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WE WERE AT THE BEACH. It was our tenth wedding anniversary and my wife Rebecca and I had decided to take a long drive up the coast and spend it at the beach. The place where we felt most comfortable. The place where we felt most like ourselves.

It was the place where we liked to let our metaphorical hair down and play a little. Escape from our real lives and the day-to-day grind.

Kinsey Beach was like a second home to us and we never missed a chance to go back and do a little exploring - and maybe to get into a little trouble while we were at it.

We used to go a lot more often. Back when we were younger and more spry you could say. We also didn’t have any kids. No soccer practice. No band lessons. No homework. No fighting. Less meals to prep and plan. All of that stuff.

Don’t get me wrong, we loved our family and wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world but Rebecca and I used to have so much fun together when it was just us. And I missed that part of our lives. I think we both did.

So, when it came time for us to celebrate our tenth wedding anniversary, I booked a sitter. Rented a little beachfront property near the boardwalk in Kinsey Beach and I packed up the car.

Rebecca was so excited when I surprised her with the news. A long weekend away together was just what the doctor ordered.

“Oh my god, baby! I’m so excited!” she exclaimed. “We haven’t been to Kinsey in a hot minute, have we? Oh my god, this is gonna be so much fun!”

Her voice was already tipping her hand and I knew exactly where her head was going. I knew because that was where my head was going as well.

“And you know what? I have a cute little, white bikini that I’ve been dying to wear. This. Is. Perfect! Let me go get packed!”

By cute and little, Rebecca really meant sexy and revealing. And my manhood instantly ached at the thought of seeing her wear it. I mean, I’d already seen it once, she’d modeled it for me in our bedroom after she got it and we had quite a bit of fun after that, but now I would really get to see her wear it in the wild.

And my hope was that she would really get wild - that we both would - just like old days once we were back at Kinsey Beach.

The forecast was perfect. 80-degree weather. Sunny, near-cloudless days, and a calm and gentle surf report for the entirety of the weekend.

It would be crowded to be sure. But we didn’t mind that.

“More fish to catch,” as Rebcca would say.

When we got to the house, it could feel my entire body unwinding itself as each and every cord of each and every muscle seemed to uncoil and breathe a sigh of relief.

Rebecca could feel it too. I could tell.

“Let’s go make some margaritas!” she exclaimed when she saw the house and hopped out of the car.

I grabbed the bags and followed her inside with lewd thoughts dancing around in my head. All of them involved Rebecca, but it might surprise you to know that not all of them involve me and Rebecca. Sure, sometimes they did.

But sometimes, just as often (and perhaps more) they involved Rebecca and another man.

Yep, you read that right.

I like to fantasize about my wife with other men.

More than that, I’ve actually seen it happen right in front of my very eyes.

See, Rebecca is a hotwife. Or, she used to be. Not so much anymore these days. But back when we were younger and freshly married, our number one obsession outside of work was the two of us finding and picking out hot, well-hung studs for her to play with while I watched.

Sometimes I joined in on the fun, but most of the time I didn’t. The real thrill for me was in the watching. I’ve heard it called compersion. I’ve heard it called cuckolding. I’ve heard it called a million different things.

I don’t really care what people want to call it.

I loved Rebecca. I loved every square inch of her soul and every square inch of the body that housed it.

When I got inside the house with our bags, I was surprised to find the kitchen empty. No blender out. No ingredients for margaritas anywhere to be seen.

“Rebecca?” I called out.

There was a long pause.

“In the bedroom!” she finally called back sweetly.

I put a few of our kitchen supplies on the counter then lugged our suitcases up a small flight of stairs to the bedroom.

Rebecca was inside waiting. Naked and on her knees. Smiling and waiting expectantly for me.

My cock tingled with excitement when I saw her.

“What’s all this about?” I asked, pretending I didn’t have a clue what she was up to.

Rebecca was leaning back and resting her weight on her calf muscles. Her dark black hair went just past her shoulders and her perky tits bounced up and down as she rocked back and forth with excitement.

Her freckled cheeks formed dimples as she smiled at me.

“I wanna suck some cock,” she said playfully.

“My cock or someone else’s cock?”

She placed her index finger on her bottom lip and pretended to mull it over.

“Mmm, both?” she asked, raising her eyebrows at me and beckoning me closer with that same index finger.

“Oh yeah?”

“Mmmhmm,” she said as I stepped closer, my cock growing harder and harder with each step. “I was thinking I could suck yours now and then maybe someone else’s later?”

“Is that right?” I said, stopping just in front of her face and beginning to unbuckle my belt.

“Yeah, would that be ok with you, baby?” she asked. “Please, pretty please, can I?”

She folded her hands before in mock-prayer.

God, she knew how to turn me on like no one else.

My cock was now fully erect and ready to placed somewhere wet and warm. Rebecca’s mouth would be a fine place to start.

I finished undoing my pants and dropped them to the floor.

Rebecca practically squealed with delight as my cock flopped out in front of her.

“Whose cock do you want to suck? Tell me about him. Or it…”

Rebecca looked up at me with doughy eyes.

She shrugged her shoulders and reached up to grab my pole. She began to jerk me off and started talking dirty to me while she did it. She hadn’t lost a step. She knew exactly how to get me going and which buttons to push.

“Hmm, I don’t know…I was thinking, I’d love a big cock.”

“Oh really, bigger than mine?”

She looked at my cock as she stroked it.

“Oh yes, definitely bigger than this. I mean, yours is nice and all but you know…”

“You’re a size queen, aren’t you?” I said with a smile.

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Is that okay?”

“Of course it is, baby, it’s ok to want some big cock every once in a while. I know you have needs.”

“Thank you, daddy,” she whispered.

“Tell me more,” I said.

And she began to stroke me faster.

“Ok, but let suck you a little first, I want some cock in my mouth right now. I’m so horny. I just wanna suck some cock, ok?”

I nodded that it was alright and Rebecca opened her perfect little mouth and took me inside her warm wetness.

“Mmm,” she moaned.

I closed my eyes and titled my head up toward the ceiling, resting my hands on my hips and bending slightly at the knees as her tongue tickled the underside of my shaft and reached out to lick my balls.

“Fuck that feels good,” I whispered.

She took me all the way down to the base of the shaft and rested her tiny, little nose on my pelvis for a few seconds before spitting me back out and taking a deep breath of fresh air.

“Good girl,” I said with a smile, looking down at her and brushing a loose strand of hair away from her face. “Now, tell me more.”

She worked up some saliva and spit on the head of my cock for lube and started jerking me off again.

I watched her free hand creep down between her legs and begin to play around. I could hear how wet she was instantly as soon as she slipped a finger inside her slit and started wiggling it around.

“Well,” she began, “I was thinking, I want a big dick. A really big dick, but…not just any big dick, ok?”

I nodded. My face flush with blood. Adrenaline coursing through my veins as dopamine flooded my brain.

“What kind of big dick do you want?”

“A big, black dick,” Rebecca said. “I want the BBC. Oh, god I want it. It’s been so fucking long. I’m craving that BBC baby. Can we find one for me, please? Please?”

She was stroking me faster and harder now and I could tell she was about to make herself cum. If I could make myself explode all over her face and tits, I knew that would send her right over the edge.

“Keep talking like that and you’ll make me cum,” I said, “is that what you want, slut?”

This only served to increase her speed and ramp up the dirty talk.

“Oh god yes, that’s what I want! I want it right now, give it to me! And then I want to fuck a BBC right in front of you tonight while you jerk it for me. Jerk it like a good boy just like that, that’s it! Stroke it just like that, practice for when I get that BBC later, that big, black cock in my little pussy. Oh fuck yeah, yes! Yes! Yes!”

“Argghhh, fuck I’m gonna cum, hold still baby. Let daddy milk it all over you, fuck!”

I took hold of my cock, wrestling it away from her as my orgasm bubbled right over the edge and exploded out of me.

Rebeccca giggled and got closer, sticking her tongue out and squeezing her tits together to give me plenty of targets at which to aim my seed.

Globs of hot, white cum shot out of my shaft and onto her tongue and tits as she furiously played with her pussy and began to cum loud and hard herself.

It was quite a way to start the weekend. Quite the way indeed.
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AFTER THAT WE finally got around to whipping up a batch of margaritas. We changed into our swimsuits.

Rebecca looked absolutely mesmerizing in her white two-piece.

The top squeezed her tits together in just the right way, perfectly accentuating her globe-shaped mounds. I could see her nipples were still hard and erect beneath the cloth.

It wasn’t lost on me that our little session just moments before had gotten her more than a little riled up.

And when Rebecca was riled up, there weren’t enough cocks or orgasms in the world to quench her insatiable lust for more.

Luckily for us, Kinsey Beach was always teeming with plenty of lust (and cock) to go around. You just had to know where to look.

She stepped into the kitchen and did a little twirl for me. Her tight, bubble-butt was split right down the middle by a thin strip of white cloth that verged on the edge of being a thong, but wasn’t quite.

The high-waisted bottoms complimented her hips nicely and I had a hard time not attacking her right on the spot and ripping her out of them so I could have my way with her.

“God, you look incredible,” I said, staring at her with hungry eyes. “I’m tempted to rip you right out of that thing you know?”

Rebecca giggled.

“Well, I wouldn’t mind that at all…” she said playfully.

But I resisted the urge. There would be time enough for that later. If I gave into every lustful impulse that came over me when Rebecca was around, we’d never leave the house. We’d spend the entire weekend inside making love and talking dirty to one another.

Which, when I thought about it, didn’t sound so bad.

But it was a beautiful beach day and so through sheer force of will, I detached the blender that held our batch of frozen margs from the base, grabbed some plastic cups and tossed them in a cooler, along with some snacks.

We grabbed towels, chairs and an umbrella and made the short trek to the beach.

The entire walk, I could get Rebecca’s sultry performance in the bedroom out of my head and my cock began to throb as we walked across the hot, hot sand and staked out a place on the beach.

It was still early in the morning and so it wasn’t all that crowded. Plenty of prime real estate left to be claimed.

I put up the chairs, dug a hole and screwed in the umbrella, placed the cooler between us and we plopped our asses down in the chairs and faced out at the gorgeous and mighty ocean as the waves rolled in.

“Ahhh, this is beautiful,” I said, reaching into the cooler and grabbing two plastic cups.

“It sure is,” Rebecca said.

I poured us two icy margaritas and we toasted.

“To us,” I said.

“To us,” Rebecca repeated.

We each took a long sip and relaxed deeper into our chairs.

I dug my toes into the warm sand and I watched as Rebecca did the same.

We sat in silence for a few moments before we got around to planning out the agenda for the rest of the day.

“So, what’s the plan?” Rebecca asked finally.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Same as the old days?” I offered.

Rebecca sat up in her chair, she faked a frown.

“Do you still think we can pull it off? Do you think the boys will find me sexy?”

She was playing around, but I also knew that beneath the act, there was some truth to her insecurity. We were getting older. There was no doubt about that. But while we may not have been as young, vibrant, and full of vigor as we once were, we still had it.

Well, at least Rebecca did. That much I knew. She was still a total knockout. A MILF if there ever was one. In fact, truth be told, I think she could pull more ass now than when she was twenty and I told her as much.

“Really, baby? You think so?”

“I know so,” I said, turning back to the ocean. “And tonight we’re gonna prove it. You’re gonna get all slutted up for me, ok? I want you to wear the sluttiest outfit you have. And we’re gonna walk the boards and I promise you, all the guys you could dream of – they’re gonna be drooling over you, tripping over themselves just to talk to you.”

Rebecca started to regain her perky energy.

“And are you gonna let ‘em take a run at me?”

“You know I am,” I said. I looked around, up and down the coast. There was no one near us let alone paying us any mind. I reached across the chair and slipped my hand inside her bikini bottom and began to finger her gently as she sipped her margarita.

“And that’s not all I’m gonna let ‘em do either,” I said.

“Oh baby,” she whispered, arching her back in the chair and letting out a soft moan. I fingered her for a while and she came softly on my hand.

“Let’s finish these margaritas and go back to the house for a quickie,” she said, “I need to feel a cock inside me or I’m gonna go crazy.”

So, we finished our drinks and left our chairs and umbrellas and the cooler resting on the sand and went back up to the house for a quick romp between the sheets.

I screwed her brains out just like she begged me to. But again, it wasn’t enough for Rebcca. It never was. She was turned up to eleven. And we were only just getting started.

She would never be satisfied by just my cock.

She needed more. She needed bigger.

And that was the thing that turned me on the most about her and I realized, the thing I’d been missing the most lately.

I couldn’t wait to get to the boards to help her find some big-dicked studs to help quench her thirst - or at least keep her from going insane with lust.

After I came inside her, we freshened up and went back to the beach to enjoy some more margaritas and a little afternoon nap.

When we awoke, it was nearly five o’clock and time to head back to start getting ready for dinner and our night out.

It was finally time.
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WE ATE DINNER at a small Italian place that was a BYOB just a few blocks back from the boardwalk. We shared a bottle of wine, ate to our fill, and got out of there as quickly as we could. I think we were both more than a little anxious.

As we walked the few blocks to the boardwalk, Rebecca shed her tasteful jacket she’d worn to cover up her sluttiest of slutty outfits.

It was a tight black, leopard-spotted dress that barely covered her ass in the back and at the right ankle you basically see her neo-pink panties in the front, peaking through her legs as she walked in her “fuck-me now, stripper heels,” as she called them.

Stilettos that, should the need arise, you could certainly use as a murder weapon to stab or bludgeon someone to death with - or maybe both, maybe both.

I bit down on my tongue to try to keep myself from gaping at her figure too much as I walked just slightly behind her. I couldn’t help it. I was practically drooling after her as she strutted her stuff down the sidewalk.

We even got a whistle and a cat call from a balcony as a group of college-aged guys partied and carried on above us, pregaming for a raucous night out, no doubt.

I could feel Rebecca’s energy pick up as she gained confidence from their calls and all the looks she was garnering from passersby.

Finally, I picked up my pace and began walking right next to her.

She linked her arm in mine and we picked up our pace.

“Mmm, can’t wait to find some BBC,” she whispered.

“I can’t wait either,” I said.

. . .

WE TRIED AND failed for what felt like hours. We walked up and down the boards with no success. There just weren’t any suitors. It was a slow night. Rare, but it had happened in the past on occasion.

Rebecca was getting despondent.

But then an opportunity to salvage things presented itself, it wasn’t the BBC she’d been craving, but it was a hot, young stud with big muscles and still fit the bill of what I would call her typical type. As long as he had a decent size piece of meat between his legs, we’d be golden.

Rebecca spotted him first.

“Oh, he’s cute,” she said pointing to a tan-skinned young man sitting alone on a bench, scrolling his phone.

He had wavy, dark brown hair and a little bit of stubble. He was wearing a light blue tank top and his left arm was covered in tattoo ink.

His name was…

“Hi handsome, what’s your name?” Rebecca said as we walked past him.

“Hunter,” he said as he looked up and saw my wife smiling down at him. She was leaning over and practically shoving her tits in his face.

“Hi Hunter,” she said smiling, “I’m Rebecca. Mind if I sit?”

She eyes the open spot on the bench next to him.

“Uhh, no…I guess not - who -”

Rebecca sat down next to him and made sure she was basically touching him.

“All alone tonight?” Rebecca asked, cutting him off mid-sentence.

“Uh, yeah - well, waiting for someone. Meeting a –”

“A girl?” Rebecca offered.

“Yeah, one of those dating apps you know.”

“What time is she getting here?”

“Well,” he said, sheepishly scratching the back of his neck. “That’s the thing. She’s late.”

Rebecca gasped.

“How late?”

“An hour,” he said, embarrassed.

“Oh honey…” she put a consoling arm around his neck. “Poor baby.”

Hunter suddenly snapped out of whatever daze he was in and scootched away from her.

“Sorry, I just - who are you? And who’s that?”

He finally acknowledged my awkward presence. I’d been standing there the whole time.

“I told you,” she said playfully, “I’m Rebecca and that’s my husband right there. Isn’t he handsome?”

Hunter looked at me and then back at Rebecca, or more aptly at Rebecca’s tits.

“Alright? And…can I help you guys with something or…?”

Rebecca looked at me and scootched back closer to Hunter and put her arm back around him.

“Oh Hunter, I think we can help each other.”

Now he looked even more confused, but this time he didn’t move away. He looked suspiciously back and forth between the two of us.

“How so?” he asked.

…

TRUTH BE TOLD, it didn’t take much convincing. Sure, Hunter thought we were crazy at first and that it was all one big, practical joke. Something his buddies had set up and were just waiting to pop out from behind the trash can to laugh in his face as they recorded it all.

But we assured him it was no laughing matter. Not a joke at all. And once we explained the dynamic between us and how it would work he simply shrugged his shoulders and said…

“Shit. Alright. I’m in. She’s sexy as fuck and if it’s cool with you…” he looked at me and I nodded, “then it’s definitely cool with me. Where should we go?”

“Why don’t we head back to our place?” I offered. “It’s not far.”

Hunter stood up in an instant and offered his hand to Rebecca. He was tall. Not that we couldn’t tell that when he was seated but now that he was upright he really loomed large.

Rebecca took his hand, smitten and smiling and the three of us walked the few blocks back to our house and raced inside to get the party started.

If I was being honest, I had some doubts about Hunter. Namely, I was worried he wouldn’t be able to keep up with Rebecca. She tended to eat the younger cubs up and spit them out. It was a rare, early-twenty-something that could actually keep up with her and last long enough for it to really be worth it.

But Rebecca, as I said, seemed smitten. She was happy and excited and had forgotten all about our troubles finding her the BBC she truly craved and so I kept my mouth shut. But I had a pretty good feeling and I was right.

Hunter was good. But not great.

He was packing, to be sure. If I had to guess (of course, I don’t keep measuring tape handy for these sessions), I’d see he was around eight inches and decently thick. Plenty of girth and length for a woman like Rebecca to have fun with.

When we got inside, she led him to the bedroom. I stayed in the kitchen for a moment and made myself a drink. I took a long pull and then walked back to the bedroom and found Rebecca laying back on the bed with her legs spread. Hunter was between her legs, eating her out.

“Mmm, that’s it baby, lick that clit for me. Good boy,” she purred, grabbing a handful of his messy hair and petting him in encouragement.

I walked around to the other side of the room to take a seat in the chair across from the bed. On the way there, I caught a glimpse of Hunter’s half-hard cock dangling between his legs. Not a good sign. He was nervous. Otherwise he’d be rock hard by now and balls deep in my wife.

This…display was probably suggested by him as a nervous appeasement for being unable to get hard right away. Rebecca was no stranger to her younger bulls getting stage fright (though it had been some time since this happened) so I’m sure she made the situation as relaxed and not awkward as possible.

But the kid was already hanging by a thread.

I checked my watch.

If he wasn’t hard in the next thirty seconds, he never would be. At least not that night. In thirty seconds, it would be in his head too much and he’d never recover.

I took a sip of my drink and relished the burn on my tongue and taste buds as it slid down into my belly and filled me with its warm fire. I looked at my watch once more, five…four…three…two…

“Okay, I’m ready,” Hunter whispered, lifting his face out of my wife’s wet snatch and standing up. His cock did indeed stand straight out and at attention. He was hard alright. And certainly ready.

Phew.

But we weren’t out of the woods yet. Now the real test began.

Could he keep up with Rebecca?

Could he hold it together when a very experienced, skilled pussy took hold of his cock and latched on, trying to milk it for all it was worth?

As I said, I had my doubts.

“Mmm, stick it in me baby…” Rebecca reached up and gathered her hair with her left hand and held it up behind her head so I had a good look at her face upon entry. She really knew what I liked.

Then she looked over at me and we locked eyes.

She mouthed the words I love you and blew me a kiss with her free hand before turning her gaze back down between her legs just in time to see the bulbous head of Hunter’s cock split her lips open and plunge inside her.

This was our little ritual you could say. Something we did almost every time we played. And this time was no exception.

“Ohhh god that’s a nice cock, Hunter,” Rebecca said, reaching up with a free hand and grabbing one of his massive pecs.

“Holy shit,” Hunter whispered as he felt Rebecca’s velvety sex wrapping around his shaft like a warm embrace.

And it was game over from there.

Rebecca began to writhe and shake her hips, bucking them down toward Hunter and taking him to the hilt as she fucked him while he (tried) to fuck her.

“Oh my god, oh my god,” he whispered.

“That feel good, baby?” Rebecca asked, closing her eyes and squeezing her tits together. She wasn’t quite aware yet, as I was, that Hunter had about another fifteen seconds left to go before he was going to blow right inside her (something we didn’t mind at all).

“Oh no, oh no, oh no…” he said and began to tense and grunt as his seed escaped his shaft like a torrent of water busting through a rickety old dam.

Rebecca’s eyes snapped open in surprise and she began to giggle.

“Oh baby…that’s ok, mmm that’s so good and warm in my belly. Fuck I love that feeling.”

She looked over at me as Hunter still had his eyes shut tightly, relishing in the pleasure of his own orgasm. She rolled her eyes.

Sorry, I mouthed.

It’s okay, she mouthed back and shrugged.

Hunter began to come to and apologize profusely. He was profoundly embarrassed but we assured him it was no problem at all. I offered to make him a drink so he could relax and regroup for another go, but he just didn’t have it in him.

Poor kid.

Better luck next time.

Once he was gone, I got to work on Rebecca.

I loved silky seconds and she loved nothing more than when I fucked her right after another man had just deposited his seed inside her womb.

It drove us both insane with lust.

She sunk her claws into my back and hung on for dear life while I pounded away and whispered all kinds of lewd and depraved things in my ear, trying to make me cum as quickly as possible. Despite her best efforts, I managed to make her squirt and cum everywhere twice before she was able to extract my seed to add to her collection.

I filled her up good and then we lay together in the darkening room and fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Tomorrow was another day.
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THE NEXT DAY was quite the same as the one before. We woke up a little later than normal, had some breakfast, made a batch of margaritas and hit the beach. We lounged around lazily in the hot sun, reading, taking naps, enjoying the soundtrack that the wind and waves provided us, and of course, enjoying our margaritas in paradise.

By the time five o’clock came around, we were both more than ready to head back and get ready for our second evening out.

“Mmm,” Rebecca moaned in the mirror as she was putting on pink lip gloss. “I’m so horny, baby. Do you think we’re gonna find me some BBC tonight or what?”

I ran some product through my hair with my left and ran a brush through my beard as I looked in the other mirror across the room.

I could see Rebecca standing on her tippy toes as she glossed her lips. Her supple ass cheeks were accentuated beautifully by the contraction of her calf muscles, perfect dimples formed under her cheeks where they met the back of her thighs. They were split right down the middle by a black, lace thongs. She had a towel wrapped around her freshly showered hair and I could smell her sweetness from all the way across the room.

If she didn’t get any tonight it wouldn’t be for lack of trying on our part. If we found the right and willing participant, they would surely give into her charms.

I took a deep breath.

“I hope so, sweetie,” I said. “I’ll tell you this much: if we find some, you’ll get them. That’s a guaranteed. Look at you.”

She turned around and blew me a kiss.

“Careful with that talk, you’re making me all wet baby. I don’t wanna have to shower again.”

I grinned in the mirror.

“I’ll try, but no promises.”

. . .

WE WERE BACK on the boardwalk and it was getting late. If it was possible, this was shaping up to be an even worse night than the one before. Not to say we weren’t enjoying ourselves. We went to Wonderland and rode the rides. We got some taffy and ice cream and did a little shopping. It was fun and nostalgic. Something we hadn’t done in ages. But it was merely a distraction for us. A distraction from that feeling that it just wasn’t going to be our night.

Most of the shops were closed and the boardwalk was all but deserted.

“Can we just walk a little more?” Rebecca said with a frown.

“Of course we can, I’m sorry it’s just not working out baby.”

“It’s ok,” she said and took my hand in hers. “Really, it is. I know daddy’s gonna take care of me later tonight, aren’t ya?”

I leaned over and kissed her cheek as we walked and nibbled on her ear.

“Oh you know I am,” I said which drew giggles from her sweet, little mouth.

We walked past where the shops ended and where the boardwalk was basically deserted. It was just boards, railings, and open air. Of course it was beautiful, but at this time of night it was just eerie and quiet.

The only thing I knew of down this end of the board was a strip of bars and clubs where all the younger kids and adults who wanted to relive the glory of their youth went once the sun went down. There was also a skatepark nearby that no one ever seemed to use.

Then, as if by some miracle, we found exactly what we were looking for.

Or, more accurately who. And it was they I suppose who really found us.

Rebecca let out a soft gasp of surprise and grabbed my forearm.

“Look,” she said, whispering.

Not one, but two men were walking toward us, dressed for a night on the town.

They were tall, dark, and handsome and exactly what Rebecca was looking for. Not too old and more importantly after last night’s debacle, not too young.

They were just right.

The only question was, would they be down?

As I got closer I could see they were smiling and in good spirits. And I could also tell they were already eyeing Rebecca’s shapely figure as we approached them.

It was Rebecca who made the first move.

“Hey boys,” she said as we got within conversational distance of them.

“Well, hello there.”

“How’s it going?”

They replied.

“Could you help us out?”

They stopped walking just as we stopped and they looked at us closer.

“You guys lost or something?”

Rebecca put her hands on her hips and shook her head.

“Nope. Just horny,” she said.

Boom.

Just like that.

Right out in the open.

Why beat around the bush?

Just put it right out there and see what happens.

Sometimes, it really was the easiest and quickest way to get what you wanted.

And this time, it worked like a charm.

“Is that right?” one of them asked, raising his eyebrows and looking at his friend.

“Mmmhmm,” she said. Then held out a hand.

“I’m Rebecca, this is my husband Ken.”

“Hello there Miss Rebecca, I’m Wes. This is Michael.”

Wes shook her hand and Michael gave us a slight wave.

“Ken, nice to meet you as well,” Wes said.

Then he rubbed his hands together.

“So, you’re horny huh?”

Rebecca nodded and took a step closer.

“And just how exactly could we help you out with that?”

Rebecca took a few more steps closer so that she was just inches away from Wes.

“Well, see - my husband and I - well, we’re swingers.”

“Swingers, huh?” Michael asked.

It seemed they both already knew where this was going and they showed no signs of being in a hurry to leave.

“Yeah and uh, well - I’ve really, really been craving some BBC recently.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah, and uh, well Ken loves to see me happy and I’m never happier than when I have a big, black cock to play with, you see?”

“I do see,” Wes said, once again rubbing his hands together. “And uh, what about two BBCs to play with, would that make you doubly happy?”

“Oh, I bet it sure would.”

“What do you think, Michael? You think we could help this nice, married couple out here or what?”

Michael looked at his watch and nodded his head.

“Oh, I think we can definitely help with what you need, Rebecca. Long as that’s alright with Ken here.”

I gave a slight nod of my head. I’d stepped back and all but excused myself from the conversation. This was Rebecca’s show to run. I was just a happy spectator.

Rebecca giggled.

“Do you guys want to come back to our place? It’s not far.”

Michael shook his head and so did Wes.

“Sorry, we don’t have that kind of time. Tell you what, why don’t we take a walk down those steps over there and head down under…”

Rebecca cocked her head to the side.

“Under the boardwalk? Is that…safe? I don’t want to get caught by the cops or beach patrol or anything…”

She was whispering now.

“Oh no, it’s perfectly fine. We know what we’re doing. In fact, you won’t be the first wife we’ve taken down there to get a BBC fix.”

Rebecca gasped.

“Really”

Wes and Michael nodded.

Rebecca looked back at me and I shrugged. The coast seemed clear. Literally and figuratively. It was late. There was no one around.

She thought for a moment and then bounced up and down.

“Okay. Let’s go!”

She took each one by the arm and walked toward the steps that led down onto the beach.

I watched them for a few paces and then followed.

It was all about to go down.


5

TO MY SURPRISE, it wasn’t all that dark beneath that deserted stretch of boards. The cracks were wide and the overhead lights that lined both sides of the walk, plus the ambient light from the surrounding area were more than enough for me to see perfectly.

Before I knew what was happening, Rebecca was down to her lingerie. The tight black dress she’d been wearing tossed carelessly in the dirty sand by her feet.

She was making out hard with Wes while Michael explored her torso with expert hands.

Rebecca’s enthusiasm was at a fever pitch already. She’d been waiting and waiting and waiting for this moment. Craving it. Desiring it. Needing it, really. And finally it was here and she was ready to let herself go and give in to inner slut and all of her sluttiest desires.

I could hear her breathing hard and heavy as I walked across the damp sand to catch up with them. Michael cupped her breast and began to suckle on her right tit as Wes began to kiss her neck and ear.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered.

“This what you wanted, Rebecca?” I could hear Wes whisper.

“Fuck yes,” she hissed back. “I’m already so fucking wet. Feel me.”

“Oh, it would be my pleasure,” Wes said. I got there just in time to see him slide his hand down her stomach, right past Michael’s suckling mouth and beginning to finger her dripping wet pussy.

I stood mesmerized by this lewd scene under the boardwalk. I could hear the waves crashing behind me in the distance, but the sound was soft and faint. We were in our own little cocoon you could say.

I felt the bulge in my pants growing with each passing second.

When Rebecca finally dropped to knees and asked - no more like demanded and begged at the same time - to see their cocks, I couldn’t take it anymore.

I dropped my shorts to the sand at the same time as Wes and Michael dropped theirs.

Rebecca gasped with delight and it wasn’t because of me.

“Oh my god,” she practically exclaimed. “Look at these beautiful, BBCs. Mmmm. Just what I wanted.”

She reached up and began to wake up their members with her tiny hands. I followed suit and took my own engorged member in my hand and began to stroke it slowly.

For the first time in what felt like ages, Rebecca seemed to acknowledge my presence.

“How do I look, honey?” she asked, teasing me playfully as she jerked and stroked her new toys.

“Mmm, you look amazing, sweetheart,” I said very lowly. So low, I wasn’t sure anyone would hear me.

But then Wes reached down and grabbed her hair, pulling it away from her face.

“She sure does,” he said, then began to pull her head gently by the hair toward the head of his prick while she continued stroking Michael off. “And she’s gonna look even more amazing with my big dick in her mouth. Open up, Rebecca.”

Of course, Rebecca was already eagerly opening her mouth to take him inside her wet warmth.

“My pleasure,” she said and with that, started sucking Wes off. She started slow at first, exploring the dark purple tip of his shaft with her tongue. Then she stretched her mouth wider and wider as she worked it down his ebony shaft.

She got about halfway down before she had to stop.

“Try it again,” Wes said, almost demanding it.

Rebecca took a deep breath and then tried again.

This time, with great success. She got him all the way down her throat to the point where her nose was basically planted in his pubes.

“Unhn, good girl. Look at that, Michael. I think we got a freak on our hands.”

Michael looked down.

“Shit, I knew it. My turn,” he said, grabbing a fistful of Rebecca’s hair and pulling her away from Wes’s cock and toward his.

She opened wide and gobbled his fat, throbbing cock down her throat. This time, she didn’t need two tries. She was all warmed up and ready to go.

After she held the position for a few moments she pulled back and spit out his cock with an audible wet slopping sound and gasped for air.

Rebecca reached up and grabbed a cock in each of her hands and began stroking them furiously.

“Can I put both of them in my mouth at the same time?” she asked, looking up at them with pleasing eyes.

It was one of her favorite things to do whenever she got to take on two men at once. She loved to put both cocks in her mouth at the same time. Some guys weren’t into it - but I have to admit, it was a pretty hot visual.

“Absolutely you can,” Wes said. “Right, Michael?”

“Fine by me,” he replied.

Rebecca’s face lit up as she pulled both cocks toward her mouth and flicked her tongue out to greet them.

Then, both dark members were within her lips as she shook her head side to side, effectively motorboating them as saliva and spittle flew from her mouth.

She moaned and whimpered like a whore as her anticipation ratcheted up another notch. As did my own. I could feel the cool breeze blowing in off the sea tickling my balls as I watch my wife use their two big, black cocks for her pleasure.

After a few moments, she went back to blowing them individually and after a few moments still, it was time for the main event.

“I need to get fucked,” Rebecca hissed, standing up from her kneeling position in the sand. “Who wants to feel this wet, married pussy first?”

She wrapped her arms around Wes’s neck and planted a big, wet kiss on his lips. Then she turned and did the same to Michael. She watched with glee as they each stared her down while stroking their cock for her.

“God,” she whispered. “I could watch you stroke those big, black cocks all day. Mmmm.”

Wes took a step toward her.

“Bend over,” he said, nearly growling. Rebecca turned and faced Michael. He offered his arms out in support and she took them as she hinged at the waist and offered herself to Wes.

As she lowered her torso, she opened her mouth and took Michael’s long, hard member in her mouth as Wes teased her clit with the head of his cock and prepared to enter her cunt.

I took several steps forward to get a better look at the action. I pumped my cock hard and slow, careful to not let the anticipation and excitement get the better of me.

Rebecca opened her eyes and turned her head toward me, with Michaels cock still bulging in the side of her slutty, little mouth and winked at me.

Then Wes pressed himself inside her and split her open. She gasped so hard that Michael’s cock momentarily flopped out of her open mouth and hung erect by the side of her face as she shut her eyes tight and let the feeling of a huge cock sliding into her overcome her entire being.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, biting down on her bottom lip. “God, that’s good.”

“Mmm, that’s one tight, married pussy,” Wes said, looking at me while he said it. “You’re a lucky man. A lucky man.”

I was too focused on the scene to form any meaningful or coherent thought using words so I simply nodded in appreciation.

“That’s it, let me open you up,” he said, placing his hand on the small of her back for balance and leverage. “Oh yeah, look at that. Opening right up for me. Good girl.”

“Holy shit that’s deep!” she cried.

“I know it is, baby,” Wes cooed. “Now suck his dick while I get up in this pussy. Don’t forget about my man Michael. Take care of him, baby.”

Rebecca looked up at Michael and smiled and then began to blow him while Wes pummeled her from behind.

Within a few short minutes - or perhaps was it less than that - Rebecca’s entire body was shaking as she moaned and wailed, riding the wave of an orgasm more intense than anything I could ever give her.

Then it was time for Wes and Michael to switch places.

Michael was a little rougher than Wes. He stepped up behind Rebecca and grabbed her hips firmly with both of his large hands and slammed her back toward him, practically impaling her with his cock.

But Rebecca loved it as she let out a shriek of surprised laughter.

“Yeah, that’s what you wanted, huh slut?” he growled as he grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled gently on it. “Wanted some BBCs up in you?”

“Oh fuck yes,” she hissed.

Michael began his rut in earnest as Wes and I watched the hot action, each of us stroking our cocks hard and fast.

“What else do you want?” he whispered.

I knew what she was going to say before the words were even out of her mouth. We hadn’t discussed it, but I knew. I could tell.

It had been a while and it wasn’t something we often did, but when the moment was right, Rebecca wanted nothing more in the world.

“Fuck my ass,” she said before letting out a low, slow-building moan that crescendoed into a high pitch scream as she came once more, all over Michael’s cock.

Michael pounded away at her insides for a while longer before stopping.

It took some coordination, but Wes sat down in the sand and Rebecca knelt down in his lap. She didn’t waste a second either in slipping his dark pole back inside her as she waited for Michael to take his position behind her so he could enter her ass.

I slowly walked around to the side of them so I could get a better view. Rebecca looked over at me and winked.

My cock pulsed and throbbed in my hand.

“You ready, slut?”

“God, I love when you call me a slut…” Rebecca said.

“Well, that’s what you are aren’t you?” Wes said, “little black cock slut, right?”

Rebecca bit down on her bottom lip.

“Yes…” she said.

“Yes, what?” Michael growled, grabbing her hair again.

“Yes, I’m a black cock slut,” she screamed. “Now stick that BBC in my ass and make me take two at the same time, please!”

Michael smiled.

“Good girl. It would be my pleasure.”

He stepped up and knelt down behind her and slid his fat, black cock into her as while Wes thrusted into her pussy from beneath her.

Rebecca’s eyes went wider than I’d ever seen them and all the breath seemed to be sucked right out her lungs as she felt the power of two large cocks, one in her pussy and one in her ass, deep inside her.

She closed her eyes tight and finally sucked in a deep breath, trying to steady herself.

But it was no use.

Wes and Michael were turning her inside out and after about thirty seconds, she lost what little control she had.

Soon, she was moaning and wailing like a whore. Louder than ever before. And cumming, cumming, cumming, over and over and over again under that boardwalk as the waves crashed on the sandy shores beyond and I stood there, watching it all and stroking my hard cock.

“Cum in me,” she whispered finally after they’d given her what seemed like her tenth orgasm.

“You sure?” Wes said.

“Yes, I’m sure. Cum in. I want you to both creampie me. Do it at the same time, oh god please! Give me that BBC nut! Nut inside my pussy and my ass fuck that would be so hot.”

Rebecca was pleading so earnestly and so passionately I thought she might begin to cry.

But instead she began to cum again as Wes was the first one to begin to lose it inside her. Michael followed mere seconds after and while it wasn’t the exact same time, it was damn close enough.

“Oh fuck yes!” she roared. “Fill me up, fill me up! Oh, it’s so warm. I love it!”

Wes and Michael very quickly and quietly stood up. They brushed the sand off - best they could and quietly got dressed. They knew they were there to perform a job and they’d done it. Now it was time to go.

“Very nice meeting you two, especially you Rebecca,” Wes said with a wink.

“You two have a nice evening,” Michael said with a wry smile.

And with that they were gone.

Then I found myself standing over Rebecca’s quivering body as she played with the cum that was oozing from her pussy as she fingered herself.

“Oh baby, thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you. I needed that. Did you enjoy yourself? Did I put on a good show for you daddy?”

“Yes,” I grunted as I stroked my cock over her face. I was so close to busting a fat nut all over her, it wasn’t going to take much more.

“Mmm good, I need more cum daddy. I’m thirsty and I’m still horny,” she was begging me now. “Do it, daddy! Cum all over my face. Cum all over me, please! Then I want you to take me home and fuck me. Can you do that for me? I want you to feel what those BBCs did to my little pussy, okay? Feel how stretched it is for you, baby…”

“Arrgghh, fuck,” I said as I jerked my cock hard and fast when the orgasm came and I rode the wave as best I could, spewing and splattering my seed all over Rebecca’s greedy little face.

She began to cum as soon as the first drops of my spunk landed on her red cheeks.

I stood over her panting for a few moments before we both began to brush off, clean up, and get dressed.

We rushed back home and fucked all night.

The following day, we left Kinsey Beach behind and said goodbye.

Until next time.

Until next time.

THE END
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Chapter One

SHE WAS slowly working herself to death and something had to give soon. She was going to break. Everyone could see it, but I had a front row seat.

Eventually, I had to step in and do something about it.

So eventually, that’s what I did.

My wife’s name is Natalie but the only people who ever call her that are people reading from an official form. People who don’t really know her. Teachers on the first day of school, people at the DMV - that kind of thing.

To anyone who knew her and loved her (and once you got to know her, you inevitably ended up loving her), she was Nat.

My Nat.

And like I said, she was slowly working herself to death. Grinding herself down into a nub. Wearing herself so thin, I was afraid she might soon disappear right before my very eyes.

Nat was a mega-type-A personality. Perpetual overachiever and dominator of any and all competition that ever dared to stand in her way.

Perfect grades. Perfect attendance. All-American soccer player in high school. Full ride to Stanford. Perfect GPA. Harvard Law. Assistant U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York for three years before jumping to the private sector, switching teams for a cool seven-figure payday and now, she was well on her way to making partner at Kensington & Horvath.

#KillingIt.

Literally though.

She was killing herself.

She hardly slept. She worked out hard and kept fit like a monster. And worked all kinds of crazy hours.

The sickest part?

She still had time to be the best wife and mother in the entire world.

Seriously.

She may have been putting in hundred-hour weeks, but she still found the time for me and the kids.

We often joked that she had somehow gotten possession of a magical object that allowed her to bend time to her will and was somehow in multiple places at one time. Fans of a certain popular series about a famous young wizard will know what I’m talking about.

But even though it was a joke, to this day I have still not completely ruled it out as a possibility.

It just never made any sense.

Father Time is undefeated though, and try as we may, we all get old. Even Nat. And eventually, as she entered her late thirties, she started to show little signs of wear and tear that for me, were tell-tale signs that she was heading for a bad end.

Anyway, all of this is a very long and very dramatic way of me saying this: Nat desperately needed a holiday. A long one. Truthfully, we both did.

She was still a great wife and mother but she was faltering and so was our relationship. Cracks were forming, little cracks to be sure, but cracks all the same. And cracks are always the start of something much bigger.

The kids came before me, and I understood that. But after a while...well, let’s just say I have needs too. And those needs hadn’t been met in a very, very long time.

But that was nothing compared to the danger she was putting her own self in.

It was a Tuesday night and Nat had been working late yet again. I had already put the kids to bed and was getting ready to hit the sack myself when I heard a key turning in our apartment door.

In stepped Nat.

“Hey, baby. Long day?” I asked.

No response.

She took a step forward and shut the door behind her. She stopped and held up her hand that was holding her keys and dropped them. They hit the hardwood floor with a loud, jarring smack and clang and, probably, woke up the kids.

“Nat?”

Still nothing. She shuffled in a little further and removed her coat and tried to place it on the rack to the left of the door but missed and it fell into a crumpled up ball beneath our coat rack. She didn’t bother to bend over and pick it up.

“Honey?”

I was starting to worry. I got up and walked over to her and found a zombie where my wife should have been.

Eyes blank, face slack, her gaze fixed on some unknown point far over my shoulder.

“Nat? What’s wrong?”

She started to mumble a reply, but I couldn’t make out the words. Then her eyes started to flutter open and closed and her breath got heavy and ragged.

Luckily, on instinct, I took several steps towards her and was able to catch her falling body as she passed out and fell straight into my arms, sound asleep.

The next morning she would tell me that she didn’t remember how she got home or even when she left the office. One of her colleagues had remembered seeing her asleep at her desk around nine o’clock on his way out of the office and assumed that she was simply going to spend the night there (not an uncommon occurrence at these types of firms).

Apparently, at some point, Nat had sleep-walked out of the office, onto a subway car, and several blocks down the street to our building and managed to get inside the door just before she crashed once again.

Her doctor told us that conditions like this were rare, but not unheard of. They were typically brought on by extreme stress and a chronic lack of adequate sleep.

Check and check for Nat.

Nat promised she’d take her health more seriously and for a time she did, but soon she was back to her old ways and that’s when she started sleep walking again.

Twice I’d been able to catch her just before she left our apartment and ended up who knows where.

At the bottom of an elevator shaft? Hit by a car?

The kids were scared and to be honest, so was I.

Her doctor suggested some old fashioned R&R.

“Take her somewhere. Get away from this busy city and get some fresh air. The beach. The mountains. I don’t care where. She needs a holiday.”

“Really? You think it could be as simple as that?”

“Look, I could give her meds, suggest therapy, and they might work for a time but that would only be addressing the symptoms, not the cause. Patients of mine in the past who took some time to address the root cause? They’re the successful ones. Take her away from here. No stress, no plans, just you and the mountains.”

“Or the beach?”

“Sure, or the beach.”

Nat, of course, looked at me like I had three heads when I suggested she take a break from work, especially when making partner was so firmly within her reach.

But I finally put my foot down.

I knew if I simply booked our tickets and accommodations and made sure they were nonrefundable, Nat wouldn’t be able to say no. The only thing that would bother her more than missing a little time at work would be making plans, expensive ones, and then breaking them.

So, I booked us a holiday in Mexico.

And that’s where this all started because Nat usually handled things like this. It had been years since we took a real vacation but when we did, Nat was in charge.

She was the planner, had to be, obviously.

Had she been in charge of planning this one, she would never, and I mean never, have made the colossal mistake that I did.

Happy accidents are a real thing though because it turned out that a holiday wasn’t the only thing she - or more accurately we - needed.

And if it wasn’t for my mistake, none of this would have ever happened.

End of Sample - Buy Now
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Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

	Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story: 


Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

	A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story: 


Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

	Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance: 


It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Again, thank you so much for reading! My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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