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KATIE WAS A VISION as the salty breeze blew through her hair and the golden sun kissed her tanned skin.

She stood a few yards from where I sat in an orange, two-piece bikini, picking up shells in the small pools that had formed in the sand as high tide rolled out and gave way to low.

She’d been hitting the gym hard lately and it showed.

Plenty of hip thrusts and back extensions had tightened her waist and plumped up her glutes giving her a stunning, hourglass figure that she wore quite well.

Not that she wasn’t beautiful and sexy before, it’s just that she’d accentuated and enhanced her natural beauty with her new fitness routine and as I sat there on the beach watching her collect shells, I thanked my lucky stars she still had the drive and determination to keep herself fit and look sexy for me.

We were in the Outer Banks of North Carolina. It was a week past Labor Day and we’d rented a small shack of a house, right on the beach, in a little town just south of Nags Head.

It was just the two of us, my wife Katie and I, and we had planned to spend the long weekend not doing much of anything at all besides settling into some good books, drinking good wine, and simply enjoying the peace and quiet - and of course, each other.

And enjoy each other we did. Something had gotten into Katie that weekend and it wasn’t just me, though I certainly did quite a bit of that.

It must have been something about the beach, the lowering of inhibitions that comes when you travel and find yourself “on vacation.”

At least, that’s what I like to think anyway. That’s how I rationalize and explain what happened on our last night there when I think back on it.

Even after all this time, that memory still haunts and entices me and I wonder if some part of her wanted to do it. Longed to do it and more than that…would like to do it again if she got the chance.

But I’ll get to all that in a minute.

We’d enjoyed the idyllic weekend alone and managed to not have a run in with a single soul besides one another.

It was something of a small miracle.

With just the two of us in our cozy beach house, we savored every moment together and had taken the opportunity to reconnect and rediscover our love for one another. Being away from the hustle and bustle of our busy, everyday lives was something we didn’t get to enjoy enough.

It was our last day there and when I thought nothing and no one would interrupt our perfect and blissful escape, a run-in with the local beach patrol boys turned everything upside down and threatened to ruin the whole weekend.

But that’s when Katie stepped in.

And the whole tenor of the weekend, and our lives ever-after, changed.

The question rattling around in my mind as things took a turn was: could our love remain strong enough to weather this unexpected storm that had blown in from nowhere?

As I would come to find out, it would. However, it would have to transform and become something new in order to accomplish the feat.
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“LET’S HAVE A FIRE TONIGHT,” I said as the sun was setting on our last day in paradise. It had been warm during the day, but it was late in the season and the days were growing shorter and the nights were getting crisp. There was already a chill in the air as the sun crept down behind the wind-swept dunes.

Katie was sitting next to me, her collection of shells and stones drying in the sand between her feet.

“Mmm, isn’t that illegal?” she said.

I rolled my eyes and shrugged.

“Probably. But…” I motioned for her to look around. The beach was deserted. We were miles away from any public beach or public access points and seemingly every house we could see along the shoreline was empty.

“Do you see anyone else around? Have we seen anyone else all weekend long?”

Katie thought for a moment.

“I guess not.”

“It’ll be fine,” I reassured her. “It’s not like beach patrol’s going to come through, they’re probably busy where it’s actually crowded. This is private here. We’ll be good.”

Katie sighed and shrugged.

“Ok. If you say so, Greg. Seems risky to me, but you’re the man. I’ll let you do your thing.”

I stood up and began packing up our belongings.

“It’ll be great. We’ll have some dinner, get changed, open a bottle of red…”

Katie’s ear perked up at this. She loved nothing more than cozying up to a fire at home with a nice bottle of red wine to enjoy it with.

“Now you’re speaking my language,” she said with a smile, jumping up to help me gather our things.

We packed up, walked back to the house, and got ready to cook dinner.

…

AFTER DINNER, we went down to the beach. It took a couple of trips but we managed to get some chairs, a shovel, firewood, and of course a bottle of red wine, down to the dark and deserted beach without much fuss or fanfare.

Katie sat down immediately and pulled out the wine opener.

“You’re not going to help me?” I asked playfully.

“Hey, this is your show. Your idea. I’m just here for the wine. You wanted to do this.”

I shrugged and began to dig a hole. The soft sand gave way easily and within about ten minutes, I’d dug a pit deep enough and wide enough for a modest beach bonfire.

“Ahh there we go,” I said, rubbing my hands together as I got the last of the firewood into the pit.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the matches. Suddenly, I was very nervous. I fumbled with the matches, my fingers clumsy and uncoordinated. For what felt like hours, but was really minutes, I tried in vain to light the pile of logs I’d arranged in the pit I’d dug.

“Oh come on Greg, this is embarrassing,” Katie finally said, teasing me. “Where’s your inner caveman?”

I gritted my teeth and smiled. I knew she was mostly joking, but it still made me feel embarrassed and emasculated all the same. I knew I wasn’t a badass outdoorsman or a “handyman” but it always bothered me. Because I felt like I should have some of those basic skills.

After a few more minutes, Katie sighed heavily.

“If you don’t get that thing lit soon, I’m going inside.”

The bottle of wine was already a third of the way empty and this time, I could tell she wasn’t teasing or joking around.

“I’m getting cold,” she said.

“Hey, I’m trying here. It’s not as easy as it looks!” I tossed another spent match aside in frustration.

Katie laughed.

“Alright, fine. You do it then.”

Katie sighed heavily, placed her cup of win in the sand and stood up.

“Fine. Let me show you how it’s done,” she said, quickly snatching the matches out of my hand.

I watched in amazement and embarrassment as she crouched down by the fire and expertly struck the match against the coarse surface of the box, set it to the kindling and began to blow hard. Soon, the small spark she’d managed to ignite in the kindling below the wood began to grow into a roaring blaze that seemed to light up and warm the entire beach.

“Ahh, much better,” Katie said, picking up her wine and sitting back down to enjoy the fire she’d created.

I shook my head.

“How did you do that?” I asked, unable to help marveling at the effortless skill she’d just displayed.

Katie merely shrugged.

“I guess I just have a little bit of a hidden wild side I’ve never shown you before,” she said with a mischievous grin on her face. She winked at me.

But there was something else there in her eyes. I couldn’t quite place what it was. But it suddenly had me intrigued and more than a little unsettled.

“Here, have some wine and take a seat,” she finally said, pouring me a cup and motioning for me to sit down next to her.

I felt a sudden surge of admiration for her and the sudden display of confidence and self-assuredness. But as I said, there was something else there lurking just beneath the surface. A certain pent up energy, like charged air just before a summer storm.

“Well, thanks for showing me up, babe. Guess I’ll just have to find another way to impress you.”

Katie sighed and rolled her eyes.

“You can sure try,” she said.

And that last part, the way she said it, left me more unsettled than ever before.

Looking back, it was surely a portent of things to come.
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THE FIRE WAS warm and bright and the wine was going down easy. We had moved closer together so that we were almost huddled by the fire. We were lost in its warmth and the warmth of our love as clouds gave way to a clear and starry night overhead.

The bottle of wine lay empty in the sand by our feet.

I looked over at Katie and pulled her closer to me.

“Kiss me,” she whispered.

I leaned over and kissed her soft lips. It was nothing more than that at first, but then I felt her lips part as her tongue slipped out and parted my own lips.

We made out for a few minutes, the silence of the beach washing over us.

My cock was half-hard with lust and longing when Katie pulled back and smiled at me.

“Have you ever had sex on the beach before?” she whispered.

“No,” I whispered back, “have you?”

“No, but I want to,” she said as she began to pull the baggy hoodie she’d been wearing to keep warm up over her head.

Suddenly she was naked from the waist up. The light of the fire cast a lovely light that illuminated her perky tits and tight waist. I could see her red thong riding up her hips as it peaked out of her white jean shorts.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Yeah, that’s the idea,” she said, putting her hand in my lap and feeling my hard bulge.

But then, a sudden buzz and flash of light shattered the still quiet and ruined the moment. Before we knew what was happening, two large men on ATVs were upon us, the bright single headlights of their all-terrain vehicles practically blinded us.

“Excuse me folks!” a deep and booming voice called out to us from behind the halo of light as if it were the voice of god himself. A very pissed off god.

“No fires on the beach,” another voice called just as deep and just as pissed off.

Finally, they cut the lights and my eyes began to readjust.

Two dark figures dismounted their ATVs and began to walk toward us.

They seemed like giants against the backdrop of the night sky. Easily over six feet tall and each one was a hulking mass of muscle and testosterone.

In the surprise and panic, I’d forgotten Katie was topless next to me.

She had managed to cross her arms over her chest, but otherwise was completely frozen.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” Said one of the voices.

The two men stepped out into the light of the fire and I could finally make out their features.

They were both big and black and shirtless. They each wore red shorts that had some kind of beach patrol insignia on the right leg. They stared down at us, arms folded.

“Hey, Chris?” the taller of the two men said to the other.

“What’s that John?” the other replied.

“I thought fires on the beach were illegal.”

“Oh they definitely are, John.”

Chris bent down and picked up the empty bottle of wine.

“Drinking on the beach is too,” he said.

I had finally managed to get over the surprise and shock and was feeling more myself. This was ridiculous. We were two grown ass adults. What was the big deal?

They were acting like they’d caught some underaged kids or something. I rolled my eyes and sighed.

“Just tell us to put out the fire and move on already,” I said suddenly and a little too assertively.

“Excuse me?”

“What did you just say?”

They each took a step toward me.

“Sir, we’re sorry. He - we didn’t realize it would be a problem. Can you just let us off with a warning, please? We can just put it out and we’ll head back to our house, ok?”

Katie was doing her best to diffuse the situation.

But when she spoke, it seemed like the first time either of them had really noticed her. And they both certainly took notice that she was sitting in her chair, arms crossed over her bare tits.

“Couple of love birds, huh?” Chris said mockingly.

John shook his head.

“I’m sorry miss, but I can’t do that. Fire is illegal. Drinking is illegal. Public nudity and fornication too?”

“Three strikes and you are out,” Chris said, finishing John’s thought.

I chortled and shook my head. They both snapped their fiery gazes from Katie to me again.

“Chris, can you remind me what the fine is for drinking again?”

Chris thought for a minute.

“Thousand bucks.”

“How about fires?”

“Five thousand.”

“How about nudity and fornication?”

Chris simply whistled as if to say buddy, you don’t want to know.

I’d had enough.

“Oh this is ridiculous!” I said standing up. “There’s no way it costs that much, you’re just making these numbers up!”

“Greg, stop!” Katie said, trying to pull me back down into my seat.

“You calling us liars?” John said as they both stepped toward me. “How bout this, why don’t we just arrest you and take you down to our station and we can go over the fines together there?”

Before I knew what was happening, a pair of handcuffs was produced and slapped on my wrist.

“Wait, no! Stop. Sir. Please! Hang on a minute,” Katie said suddenly standing up, forgetting she was topless.

Everyone stopped what they were doing as Katie stood there in nothing but a pair of white jean shirts, her red thong riding up her hips. Her tanned skin seemed to glow in the light of the fire as she took a timid step toward John and Chris who had me in handcuffs.

There was a look in her eyes I didn’t recognize. She was staring at the two of them, her eyes burning intently as she looked at their dark, ebony torsos and rippling muscles.

“Please,” she said softly. “Don’t arrest my husband. Don’t fine us. I’m sure we can work this out.”

Katie took another step toward them.

John and Chris stopped. Chris, who had been holding my left arm, loosened his grip. They both looked at her with hungry eyes.

“Oh is that right? And just how do you think we can work this out?” Chris said.

Katie kept stepping toward them, her bare chest sticking out, enticing them.

“Oh,” she said softly, “I can think of a few things. Can you think of anything?”

The three of us watched in amazement as Katie kept walking up to John and Chris and finally stopped right in front of them.

My stomach did a backflip as I realized what she was proposing.

I thought I might faint when she dropped to her knees in the sand before them and whispered…

“I’ll do anything you want. Anything…”
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“PLEASE,” she begged again. “Please. I’ll do anything.”

Only her voice had changed.

There was a sultriness and a sexiness to it. She was smiling up at them as they looked down at her and then back over at me.

“Anything, huh?” Chris said.

“What about your husband?” John said, looking over at where I sat.

Katie looked over her shoulder at me, a devilish grin on her face.

“My husband? I’m doing this for him.”

Her smile faded and she stared at me with a look of contempt.

What was going on?

How had this whole romantic evening and the weekend that preceded gotten flipped on its ear?

Was this all a bad dream?

A nightmare from which I would eventually wake up?

“Katie,” I began to protest weakly.

“Well, it’s up to you Greg,” she snapped at me. “Do you want to spend the night in jail or do you want me to suck their cocks?”

“Oh snap,” John said.

“Whoa, direct,” Chris said. Now everyone was looking at me.

Both Christ and John had their hands resting on their crotches but even in the dim light of the fire, I could see they were huge and massive bulges waiting to be unleashed.

All I had to do was say the word.

What was it going to be?

“You can’t be serious…” I whispered.

Katie was still on her knees in the sand.

“They look pretty serious to me,” she said, looking up at John and Chris, their ripply abs glowing in the light of the fire.

I watched in horror as Katie reached up with her index finger and stroked John’s six-pack.

“Pretty serious indeed,” she whispered, marveling at the hulk of chiseled muscle before her.

“Oh, we’re serious now,” John said.

“So, what’s it going to be sweetie? Your call.”

I froze, opened my mouth to speak, and then stopped. My silence, my refusal to speak was all the confirmation Katie apparently needed.

“That’s what I thought,” she reached up into John’s waistband and got ready to unleash his cock. Then she stopped and turned back to me.

“Besides, this is like, your fantasy isn’t it?” she asked.

I shook my head in disbelief. What?

“Yeah, you remember…don’t you? That one night we were fucking and you told me how hot it would be to see me fuck a black guy. Don’t tell me you don’t remember…”

Gulp.

I went white as a ghost. She remembered.

I couldn’t believe it.

It was a night I had hoped she was too drunk to recall. She hadn’t ever brought it up since and I’d always been too embarrassed to bring it up lest I remind her of something she’d forgotten, but apparently, all these years later she did.

And now here we were.

She was going to make it happen.

“Yeah,” she said, studying my body language. “He remembers. Well, now you get to watch me with a black guy. Two of them. It’s your lucky day.”

Then she turned back to John and Chris just as they each whipped out their cocks and shoved them toward her face.

Katie gave a surprised squeal and laughed.

“Actually, it looks like it’ll be my lucky day.”

Then, something even more horrifying happened.

I started to get hard.
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“OH MY GOD,” Katie said as she looked at their enormous black cocks with more than a little trepidation.

She put her hands over her eyes and covered them for a second as if she was hiding, then peaked around them after a few seconds and gasped in disbelief.

Chris and John looked down at her, smiling.

“What the matter? Never seen a big, black cock before?”

Katie slowly put her hands back down to her sides and shook her head.

“It’s alright, nothing to be scared of.”

John reached down and grabbed her by the wrist and led her hand toward his half-hard cock.

Katie didn’t seem to resist one bit.

“That’s it, go ahead. Touch it,” he said. Katie hesitated for a moment, but her curiosity got the better of her and she relented.

Slowly, she wrapped her tiny, white fingers with orange nail polish around his big, dark pole.

“Wow,” she whispered.

“Go head, wake him up,” he said.

And Katie began to slowly stroke him.

“Mmm that’s right, it gets it a whole lot bigger. Don’t forget about my boy here,” he said.

Katie immediately reached up and grabbed Chris’s cock in much the same way with her other hand and began jerking them to life at the same time.

I gulped in horror and…something else as I watched, unable to move or look away.

There Katie was. My wife. My wife who just moments ago was ready to screw my brains out in the sand next to the fire, was now on her knees, by that same fire, stroking to big, black cocks.

Her speed was increasing now as their cocks grew and grew.

“Holy shit,” she kept whispering. Her shyness and trepidation were dissipating with each passing second and now she seemed to be getting excited and worked up in a way that I had never seen before.

“Katie,” I whispered weakly. “Stop.”

Both her hands stopped jerking instantly and her head seemed to snap around in a nanosecond and she was staring daggers at me.

“What did you say?” she whispered in disbelief. “I’m sorry, do you think I want to be doing this? Do you want to go to jail? This is your fault, remember?”

Then she looked me dead in the eyes and I watched the moment of dawning realization come over her face. Her eyes traveled down my torso and landed on my bulging crotch.

Again, her eyes went wide in disbelief and surprise.

“Or are you so turned on right now you forgot?” she asked, finishing her thought.

I looked away in shame and put my hands over my crotch to try to hide but it was no use.

“It’s ok, baby,” she said, her voice suddenly turning soft and reassuring as her hands began working the big, black cocks again.

“Why don’t you just sit back and relax. Let me take care of everything for you. Enjoy the show,” she said with a wink. And before I knew it, she turned back around and was opening her mouth as her head moved toward John’s dark member.

She paused mere centimeters away and looked up at him, her dark eyes glistening in the crackling flames.

“Can I taste it?” she asked.

“You sure can,” he replied with a smile, then looked over at me with that same taunting grin.

Katie opened her mouth wide and then wrapped her wet pink lips around the dark purple head of his cock and began to suck him.

I’m not proud of it, but I did the only thing I could think to do in that situation: I sat down and pulled out my hard cock and began to stroke it while I watched my wife, on her knees in the sand, pleasing two big, black men from the beach patrol.

…

KATIE WAS GOING WILD.  And so was I. She was going from cock to cock as I stroked myself, lost in a fever dream of lust and jealousy. I watched her filling her mouth up with big, black dicks like a greedy little whore.

It was a fantasy I had long harbored in secret and had only divulged to her one drunken night many, many years ago and now there we were.

By a stroke of fortune (or was it misfortune?), we were on the beach, the fire still crackling in the sand I’d dug just a few hours ago.

A lewd and dirty scene had seemingly unfolded as if from nowhere.

It’s alright. She’s doing it out of necessity. For you. To save you from being arrested and fined who knows how many thousands of dollars. After it’s over, everything will go back to normal.

That’s what I told myself anyway. I think I knew deep down, even then, that of course that couldn’t be true. Of course, everything would be different. Nothing would go back to normal.

But I didn’t have the time or the uhh, inclination let’s say, to worry about anything like that. Not just then.

Not with my hard cock in my hand and the cool warm sea breeze tickling my balls as I watched my wife whore herself out to the beach patrol on my behalf.

So, she would suck a couple of cocks and we’d all get on with our lives. Where’s the harm?

“Stand up,” John suddenly barked down at Katie who at present had a mouthful of his cock down her throat.

Katie did as she was told.

“Take off your shorts,” he barked.

Katie cocked her head to the side and looked at him as if she didn’t quite comprehend why she would do a thing like that.

“Do you want to feel these big, black cocks inside you or what?”

Katie shook her head quickly as if to clear a fog from her brain. Then she smiled.

“Duh!” she said happily.

“Wait, Katie - you can’t…”

Again her head snapped back around to glare at me.

“Why not? Do you see these things?”

Then she looked down at me stroking my cock and scoffed. What a pathetic site I must have been just then.

But in some twisted way, this only served to turn me on more. The humiliation, the lack of concern, the all-consuming lust she seemed to have developed for these hung black men…it was all so deliciously dirty and sexy and awful at the same time.

So, I continued to sit there and half-heartedly protest every now and again even though deep down I knew. I knew this was what I’d always wanted. This was my fantasy. And now it was coming true.

Katie kicked off her white jean shorts into the sandy shadows that lay beyond the light of the fire and then pulled her thong down and kicked that off too.

She was now completely naked.

John reached out and grabbed her by the hips and pulled her backside toward him so that she was facing Chris.

Like a practiced slut, she bent over as she waited for him to enter her and began to suck Chris off.

The view I had from the side was incredible. I watched her sensually wrap her lips around his big, black pole as John teased her pussy with his cock.

I could hear how wet she was even over the wind, waves, and popping of the fire.

“Damn, she’s wet,” John said, looking over at me again with that taunting grin.

Katie opened her eyes just then and looked directly at me with a big, black cock still in her mouth.

I almost fainted.

It was the sexiest, most hurtful thing I’d ever seen. And it only served to make me harder and stroke myself faster.

“You ready, baby?”

With the cock still in her mouth, Katie nodded her head yes and closed her eyes in anticipation.

John stepped a little closer behind her and began to press himself into her.

Her eyes went wide with shock as her mouth opened involuntarily and Chris’s cock fell out as she reached up and grabbed his hips for balance.

“Ohhhhh fuccckkkkk…”
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“FUCK ME WITH that big, black dick! Fuck me with that big, black dick!” she cried as John began to slam into her with force and speed after a few moments of slowly stretching her out and opening her up.

He’d begun his rut in earnest and was now turning my wife inside out and rearranging her guts right in front of me.

Katie did her best not to forget about the big, black cock in need of attention right in front of her face but every time she began to suck on Chris, the force of John’s dick splitting her in two would cause her to yelp or scream with delight and spit Chris’s cock out.

“Oh my god, I’m gonna cum already!”

These words only served to encourage John and he pounded her harder.

And then Katie did just that.

She came loudly and passionately. Screaming like a whore. It was so loud I feared someone, far down the beach, might hear it.

Finally, the wave of her orgasm receded and she stopped screaming and yelling as her body began to shake and convulse with the tremors of aftershock.

“She’s a natural,” John said with a smile. “You want some of this pussy?”

He was looking at Chris who nodded and was all too eager to step up to the plate and take a swing at my wife’s quivering pussy.

They switched places and Chris was able to slide himself right inside her with much less resistance than John had first experienced.

He’d dug out a nice hole in my wife’s pussy and Chris hopped right in.

John leaned down and grabbed Katie by the head and stared into her eyes as Chris fucked her from behind.

“What do you think baby? You like your first taste of BBC?”

Katie bit her lip and nodded.

“Tell your husband,” he said, turning her head to look at me as I continued to stroke myself by the fire.

“I like it,” she whispered.

“No, no. Say, ‘I love BBC.’”

Katie laughed and moaned, looking away from me.

“Say it,” John repeated, turning her head back toward me.

“I love BBC,” she whispered.

“Good girl. Now tell him you’re a black cock slut forever now.”

Katie began to cum just at that moment, but John was undeterred.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“Oh fuck. Fuck. I’m a…oh shit! I’m gonna cum. I’m a black –”

“That’s it, tell him while you cum. Say it!”

“Fuck! I’m cumming all over that big, black cock because I’m a black cock slut!!!!”

Katie yelled loud and came even louder as the words left her mouth.

“Mmm good bitch,” John said and let go of her head and stood up. He shoved his cock in her face until she opened up and took him in.

Then he face fucked her hard as Chris brought her to another orgasm from behind.

“You want some cum now bitch?” John said after a few more rounds of them taking turns on her pussy.

Katie was so dick drunk she could only nod and whimper.

She got back down on her knees in the sand between them as they jerked their cocks over her facing, preparing to milk them all over her quivering body.

She folded her hands in mock-prayer and began to beg for their cum.

“Please, please! Cum all over me. I want it. I need it!”

Her begging seemed to do the trick as first Chris, then John began to tense and grunt.

The first load was massive as it spewed forth and splashed down on her chin and dribbled down her neck and between her tits.

The second load was even more voluminous and seemed enough to almost cover her entire face.

Katie began to finger herself as she knelt there, covered in the cum of what I would come to think of as the BBC Beach Patrol.

She brought herself to orgasm as John and Chris pulled their shorts back on and prepared to leave.

I was still hard as a rock and watching Katie intently as I heard the motors of their ATVs roar to life.

“You folks have a nice night,” John said. And Chris just laughed.

And with that they were off.

Katie was still in the sand, fingering herself, eyes shut tight as she reveled in the feeling of being totally fucked out and covered in cum.

I stood up and began to walk toward her.

“Satisfied?” I whispered.

Katie opened her cum-covered eyes and smiled at me.

“Fuck yes,” she whispered. “Now, I want you to be a good boy and clean me up.”

I stopped in my tracks.

“What?”

“You heard me. Come over here and lick this cum off my body. It’s the least you can do after I saved your ass.”

I gulped and shook my head, but suddenly my feet started moving.

My cock throbbed and got harder in my hand.

What was happening to me? Why was I listening to her?

“Mmm, good boy,” she said, beckoning me with her index finger and pulling me in like  a tractor beam.

“If you do a good job, maybe I’ll let you cum.”

I nodded. When I got to where she was, I dropped to my knees next to her as she fingered herself. Globs of white cum were dripping from her chin to her chest as they glistened in the now dying flames of the fire.

I was powerless to resist.

And I dove in.

What a way to end our vacation.

THE END


Bonus: Nat Needs a Holiday
(Preview Chapter)

Buy Now

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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Complete Works Here

	The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books): 


These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

	Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3): 


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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