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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.
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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.  
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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 plan 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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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 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.”
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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.
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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 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 they 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 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 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 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 handled 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 he 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



OceanofPDF.com



SHARED
AT
THE CLUB

A Hotwife Romance

By:

F. Rey Noel



OceanofPDF.com




Copyright © 2020 F. Rey Noel

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This book is a work of pure fiction. All references to people, places, and events in this story are made up. This is a story for fantasy and entertainment purposes only. Any resemblance to people, places, and events in real life are purely coincidental. All sexual acts in this story are consensual and intended to be enjoyed by adults, 18+, for entertainment purposes. 

Any models used on the cover of this book do not share any of the views contained in this story, nor do they represent any of the people, places, events, or storylines contained within. Any resemblance is, again, purely coincidental.



OceanofPDF.com



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 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 gentlemen 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...



OceanofPDF.com



Four
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 empty 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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I don’t know about you, but I love all-inclusive resorts. I could live at 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.
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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. 
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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 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 his 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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