife’s brains out right in front of me as she squealed in ecstasy and came in a way that I could never produce with my average equipment.

“Desert sir?”

I snapped myself out of my daydream. Or was it a nightmare? Annabelle sat across from me, dumbfounded with a concerned look on her face, arms folded across her chest which accentuated her cleavage in a wonderful way.

“Are you ok William? That’s the fourth time he’s asked you. I was about to call for assistance.”

I looked at her like she had seven heads and then looked to my right.

It was the tall, dark, and handsome waiter, holding out a dessert menu in my direction and smiling down at me.

Shit, how long had I been locked into that fantasy? What was happening to me? I reached down and readjusted the white cloth napkin on my lap to make sure it was adequately covering up the raging boner I still had in my pants and I pulled my chair in a little closer to the table for good measure. It made an awful screeching noise that caused almost everyone in the dining room to stop what they were doing and fix their eyes on our table. After an awkward beat, everyone went back to eating and I accepted the menu from our suddenly new waiter who’d I’d just been fantasizing about having a go at my wife.

“Uhh, yes. Yes, thank you,” I said, feeling like the biggest idiot on the planet.

I scanned the menu for a second and picked the first thing that jumped out at me.

“I’ll have the creme brule, please and thank you.”

I handed the menu back to the waiter without making eye contact.

“And I’ll have the chocolate…”

I looked up and there she was again, that sinister seductress, staring back at me with lust in her eyes. She was again staring into my soul with that same knowing look.

“...lava cake,” she said, finishing the thought.

Then she smiled at me and the stranger was gone. Annabelle handed her menu back to the waiter, but she made direct eye contact with him and he smiled at her. It was a different one than he’d offered to me just moments before but I couldn’t help but notice him rake his eyes up and down Annabelle’s body as he took the menu from her slender hand.

After a few minutes, one of the runners brought out our desserts and we finished them mainly in silence and my erection gradually, mercifully subsided.

Again, I could not be sure, but I swore I’d looked up several times in between bites to find Annabelle with her attention fixed elsewhere and every time I followed her gaze to its endpoint, there he was, the tall, dark, and handsome waiter. I got jealous and turned on and more than a little confused each time.

There was an elephant in the room, no doubt about it, and I quickly realized that if we didn’t address it, that magic from brunch might be gone forever. Sometimes you only get one shot at a thing and it’s a shame to miss it. I wasn’t sure what this thing was but I felt it slipping through my grasp and, crazy as it seemed, I decided I was determined to hold onto it for dear life and see where it took us, for better...or for worse.


Four

My mind had moved from a wonderfully mellow buzz to something more sinister, a state of being where all manner of wicked thoughts bounced around unmoored from their rational shackles, wholly unimpeded by my inhibition and logic. I heard the door close softly behind me as I entered the suite first, followed by Annabelle. I turned around to look at her and she smiled at me, those sweet, innocent hazel eyes betraying no hint of mischief whatsoever.

“What’s wrong now, babe?” she asked, seemingly quite genuine in her concern. But before I could answer that concern was replaced with a wicked smile and the seductress has once again returned to tantilize and torture me.

“Were you checking out that waiter...at dinner?” I asked.

This time, the seductress didn’t vanish, she stayed right where she was and showed no signs of leaving. Annabelle raised her eyebrows.

“You mean that sexy black man who took our dessert order?”

My cock gave another lurch as blood began rushing to the tip and filling up the shaft with remarkable speed. I gulped and nodded.

“What if I was?” she asked, taking a step towards me, “would that...turn you on?” she continued her advance until she was standing just inches away from my trembling body. I had no idea where this was going to lead, but I had resolved to follow through on my decision to see this thing out, for better...or for worse. And in that moment I let the more sinister state of being take the reins completely.

After all, it was just a harmless fantasy, right? We weren’t really going to...I mean we couldn’t, could we?

She again took her finger and traced a line with her nail down my torso and stopped when she came to the bulge in my pants.

“You know, those were actually my favorite videos...in your collection…” she said, now slowly walking a circle around me, removing pieces of clothing from my body as she walked, first my jacket, then tie, then the belt was next. My heart rate increased and I was having trouble controlling my breath.

“What videos?” I asked, but I already knew the answer. They were my favorite ones too. The contrast of the skin was so visually stimulating and the women never seemed like they were acting, it seemed more...real, passionate, intense.

“Oh, I think you know...those sexy, buff men and their big, dark cocks. You know, I actually masturbated to a few of them thinking about what it would be like.”

She laughed lightly.

“I guess that’s something we both have in common now, isn’t it?” she said, teasing me.

My cock was ready to burst out of my pants and Annabelle looked down and took notice.

“Oh my Will, this is really turning you on isn’t it? I never knew you were such a dirty, dirty boy…”

She took her middle finger and thumb and gently flicked at the head of my cock.

I nodded in the affirmative, still unable to speak.

“Good,” she said, “because it’s turning me on too.”

She lay down on the bed and summoned me over to her, spreading her legs to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties. I could see her sweet juices glistening down her thighs.

I walked slowly over to her and then bent over to kiss her, but she reached out and placed a finger over my lips and shook her head no. Then she used her other hand to press my head down towards her pantiless pussy and instructed me to get to work.

I leaned over and paused just above her soaking wet lips, letting my breath tickle her down there, just a little bit. She let out a soft moan, letting me know she was eagerly anticipating the action. I puckered up and kissed gently on the top of her vagina and extended my tongue downward, licking just inside her walls and letting her sweet, tangy juices trickle across my tastebuds where they reached the back of my throat and stung my nostrils. The unity of these sensations, taste, touch, sound, and smell had me rock hard and I reached down to slowly stroke myself while I ate her pussy.

Annabelle reached down and gave me a light smack on the head and silently scolded me for touching myself.

“Not until I say you can,” she said. I let go of my cock, obeying the seductress and instead took my hand and slid two fingers inside her while I licked and sucked on her sex. She arched her back and moaned as my fingers entered and explored her wet walls.

“More…” she whispered in the dim light of our suite. “I want more…”

I stopped tantalizing her with my tongue for a moment and looked up across her navel into her lust filled eyes, not comprehending her.

“Slide another finger in, I want to be stretched…the way a big, black cock would stretch me,” she whispered. I almost came right there without even touching myself but I managed to keep my excitement in check.

Now Annabelle was normally so tight that I could barely even get a single finger inside her, let alone two. But she was adamant. So with my left palm facing me I brought my index and ring fingers together so that they were touching and resting on top of my middle finger so that the formation was narrow at the top and wider at the base.

I slowly began to slide my three left fingers inside her. The tip entered easily enough but as I plunged deeper I could feel some resistance. But no sooner did I feel that than it seemed an extra gush of juice would secrete and make the resistance futile. I kept pressing deeper and the base of my three-finger formation at last was inside and I felt her walls stretching to accommodate the girth. I’d never been more turned on before in my life.

“Of fuck, Will...that feels so good. I need to be stretched like this...I need a big, fat cock to come stretch me out, would you like that?”

Hearing the words come out of her mouth once more had me feeling those same conflicting emotions more intensely than ever before.

Would I like that?

In the heat of the moment, it seemed I most definitely would. And so I decided to let my inner most desires out into the world. I dared in that moment, to finally verbalize them. I looked down into my wife’s smoldering eyes and nodded my head.

“Yes, I would…” I whispered, “I want to watch you get stretched out by a big fat, cock…”

As I let the words fly from my mouth, I could feel Annabelle getting wetter than I’d ever felt her before in my life. Between that and her overall body language I could tell this was a major turn on for her too, which of course only turned me on more, but it also had me wondering once again just exactly whose fantasy this was. Mine or hers? Or could it be both and still be ok? Did she secretly, covertly actually want this to happen? Was she leading me on and hoping I’d take the bait?

The sound of my wife cumming harder than I’d ever seen her cum before as she grinded her hips onto my three-fingers deep inside her wet pussy pulled me out of my stupor and back into the present. I pulled my hand out of her and stepped towards her, preparing to enter her with my raging hard cock.

I looked deep into her eyes and saw nothing but pure, carnal lust staring back at me and she smiled, once again that wicked grin, and she began slowly shaking her head no.

“I don’t think so baby, you don’t get to touch me yet...” she used her foot to push me away, “I want to watch you. I want you to pretend you’re watching me get fucked and you can’t do anything but sit there and stroke to it...go head baby, stroke that hard cock for me while I get fucked…”

I took a step back, a little thrown off by my wife’s refusal but still insanely turned on by the unexpected twist. She slipped her own three fingers inside of herself this time and began to give me a taste of my fantasy - our fantasy now, it seemed.

I grabbed my throbbing cock in my right hand and began to jerk off in front of my wife. Something I’d never, ever done in front of anyone before. Something I’d never really imagined I’d ever do. But I could tell it was turning her on.

“That’s it baby, stroke that cock for me. Good boy. You like this don’t you?”

I nodded vigorously.

“Holy shit, this is so hot baby...watching you stroke your cock while I get fucked by another man, while he pounds me raw with his huge dick right in front of you...he feels so much better than you...oohhhhh fuck…”

In an instant, I totally lost control of my body. Huge gobs of thick, white jizz sprayed forth from the head of my cock so violently that they shot over Annabelle’s head and landed in gentle droplets on top of the bed, staining the down comforter with oily marks of shame.

I looked down, my withering cock in my hand and then back over to my wife who was up on her elbows, pussy still glistening in the dim light, grinning back at me.

“Holy. Shit. You continue to surprise me William Davis...I can’t believe how much this turns you on…”

I shook my head in disbelief.

“Neither can I,” I said. Only I wasn’t talking about myself. I knew how much it turned me on. What really surprised me was how much it seemed to turn Annabelle on. Never in a million years would I have thought this would be something she’d be into. The fact that she was had me more than a little worried, had I really not known my wife all these years? For that matter, had we really not known each other?


Five

We’d silently drifted off into the kind of deep, yet uneasy sleep that comes after a long day of drinking. If I had any dreams at all I’d forgotten them by morning. But in the cool light of early dawn, I awoke surprised to find myself with only a small headache and doubly surprised to be completely free of any regret or shame concerning the night before. Minus the small pounding sensation between my temples, I dare say I felt like a million bucks that fine Caribbean Christmas Morning. 

Sadly, the same could not be said for Annabelle. At least, not at first. As I turned to face her I was surprised to find an empty space in the bed where her body had been. That’s when I heard it. An awful retching noise, a deep guttural, almost primal yell, coming from the bathroom. The hangover had finally caught up with her and she was throwing up her guts in the toilet and she was anything but ladylike about it.

I laughed a bit to myself, noting that what I was feeling was lightyears away from what Annabelle must have been experiencing in that moment. I winced however, when I remembered how she also had a knack for developing some of the most wicked, vile, and lengthy hangovers I’d ever seen and I worried our Christmas Day in paradise might now be ruined as she was likely to be spending the better part of the day in bed, “trying not to die,” as she often put it.

But, much to my surprise, after a few more wretches, the bathroom door opened and my wife quietly joined me back in bed with the fresh smell of peppermint and mouthwash wafting from her tired mouth. She curled up next to me and wrapped herself in my arms.

“Feeling alright?” I said, stroking a fallen lock of hair from her face and tucking it behind her ear. She nodded.

“Are we going to need to cancel Christmas?” I half-joked.

“No, I actually think I’m going to be fine…” she said.

After a few silent moments watching the sun creep up over the horizon, I cleared my throat.

“So listen, about last night - about yesterday - all of it...I…”

“Let’s not talk about it,” she said, “we were drunk and got a little carried away, that’s all. It was a long day. No big deal,” she said, resting her palm on my chest.

“Yeah…” I said, voice trailing off, unsure where to go with my thoughts.

I watched her tiny hand rise and fall with my breath, somehow completely relieved and utterly crestfallen at the same time. Perhaps she was right. Perhaps that ought to have been the extent of it. We could just write it off and keep living our lives as if nothing happened.

But that feeling from the night before, at dinner, was still nagging at me. And I thought of the exhilaration I’d felt the night before - we’d hadn’t even had sex! Not in the traditional sense anyway. And yet somehow, without ever inserting myself inside her, it was easily the most powerful sexual experience of my life.

As I replayed the highlight reel of moments in my mind, I found myself getting extremely turned on and more than a little hard. I’m not proud of myself but I couldn’t exactly help it either, well I suppose I could have but I didn’t want to. I made a move to get up but stopped short when I realized Annabelle was sound asleep. I recalibrated my escape so as to disturb her as minimally as possible and I was able to slip out from beneath her weight without much fuss and only a light stirring from what, at that moment, with her brunette hair falling down around her face, her slender body curled up like a pretzel, and the soft, cool light of the early morning sun creeping through the shades, looked like nothing short of the most perfect, beautiful angel lying on a pillowy cloud of goose down and satin. I stood over her for a moment, watching her sleep, smile on my face before my pesky pecker reminded me it was rearing to go.

I tiptoed to the bathroom and gently shut the door and locked it. Only that last part wasn’t true. In my haste to be a naughty boy and abuse myself in the eyes of the lord, I’d forgotten to lock the door. I laid some toilet paper over the back of the toilet seat, quite haphazardly I must say, then pushed my boxer-briefs down to the cold, hard ground and began to gently pull on my pud as I again replayed the highlight reel of the night before, Annabelle’s sultry voice echoing in my head.

I don’t think so baby, you don’t get to touch me yet…

...pretend you’re watching me get fucked and you can’t do anything…

stroke that hard cock for me while I get fucked…

...while he pounds me raw with his huge dick right in front of you...he feels so much better than you…

oohhhhh fuck…

“OH MY GOD, WILL?! What are you doing?”

I spun around in horror and saw my wife staring back at me in total shock. I hadn’t even heard the door click open and groan on its hinges. I was so absorbed in the lustful fantasy of the night before that I’d completely lost my sense of self.

And it was too late for me. Tragically, comically so.

The launch sequence had been initiated, the tooth paste had been karate chopped from the tub, the milk was spilling...all over my hand and onto the floor in a puddle near my feet.

“Merry Christmas?” I said weakly, shrugging my shoulders in an effort to make light of the situation.

Annabelle let out a small, frightful whimper and dashed out of the bathroom. I could hear her jump into bed followed by the rustling of the covers.

“Fuck. Shit. Fuck…” I muttered over and over again as I quickly wiped up the mess and washed my hands. I pulled my boxer-briefs back on and slowly, shamefully walked out of the bathroom.

Annabelle was curled up in a ball beneath the comforter with it pulled up and over her head as if she was hiding from a thunderstorm. Her breathing slowed as she recognized my presence in the room. She was almost completely still.

After an awkward beat, I heard giggling. And then that gave way to an absolute howling storm of laughter as my wife totally lost it.

“Hey, that’s not nice...Come on. I woke up - and you were - what was I supposed to do?” I stammered, trying to justify myself like a buffoon. But it was no use. I don’t even think she could hear me over her relentless guffawing. 

I hung my head in defeat and then, strangely, I began to laugh thunderously as well and suddenly, inexplicably, that magic from the morning before at brunch had returned to us and I felt as though we were in store for an extra special Christmas after all.


Six

Our stomachs in a stitch and our cheek bones sore and tired from smiling so hard, we finally managed to pull ourselves together and make some coffee to help take the edge off our delayed hangovers.

Despite the raucous laugh session, I knew there was still work to be done. A final hurdle to clear. Only this time I wasn’t afraid to broach the subject. Deep down, I knew it was what I wanted, I knew, I think, on some level Annabelle was game too. And, I know it sounds crazy to say, but I was willing to take the risk.

As I stood in the small kitchenette pouring fresh coffee into a pair of whimsical, white ceramic mugs, I just blurted it out. Like a bandaid, baby. Right off!

“What if it wasn’t just a fantasy?” I said, spinning around with two piping hot cups of coffee and walking over to join my wife on the sofa in the living area of the suite. I handed her a mug as the steam curled upward toward the ceiling, filling the entire room with one of the sweetest aromas known to humankind.

“What if what wasn’t a fantasy?” she asked, blinking her eyes at me.

“Come on, you know what I’m talking about. I woke up this morning and all I could think about was last night...the things you said, I was just so turned on I couldn’t help it that’s why I…you know,” I made dumb motion towards the bathroom with my hand and chuckled.

“Seriously?” she asked, genuinely taken aback by my admission.

“Yeah, why else did you think I’d be doing that?”

“I don’t know, just taking care of your morning wood? I didn’t think I had anything to do with it.”

“Well, it did. It had everything to do with it,” I said.

I let her chew on that for a minute before continuing.

“I’m not saying I want to do it today or anything. Or ever really, especially, you know...if you’re not into it. I don’t want to pressure you, plus it’s probably not something we should rush into anyway without really talking about it. But…” I let out a heavy sigh, “I guess what I’m trying to say is it’s a lot more than just a fantasy if that makes sense. And I want to be honest with you, and, I wanted to say it while we were both, you know...”

“Sober?” she said, finishing my thought.

I nodded my head and placed my palm over the top of her hand. She smiled at me and I melted inside.

“Oh, Will...:” she looked away, a little embarrassed searching for the words, “I mean I don’t know what to say, I guess I kind of figured it was a little more than a fantasy when I stumbled on your stash but still, I never expected to hear it out loud. It’s a little strange…”

I opened my mouth to say something, but thought better of it. I wanted to let her have a chance to process her thoughts and get out whatever it was she wanted to say in that moment.

“I guess, I don’t really know what to say besides that…” she said.

“Well, I mean does it turn you on to think about...doing something like that?” I asked, already knowing the answer. She laughed a little.

“Well, I mean obviously, yeah...

I began to smile from ear to ear as she continued.

“But I think, for me, it’s probably just a fantasy. At least for now. I’m not sure if it’s something I could actually go through with in real life, you know?”

As quickly as it came, my smile faded. I swallowed hard. For a moment I felt like I’d been walloped on the nose by a baseball or something. It stung. But, deep down I understood the hesitation. Problem was, I wanted it anyway. Hesitations be damned.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to play it cool. “It’s probably for the best that way…” I think she picked up on my sorrow.

“But hey, I mean it is pretty hot and there’s no limit to what we can cook up together, as a fantasy?”

She reached over and began rubbing the head of my cock with her hand from outside my pants and I was instantly hard again.


Seven

By the end of a delicious breakfast and a few mimosas each, I had almost entirely forgotten about the chat Annabelle and I had just had back in the suite. I’d almost totally forgotten the disappointment and had convinced myself it was indeed for the best. I’d gotten caught up in the moment, temporary insanity. That was all. It was just a fantasy and that was just fine with me.

And best of all? We’d quickly recaptured that feeling from yesterday’s brunch. We were opening up and connecting with each other again and vibing on that magical frequency. Laughter was plentiful and the booze was flowing. I found myself wondering why in the hell I’d even broached the subject in the first place, this was a good thing, a great thing...why do something that might screw it up?

Regret...that’s why. You’ll never know what could have been…said a strange voice from deep inside my mind. Or was it the devil on my shoulder? Either way, I pushed it aside and kept telling myself all was well. I didn’t know what I was talking about yesterday. Today, here and now, how I was feeling - that was what I really wanted.

As I had that thought, I looked up at Annabelle to find she was studying me intently and for the briefest of moments I saw that flash again - that sinister seductress from yesterday - but within the blink of an eye, she was gone. And there was my sweet Annabelle sitting across from me, innocent and sweet, her hazel eyes shimmering in the morning sun.

But despite what my eyes were telling me, something suddenly felt off. My heart was beating faster and blood was rushing to my cock.

“Ready to hit the beach?” Annabelle said, standing up and pushing in her chair. This snapped me out of my daze and thankfully, also snapped off the flow of blood to my genitals before it was too late.

“Yes, dear,” I said and stood up. I gave my head a quick shake and tried to refocus my mind on other things...things that had nothing whatsoever to do with another man railing my wife right in front of me.

I really tried.


Eight

It was still early when we got to the beach and so we had our choice of spots in which to set up shop for the day. Since it was Christmas and we’d agreed in advance not to do gifts this year, we decided to go all out and treat ourselves to some prime real estate in the form of a spacious cabana with an incredible view that was tucked away from the rest of the chairs and umbrellas in a little makeshift cove around the corner from the main resort beach area.

The cabana also came with our own private server, buckets with ice to keep our drinks cool, and access to an exclusive food and drink menu. It was, for all intents and purposes, our own private beach complete with waitstaff, top-shelf liquor, and gourmet food all at the snap of a finger.

And we got it all for the low, low price of about one-hundred American dollars plus tip. It was a steal. A similar setup in the states, say in a place like California or Las Vegas or South Beach, could easily run you a grand or more. We were more than eager to take advantage of the insane value and quickly found ourselves wondering why we didn’t take advantage yesterday too.

“Merry Christmas to us,” I said as I flopped down on one of the luxurious and unfathomably comfortable loungers inside our throne-room-like cabana.

“This is amazing,” Annabelle said, “we should be doing this every day. What a steal!”

Before I could respond, our personal waiter arrived to take our drink order.

“Good morning, party people. Glad to see at least some of our guests are eager and ready to take advantage of this gorgeous Christmas morning. Feliz Navidad my friends, what can I get for you?”

I stared up, mouth agape, it was our waiter from the night before - at dinner - the “gorgeous black man,” as my wife had referred to him, who took our dessert order.

“Hey, I remember you -” Annabelle said, I felt a pit in my stomach, “you took our dessert order last night…” she took off her sunglasses to give him a better look at her face and his eyes instantly lit up with recognition.

“That’s right...you were craving some chocolate...lava cake,” he said, lingering on the word chocolate exactly the same way my wife had the night before.

He quickly shifted his eyes over to me and winked.

“Creme brulee,” he said as he pointed at me.

“That’s right.” I nodded.

“Wow! Great memory,” Annabelle said, leaning up to try to read his name tag, “Dario,” she said with a slight edge to her voice.

“Thank you, uh --”

“Annabelle,” my wife said. And then nothing at all. I cleared my throat.

“Oh, and this is my husband William,” she said, giving a little snort. She was clearly flustered by Dario’s presence and I found myself wondering exactly what was going through her head in that moment. Based on the way she was staring at him, I couldn’t help but wonder if she lied to me back in the room. Maybe she was just too scared of hurting my feelings. Or maybe if the offer had been more concrete...not just anyone...but if she could have Dario...would she have said yes?

There was an awkward silence for a moment or two before I cleared my throat once again.

“Uhh, I’ll just take a cold lager please and thank you.”

Dario gave a slight nod and turned his attention back to Annabelle.

“And for the lady?”

“Shot of tequila, with lime please. And I’ll have a beer as well...to wash it down with,” Annabelle said, looking over at me, trying to entice me to play keep up. She was already playing the instigator and she’d yet to take a sip.

“Oh, fine. I’ll have a shot of tequila as well,” I said.

Dario gave a slight bow and retreated across the beach to put in our order.

Annabelle sat up on her haunches and removed her sunglasses to watch him walk away. Her gaze followed his effortless strides across the white sand for a very, very long time.

I cleared my throat for a third time to snap her back to attention.

She turned around to face me, cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“What?” she asked incredulously. “He’s hot, I can’t help it.”

Those words punched me in the chest and made me insanely jealous.

“Excuse me? What about it just being a fantasy...didn’t we…”

She held up her hand to cut me off.

“It is just a fantasy, and baby...I am fantasizing hard about his fine ass,” she turned to locate Dario but she was gone from site.

My dick was now half-hard and before I could cover it up, she spotted it.

“And I see you’re fantasizing hard too, baby,” she said with a smile.

Defeated and unsure what to say next, I remained silent and buried my nose in a book.

Eventually, Dario returned with our drink order and we downed our shots. The cold beers went down easy on that hot Christmas morning and Dario kept them flowing, along with delicious snacks, for a few hours after that.

Soon, Annabelle and I had the perfect mellow buzz going on as the afternoon sun crept high overhead. The heat and the booze were frying our bodies and brains in all the right ways and suddenly we were both primed for trouble.

As we lay flat on our stomachs facing each other, lost in one another’s eyes, Annabelle disappeared. Not literally of course. Her body was still there, but a new person was inhabiting it. Her inner-slut was coming out and I felt my dick getting hard beneath the weight of my body.

“You know,” she said, “no one can see us in here.”

“Yeah?” I said, unaware of where she was taking this line of thought.

“And Dario just brought us fresh drinks...we could, you know…”

I finally caught on and scolded her. I was too much of a prude for that.

“No way, we can’t do that! What if we got caught,” I protested.

She stuck her tongue out at me and rolled over onto her back.

“You’re no fun,” she said, “I bet Dario would be game,” that last thing was muttered under her breath but I heard it. I pretended not to, however, so as not to give her the satisfaction of knowing she’d gotten to me, or worse her suggesting that the idea would turn me on...because it did. My god, did it turn me on.

“I think I’m starting to burn a little,” she said.

“Even through the cabana?” I asked.

“Yeah, can you help me put some lotion on?” she asked.

I stood up without thinking and my boner nearly took Annabelle’s eyes out.

“Holy shit, Will!” she cried out. “You’re so hard. Are you thinking about me and Dario?” She began to laugh and grab at my crotch but I successfully evaded her outstretched hands and tucked my hard on up into my waistband and pulled my shirt on over my head to make sure the head was covered up as well.

Again, Annabelle stuck her tongue out and blew a raspberry at me. I walked to an area near the entrance of the cabana to grab the sun tan lotion.


Nine

I lazily squirted some lotion into my hands and rubbed them together to warm it up a bit. Then I began to slather it on Annabelle’s back, working the white cream into her silky, tanned skin. I was doing a terrible job, it’s true. I was missing spots, rubbing too hard and pulling her skin with my hand motions and irritating her to no end.

“Ow, be gentle,” she cried out with her face down. “Damn it, Will. Are you even getting my back, what are you doing?”

Before I could answer, a tall figure standing behind me blocked out the sun.

“Here, allow me,” a voice said.

I turned around to find myself face to face with Dario who was carrying a tray with our drinks on it. He placed the tray down carefully on the small table in the corner of the cabana and reached out towards the bottle of lotion that I was suddenly gripping way too tightly in my hand. So much so that I could see the whites of my knuckles.

Instinctively, I pulled away from his outstretched hands which were massive compared to mine and he immediately withdrew as if I’d reached out and slapped him. He held up his hands.

“Hey, sorry I didn’t mean to - it’s just that I’m good with my hands, licensed masseuse and all. I just figured you could sit back and relax and let me take care of your wife. But, no worries.”

Take care of my wife? I found that sentence strangely arousing but before I could say anything, Annabelle lifted her head up, a slight smile on her face. She made eye contact with me as if to say watch this.

“Oh, no. That’s ok, Dario. I would love a pair of hands that know what they’re doing and my husband here could stand to learn a thing or two,” she said.

Dario looked at me unsure, as if waiting for my permission.

“Come on, Will. Give him the lotion,” Annabelle said.

Reluctantly, I gave in and handed the lotion over to Dario. What the hell was happening? Was I really about to let another man lay his hands on my wife? I mean sure it was just some lotion and maybe a light pressure massage but, this didn’t seem normal.

And yet...there I was. Letting it happen and finding myself strangely excited to see where it led.

Dario approached my wife as she lay back down on her stomach. He squirted some lotion into his massive hands, in much the same way I had, but I could tell when he began to rub them together with a smooth, effortless ease that his technique was going to be much different than mine.

He leaned over and reached out towards Annabelle’s body which suddenly seemed even more petite juxtaposed next to Dario’s. He hesitated for a moment and turned to look at me to check if I was watching.

It seemed that the fact that I was indeed staring intently at him and my wife gave him great pleasure as his lips curled into a smile when he saw the look on my face. His smile, in fact, was not unlike the one my wife had flashed several times during our stay - it was that of the sultry seductress - and it appeared, as I studied his face and all the intentions that lay beneath it, the tempress had found her incubus.

Dario turned away from me and placed his hands on Annabelle’s shoulders with light pressure and she let out a soft moan.

It was over for me at that point as I found myself instantly and fully erect as I watched the tall, dark-skinned stud go to work oiling up my wife’s supple body.

“Ohhh, my god. That feels amazing,” she whispered.

Dario laughed.

“I’m just rubbing the lotion on, hardly any pressure,” he said, looking over at me.

“But your hands are so strong and firm and big, it just feels so -”

Her breath was stolen from her as Dario pressed his thumbs into the muscles beneath her shoulder blades and began to loosen her up while he simultaneously and expertly worked the lotion into her skin.

“Just let me know if it’s too much pressure.”

“No, it’s perfect,” Annabelle whispered.

Dario slowly worked his way down her upper back and without a word spoken, unclasped her bikini top and kept right on going down her back.

When he reached the top of her buttocks, he stopped and stood up as if he’d done what he came to do and intended to leave us, finally.

“No,” Annabelle cried, “keep going, please.”

Even though I was still rock hard, I felt the sudden urge to break the whole thing up. This was madness. Why was I allowing this to happen?

“I think that’s enough, honey - I mean, I’m sure Dario is busy,” I said.

He held up his hand.

“Nope, not busy actually,” he looked at his watch, “my shift ended about five minutes ago so, I’m totally free.”

Annabelle looked over at me and then at the bulge in my pants and smiled, self-satisfactorily and then mouthed the word wow at me.

“If you wouldn’t mind just getting the backs of my legs, Dario...I’d really, really appreciate it.”

Dario looked over and smiled at me once again and went back to work, lotioning up my wife’s body.

He put more lotion in his hands and rubbed them together and started rubbing the back of Annabelle’s legs, about mid-hamstring. But soon they were creeping up higher and higher and suddenly his fingers were just inches away from my wife’s pussy.

I found myself wondering if she was wet right then and laughed. Of course she was, how could she not be? Those massive, powerful hands working her over. She was probably in heaven.

She let out another moan, this time louder.

“Oh my god,” she said, exhaling hard.

“Does that feel good?” Dario asked, sliding his hands under her bathing suit and cupping her ass cheeks with his hands.

My dick was ready to explode, but so was my temper.

I stood up quickly and was suddenly yelling.

“Alright, that’s enough!”

Dario jumped back from my wife and put his hands up.

“Hey, man sorry. I didn’t mean to, I just thought you guys were -” he looked over to Annabelle who was staring at me with her mouth agape as if to say, what the hell are you doing you crazy person?

“Will!” she yelled, “calm down, why are you yelling?”

“Sorry, I’m sorry. I misread the situation. My bad. I thought you guys were one of those couples,” Dario said. “Please, forgive me.”

He appeared genuinely sorry and confused.

“One of those couples?” I asked, even though I knew damn well what he was hinting at.

“You know, one of those -”

But before he could finish, my wife cut him off with six words that changed our lives forever.

“We are one of those couples,” she said, letting it hang in the air for a moment. “Aren’t we, Will?” she asked, looking at me with sinister and sexy eyes that made it impossible for me to deny her. In that moment, I think I would have agreed to just about anything.

I didn’t know what was happening, but I was powerless to resist. A passenger in my own body.

“Yes,” I mumbled. “Sorry, I just -”

“Still new to the game?” Dario asked.

“Very new,” Annabelle said. “Actually, we’ve never really, you know…”

“Never?” Dario asked, genuinely shocked.

Annabelle shook her head no.

“Just fantasized so far,” she said.

Dario smiled to himself.

“Understood, well hey. No hard feelings, I totally understand. You have to wait until you’re ready,” he said.

I felt a little relieved as though the tension and stress hanging in the air all around us had suddenly dissipated. Yes, indeed, we did have to wait until we were ready.

“Thanks for understanding,” I began to say but Annabelle started to talk over me.

“Oh, we are ready,” she said. “Don’t you think, Will?”

Once again, I felt compelled to agree with her even though every intellectual instinct in my body was telling me it was a bad idea, the primal instincts seemed to be totally in control and wanted nothing more than to agree with her every word.

So out it came.

“Yes, I think we are…”

Dario looked relieved and my wife looked like she might jump my bones right then and there and forget all about Dario just for my saying yes to her desires.

“Well, how about this,” Dario said, looking out at the ocean. “Why don’t you two enjoy the rest of your beautiful Christmas afternoon, get yourselves all cleaned up, have a nice dinner, and let’s say around 10 PM, I’ll come by your suite and give a knock. If you decide to answer, we’ll see where it goes and if not, hey, that’s equally cool with me. It’s all up to you guys, have a wonderful afternoon.”

He winked at us and, before we could agree or disagree with anything he said, he turned and walked out of the cabana.

I couldn’t believe it was all suddenly...happening.


Ten

After a lengthy discussion, my wife and I decided to follow Dario’s prescription to the T. We were seated, once again, at the steakhouse restaurant we’d eaten at the night before, plates of empty scraps in front of us. Several bottles of wine were consumed and we were feeling just about perfect. Despite the wine and the ease with which we’d gone about our afternoon, I still felt somehow uneasy about the whole thing.

How had Annabelle managed to change her mind so quickly? Or had she actually changed it? Had it been made up this entire time and the whole let’s just keep it a fantasy for now thing was yet another clever ruse to spare my feelings and trick me into going along with whatever it was she decided to do? My head was swimming in dark and devious thoughts weighed down heavily by a multitude of apprehensions and misgivings.

“Are we really going to do this?” I said finally as we each worked on what would be our final glass of the evening before we retired to our suite and either did or did not answer Dario’s knock.

“We don’t have to,” Annabelle said, “I told you in the cabana, I told you back in our room, and I told you when we sat down for dinner. If you’re uncomfortable, we can just not answer when he knocks. No big deal….I thought this was something you really wanted so I decided...what the hell? It’s Christmas.”

I folded my arms, trying to parse her words for any hint of betrayal or deeper, hidden meaning.

“But we agreed no gifts,” I said.

“Well, I thought it'd be ok since it would really be a gift for both of us, wouldn’t it?”

She had a point.

“But what made you change your mind so quickly? This morning you said…”

“I know, I know what I said,” she shrugged her shoulders, “I can’t explain it, it just suddenly felt like maybe something was slipping through my fingers. Something that I should try to hold onto…”

She looked at me for reassurance and even though I knew exactly what she was talking about, I suddenly couldn’t bring myself to agree with her.

“I’m just not sure if I’m ready,” I said.

“Ok, I totally understand. I would never want to force you into doing something you’re uncomfortable with, Will. Let’s just go back and have the night to ourselves,” she said.

She did her best to hide it, but I could tell she was disappointed.

“I love you,” I said to her.

“I love you too, Will.”
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It was nearly 10:00 when we got back to our suite.

“Remember, just don’t answer when he knocks,” Annabelle said as she went to the bathroom to change and freshen up while I went over to the fridge to make us a couple of cocktails to enjoy as a nightcap on our balcony overlooking the waves. I stared wistfully out at the ocean, wondering if I was making a huge mistake. If it was something, deep down, that my wife would always secretly hold against me and resent me for. Was I being selfish?

Before I could even begin to answer my own questions, there came a soft knocking on our door and I froze. It was 10:01 and there was no doubt in my mind who was waiting on the other side should I dare to open it. I waited a moment, scared to move. Then there came a second knocking on our door, this time a bit harder. It was the kind of knock you gave just in case your first one went unheard by the people inside and you just wanted to make sure you gave it an honest effort before you gave up and went away.

But this second knock broke the spell and without being totally conscious of what I was doing, I found myself gliding across the cold tile floor of our suite towards the entrance to open the door and invite the late night visitor across the threshold and into the great unknown. Once again, I was but a passenger in my own body.

I placed my hand on the cold steel of the door handle and drew in a sharp breath, counting down in my head. Five...four...three...two...one...and off with it!

I yanked down on the handle and pulled the heavy door towards me. And there he was, standing unassumingly in the hallway in tan jeans and a white polo shirt, head bowed almost in prayer.

When I opened the door, he looked up and smiled at me. Without a word spoken between us, I stepped aside and with a sweeping gesture of my arm, ushered him inside. I closed the door softly behind me as I heard the water that had been running in the bathroom shut off as Annabelle gave a heavy sigh as if to signal the conclusion of her bathroom routine.

“Anything to drink?” I said to Dario as we stood awkwardly in the living area. I motioned to the two drinks I’d started making and left unfinished over in the bar area by the fridge.

“Uhh, sure. Whatever you’re having is fine with me,” he said. A perfect gentleman.

But before I could answer, I heard the door to the bathroom click open and my stomach dropped in horror. What was I doing? We never agreed to this. Annabelle was in the bathroom this whole time thinking we’d abort the plan and now here I was ambushing her and offering her body to a total stranger.

Once again, before I had any time to untangle my thoughts, the door groaned on its hinges and swung wide.

Annabelle was standing there, backlit and glowing from the bright light coming from the bathroom, drying her face with a small towel, and completely, totally naked. She looked incredible and for a moment I lost myself.

Then she let out a soft yelp and covered her chest with one arm and placed a hand over her vagina.

“Will! What the -” she looked over to me and I shrugged, then she turned to Dario who must have looked like a Greek God standing next to me, “Hi, Dario,” she said, clearly embarrassed.

But she had nothing to be embarrassed about and, deep down, she knew it. Her body was as tight as the day we’d met in college and her curved hips, round ass, and supple breasts would drive any man wild and I could see the lustful passion building up in Dario’s eyes as he raked them up and down her body.

“Sorry, let me just get changed,” she said and began fumbling through our drawers for some clothes.

“There’s no need,” Dario said, “I mean, unless you’re more comfortable…”

“Maybe just a robe,” my wife said, grabbing one from inside the bathroom and wrapping it around herself.

The three of us shared a moment of awkward silence.

“Why don’t I pour us all a shot?” Dario said and excused himself over to the bar to pour three shots of tequila.

“That’s a great idea,” Annabelle called after him.

Then she took both my hands in hers and stared deeply into my eyes.

“What’s going on? I thought you weren’t going to answer?”

“I thought the same thing,” I said, “I don’t know what came over me, I just - he knocked and I answered.”

She studied my face. Then smiled. The wicked seductress hadn’t quite returned but I could tell she was just behind those searching eyes, waiting to be unleashed.

“You’re sure about this?” she said, then stole a glance at Dario as he poured our shots.

“No, I’m not sure...but the one thing I am sure of...I don’t want to have any regrets, no what-could-have-beens. And I think you feel the same way, don’t you?”

She bit her bottom lip and nodded, slipping her robe over her shoulders she let it drop to the floor. Her nipples were completely hard and I could notice a change in her body. She leaned towards me and planted a wet kiss on my lips just as Dario returned and handed us each a shot.

We all silently clinked glasses and then tossed back our shots. I collected the glasses and placed them in the sink and then turned to where my wife and Dario were standing near our bed.

I gave an uncomfortable chuckle.

“Well, I have no idea how these things start…” I said.

“Usually like this,” Dario said as he stepped towards Annabelle and took her curvaceous hips into his huge dark hands and pulled her naked white body towards his and held her tightly against his chest.

Annabelle let out a soft gasp and Dario leaned in and began to kiss her.
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It was slow and soft at first as Annabelle’s body instinctively tightened up and resisted him, but within a few seconds she had loosened up and I watched as she slid her tongue into his mouth and began vigorously lapping and lashing out at his. Soon both of their mouths were wide open as they explored each other. Dario’s hand crept up to Annabelle’s face and cradled her chin for a few moments before they broke it off.

Annabelle turned and looked at me. I was totally speechless.

“Was that ok?” she asked.

I could only nod in return as I took a seat in the chair next to the bed to get a better view.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. I knew it would be hot, but I wasn’t fully prepared for how sensual and arousing it would be to watch another man jam his tongue down my wife’s throat. They could have stopped right there and I would have been a happy man. But I wanted to take it further.

I watched with terror, glee, horror, and delight as Annabelle pulled Dario’s shirt off over his head to reveal a chiseled black chest and washboard abs. It appeared he didn’t have a hair on his body and every line and ripple of muscle seemed perfectly carved and sculpted by the hand of god.

Annabelle placed her petite white hands on his dark chest and ran them over his pecs and down across his abdomen. She was totally in awe of the perfect physical specimen that stood before her and to be honest, so was I.

They made out for another minute or two before I watched Annabelle, without any prompting from me or Dario, drop to her knees and undo his belt buckle and pull off his pants.

His dick was huge and it wasn’t even out of his briefs yet. Annabelle stared for a few long moments at the bulge in his crotch and hesitated. She turned and looked at me, and there it was. Suddenly the seductress was back and my wife was gone. Her inner-slut had been unleashed and she was ready to play.

I gulped hard and nodded. Go ahead baby.

She reached into his waistband with her left hand and gasped as her fingers wrapped around his shaft. She pulled his briefs off with her other hand and I almost came in my pants right on the spot.

Her tiny little fingers were wrapped around the biggest, blackest cock I’d ever seen and she held it delicately as she examined it like a piece of fine art. Her wedding ring was glistening in the light and I almost lost it. The sight of my wife, with her wedding ringed fingers wrapped around another man’s cock was driving me insane.

Still holding onto his manhood, she turned and looked at me, then down at the bulge in my pants.

“Is this what you wanted, baby? Is this turning you on?” she hissed.

Again, I could only nod.

“Do you want me to suck it?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. Finally managing to get some words out.

Annabelle licked her lips and opened her mouth wide to accommodate his girth. She paused for a second with the tip of his dick just millimeters from her lips and then finally took him into her luscious wet mouth and began to slurp and suck like a greedy little slut.

“Mmm, damn” Dario said, locking eyes with me, “your wife knows how to suck a dick. Head game is right on point,” he closed his eyes and revelled in the sensation of pleasure my wife was giving him...right in front of me.

I didn’t know what to say, so I remained silent and watched Annabelle on her knees, sucking a big, black cock and totally losing herself in the moment. In fact, it seemed she’d forgotten I was there. But as soon as I had that thought, she popped her mouth off his cock and stood up.

She walked over to me and placed both her hands on the arm rests of the chair in which I was seated and leaned over.

“I love you,” she said.

But before I could get out my reply, she pressed her lips into mine and began to make out with me. I could taste Dario on her breath. It was so depraved and wrong but at the same time so deliciously deviant and sexy that my dick, once again, threatened to tear a whole in the fabric of my pants.

Annabelle pulled away and looked down at my bulge.

“Take it out,” she whispered.

“Huh?” I said, so turned on and worked up that it was hard to comprehend any English whatsoever.

“Take your cock out…” she said, “I want you to stroke it for me while he fucks me.”

I slowly unzipped my pants and was careful to not even brush up against the skins of my dick for fear even the slightest sensation might cause me to spew my load prematurely and ruin all the fun.

By the time I had my cock out and in my hand, Dario was standing proudly behind my wife, slowly tickling her clit with the head of his cock.

And then it hit me like a ton of bricks and I felt sick to my stomach. He was going to fuck her. It was going to happen and at this point there was nothing I could do to stop it. My sweet, innocent Annabelle was going to defile her vows to me and she was going to do it right in front of my face, while I jerked off to it. But contemplating the depravity of the whole situation only served to harden my cock more as I slowly began to work my hand up and down my own shaft.

“Wait,” I said. “Do you have a condom?” Annabelle was not on birth control as she’d always been afraid of the side effects and the impact that messing with her hormones might have on her wellness.

Dario paused for a moment, then looked down at Annabelle.

And then he was inside her.

“Don’t worry,” he said with a grin as Annabelle closed her eyes in surprise and delight, “I’ll pull out.”

“Holy shit, Will,” she said.

It was weird to hear her say my name while another man made her feel things I never could, but I immediately forgot about my concern over the lack of a condom.

“Fuck, that is huge. Go slow, I need to loosen up before I can take all of you,” Annabelle said. Her eyes were shut tightly as she began to come harder than I’d ever seen her come before in my entire life. Even at my absolute best, peak performance, I couldn’t even come close to what Dario had achieved within thirty seconds of being inside her.

I watched with intense jealousy as this stranger who we’d only just met in the last twenty-four hours, rammed his giant cock inside my wife.

She began to press herself back against him in rhythm with his deep strokes. She was getting dicked down like a total slut and loving every second of it.

It had been several long minutes since she had opened her eyes and acknowledged my existence. Soon she was coming hard again, a leg shaking, earth shattering orgasm that was even more powerful than the one that came before it.

Finally, I mustered up the courage to speak.

“Annabelle,” I said, bringing her out of her dick-induced stupor.

She looked slightly annoyed at first, but once she saw my face staring at her she lightened up. Dario was still sliding his cock in and out of her as she spoke to me.

“What baby?”

I glanced down between her legs and watched, mesmerized, for a few moments as a giant, black dick glided in and out of my wife’s pussy. I could see it was coating in that same, thick white resin that had coated my own shaft just the other day.

“You can’t let him come inside you, you have to -” but she was lost in pleasure once again as Dario began thrusting harder and harder. She came for a third time while digging her fingernails into my thighs.

Once again, I tried to make her see reason.

“Babe, he’s not wearing a condom and you’re not --” her eyes went wide with recognition and she turned to look back at Dario in wonder. Then she turned back to me.

“No wonder he feels so good,” she said, teasing me a little.

“Annabelle,” I said, but she’s gotten the point. She leaned back toward Dario, allowing him to palm one of her milky white breasts in his hand and she whispered to him.

“You have to tell me when you’re going to bust, you can’t go inside me,” she said. Then she leaned forward and rested her hands back on my thighs.

She locked eyes with and suddenly everything felt...okay. Even though Dario was there, not only there, but inside her, she was making me feel like it was just me and her. And in that moment, I’d never been more in love.

I love you she mouthed as Dario began pounding harder and harder, his body began to tense and I could tell he was ready to unleash his seed inside my wife. But Annabelle was ready for it and pulled away from him.

She dropped to her knees in front of him and opened her mouth wide as he spewed buckets of hot, white cum into her mouth and down the back of her throat with a deep, guttural yell.

Annabelle eagerly accepted his deposit and swallowed every last drop.

“Mmmm, thank you Dario,” she said with a smile. Then turned to me.

“Did you like that baby?” she asked. I nodded, still holding my hard cock in my hand.

Dario quickly and quietly got dressed and with nothing more than a slight nod in my direction, disappeared into the night.

And then it really was just us.


Thirteen

Annabelle eyed my hard cock with a primal lust.

“Looks like it’s your turn to get some of this slutty pussy,” she said, “do you want to feel what Dario did to your sweet, little wife with his big, black cock?”

I nodded vigorously and stood up.

“Slow down baby, not yet,” she said with a sly smile, “I want to watch you stroke it for me first while I talk dirty to you.”

I sat back down and began to jerk off for her. Again, I felt weird and self-conscious, but it was clearly turning her on and I liked that she liked it so much.

“That’s it, good boy. Stroke that hard cock for me…” she said, encouraging me, “you liked watching your wife take that fat cock didn’t you? God, his big, back cock felt so good inside me Will, you have no idea.”

I gulped hard and tried to steady my breathing so as to not blow my load before I could enter her.

“Mmm, I felt just like one of those sluts in those videos you like so much. Isn’t that just what you wanted, baby? You wanted me to be a little slut wife for you didn’t you?” she said.

And I could no longer take it. This time I didn’t care if she protested. I wanted her and I would have her.

I stood up and grabbed her and led her towards the bed.

“Oh, baby, I love what this does to you. You never take charge like this,” she said. She bent over and let me enter her from behind.

She moaned loudly. She was still soaking wet from being fucked just minutes before by a cock that was easily two or three times the size of mine.

“Will,” she exclaimed, “you’re so hard, I’ve never felt you this big before, fuck...I’m gonna come,” she said. And she really meant it. It might not have been more powerful than the orgasms Dario had given her, but it was pretty damn close.

Soon I could no longer hold it and was unleashing my seed deep inside her and reclaiming her as my own.

I collapsed in a heap on the bed beside her, breathless and full of emotion, as the world slowly and painfully came back into focus.

My head was swimming in a pool of conflicting emotions and feelings as the warm sea breeze whipped in off the ocean and through our open balcony doors.

Annabelle lay curled up beside me in my arms, but she looked so peaceful and content that I wondered if she was experiencing the same things I was.

“How did he feel?” I finally asked, unable to keep my curiosity to myself.

“What?” she asked.

“Dario...what was he...you know, like?”

She took a deep breath and then told me the truth.

“He was unlike anything I’ve ever had...just...amazing.”

I’d never been hurt more by any words ever spoken than by the ones Annabelle said that night. But, I liked it. Loved it actually.

“Best you’ve ever had?” I asked, doubling down on the opportunity for pain.

She bit her bottom lip and hesitated, then nodded.

And my dick instantly rose to attention, hard as ever before and ready for another round.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Will. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to properly thank you for this,” she said as she grabbed my cock in her hand and gave it a firm squeeze.

“But I’ll keep trying,” she said.


Fourteen

We repeated the ritual several more times into the early hours of the morning and finally passed out just before dawn as the first rays of the sun were creeping up over the Caribbean sea.

When we awoke, we made love again and again all day long until it was time to head to dinner. It was our last night and we’d hoped to catch Dario once more before we left but we were informed by another member of the staff that it was his day off.

Nonetheless we shared a wonderful meal together and spent the rest of the night packing, fucking, and eagerly planning our return trip to a place we’d now come to think of as more than just paradise.

That night I’d slept better than I’d ever slept before in my life and that ease of interaction, that openness and vulnerability that we’d shared that morning on the veranda, before we’d embarked on this adventure together had not only returned but they’d increased tenfold.

We’d never been happier, closer, more connected or more turned on by each other before in our entire lives.

The morning of our departure, we were both sad to leave. Annabelle especially so.

“I feel like we were just getting started with this...whole thing and now I’m sad it’s time to go,” she said.

“I know, baby. But we had a hell of a time...and who says it has to be over? We’ll come back next year,” I said hopefully.

The sultry seductress flashed her wicked smile at me.

“I don’t know if I can wait a whole year to have another big, black cock inside me,” she said.

“Fuck, that makes me so hard,” I said.

“I know it does,” she hissed and then jumped on top of me. We fucked for so long we almost missed our flight home. Which, in hindsight, wouldn't have been the worst thing in the world.

But despite our best efforts we made it to the airport just in time to return home to our miserable, rain and snow filled lives on the east coast to grind it out until we were finally able to return.

As our plane took off and rose up high over the sparkling blue ocean and palm-line, white sand beaches, Annabelle stared out the window, already longing to return. I think I even saw a tear in her eye. Or maybe, it was a tear in my own eye that was causing me to see things.


Epilogue

I’d like to tell you we lived happily ever after, but that would only be partly true. When we got home, the effects seemed to wear off. We fell back into our old familiar grove and within a month or so things were back to the normal we’d experienced before our trip to Playa Del Carmen.

So, I did what any good husband would do. I booked two plane tickets and a room at the very same resort and we returned to the scene of the crime within two months of leaving. Annabelle was reinvigorated and that same connection and intimacy instantly returned.

Sadly, when we arrived we were informed that Dario no longer worked there. But Annabelle had no problem finding other dark-skinned studs to fill what had become a voracious appetite and lust for other men that could give her what I could not.

It was now our thing as she called it. We were “one of those couples,” we were in the “lifestyle,” and with that finally came the happily ever after we’d been searching for.

It might not be for everyone but it’s exactly what we needed to take our relationship to the next level.

So who knows, maybe it’s for you and maybe it’s not. But when opportunity comes knocking, the only thing you can do is make a choice to either answer or not.

I can only say that I’m glad I chose to answer.

THE END


Bonus: Last Day
  Blues

A Hotwife Romance

By: F. Rey Noel


Chapter One

We were in a tropical paradise in the middle of the Caribbean sea. Each of us held an ice cold drink in our hand. The weather was perfect and the breeze was just right. The palm trees danced above our heads against a beautiful blue sky and below us, our feet rested on soft, white sand as we gazed out at impossibly clear water that gently lapped at the shoreline and stretched out as far as the eye could see to meet the horizon beyond.

But despite all this, we were miserable. It was the last day of our vacation. And we didn’t give a damn about how beautiful or perfect it was.

In fact, that only made it worse.

You know how it is. It doesn’t matter where or how you vacation. That last day is always torture. You’re ready to go the hell home. Except really, you’re not. You’re only ready because you know it’s the last day and you just want to get the horrible thing over with so you can get back and move on with your real life.

If you had another few days or weeks, hell even a few months, no chance you’d be ready to leave. It makes you kind of sick with a side of melancholy. I call it the last day blues. And we both had it bad.

Even the alcohol wasn’t doing much to help. I can’t speak for Reya, my wife, but I know my mood wasn’t the only thing that was blue. We’d managed to get away from the kids for an entire week. Just us. With nothing to do but enjoy each other’s company for the first time in I don’t know how long and we basically squandered it.

Two times.

Two measly times.

In a week.

That was how many times we had sex.

I’d booked the trip with visions of a raucous and debaucherous sex-cation where we’d be going at each other multiple times per day, hardly ever leaving the room except to grab some drinks on the beach or by the pool for an hour or two at a time before scampering back off to make sweet, passionate, wild love to each other as often as we wanted.

And what did we do instead?

Ate too much pasta. Drank too much beer and wine. Overdid it on the snacks and left ourselves feeling lethargic, bloated, and decidedly unsexy. Most nights we just passed out early.

And currently I was feeling the harsh sting of remorse. Opportunity squandered. Potential wasted.

Like sand through our fingers.

Now, it was time to go home.

And you know honestly?

If we hadn’t met Joss on our final sunset walk along an empty beach, that’s exactly what would’ve happened.

But we did and it didn’t. And that’s what this little story is all about.


Chapter Two

The weather was perfect until it wasn’t. A mid-afternoon thunderstorm rumbled across the sea and was set to make landfall, right on our little slice of paradise, around two o’clock in the afternoon.

Of course, we’d had great weather all week. So, it only stood to reason that on our last day, things would take a turn and the weather would decide to reflect our mood. Dark and brooding with slices of sunshine occasionally splitting through. A flash here and a flash there.

So, we did the only thing we could think of. We retreated to our resort suite, like all the others on the beach, and opened a bottle of good red wine. Actually, it was excellent red wine.

We didn’t say much, but I was studying Reya up and down as she opened the bottle and poured forth its contents into our glasses. She looked trim and tan and vibrant. The week’s worth of heavy dinners, heavy boozing, and light activity had done nothing to diminish her beauty or bloat her stomach.

Me on the other hand? I looked like I’d gained somewhere between ten and twenty pounds and all of it in my gut.

But in looking at her I also sensed that maybe she was thinking the same things I was thinking. About the opportunities we’d squandered and why it seemed to be so damned hard to connect on a physical level after all these years together.

To be honest, it had been hard like that for the previous handful of years. Occasional sex, but nothing too great and certainly nothing approaching regular.

We’d hit that rut.

I’d tried every way I could think of to get us out of it but without much success.

There was one night…

Maybe a year or two before our trip. I was ten pounds lighter and Reya was, well she was Reya. Tight, toned, sexy and brimming with energy.

We’d gotten a hotel room in the city to celebrate our wedding anniversary and went out on the town. We had a good time. Not too good if you know what I mean, but just right, we hit that sweet spot and I don’t know. I guess I was willing to reveal some of my deepest, darkest fantasies to her, finally, after what felt like a lifetime of keeping them secret.

And so, while we were making out on the bed and I was fingering her and kissing her neck, I whispered one of them in her ear.

I told her, point blank, how much I’d enjoy seeing her with another man. Putting on a show for me, as it were, and getting herself fucked senseless in the process. I maybe mentioned something about how much bigger his dick would be and all of that.

I wasn’t sure how she’d take it, but I guess she’d hit that sweet spot too, just like I had, because much to my surprise, she not only kept making out with me, but she instantly became wetter and more aggressive as she nibbled on my ear and whispered about how hot the idea made her.

We fucked like wild teenagers that night and well into the early hours of the morning. But in the cold light of day, sober and with nowhere to hide, I felt ashamed and embarrassed and seldom, if ever, broached the subject again.

I had planned to revisit the idea on our vacation, I just needed a few pops in me and a little liquid courage would do the trick. Or so I assumed. But the opportunity never really presented itself, or perhaps more accurately, I never went looking for it and well, it’s like I already said.

I guess maybe the reason I was feeling so blue was because I knew I’d blown a golden opportunity to reignite that flame.

“What are you thinking about,” Reya said, eyeing me as she handed me a generous portion of the excellent red wine.

I took the glass and almost spilled my guts.

Almost.

But I balked and changed course at the last moment.

“Just how sad I am to be leaving, I feel like...I don’t know…” my voice trailed off. “Cheers,” I said, holding up my glass.

We clinked and took large sips before heading out onto the balcony to watch the storm blow in over the ocean.


Chapter Three

“So, you were saying…” Reya said as we took our seats on the small balcony overlooking the ocean in the distance.

“Hmm?” I said.

“I asked you what you were thinking about and you started to explain but then it just seemed like you stopped mid thought. I felt like you had something more you wanted to say, something you wanted to get off your chest.”

And that was it. She always nailed me like that. Despite not being able to connect physically over the past few years, we never lost that emotional or spiritual connection - a mind meld - whatever you want to call it. We were always in sync and we could always tell what the other was thinking.

Well, okay. Maybe it was more her than me that was able to pick up on those unseen brain waves between us, but you get my point.

I was never a good liar and I sucked at telling stories. So, she had me boxed into a corner. I could try and make something up or brush it off and say it was no big deal, but like I said, she already had me nailed. She’d see right through any act or defense I tried to throw up.

Better to just come clean.

So, finally, I spilled my guts.

I told her everything. Well, not everything exactly. I left out the part about wanting to revisit the fantasy of watching her with another man. But I told her about how I was hoping to have a lot more sex on our trip and that I was disappointed and felt like we’d wasted a golden opportunity.

When I finished spilling, I took a heavy sigh.

Then she said something very unexpected.

“Yeah, I know what you mean. I feel the same way…”

And that was it. No one said another word for what felt like a solid minute. We just let it hang in the air around us as the thunderstorm approached the shoreline.

I wasn’t prepared for that kind of response but it knocked the wind out of my chest. I mean I knew my wife enjoyed sex, but I guess I assumed I was the only one who was always thinking about it and I was certain, without ever giving it much thought, that I probably thought about sex and craved sex a thousand times more than she ever could.

But I guess we never really talked about those things, at least not in those kinds of terms.

And boy, was I about to find out how wrong I was. I was way off base. My wife, I would come to learn was a sex fiend. It was I who paled in comparison to her.

But more on that later.

“You do?” I asked, a hopeful expression overtaking my face.

“Yeah, I mean…you know honestly...I…” she stopped short and took a big sip of her wine and gazed out at the ocean.

“You what?” I said, prompting her to continue.

She laughed nervously and took another big swig of wine.

“Gonna need more wine to get this out,” she said, laughing nervously again.

“What is it?” I asked, my hopefully expression fading to worry.

“No it’s just that, well I’d kind of hoped…”

“Hoped what?”

“Well, do you remember a few years ago? That fantasy of yours you brought up?”

I gripped the armrest of the chair so hard my knuckles turned white as my stomach did backflips and all the air seemed to leave me at once. Gobsmacked I believe is an apt description.

I gulped.

“Yeah, I think so…”

What was she getting at? What was she hoping?

“Well, I don’t know that was so hot, you know?”

I nodded, straightening up in my chair. Blood began to rush to my cock and despite my best efforts, I could not stem the tide. My boat was beginning to float.

She sighed and continued.

“I guess I was just hoping, like you said, that we’d have lots of sex and that maybe, I don’t know, maybe one of those times, if you know, the moment was right, you’d like, bring it up again or something...I don’t know. Sorry, I’m being stupid, this is silly.”

And that was that. My cock was firm and hard and a tent had formed in the crotch of my pants. Just thinking back to that night and the way Reya had embraced the fantasy was making me flush with excitement. Knowing that she hadn’t forgotten it altogether and was actively hoping to explore it again was almost too much to handle, but I did my best.

I reached out and grabbed her hand and took it softly in mine.

“I don’t think you’re being stupid or silly.”

She looked up at me and smiled and squeezed my hand back.

“You don’t?” she asked, smiling hopefully.

“No, of course not.” I said.

And then finally, I took that leap.

I pulled her hand towards me and placed it gently down on my crotch. This drew a soft gasp from my unsuspecting wife and a light giggle. She touched it hesitantly at first and then more confidently as she gripped it tighter and explored up and down.

“See?” I said.

“Wow, you’re really hard. Like, really hard.”

Reya was still exploring my boner when I stood up and took her by the hand.

“We still have time to capitalize on that opportunity, you know? Just because it’s the last day, well...it doesn’t mean we have to throw in the towel just yet.”

Reya flashed her devil-may-care grin and finished the rest of her wine before standing up. I pulled her so quickly towards the bedroom, she may have even dropped the glass and let it shatter on the balcony. I can’t be sure. But I have a vague recollection of hearing the crashing noise of the thin glass on concrete and not giving a damn about any of it.


Chapter Four

“Tell me again,” she whispered as I lay her down on the bed in the master suite and slowly, but expertly removed her damp two-piece bikini from her tan, tight, and toned body. I slipped my swim trunks down around my ankles and kicked them into the corner of the room.

My cock flopped out with a springy, thwong and slap as she reached up to caress it with her hand and I leaned down to kiss her.

“Tell you what?” I asked, teasing her just a little.

“About how much you want to watch me…”

“What do I want to watch you do?” I asked, playing along.

“Oh, you know you dirty boy,” she said between kisses.

“I think I do,” I said, cupping her right breast firmly in my hand and making her gasp a little.

“Then say it,” she commanded.

“I want to watch you...watch you get fucked. By another man,” I said.

“Fuck yes,” she whispered in my ear as I slipped one and then two fingers into her wet, hot cunt. It was already dripping wet and I could feel her resin coating my fingers in a thick, white goo and my cock instantly tightened so much that I thought the skin might bust from the pressure.

This was really working for her and the thought of her being so into this fantasy of mine was sending me into overdrive.

I began fingering her slowly, exploring every inch of her crevice with care and attention. There was no piece of velvety flesh that my digits ignored. I was deep inside her, tickling away softly and sweetly. Then I slipped in a third finger and felt her stretch to accommodate the girth.

My cock lurched and almost spit forth the seed from my balls before I even had a chance to know what was happening but I managed to take a deep breath and steady myself right as Reya reached down and wrapped her tiny fingers around my cock.

I wasn’t huge, but I wasn’t small either. Maybe a shade above average in the length department. But I had it where it counted. I was thick and hefty and it drove Reya wild.

“Mmm, I missed this fat cock of yours, baby. He feels extra hard for me today,” she said, biting my bottom lip as she lay back and closed her eyes, gripping my cock tighter while I loosened her pussy lips with my three fingers.

For a moment I thought about slipping the pinky in and making it four, but I thought better of it. Instead, I used it to gently tickle her asshole, which drove her wild.

“I love how hard this makes you,” she whispered.

“And I love how wet it makes you,” I said, looking down at her on the bed. I could tell she was already on the edge of an orgasm and we hadn’t even gotten to the good part yet.

“Fuck yes it does. Thinking of you watching me with another man’s cock inside me just drives me freaking wild.”

Her eyes snapped open and she stared straight at me.

“Can we really do it someday?” she asked.

Her direct and earnest question knocked me out of the moment for a bit and almost took the air right out of me.

But then I remembered it was all just a fantasy. We’d been clear about that, hadn’t we? What was the harm in playing along?

“We can do it whenever you want, baby, you just say the word,” I said, fingering her faster and bringing her to orgasm for the first time.

She screamed as she came on my fingers then pulled me into the bed with her.

Usually, it took some time for her to open up to the thickness of my shaft, but my dick practically fell right into her. She was so wet from all the foreplay.

“Oh my,” she whispered in my ear. “You’re so hard, I’ve never felt you this deep in me before. I wish there was another cock here for me to suck on while you fuck the shit out me,” she said with a smile.

I didn’t know what to say back. I was so turned on by the direction she was taking things that I could hardly draw a measured breath let alone articulate a thought. So I leaned down and kissed her. It was hard and sloppy and filled with raw lust.

Our teeth clashed as our tongues lapped greedily at each other. It was like they were trying to slither deep into the other’s throat and stay there.

We kissed for what felt like five solid minutes with nothing but the wet sound of our lips smacking together and the sloshing sound of my dick piercing her wet, hot slit. It was pure perfection. The greatest symphony I’d ever heard.

I pounded ferociously at her, trying to burrow deep into her womb and deposit my seed.

Soon, she was coming loud and hard and I was screaming, deeply and from my very loins, a low, primal, and guttural yell as I unleashed myself inside her, a sticky, thick, and delicious river of jizz oozing forth from the head of my cock, which she gladly accepted and absorbed into herself with greed and lust.

I collapsed in a heap next to her on the bed, my cock slowly deflating as each of us took deep, labored breaths, our hearts pumping and thumping in tandem with one another.

Reya looked over at me and smiled.

“God, that was so fucking hot.”

“Yeah it was,” I said.

“Ready for round two?” she asked with a smile.

“Oh, I don’t know about that...maybe in a little while.”

She looked down at my cock which was now half-hard and raised her eyebrows as if to say, challenge accepted.

“Really? So, if I say, started talking dirty to you about another man with a cock even bigger than yours going to work on my insides while you sat there and watched...that wouldn’t get you going again?”

My cock lurched.

“Mmm, I thought so,” she said, reaching out and caressing my shaft. Slowly stroking the life back into my cock.

“You love it don’t you? Thinking about your sluttly little wife being a filthy whore for another man?”

I nodded vigorously as the blood rushed back down to fill my pole. I couldn’t believe how hard I was getting so soon after ejaculation. I was never able to recover so quickly. Even when I was eighteen years old and just breathing the air made me horny and hard, I still needed a good fifteen to twenty minutes. Maybe twelve at my absolute peak.

This was what? Ninety seconds? It was incredible.

“Yes, I do,” I whispered.

Soon, Reya was swinging her leg over my lap and mounting me. She slipped my thick shaft back inside and I felt the warmth of her pussy juices mixed with my semen lubricating my shaft.

It wasn’t long before she came again and it wasn’t long after that that I deposited yet another load deep inside her.

We repeated that process another two times over the next hour or so and by the time we were spent, the thunder storm had cleared and we’d both forgotten all about it being our last day of vacation or about feeling blue and sad and ready to go home.

We still had the whole evening and night ahead of us and the weather was back to being pretty perfect.

“So, what do you want to do now?” Reya asked, running her index finger down my chest between my pecs.

I don’t know why I said what I said next, but something seemed to take over me in that moment and concoct an answer for me.

“Let’s take a walk on the beach,” I said.

We got dressed back into our almost-dry-now swimsuits and that’s exactly what we did.


Chapter Five

The beach was still deserted. It felt like we’d stepped into some alternate universe where Reya and I were the only two humans left on the planet. It was both eerie and beautiful and we walked for what felt like miles, hands intertwined, and not really saying much to each other but simply just enjoying being in the other one’s presence while at the same time in the presence of so much wonder and natural beauty.

It was quite an intoxicating combination when mixed with the glorious after effects of so much great, intense sex.

“I’m really sad to be leaving,” Reya finally said.

“Me too,” I said. “Though I’m less sad than I was about two hours ago.”

Reya looked over and smiled.

“Me too,” she said.

Then she pinched my arm.

“There’s no reason we can’t keep this up when we get back home.”

I didn’t say anything back because deep down we both knew it wasn’t true. Sure, we wanted it to be true. But it just wouldn’t be the same. Those old hang ups would be there waiting for us when we got back. Our inhibitions would be back up, perhaps taller than ever. And we would fall back into that old familiar groove, that same routine.

There was nothing you could do about it. It was just life.

And I believed all that for another fifteen or twenty minutes as we walked along that lonely, beautiful, and empty beach towards some unknown destination. I really believed that was the way it had to be.

It wasn’t right or wrong, it just was what it was as the saying goes.

But then we finally ran into someone.

His name was Joss and he blew our notion of what could and could not be completely and totally out of the water.

And our lives would never be the same again.


Chapter Six

It was just before sun down when a hulking mass of a man appeared on the horizon, walking in our direction. It was the first human figure we’d see, save our own, in over an hour. If I had to guess I’d say he was well over six-foot-two, perhaps even approaching six-foot-four.

He was jacked with dark chestnut skin and a bald head. His name was Joss and he hailed from the island of St. Martin. But that was something we would come to know later on.

As we got closer to him and were within conversational distance, I could see my wife’s jaw drop - or more like felt it, sensed it using my peripheral vision and some kind of telepathy maybe - and I felt her body tense up.

Simply put, it was immediately obvious that she was attracted to him. Perhaps she wasn’t saying it verbally but her body language left no doubt. An idea popped into my head just then, fleeting and quick, and I didn’t seriously entertain it because, well, what were the odds it would all work out perfectly?

It was then that he stopped just short of us and waved. He started to speak and it became clearer and clearer with each word out of his handsome mouth, that the odds were in fact pretty damn good that it would all work out perfectly.

“Excuse me, sorry to bother you, good people,” he said. I was picking up a slight trace of an accent but only on certain words.

“Oh, no problem at all,” my wife Reya perked up. Which was odd because she seldom liked to talk to strangers and whenever anyone stopped us to ask directions or make idle small talk, the duty of responding usually fell to me and me alone as Reya would only smile and chime in occasionally.

But all of sudden she was taking charge.

“I appear to have gotten lost. I went out for a swim and I,” he turned and looked behind him at the ocean and the empty beach that seemed to stretch on for miles and miles, “well I’m looking for Oceanside, the resort. Can you tell me if I am heading in the right direction?”

“Oceanside?” I blurted out stupidly even though I had heard the man crystal clear.

“That’s right, Oceanside.”

Reya giggled with delight.

“Yep. You’re heading in the right direction. That’s actually where we’re coming from. We’re staying there too.”

The man lowered his sunglasses and stared intently, with smiling eyes, at my wife and then over at me.

“You’re kidding? I can’t believe it. What luck. I don’t recognize you, did you just arrive today?”

“No, we’ve been here all week. Today is our last day.”

The man frowned.

“I cannot believe I haven’t seen you. Such a beautiful woman. I’m sure I would have seen you and remembered such a pretty face.”

Reya blushed and I was suddenly hot and flush with a feeling of not-quite-jealousy. But before I had a chance to be mad, the man realized his mistake. He turned to me and reached out his hand.

“How stupid of me. There I go again, putting my foot in my mouth. I don’t mean to be inappropriate. I hope I did not insult you, it’s just, you have a very beautiful wife is all I mean to say. I’m Joss,” he said.

“Not at all. No offense taken and I happen to agree, thank you very much. She is beautiful, isn’t she? I’m Jeff and this is my wife, Reya.”

Joss let go of my hand and took Reya’s outstretched one.

“Ahh, Reya, a beautiful name too. Did you know in Spanish, it means Queen?”

He bent down and kissed her hand. But it wasn’t cheesy and it wasn’t inappropriate. Somehow, he was able to pull it off in a charming and respectful way and I could tell Reya was smitten with him.

“Yes, I did know that,” she said with another giggle. I could see she was blushing.

Joss smiled and looked at me.

“Well, I hope he treats you like one,” he said with a wry smile.

Reya turned to me and smiled, seeming to just then remember I was standing there.

“Oh he does,” she said, her voice seeming to drop an octave or two and turning suddenly sultry and dripping with innuendo. “There’s no request he’d deny me. When I see something I like, I get it. Isn’t that right honey?”

It seemed that my wife was maybe having the same ideas floating around in her head that I was and I wondered if perhaps Joss was picking up on what was happening as well.

“That’s right, baby,” I said. “Say, Joss, we were just getting ready to turn around and head back anyway. What do you say the three of us head back together and grab a drink?”

Reya’s face lit up and she smiled at me.

“That would be most wonderful, my friend,” Joss said. And the three of us began walking in the direction of our resort to kickoff a night we wouldn’t soon forget.


Chapter Seven

I couldn’t believe it was actually happening. We just seemed to have an understanding, unspoken and unmistakable, between the three of us. Reya seemed like she was starting to glow all of a sudden and I kept having to fight off the rush of blood to my penis as I suppose perhaps I was glowing too in some way that I could not see.

But whatever energy we were putting out there in the universe, Joss was effortlessly, it seemed, picking right up on it and going with the flow.

We pulled up some seats at the lobby bar and I ordered us a round of tequila shots, with extra limes.

The tequila went down easier than normal for me and I took it as yet another sign that things were perhaps unfolding just as they should - as the universe had intended them to unfold.

But then, for some reason or another, perhaps it was another unseen force acting on my psyche or maybe it was just acid reflux from the tequila and lime, I got a funny feeling that perhaps I was misreading things.

What if, what if it was all in my head? What if this was just a platonic, random meeting of a husband and wife and a perfect stranger who happened to be staying in the same hotel as them?

What if, after a drink or two, he simply bid us goodnight and went upstairs to take a bath and enjoy a good book?

What if Reya wasn’t even considering the idea of Joss being the man to fulfill the wild fantasy we’d just played out in their bedroom a few short hours ago?

What if I was the only one of the three of us picking up the signs and signals and foolishly assigning meaning to things that were meaningless?

A cold fright went down my spine and chilled my entire body as I watched Reya talk with Joss mere feet away from me.

I’d zoned out and had no idea what they might be talking about but it seemed to me that she was flirting with him and that he was flirting right back. Then she touched his arm as she laughed at a joke - or something like a joke - I don’t recall what was said.

I was laser focused on my wife’s small, tan hand lingering on Joss’s dark, muscled forearm for what, in any other circumstance, would have been far too long and certainly not appropriate but now seemed perfectly rational, normal, and so...exciting.

My body began to warm again as I watched her body language intently.

Then, before I had time to continue the tortuous debate raging on inside my head, Reya turned to me and left no doubt whatsoever.

“Honey, I’m saying the word. This. Let’s do it.”

And I knew exactly what she meant. I had told her just hours ago that all she needed to do was say the word and it would be so. At the time, I believed it was only a fantasy but after what had just been said and what transpired on the beach between us, there was no doubt. It was not just a fantasy. Reya wanted this to happen. And I had to be honest with myself, so did I.

“Now?” I said, my insides twisting up into a ball of tight, nervous energy in a flash.

“Yes,” she turned to Joss and winked. “Now.”

Joss looked a little confused, perhaps experiencing the same conflicting emotions I was just a moment ago, but then Reya turned to him and did as she had done for me and erased all doubt.

“Joss, would you like to come upstairs with us? To our room, for a night cap and maybe…” she trailed off and leaned over to whisper in his ear.

A smile curled across his lips as he locked eyes with me. I gave a slight nod to indicate my assent to whatever Reya had said (without hearing it I still thought I had a pretty good idea of the broad strokes) and with that, the three of us made our way across the lobby, into the elevator, and up to our suite.


Chapter Eight

I couldn’t believe it. But it was true. I wouldn’t have ever thought it was possible if I hadn’t seen it with my own two eyes. But I had. And now my body was coursing with sexual energy and anticipation as we raced down the hallway towards our suite.

Just fifteen seconds before that mad dash, we had been in the elevator alone - just the three of us. And my wife did something so deliciously slutty and unexpected that I felt I must have been dreaming.

As soon as the doors dinged shut, she was all over Joss. Rubbing her hands eagerly on his crotch, feeling around for his dick.

“Hurry up, take it out,” she whispered as she kissed his lips gently. “I want to suck it a little before we get out.”

Joss quickly looked at me to make sure I was still alright with everything and again I gave him a silent nod, a smile stretching from ear to ear on my face.

Reya dropped to her knees and Joss pulled out his cock. It was dark and veiny and at least two or three inches bigger than mine and every bit as thick.

I watched the elevator buttons light up to acknowledge the floors as we passed each one and grew slightly nervous that we would suddenly stop and an unsuspecting family or something would be scarred for life. Perhaps we’d be kicked out with nowhere to sleep, maybe we’d even be arrested. Certainly, this couldn’t be legal.

“Hurry up,” I whispered nervously. Reya looked back at me and smiled as she opened her mouth and began to suck on Joss’s half-hard cock. She never broke eye contact with me as she did it and I felt as if I’d died and went to heaven. It was hotter than I could have ever imagined it would be and I didn’t feel the least bit scared, jealous, or regretful about what was happening.

My wife was a goddess and she looked damn good with that hefty piece of dark meat in her mouth. It made me love and want her all the more and I couldn’t wait to see what other surprises she had in store for me when we got back to the room.

That was when the elevator had dinged and stopped abruptly. We were on the fifteenth floor, our floor.

In the split second between the elevator stopping and the doors opening, Joss managed to tuck himself back in and Reya leapt to her feet and brushed her hair away from her eyes.

I expected someone or some group of people standing in the hallway, maybe even some police or security who had seen the whole lewd act on camera and were there to kick us out and arrest us.

But the hallway was empty. The three of us stepped out and laughed as we walked swiftly down the hall towards our room. It felt like we’d just gotten away with something. Probably, because we had.

I took out my keycard and held it up to the sensor on the door. Before the door even closed behind us, Reya and Joss were all over each other once more.

And by the time it clicked shut behind us, Reya was standing naked in the living area as Joss sucked on her left breast and she reached down into his trunks to pull out his massive cock once more so that the show could finally begin.

And begin it did.


Chapter Nine

I stood in the entryway frozen in place. I swallowed hard as I groped around my pants, trying to find my wallet so that I could put the keycard back in its proper place.

After a while, I gave up and simply tossed the keycard into the air without giving much of a damn where it ended up.

Reya and Joss were making out hard now, still standing in the living area with the dim lights casting a sensual glow across their toned bodies. Joss was shirtless now and Reya was working feverishly to get him out of his trunks so that he would be completely naked as she was.

After a few moments, Reya broke off the kiss and turned towards me. She beckoned me over with one finger and I obeyed. Like a tractor-beam of hotness, she pulled me into her orbit and I was powerless to resist.

“Kiss me,” she whispered as she grabbed me by the collar of my t-shirt and brought me to her lips. We shared a long, wet, passionate kiss and I could feel Joss’s eyes on us. I had never been watched by anyone before, at least not to my knowledge, and it gave me such a strange and powerful sensation that I felt like I was having some kind of out-of-body experience.

Reya broke off the kiss and wrapped an arm around each of our necks and held the three of us in some sort of literal love-triangle, or perhaps a devil’s-triangle, who knows?

Joss was naked now and had taken himself in his hand and was lightly stroking his dark shaft.

Reya bit her bottom lip.

“God, this is so fucking hot,” she said, arms still wrapped around our necks. We were all standing so close together I could feel everyone’s hot and heavy panting as we ramped things up for the main event.

“Take your pants off,” she said to me, “and stroke your cock like Joss.”

I did as I was told and began to lightly take myself in my hand, imitating the rhythm and cadence of Joss to my right.

Reya let go of us then and stood in front of us and began to play with herself as we played with ourselves. I could hear how wet she was as she slipped one, two, then three fingers inside herself. Her eyes darted back and forth between Joss’s long, dark member, and my pink meaty one.

I could see the hunger in her eyes, the pure carnal lust oozing from every pore. She was in charge and she knew it. She was going to use us like the pieces of meat that we were and I loved seeing her like that.

“Ready to have some fun boys?” she asked with a smile.

She stopped fingering herself just then and grabbed each of us by our free hand and led us into the bedroom from some serious fireworks.


Chapter Ten

“Who wants to fuck me first?” she asked as she laid back on the bed and spread her legs wide to offer us her wet pussy.

Joss waved a hand towards Reya and stepped out of the way.

“I believe you should have the honors,” he said with a smile.

And with that, I found myself in agreement.

Reya slapped her pussy as if to say come and get it.

“Come here, baby. Get me all warmed up and stretched out for that big, fat dick of his.”

Joss’s cock seemed to grow another inch or so at those words and to be honest, so did mine. I approached Reya on the bed and laid down on top of her, preparing to enter.

I slid the head of my cock up and down, pressing into her clit and driving her wild.

She motioned for Joss to come stand over next to her so that she could suck his cock while I fucked her, just like we’d talked about only hours before. Little did I know we would be bringing the fantasy to life so soon thereafter.

Joss did as he was told and as soon as Reya took him into her mouth, I slowly plunged myself inside her wet hole and tried to reach as deep as I could.

“Oh fuck, baby” Reya said with a mouthful of cock.

Watching her look up at me with another man’s dick in her mouth as I entered her was the most intense, powerful feeling I’d ever experienced in my life up to that point.

“You look so beautiful, Reya,” I whispered as I began to speed up my thrusts.

“That’s it, fuck her,” Joss said, “fuck her while she sucks my cock like a good little slut.”

Now, we’d never gone over any ground rules and I guess we all just trusted each other to make good decisions and be respectful.

I was a little worried Reya wouldn’t like a perfect stranger who she’d only just met calling her a name like that.

But I was wrong.

Reya not only didn’t mind, but she loved it.

“Mmm, that’s right. I like being a good little whore for my husband. You like me being a good little whore for you baby?”

So, it was going to be like that? I thought.

My cock got even harder as I leaned down to kiss her neck.

“Fuck yes, I do,” I said whispering in her ear.

“Keep pounding me with that fat cock, you’re gonna make me come,” she looked down at me pummeling her and watched my cock going in and out of her. She reached up and stroked Joss’s glistening dick while she did it and within thirty seconds she was shaking and screaming from what was undoubtedly the most powerful and intense orgasm I’d ever managed to give her.

Reya drew deep breaths as she recovered from her first orgasm and I pulled myself out of her and motioned for Joss to get to work.

He happily obliged and took my place between her legs.

Reya looked up at me as I arrived by her side and she took my cock in her hand and jerked me off.

“You ready for this, baby? No turning back once he’s inside me.”

Joss was slapping his big shaft against her tummy with a thud, thud, thudding sound as his flesh thwacked against my wife’s tanned and toned stomach.

“Oh, I’m ready,” I said, “are you?”

“Fuck yes, I want that big, black cock inside me so bad,” she pleaded. Then she looked to Joss. “Stick it in me baby, fuck me, just fuck me!” she screamed.

Joss slid the head in and Reya’s eyes went wide. Then he pressed in another inch and then another and another still until after a few long seconds, he disappeared inside her.

I watched Reya look down between her legs to see that there was nothing at all there except Joss’s pelvis pressing into hers.

“Oh my god, he’s all the way inside me. I can feel it in my stomach. Holy shit,” she said. She could barely get the words out as she winced and shut her eyes tightly. Pleasure and pain, I thought. And she was loving it.

“That’s right baby,” Joss said, “feel every inch of me inside you.”

“I feel it, oh I fucking feeel it,” she said as she placed her free hand on her stomach and felt herself as Joss began to slowly thrust himself in and out of her.

“You like watching me fuck your wife, don’t you?” Joss said.

I couldn’t lie. I really did.

“Yes I do,” I said.

“She has the tightest, softest pussy I ever felt,” he said with a grin, still pounding away.

Reya began to come even harder and louder than she had with me, but it didn’t make me sad or jealous. It only turned me on more and got me more fired up for my next turn. Competition is healthy right? Isn’t that what they say?

Well, watching Joss make my wife come that way only awakened the competitive spirit inside me and so when it was time to switch again, I barked at Reya to get on all fours so I could fuck her doggy.

She squealed with delight and Joss knelt on the bed in front of her so that we could spit roast her like a true slut queen.

I licked my finger and ran it along her wet slit. Then I spanked her ass and told her to beg me for my dick.

“Please, daddy. Give me that fat cock, I fucking need it, please!” she begged, and as she begged for it she began to shake and twerk her ass. It was something I’d never seen her do before and it drove me insane with lust.

I grabbed her hips and pulled her towards me and forced my way inside her. She let out a yelp and a scream but was soon fucking me back as I slammed my cock as deep as I could possibly get inside her.

“Fuck yes, that’s it. Pound that pussy baby. Own this pussy. That’s your pussy, baby!” she cried.

Then she went back to sucking off Joss and for a while, nothing was said. The only sound in the room was her slurping and sucking and the slapping of my flesh against hers as I rammed myself into her body, trying desperately to make her come again at least as hard as Joss had.

And soon, with a lot of effort I must admit, she was doing just that.

She writhed and shaked beneath the weight of me and let out a primal yell as Joss’s cock fell out of her mouth and she shut her eyes half way. I could see her pupils rolling back as the wave of pleasure washed over her.

It was time again to switch. Joss laid down on the bed and pulled Reya over to straddle him so she could ride his dick.

I stood up next to him on the bed so my cock was even with her head and she sucked me off while she rode him to another orgasm.

I couldn’t be quite sure, but I think it was just a little bit less intense than the one I’d given her and that made me satisfied to no end. I was more than holding my own.

Reya hopped off Joss’s lap, totally dick drunk and crawled to the end of the bed and then onto the floor where she got down on her knees.

“I want you to paint my face, boys,” she said as we approached. She reached up, caressing our balls and stroking out shafts.

“Give me all that hot, stick cum. I want it all over my dirty little face,” she said.

She began to suck us off, alternating between us at intervals of about twenty or thirty seconds.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Joss said as he began to grunt and tense up.

Reya grabbed his shaft and pumped him, making sure his hot white jizz got all over her face. Thick globs of cum shot forth from his tip and landed on the bridge of her nose, just below her eyes and ran down her cheeks and across the edges of her red lips.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen and I couldn’t hold it any more.

“Fuck, I’m gonna bust too,” I said.

“Give it to me baby, give me that cum oh yes, that’s it cum on me. Cum on my face,” Reya cried as I shot an even bigger, thicker load onto her forehead. I watched it drip down her greedy face as she shoved whatever she could into her mouth and licked her fingers.

She played with her pussy, thanking us over and over again for our loads as she brought herself to one final, powerful orgasm.

“Boy, we really made up for lost time, didn’t we?” I said.

“We sure did,” Reya said, her cum-covered face glistening in the light.

“It’s a shame you guys are leaving tomorrow,” Joss said, holding his now deflated cock in his hand.

“Well…maybe” I said, looking down at Reya. She looked up at me through cum-drenched eyes and she already knew exactly what I was thinking. A smile curled across her lipstick smeared lips and I could feel myself getting hard all over again.


Epilogue

We extended our stay. By two days. We were able to keep the kids with their grandparents without much fuss and Reya and I got to enjoy two more magical days with each other.

And I mean that, just with each other.

We did of course have one more night of fun with Joss before we left and let me tell you, it was even more intense than the first time.

But mostly, we just stayed in the room those two days and enjoyed each other, physically, the way we’d each hoped when we first booked the trip.

It was the most mind-blowing sex either of us had ever had.

Why?

I don’t know.

I’m sure I could string a theory together but I’m not too big on naming things or always finding reasons why.

It all just unfolded as it was intended to in my book and that’s good enough for me.

And the best part? You know all that stuff about returning home to the same hangups and inhibitions? How we wouldn’t be able to keep it up in the bedroom once we returned to our normal lives?

It was nonsense.

All of it.

Reya and I have been going at each other every chance we get ever since we got back. We got over those last day blues and rediscovered the joys of each other - physically - in ways that I never could have imagined when I booked that trip.

So yeah, I guess what I’m trying to say is, after our adventure with Joss the mysterious stranger...well, we’ve been living happily ever after.

THE END


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